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“X" Master of Mystery!

. "+ AKE a friend of Secret Agent “X."” Thousands are do-

! ing sol Thousands are following the thrill-packed

records of his adventures as he fights ceaselessly and
ceurageously against the sinister tarantula webs of crime.

Sometimes his actions are daringly unconventional. Yet he
struggles always that the scales of justice may be balanced.
He wages his single-handed warfare or eriminals that honest
citizens may go their ways in peace and happiness,

To those thousands who have come to lmeow him through his
published chronicies, he needs ne introduction. They have seen
him in action, seen the unique and daring metbods he uses. They
have seen him go into the very shadow of torture and death to
break the skeletonlike clutch of some hidecus crimingl organ-
izatiom, or to rescue somie fellow human from doom.

They have seen him fling his challenge in the face of destruc.
ticn: seen dim ganible at odds that no one clse would accept,
using his courage and resourcefulness as aces in the hole. To

those thousands of readers he hes become a friend, tried and true.

And to the other thousands who will meet him for the first
time this month, he will come as a gripping, dectrifying sur-
prise. For Secret Agent "“X’* is no ordinary detective. High
in the trust of the Government, he guards the secret of his
identity with his very life’s blood. He is asked to undertake
missions toa bazardous, too delicate for others to attempt.
Missions that call for the utmoat in bravery, ingenuity, and
whirlwind action.

Where the black specter of crime lifts itg head in moat
hideous and mysterious fashion, there Secret Agent “X’ ig
likely to be found also.

" When crime laid its sable shadow over the nation’s capital,
when “The Ambuassador of Doom” came to Washington, D.C,,
it was Agent “X’ who was called. Horror stalked through the
strects. Fear gripped the hearts of men in high places — and
Secret Agent “X” began the greatest battle of his career, a
battle to the death with a green-masked ambassador from
hell’s own legation.
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s Ambassador

Agent *X” gripped the
Enife-man and hurled
him forward ot the one

held the deadly

] q_oz:m‘ol aojl cames (o the nation’s capital, S grees-

from Hell’s own legation, followed by a
Aorrible Aorde versed in the polson torments of the Far Bast!
q Evan the police who sought to traplhim did mot guasss the b .
 ghastiiness of Ais real motive. That remained for Secret ¢
X" to discooer as he prowled tAhrough a dark and sinister
tabyrinth of Washington espionage.

A Titanic Struggle Against Crime Taken
From The Explolits of Secret Agent “X”
8 _



of Doom

BocksLength Novel

By
* Brant House

CHAPTER 1 of the Capitol at the end of Pe:;ns_vl-
. vania Avenue. It etched the classic
TERROR'S WEAPON . columns of the White House in lurid

ton. Darkness that was a Thunder rolled in like a savage war
smothering black blanket drum. When it died away, echoes
ripped apart by sinister knife blades raced across the Mall toward tha dis-
of lightning. A jagged streak em- tant ghostly spire of the Monument.
purpled the sky. It bathed the dome Trees moaned in the night wind. Rain
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DARKNESS lay over Washing- silhouette.
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lashed the empty streets in chill tor-
rents. .

The city seemed deserted. Its resi-
dents had taken refuge in their snug
homes. They were ignorant of the
strange, secret conference in session
at the State, War and Navy Building.
They were unaware of the nerve-
raclking tension that filled a locked
and windowless room where seven
men sat.

Five of these men were United
States senators. One was a cabinet
member close to the President. The
seventh was an army officer attached
to General Staff.

The army officer was concluding an
amazing speech. He stared from face
to face of the tense eircle around him.

“Let me repeat,” he sald, “that the
discovery of Doctor Browning’'s just
before his death was quite accidental.
His life was given to the study of
radioactive substances. He was an
authority on radium, thorium, and
uranium. It was a radium-induced
cancer that sent him to an early
grave, But the destructive possibili-
ties of radioactivity didn’t concern
him. He was interested only in its
therapeutic effects.”

The young officer paused, cleared
his throat, and fingered the papers on
the table before him.

“When Doctor Browning sensed
the sinister powers of the ray ampli~
fication mechanism he had bulilt, he
was profoundly shocked. To make
sure that his fears had a basis in
fact he tested the mechanism on ani-
mals. He fouand that it caused com-
plete and permanent paralysis of
all nerve centers. He found that it
turned living things into horrible
hulks with a bare spark of life still
remaining. He found, moreover, that
it was effective at a great distance.
He was about to destroy it when he
was stricken by death himself. For-
tunately, the United States govern-
mept saw fit to confiscate the mech-
anism and the blueprint plans.”

The army officer sat down abrupt-
ly. In spite of the chill of the room,

SECRET AGENT “X” -

beads of sweat glistened on his fore-
head. He wiped them away and his
hands shook mnervously., A peal of
thunder boomed far off on the hori-
zon like deep-toned mocking laughter.

The gray-haired cabinet member
at the table’s head rose. For a mo-
ment he, too, stared at the five sena-
tors. Then he spoke in a voice that
seemed unnaturally dry:

“You've heard Captasin Nelson’s
testimony, gentlemen. You've heard
reports and seen statistics showing
what the mechanism of Browning’s
can do. There’s no question, gentle-
men, but what the United States has
in its possession one of the most ter-
rible offensive weapons on the face of
the earth. A weapon, let me remind
you, so ghastly, so inhuman that it
appears to be outside the pale of
civilized warfare. The purpose of
this meeting is to decide whether or
not this weapon should be preserved
o> destroyed. What are your feelings
in this matter, gentlemen?”

OR a moment there was silence

punctuated only by the faint foot-
falls of the armed guard outside and
the muffled rumble of the thunder.
The senators were grappling mentally
with the appalling horror of what
they had heard. They were visioning
armies going down under the force of
an invisible ray. Visioning strong
men being turned into paralyzed,
corpselike wrecks; men speechless,
motionless, yet still alive—legions of
the living dend.

White-haired, ruddy-faced Senator
Blackwell, chairman of the commit-
tee, rose to his feet, fists clenched. He
struck the table a terrific blow. His
finely molded face was quivering with
emotion,

“It must be destroyed!” he cried.
“Get rid of it for all time. Burn the
plans, sink the machine into the deep-
est depths of the sea. I don't care how
vou do it—but destroy it!”

He sat down, breathing heavily.
Three other senators—Das
Foulette, and Cobb, nodded instant
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agreement. But the fifth, Senator
Haden Rathborne, a pale, saturmine
man, shook his head. There was a fire
in his eves as he faced the others.
“Gentlemen,” he said harshly, “I
understand vour feelings. But war is

war—and the instruments of war.

must be effective. We have machine
guns, explosives, poison gas. Why not
a paralyzing ray?" -

Again Senator Blackwell becanie
the spokesman for the others.

“Why rnot?" he shouted. “Because,
as we've just heard, it’s inhuman,
gnaatly. Because we know that paral-
yais ig one of the mosgt horrible things
that can ailict 2 man. Because it is a
fate we wouldn't wish ever upon our
enemies.”

Senator Rathboine jumped to his
feet. The light in his eyes hag become
a living flame. He thrust his short-
necked Lead forward, hunched his
shouléers, and drew up his handsina
gesture of angyy impatience. His
voice rose in sudden, fierce emphagsis:

“With war threatening in a dozen
countries it is madness to destroy such
2 weapon. The interests of humarity?
Very pretty, gentlemen—very pret-
ty! But we have the interests of our
own country to consider, If war
should come we can't afford to be
white-livered and squeamish.”

Senator Cobb entered the discus-
sion now. A round-faced little man,
immacaletely dressed, he stabbed a
shaldng finger at Senator Rathborne.

“Remember, sir,” he said hoarsely,
“that civilian populations will suffer,
too. You can't prevent it. Do you care
to contemplate women and aged non-
combatants becoming paralytics? Do

you care to picture thousands of inno-.

cent children made hopeless cripples
for life?” .

Rathborne instantly gave answer,
his whole lean body trembling with
fanatieal zest.

“I've mever sought popularity,
Cobb,” he snarled. “I'm not a vote-
snatching, favor-carrying politician
like some gentlemen I could name.
I'm 2 man who speaks his mind. I ad-

vocate retaining and developing the
Browning ray machine into an effi-
cient weapon of war. In the next
world conflict, the nation which in-
spires the greatest terror will win—
the nation that breaks its opponent’s
morale.”

Cobb stood speechless, confused. It
was Blackwell who addressed the
meeting for the third time. His face
iooked apoplectic. He struck the
table, threw his shoulders back, and
spoke in a voice that made the walls
ring.

“Rubbish, Rathborme—utter rub-
bish!” he shouted. “It was Germany’s
terroristic tactics—her submarines,
her Zeppelins, her poison gas—that
made the nations of the earth rise up
to crush her in the World War! Coun-
tries will always combine to defeat a
common enemy, Even if this were not
20, the proud history of these United
States wouldn’t allow us to stoop to
the use of such a weapon. I move, gen-
tiemen, that the Browning ray mech-
anism be destroved for all time.”

Senators Dashman, Foulette, and
Cobb leaped to their feet, cheering
Blackwell. The cabinet man joined
them. Captain Nelson, looking re-
lieved, nodded his approval.

Only Senator Rathborne remained
silent. His face wore the obatinate,
sullen expression of a man who can-
not accept defeat gracefully. But the
motion was carried over his head. It
was agreed by the senatorial commit-
tee that Doctor Browning’s hideous
ray mechanism be destroyed.

RATHBORNE was the first to
leave the conference room. He
placed his. broad-brimmed hat on his
head with a vicious slap. He stalked
angrily from the building. The others
made their exits in pairs,

Rain lashed their faces. Wind
pressed their garments to their
bodies. But they didn't mind the
fierceness of the weather. They felt’
they had done a good night's work.
They thought they had settled an un-
pleasant problem. None of them



guessed how soon the unseen spirit of
horror was to stalk through the dark,
deserted streets of Washington. None
of them sensed that the lightning was
like a demon’s winking eye and the
thunder that followed it a peal of
Cevilish, sardonic mirth.

But a few minutes after they had
left the committes room a human cry
stark with @ggony sounded in the
night. It rose plercingly above the
mutter of the thunder, died away into
a weird echo that whispered along the
now deserted street.

A patrolling cop two blocks away
heard it. He turned alertly, staring
into the murky gloom from beneath
the dripping visor of his rubber-cov-
ered cap. The glistening black rub-
ber of his cape swished wetly as he
ran toward the spot from which the
sound had issued.

There was no one on the sidewalk.
His flash beam probed areaways; and
suddenly he stooped down.

A sprawled, inert figure lay at his
feet-—a man. Under the glare of the
electric torch, livid rivulets of crim-
son showed. They streaked the man’s
cheeks, mingling with the rain, com-
ing from a hideous wound in the left
temple. The cop’s fingers groped hast-
ily for the man’s pulse. There was no
heartbeat. The man was dead.

One shrill blast on the cop’s whistle
summoned the patrolman on the next
beat. Then he ran to the phone box on
the corner.

His call was relayed over many
wires. It caused consternation in high
circles. Hardly had the five senators

reached their homes when a strange

message was flashed to each. -

“The Secretary of War requests
your presence immediately!”

Wondering, filled now with & deep
sense of foreboding, the senators re-
sponded. One by one their fast cars
sped back along their tracks, and at
the State, War and Navy Building
they entered the same windowless
reom they had so recently left.

The secretary greeted them silent-

-SECRET AGENT "X

ly, his face grave and strained. There
were odd, haunting shadows of un-
easiness in his eyes. Not until they
were all assembled did he speak. Then
he stared fixedly into the faces of the
five senators seated before him. He
licked his lips, fumbled a moment
with his watch chain, cleared his
throat noisily.

“Gentlemen,” he snapped. “I have
terrible news for you. You heard to-
night the report that Captain Nelson
gave us on the Browning ray mechan-
ism. You heard what a devastating
weapon it could become. You were
shown the unpleasant statistics of ex-
periments made on animals. Gentle-.
men, Captain Nelson has been mur-
dered—the plans of the ray machine

" have been stolen!”

CHAPTER II
SHADOWS IN THE NIGHT

A T the moment this terrible news
was being spoken, a fast sport
roadster came to a screeching stop be-
fore the Army Air Corps base at
Mitchell Field, Long Island.

A tall man muffled in a heavy over-
coat leaped from the car. There was
a 3uitcase in his hand. He walked with
quick strides through the field gate
toward a two-place army plane warm-
ing on the deadline.

Sparks from the throttled motor
issued like a swarm of fireflies from
the end of the hot exhaust stack. The
pilot turned his head, nodding, as the
tall man came up. He watched as the
tall man climbed into the gunner’s
‘cockpit. He listened for the smap of
the safety belt, then bent over his
controls.

The plane tore down the fleld, leaped
into the night sky in a roaring zoom
of power. It banked, straightened out,
and began to climb. Its destination
was Bolling Field, Anacostia, D. C.

The pilot had no idea as to the iden-
tity of the man riding behind. He was
only obeying orders which had in-
structed him to wait for and pick up
a passenger. If he thought at all, he
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supposed that the man was an eme.
bassy attaché or an important wit-
ness in some fresh financial scandal
"the Government was investigating.
The pilot’s one concern was to see that
the trip was made safely. It was a
wicked night for flying.

Only cne or two people in the
world knew {he identity of the plare’s
mysterious passenger. These few
were pledged to secrecy and silence,

In the paa':enée*s pocker was a
te]=g*am couched in secrel Fovern-
ment code. It wos addressed te Elisha
Pond, care of a bank in New York. It
summored him to Wael:ing':cn. Ar.
rangements for the army plane Lad
Leen made at the order of a hizh Gov-
ernment official,

Tonight the mysterious passenger
in the gunnei’s seat was a man of
destiny. His movements in the next
few hours miight influence the lves
of thousands of wncople. They might
conceivably influence the future ¢f a
nation.

In appearance there was rothing
extraordinary about the man. He was
youngish, well built. He sat ercectly
in his seat, staring ahead into the
dark night. The only odd thing aicut
him was the intent, burning light in
Lis eyes. This light seemed to indicate
depths of inteiligence, magnetism,
and power.

Yet, irconspicuous as the man's
features appeared, they held infinite
mystery. For the face that showed
w:a3 not his real one. The man was dis-
wuised, so cunningly that not even
the sharpest eye could have detected
a fiaw, The man was, in fact, a mas-
tcr of disguise—a master of a thou-
sand faces. The man was Secret Agent
nlx.’l

Who was Secret Agent “X"? For
months past people had been acking
that question. Criminals along the
black byways of the underworld had
asked it. They had learned to fear
his name. Rumors had even epread
behind pricon walls, spread to the
darkest and most evil dives. Gangsters

13

had heard of Secret Agent “X.” Mur-
derers had trembled at mention of
him.

The police forces of a dozen citiaa
had asked to know who he was. De-
tectives had suspected him. He lLiad
heen hunted as a criminal. Crim:s
that he had never committed had neen
pinned on him until subsequent facis
proved him gniltless, Yet no one could
wvive an accarate deseription of him,
for he rever apreared twice alike. e
was a man of a thousand faces—a
thousand disguizes—a thousand sur-
prises. A man who was feared, hated,
snspected, hunted. A man who guzrd-
ed his idextity as a precxous secret.

There was the snapping of excite-
ment in Agent “X’s” eyes tonight.
Under the cognomen of Elisha Pcid,
in care of the First National Bank, e
Lad received many telegrams from
Washington. They came from a high
Governmeni official whose identizy
was also a secret.®

Sometinies they asked that stizigs
facts be unearibed. Sometimes they
asiked him to investigate mystericue
crimes. But never before, since his
periious career &s Agent “X"” had be-
gun, had he been summoned to the
capital. Something unusual was in tiie
wird. Some case of greater import
than any he had ever tackled impend-
ed.

Blood raced through the Agert’s
puises as the swift plane tore through
the sky. Its whirling propeller sliced
the sheets of rain. Lurid flashes of
Jightning began to show on the hori-
zon. They shed a ghostly light on the
wings; made the pilot ahead lool like
gsome crouching, helmeted monster.

And the Agent watched the ship’s
course with the eye of an expert. If

CAUTHOR’S NOTE:« The exact source of Secret
Agent “X%"” unlimited povers as an Investicator of
<! bas never b-n revesled. He holds a docminent
of feo high In the natlon’s
trust. A fond was nher(b-zd for him by ten public~
wpirited men of great wealth, and placed on dapowit
n the First Natlenal Bank, te ba drawn by bim under
the name of Ellsha Pond. Prom a stodr of case ree
ords and from things the Agent has let drop. I Jmow
that his career has bteen strange and varied. He
uiade 8 Cistingulehed record Jn Lhe Intalligence Berve
ice during the Wearld War, He has & vast knowledge
of polica methodn, He In & past mester in the ort of

disraise, All th.ce facts are uphedd by Ais smazing
azpivits ag & 'hanter of criminale,

.
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- anything should happen to the army
flyer up front, Agent “X" was capa-
ble of flying the ship himself.

They were following the shining
ribbon of a straight double-tracked
railroad. A fast passenger train
showed beneath them. It was forging
ahead at seventy miles an hour. But
it seemed like a crawling, phosphor-
escent caterpillar as the army plane
overtook it, and left it far behind.

1n less than two hours a searchlight
beacon showed on the horizon., It
swung rhythmically across the heav-
ens in conflict with the lightning.
Peering over the plane’s cowling, min-
utes later, Agent “X” saw the flood
lights of a Government field below. He
saw the Washington Monument on
his left, saw the gleaming surface of
the Potomac River,

The plane began to descend. It
banked, nosed into the wind, slid
downward out of the night like a
huge bird. Landing lights on its wings
winked on and off. Other lights an-
swered helow.

The velvet-smooth surface of the
field swept up. It wag glistening with
rain. The plane’s air wheels touched
the ground. They lifted, touched
again, settled. The plane taxied up
to the hangars, fishtailed to a stop.

GENT “X” leaped out. For 2 mo-~
ment he looked around. A curi-

ous mechanic was moving forward.
An officer, protected from the chill
drizzle of the rain, stared at him from
an open doorway. Then he saw a man
;lr! a glistening slicker running toward

im.

“X,” who mnever forgot a face,
stared intently. When light from the
hangar's open doorway fell on the
man, “X” nodded to himself, The ap-
proaching figure was some one he
knew—a trusted Department of Jus-
tice operative named Saunders; a
man who had often been active in the
dangerous field of counterespionage.
On at least a half dozen oceasions in
;I_le past, Agent “X” had talked to

im,

But Saunders’ face was a blank
when he came up. He didn’t recognige
Agent “X.” The Agent’s masterly dis-
guise fooled him. Saunders, thick-set,
powerfully built and sandy-haired,
peered under his wet hat brim.

“Are you Mr. Pond?” he asked.

The Agent nodded.

“I was told to meet you when you
landed. I've got a car out in the street.
But first, if you don't mind—"

Again the Agent nodded. He knew
what Saunders wanted. Caution was
ingrained in the men who worked for
the Federal bureaus. “X’s” hand
divad into his pocket, came out grasp-
ing a wallet. From it he drew a card
bearing the name of Elisha Pond.
Saunders didn’t know that this was
one of a dozen aliases. He didn't know
that the man called Pond carried
other cards which he could have pro-
duced just ag readily. He dida’t know
that the men before him was Secret
Agent “X."” He was merely obeying
orders from a superior, as the pilot of
the army plane had done.

“0.X.,” he sald. “Step this way if
yc;u please, sir. It’s a nasty night, isn't
it?”

“Yes,” said the Agent grimly. He
had an idea it was nastier than Saun-
ders realized. He sensed strange, dark
taings in the air, He followed the
stocky form of Saunders to the wait-
ing car, a small, weather-beaten
coupe.

“My own bus,” said Saunders
proudly. “She doesn't look so nice, but
she’s a sweetheart on the road.”

Both men climbed in. Neither of
them saw the shadow that moved
along the hangar wall, Neither of
them saw the dark, intent face that

- gleamed for a moment under the

splashing drops of the rain.

There was a public telephone booth
in a amall cigar store opposite the field
gate. As Saunders’ car splashed away,
the shadow by the hangar wall ran
over to the booth. In a2 moment he was
speaking softly into the mouthpiece
of a phone, using a foreign tongue.
Arnother man, a half-mile away, was
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cnswering him, also in the same
tongue. The second man hung up,
elipped out into the dreary darkmess.

Saunders tried to make conversa-
tion as he and Agent “X” sped along.
“X"” answered only in monosyllablea.
He was oppressed by a sense of im-

He lashed et with bis
fists, tried to fight free,
then ing way
throun over his head.

pending trouble, wondering about the

‘mysterious reasom for his summons

to Washington. He liked Saunders,
but the man was only a small cog in

- some vast thing that was under way.

The sandy-haired Federal operative
lighted a cigarette. He sent the little
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car whizzing along, driving with care-
lesg ease. .

It was Secret Agent “X” whose
eyes roved the street ahead with the
closest attention. It was “X" who first
saw the dark car pointed at a crazy
angle toward the curb, For a moment
his fingers closed over Saunders’ arm.

“Someone’s skidded,” sald Saun-
ders, “And nearly smashed up.”

A man in a chauffeur’s uniform
was bent over one wheel of the car
ahead. He straightened, raised a hand
in signal,

“They’re in trouble,” sald Saunders.
“Let's see what's the matter.”

He braked his little car, began to
alow down. The Agent’s eyes had be-
come burningly bright. But the
chauffeur looked all right. He was
dark-skinned. He seemed to be 2
mulatto. Saunders brought his car to
a stop, cranked down a window.

“What's the trouble, fellah? he
3aid.

The brown-gkinned chauffeur came
forward, holding something in his
kand.

“Look,” he said. “Broken!”

He thrust his hand through the
side window of Saunders’ coupe,
opened the fingers. Then it was that
Agent “X’ hissed a sharp warning;
but he was too late. -

Something crackled in the brown-
skinned man's hand. It was like a
dried puffball, A jet of brownish pow-
der squirted from its collapsed sides.
The powder filled the interior of the
car. It went into the two men’s faces,
hlinded them as though hot needles
had been thrust against their eyes.
Saunders swore fiercely and lashed
out with his fist,

“You double-crosser. I stopped to
help you and—"

ORDS choked in his throat as
the brownish powder passed
between his lips. Agent “X” did not
iry to speak. He jerked at the car’s
door, tried to get out, hoping that the
night air and rain would clear his
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vision, He rubbed at his eyes with one
hand, but it only seemed to drive the
" hot needles deeper into his nerves,

Dimly then he heard the sound of
running feet around him.,

. He heard crisp orders shoutfed in a
foreign tongue that made him start.
A master linguist, he had a basic
knowledge of many languages. This
was one he had heard before, but it
seemed out of place, fantastic In his
present surroundings. The brown-
gkinned chauffeur had been joined by
others.*

Hands caught bold of Secret Agent
“X.” He lashed out with his fists, tried
to fight free; then something was
thrown over his head. A noose was
jerked around his neck. He had a
sense of enveloping cloth. A pungent,
smothering smell was in his nostrils. -
It was like a strange, Oriental in-
cense; but the sweetish odor of it was
cloyingly oppressive.

He raised his hands, tried to pull
away the hood that had been flung
over his head. The dizzyingly sweet
odor in his nostrils was filling his
lungs now, choking off breath, making
him reel on his feet.

Saunders beaide him gave a hoarse,
gurgling cry. He, too, had been at-
tacked in the same way.

Blinded, smothering, Agent "“X”
was at a hopeless disadvantage. The
onslaught had come before he had
been on his guard, before he had con-
ceived of the possibility of any enemy
being present.

Cold fury filled him. He battled
desperately to keep his faculties, to
free himself from the smothering
hood before darkness came. But the
fumes in his lungs were mastering
him. He slipped on the wet pavement,
sank to his knees. His legs seemed to

*AUTHOR'S NOTB: The mtience of Unguistics by
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crumple under him. As- bhnding.

lights danced before his pain-racked
eyes he fell into the black depths of
unconsciousness,

CHAPTER III
DeATH BY TORTURE

HORROR beat upon him when he
woke up. He had a sense of ap-
palling eatastrophe. He had lost all
track of time. He seemed to be in a
dark, still room. Then he became con-
selous of a sound. A man’s voice, low-
pitched and precise, .

The Agent’s eyves still burned, but
when he raised inflamed lids he found
that he could see. He started, and
breath hissed between his teeth. He
was in a room. It was 2 man's voice
he heard. And he saw in that first in-
stant of returning consciousness that
both he and Saunders were prisoners.
There were steel handcuffs on his
ankles and wrists. These were at-

tached to rings in the wall behind..

Saunders looked like a man stretched
out on a c¢rucifix, His head still hung
down.,

Then “X's” eyes swiveled again to
the man who was speaking, His atti-
tude was as calm as the quiet tones of
his voice, but his appearance made the
Agent’s body grow rigid. For the man
wore a green mask over his face. It
was a livid, polsonous green, like the
scales of some reptile, and, through
slits In the mask, his eyes glittered as
coldly and evilly as the beady eyes of
a snake.

“You have waked,” the man was
saying. “Your friend Is waking also.
You will now be able to answer ques-
tions I shall ask.”

Agent “X” turned his head. Saun-
ders’ eyes, red and inflained, were
opening.

“What the hell—" he muttered.
“Say, what’s this. You—"

The man {n the green mask held up
his hand. His eyes glittered behind the
green of the cloth that covered his
face. There was a measured inhuman
dryness in his speech.

“need only answer.”.

- AMBASSADOR OF DOOM 1T

“Wait,” he md. “Tt is not for you
to ask questions. That ls for me. You

“I'll answer noth!ng. 'said Saun-
ders. “I'll see you in hell for this.”

“That may be,” said the green-
masked man quietly. He chuckled,
and there was something about the
sound of that chuckle that tightened
the skin along Agent “X's” spine. He
had been in the presence of some of
the world’s most desperate criminals
—men without heart or soul. Hea
sensed now that he was in the pres-
ence of a murderer. He muttered a
warning to Saunders.

The green-masked man turned oa
him,

“You need not be afraid to talk—
Elisha Pond,” he said. “Your secrets
are lknown already. You were sume.
moned to Washington tonight for a
special reason. You are the man aoout
whom strange rumors have circulat-
ed, I think. You are called—"

The green-masked man atopped
speaking for a moment and walked
forward. He probed with tense, in.
quisitive fingers, picked at the lifs-
lfika plastic material on the Agent’s

ace.

“That i3 a disguise you are wearing
—a most remarkable one, It is my be-
lief that you are the man called Secret
Agent ‘X,’ the man, they say, who
can make himself up in a thousand
different ways.” Green Mask's chuc-
kle came again. “Whether you talk
or not now, Elisha Pond—it is unim-

-portant. You will talk later, when I

am ready—and if I give you another
chance. Look1"”

The man lifted his hand. In it was
the telegram that had brought Agent
*X” to Washington,

“Code!” the green-masked man
said. “Government code. Very in-
genious, isn’t 1t ? Very difficult to read
—but listen.” v

In a clear voice the man who had
captured Agent “X" and Saunders
began to decipher the message on the
telegram-—the message instructing
“X"” what to do In a certain room of
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a certain house upen his arrival
there. It was from a high and mys-
terious
green-masked man read it as easily
as thcugh it bad been addressed to
him. Then kis voice grew harsh.

“This paper has saved you some un-
pleasantness. If T hadn’t zeen it, and
if you still refused to talk, I would
take means to make you. For vou are
an impoitant mszn, Elisha Pord.
Otherwise you would not have teen
summoned to Washington. You are
expected to perform a great service
for your country. But it is evident to
me that I know more at the moment
than you. The rest I shall learn from
the sender of this telegram—and
from your friend here.”

Again Saunders spoke, fury moat-
tling hig face. “Not from me, youa
won’t—you double-crossing mug."

“I don't like your speech,” said the
green-masked man quietly. *“You were
instructed fo take this gentleman,
Elisha Pond, to & certain address. You
will now give me that address.”

“You heard me,” said Saunders.
“Come over nere and I'll give you a
poke in the eye.”

“Feol! rasped the Green Mask. He
clapred his hands suddenly. The door
of the rcom opened. Four figures
vlided in. The eyes of Secret Agert
X" stared at them burningly. Saun-
ders gaped in amazement. If this had
been a weird, drug-distorted night-
mare, the four who had entered could
not have been more grotesquely hor-
rible. They, too, wore green masks,
but not a simple cloth mask like the
man in the chair., Hideously carved
devil faces of aome thin wood covered
their features. They looked savage,
barbaric. Leering mouths, huge noees,
distended nostrils—with the sinister
glitter of their own eyes flashing
through holes in the wood. One of
them spoke—and Agent “X” recog-
nized again the foreign tongue be had
heard before.

The man in the chair gave answer,
using the same strange dialect.

Government official. The .
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“Chinks !’ breathed Saunders—but
“X" knew he was wrong.

The man in the chair turned again,
faced Saunders.

“1 give you one more chance,” he
said. “Will you talk or shall the Kep-
shak be used—the pollen of the blos-
som that loosens men’s tongues?’

A cold sweat stood out on the
Agent’s forehead. Some inkling cof
what was. t0 ensuve filled bhim. He
turned his head toward Saunders.

“Talk,” he said. “Tell him what you
¥now I

This wouldn’t be much—oniy an ad-
dress. Its concealment was not worth
a man's agony. But Saunders shook
hig head. He was a powerful man, ar-
rogantly confident of his own physical
endurance.

HE green-masked man in the
chair clapped his hands again.

The four others stepped forward. One
of them drew a knife, slit the sleeves
of Raunders’ coat from shownlder to
<wrist, laying bare his arms. Another
drew something from behind his back
that waa like a tiny devil's claw, With
an abrupt, expert stroke he drew it
across Saunders’ skin, leaving a line
of red scratches. A third map eame
forward with a metal box in his hand.
He lifted the cover, drew out a pinch
of grayish powder.

“Talk? said the Agent. again,
“Talk, Saunders.”

The thick-set Federal man gritted
his teeth. Hie lipe remzained locked.

The man with the pinch of powder
made a swift motion. He tossed the
powder on the scratches along Saun-
ders’ arm, rubbed it in with his

"thumb, stepped back. A siow change

came over Saunders’ face. The maus-
cles in his cheek began to temse. His
body began to move. He writhed in
the steel bracelets that held him,
bucking his shoulders up, trying to
tear his wrists loose. But the euffs
Lv:‘;e locked tightly. The strong steel

His lps opened then. Breath
whistled between his teeth.
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“God!” he muttered. “God!”

The ruddy glow of his face was
paling slowly now, Beads of sweat
stood out on his skin, Agent “X” tried
desperately to work loose, to aid him.
But the steel of the handcuffs bit into
his own skin. They held tight.

“T'll talk,” said Saunders with a
sudden groan. “You win, Green Mug.
I'll talk.”

The words were wrenched from his
lipa by pain. He was a brave man, but
the agony of a strange, exotic drug
seeping into his veins through the
geratches in his arms was too much,
He babbled the address to which he
nad been directed to take Agent “X.”
The green-masked man in the chair
nodded. Agent “X"” listened. Then the
green-masked man spoke.

“You are a fool, Saunders. I don't
likke fools. And you would be a nuis-
ance if you lived. Also your death will
be a lesson—to Elisha Pord!”

Horror crawled along the spine of
-Agent “X.” He had feared something
like this. A cry sprang to his lips.

“If you do, Green Mask—I'll see
that you die yourself.”

Green Mask bowed ironically. “An-
other fool,” he said. "Loo.\—and prof-
it by what you see!”

He gave a low signal. The man with

the powder stepped forward. Another
pinch of the hideous gray stuff landed
on Saunders’ tortured flesh. A groan
came from his bloodless lips. He
writhed horribly, tried to speak, but
only a discordant babble came from
his quivering mouth.

Agent “X" strained until veins
stood out on his forehead, until the
handeuffs bit eruelly. He called harsh-
ly for this terrible thing to stop.
Green Mask did not answer. The four
others were silent, their glittering
eyes turned upon their victim.

At the last, Agent “X” did not look.
Horror, nausea, weighed him down.
The hissing gasps that came from
Saunders’ throat seemed to lash the
still air of the room. The walls seemed
to throw the sound back in whispers
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of hellish laughter. Then silence fol-
lowed, and when Agent “X” looked
agaln, Saunders’ powerful body hung
glack in the steel cuffs that held him.
Saunders was dead.

Weak himself from the ghastliness
of what had taken place, Agent “X”
sagged in his fetters. He had faced
death and torture in his life, but he
could not calmly see others suffer,

The green-masked man spoke a low
order. The four who had performed
his bidding disappeared as they had
come. Green Mask arose calmly. He
slipped into a hat and coat he had
thrown over the back of the chair.
His glittering, evil eyes became fixed
on Agent “X.” Agent “X"” answered
the look with fierce, silent hatred. The
green-masked man buttoned his coat
leisurely, turned his hat brim down.

“Let this be a lesson,” he said. “I
go now to receive the instructions
meant for you. I go to learn exactly
why you have been summoned by
plane to Washington. And if the rea-
son is what I think, [ will have use
for you later.”

With a mocking salute, the man
turned and strode across the still
room. An instant later a door opened.
closed, and was locked. It was fol-
lowed by the sound of receding foot-
steps.

CHAPTER IV
THE LIvING DEAD

GENT “X” stared at his sur-

roundings. The room he was in
was bare, except for the one chair
and a small table. There were no
sounds, no street noises. Apparently
the green-masked man had taken the
others with him, left no guards, trust.
ing to the strength of those forged
steel handcuffs.

The Agent tested them. They were
locked so closely to the flesh that they
made painful pressure against his
skin. The metal rings behind him were
bolted into beams in the wall. He
was apparently a hopeless captive. He
rolled his eyes toward the still form
of Saunders, cursed sxlently under his
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brezth. He had seen many ren die,
but few as horribly as this, )
Then Agent “X” began to move. He
arched his bady backwards. He thrust
his nands down and brought his heels
up. He could touch his shoe with his
finger tips now. The steel cuffs cut
cruelly into his wrists. He ignored
the nain, stretched down farther still.
The nngers of his right hand
groped along his left shoe sole. They
paused, pried the leather of the sole
apart 2¢ a peint just in front ¢f the
heel. Working laborediy in This
eramped position, he slipped some-
thing cut. It was a four-inch piece of
metal—a tile. One side of it ws Ligh-
ly tempered steel. The other zida had
a crystalline black substance set into
it, held by grooved edges and minerzl
cement. It was a sliver of black dia-
mornd, thin as isinglass, but with a
finety toothed cutting edge that was
fashioned to 1end the hardest of
metal.®
Tur"mg this jile in his hand, hold-
ing it in tenze fingers, Agent “X"
nressed the diamond-set edge against
the :onnecting links of his handcuffs.
With a steady, rhythmical movement
he Crew it back and forth and feit the
tiny crystalline teeth bite intc the
metal. Minute flakes of steel fell
away. The groove that his diamond
file made grew deeper and deeper.
At the end of ten minutes of pa-
tient effort, the links of the handeufrs
parted. He breathed deeply, flexing
his cramped arms. The metal hrace-
ts were still on his wrists, There
wasn’t time to sever them now. He
bent and attacked the steel links that
connected the fetters on his ankles.
Ee had more room to work now,

more leverage. Museles in his arms .

and shoulders stood out as he drew the
diamond-studded file across the metal
in short, powerful strokes, He freed
himself of the ankle cuffs in half the
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time it had taken to do the others. He
stood erect—free—and the burnirg
light in his eyes became like a hot
flame. He moved close to Saunders,
felt the man’s pulse to see that he
was surely dead. The glassy, staring
eyes of the Governmment operative
were proot enough. Standing erect,
face muscles rigid, Agent “X" seemed
to be making a silent pledge.

Then, with the steel bracelets un.
connected, but still on his wrists and
ankles, he strode acioss the room.
The door was locked on the outside,
but locks were ro impediment to the
Agent. He drew a set of slender
chromium tools from the lining of his
pocket. With the head of one, bent
like a biunt fishhook, he picked the
lock and opened the door.

There wwas a hailway outside. It
was dark and still. The Agzent picked
up his suitcase which stood in a cor-
ner. The disordcred state of its comn-
tents showed that the green-masked
man had gone tirough it.

Agent “X" turned it upside down,
pressed mutal studs on the bottom,
then breathed quickly.

The mysterious criminal had
missed the narrow, cleverly hidden
false bottom where many of Agent
*“X's” elaborate make-up materialsg
were hidden. Only careful measure-
ment of the sides of the suitcase
would have revealed that.

With his luggage in his hand,
Agent “X"” catted into the dark hall-
way. IJe passed alongz it cautiously,
ears and eyes alert. He encountered
no one. He was in an old, deserted
house. The masked torturers had gone.

T the end of the hall he came to

a street door. Lightning showed

a vivid purple streak across the bot-

tom of the door.He heard the dull and
distant rumble of thunder.

He opened the door -cautiously,
stared out. The house faced on a dark
old street in a part of Washingten he
was not familiar with. But there was
no one in sight. The Agent slipped
down the steps, crossed the street,
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and moved quickly ahead. He hated to
leave Saunders behind, but the man
was beyond aid now—and there was
strange and vital work to be done.

He walked five blocks, then plunged
into a corner drug store. He found a
telephone booth and made a quick call,

dialing a number not listed in the pub- .

lic directory.

A masculine voice 2nswered him. It
was a deep voice, with a note of quiet
nower in it, a voice known to Agent
H“FI onl a3 K9 ”»

In clipped sentences Agent “X”
told of their capture, Saunders’ bru-
tal murder, and his own escape.

The deep voice of “K9" gasped out
a hoarse curse. “Saunders killed!” A
silence followed. “X” could hear the
harsh breathing of the man at the
other end. Then the voice resumed:
“Your impersonator failed to pass the
tests. I grew suapicious, gave him no
iaformation, but—"

“He escaped!”

UYes !'l

“And your orders for me?’

“Come immediately to the ap-
nointed place. There i3 no time to lose
now—after what has happened. We
don’t Imow who this man {s—or what
he'll do next.”

« Agent “X” lert the telephone booth
quickly. He found a taxi. In it he was
whirled through the night-shrouded
streets of Washington to the address
that was on the telegram.

He stopped tne cab a block away,
got out, and walked ahead cautious-
ly. His quick brain was active. The
green-masked devil would hardly be
waiting here to intercept him—for he
would suppose that the man he knew
a3 Elisha Pond <vas still a prisoner.

Tense and alert, the Agent ascended
the steps of a big old-fashioned house.
At his ring an elderly servant opened
the door. With & brief nod to the man,
Agent “X” entered and walked di-
rectly to a room on the third floor. The
room was furnished, but there was no
one in it. Agent “X” closed and locked
the door.

E strode to an old-flshioned desk

against one wall, seated himself
in a chair before it. He kmocked on
the desk four times, & space, then four
times more, a3 the telegram had In-
structed him, Then he waited,

As though ghostly fingers were
moving it, a small drawer in the desk
was pushed out toward him. From a
hollow space behind the drawer a
voice issued. It was the same deep
voice that had spoken to “X” on the
telephone.

“The counterslg‘n?"

“The thirteen original States." an-
swered “X.”

The drawer moved back, its front
coming flush with the edge of the
desk, There was a second of silence, a
glight rustling sound, then the drawer
moved into sight again.

It contained a piece of paper this
time. On the paper a strange, disor-
dered arrangement of numbers and
fizures were written. They belonged
to no known Government code or ci-
pher. They had been devised to fill a
unique and special need.

“Read,” sald the volce behind the
desk.

Agent “X” took the paper from the
drawer, studled it an instant, and
spoke in a clear voice: “He is tram-
piing out the vintage—"

With a pencil he wrote beneath this
sentence, using the same strange sym-
bols, “where the grapes of wrath are
stored.” This llne from the “Battle
Hymn of the Republic” was the oral
and written teat the deep-voiced man
had mentioned.

Agent “X” pushed the paper back
into the drawer and the drawer dis-
appeared. There was another moment
of silence and the voice behind the
desk spoke again: “Correct!”

“] am listening,” said Agent “X.”
He bad given proper identification.
He was Iin communication with a
trusted Government official, one of the
few persons in the world who knew
the real nature of his desperate and
dangerous work.
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The deep voice began to utter short,
swift sentences.

“Two men have been killed tonight.
Saunders was not the only one. The
first was a Captain Nelson of General
Staff, a man bearing important pa-
pers—the loss of which form a ter-
rible threat to the safety of this
country.”

At mention or the officer’s name,
Agent “X" tensed, and asked a sudden
question.

“Was it John Bernard Nelson?”
““The same—you knew him?”
"1’65.”

A shadow came into Agent “X’s”
eyes. He had known Nelson back in
the days when the world was bathed
in the red eamage of war. He had
¥nown him as a high-spirited officer,
brave, honest and loyal. And “X,”
who never forgot a face, savs the fea-
tures of Captain Nelson in his mind’s
eye.now. It added a personal touch to
the mystery and horror of what had
occurred tonight. Was this man an-
other victim of Green Mask?

- *How was he killed?” asked “X”
haishly.

*“By a blow on the head.”

The voice of “K9” began to give de-
tails then, details of the Browning
ray mechanism, and the theft of the
plans. When he had finished, “X”
asked an abrupt question.

“Who are the suspects?":

A pause followed this query. The
man who spoke through the drawer
gseemed to be thinking, pondering.

“It is g delicate matter,” he said at
Jast. “That i8 why you iwere sum-
moned, Agent ‘X.’ It is a matter that
cannot be handled in the regular way.
Five senators were in that room. Un-
til thig thing is settled, until the stol-
en plans are recovered, suspicion re..ts
upon them all.”

“Their names?’ asked Agent “X"

quickly.
"~ “Blackwell, Dashman, Foulette,
Cobb, and Rathborne.”

“What line of investigation do you
recommend?”

‘drawer closed
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Again the voice was silent for a
second. The answer it gave was tenta-
tive, reluctant.

“Senator Dashman was a friend of
Captain Nelson’s. It was he who was
influential in getting Nelson ap-
pointed to General Staff. He of the
five weuld have been most likely to
know in advance any movements the
captain might make.”

“Anything else?” asked the Agent.

“One mcre thing! Captain Nelson
has been seen in the company of 2
woman named Lili Damora. Investi-
gate her, also.”

“T will,” said “X" quietly.

E was beginning now to under-
stand the importance of his
summons to Washington. He was be-
ginning to realize the extreme diffi-
culty of this task that had been wished
on hirm. The deep voice of the man
behind the desk came again, quiver-
ing with suppressed emotion.

“You now have the facts, Agent
‘X.” The rest is up to you. Terrible
2s the death of Saunders was, your
task is greater than the mere pur-
sait of a murderer—a thousand times
greater. It may be too late. Doctor
Browning's secret may already have
left the country. In any event, menace
hangs over America. If these plans
fall into the hands of an enemy coun-
try-——if war should come with that
country—then untold horror will be-
fall your fellow citizens. Do all you
can to recover them. Leave no stone
unturned. Stand ready to. give your
lge, if recessary. That {s all, Agent

The voice ceased speaking. The
slowly. Trembling
slightly, Agent “X” arose. It was not
fear of death that made him tremble.
Death he had faced often—on the
flaming battleflelds of France, in
strange, dark alleys of the under-
world, high in the air, deep in the
sea. Years ago doctors had predicted -
that death would come from the
wound in his side where he now bore
a livid scar. The only fear that in-
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fluenced him was the fear of possible
failure—the fear that he was too late.
He descended the stairs of the
house, left it as he had come, He
strode off resolutely into the night.
Down the bloek he signaled a cab. He
gave the junction of two streets as
his destination. There he changed to
another cab. He did this twice more,
keeping a cautious watch behind, tak-
ing precautions against the possibili-
ty of pursuit. The man in the green
mask was constantly in his mind.

A T an address in a street of fur-
nished apartments Agent “X”
sconped at last. He took a key from
his ring, entered the doox boldly, went
to an apartment on the second floor.

Here was proof of the far-sighted ifd

His skin had
the leaden hue
of putty, He was
paralyzed — a
horrible Lving
corpse.

w

policy he pursued in his strange war-
fare on crime.®

*AUTHOR'S NOTE: With the onlimited funds at

“X” has_ert bideouts in
‘:‘ lort citles whers du trails of crims may
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The apartment waa small but com-
pletely and comfortably equipped.
Dust on the floor and furaiiure
showed that it hadn't been occupied
{or months, The Agent went to a clos-
et, drew forth a wardrobe trunk. In
it, packcd closely and careiully, were
dozens of suits and uniforms. It might
have been the wardrobe of some mas-
ter charactler actor.

e drew from it a irim army uni-
form. It had a captain’s insignia on
tlre shoulders. The silver star and
goid coat of arms of the Genera! Staff
ware on the collar. In the pocket of the
axniform were papers cencticg the
fact that its wearer was Captain
Stewart Black. They were: in good or-
der and would pass inspection any-
where. As an army officer of General
Staff, “X's” movements were less li-
able to be questioned.

Bcfore putting the uniform on, he
opened the false bottom of his suit-
ease again. From it he took a small,
- collapsible, three-sided mirrer, then
an array of pigments, transparent tis-
sues, and volatile plastic snbstances.
. Here was all the parapiernalia of 2
man who was a master of dicguise.

He made sure the docr was lccked,
act his mirror up. Then his long, pow-
erful fingers went to work, He re-
moved the disguise he kad worn upon
Ais arrival in Washington. For a mo-
wnent, under an overhead light, his
real face was revealed—the face that
not even his few intimates ever saw.
It was a singulariy youthful face ex-
cent when the light fell on it at an
oblique zngle. Then new planes were
brought out. They showed marks of
maturity and strength, with lines that
were faint but recognizable records of
countless strange experiences and ad-
ventures.

On these features that were really
his own, he began building up a new
face. The pigments came first, chang-
ing the color of his skin. Then strips
of tissue-thin adhesive, creating new
muscular contours. Then the mysteri-
ous volatile substance that dried al-
most instantly. The substance o flexi-
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ble that it responded to every facial
movement. He had the rugged, blunt
features of a hard-bitten army officer
now. Once again Agent “X” had
wrought a masterly disguise.

In his natty uniform he seemed to
have stepped straight from the Gener-
al Staff offices, or from some drill
ground. But even the uniform was not
as simple as it Jooked. It contained
secret, uidden pockets. Into these
Agent “X" transferred certain small
things that ke caivied in his other
auit. There was even material for a
quick change of disguise, if that be-
came neccssary.

Leaving his cpariment quickly, he
summoned another cab and gave the
adidress o7 Senztor Dashman's home.

Rain still spattered on the pave-
ment. Lightnizg flashed on the hori-
zon. The storm that refused to leave
the vicinity of the cily seemed an ex-
pression of the imenace that hunyg over
the nation’s capiial.

The cab sped along wet, glistening
streets, came ut last to a big house in
a fashionable suburb—a house that
expressed the Cignily of a man who
was one of the country’s lawmakers.

Agent “X” ctrode up the steps and
pressed the beil. He had Legun his
campaign of action. He had ‘a pretexs
for his visit to Senator Dashman care-
fully thougkt out. His inquiries about
Captain Nelson would seem natural
and in order. Put it a3 seconds be-
fore his signal at the bell was an.
swered.

Then a scared-fzced, trembling ser-
vant came to the docr. He was a col-
ored man with features that showed
the dusty grayness of fear. He stcod
on the threshold, making ineffectual
motions for “X" to enter.

“X’s” muscles grew rigid. He
sensed in that first instant that some-
thing was wrong.

In quick strides he brushed past the
servant, entering the carpeted front
hall. A group of white-faced people
were crowding close to a doorway’
across the hall. They turned as Agent
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“X” came toward them. He grasped
the arm of a young man.

“What is it?” he barked. “What'’s
the matter?”

The young man’s voice rose hoarse-
ly. He raised a trembling :and and
pointed through the doorway.

“There has been a robbery—and—
look!”

Agent “X" followed the direction of
the man’s shaking finger. An older
man was seated at.a desk in the room
beyond, a man whose face “X" had
seen in the papers meny times. A man
whose photograph he had in his pos-
session, a8 he had the photos of all
important Government officials. Sena-
tor Robert Dashman.

In that first swift glance Agent “X”
saw why these men and women in the
hallway were crowding close with a
look of fear in their eyes. For Senator
Dashman was toppled sidewise in his
big armchair. His eyes were wide-
open, glassy. His skin had the leaden
hue of putty, and from his distended
nostrils and open mouth came the
hoarse sound of stertorous breathing.
Senator Dashman was paralyzed—a
horrible living corpse.

CHAPTER V
i WHISPERING DooM

L GENT “X” stood stunned for a
moment. There was a ghastly
suggestion in Dashman’s stricken
state. Was this the work of the terri-
ble Browning ray? Doubt came in-
stantly. How could it be, since only
the plans of the ray mechanism had
been stolen?

Agent “X" pressed forward into
the room where the senator sat. A
white-faced, trembling girl whose
features showed a family resemblance
hovered by his chair., “X"” looked at
the girl and said quickly, “A doctor
should be called at once.”

" The girl nodded. “One is on the
way. He will be here any moment. And
yOll-—-"

“Captain Stewart Black,” said the

It

Agent “I came here b quatlon your
father about—" - - =

Hepausedandtumedbstareat
the group in the doorway. In the first
moment of excitement he had made no
close inspection of those in the house.
Now he stood rigidly transfixed, his
face muscles stiffening.

A blond, powertully built man was
in the group. There were three others
—two young women, one of whom he
kmew by sight, and the dark-haired
young man whom “X” had first ques-
tioned. But the blond man was the fo-
cal point of interest.

The man’s face, too, was familiar to
“X.” There had been a change, a dras-
tic one. Plastic surgery had evidently
been used. The chin and nose were dif-
ferent, But to “X,” who had made a
life study of facial lines and planes,
even the magic of the surgeon’s scal-
pel was not sufficient to conceal true
identity. He had seen this man before.

Names, faces, dates flashed through
his brain. The years unrolled like the
faded page of a parchment strip. He
found the name he sought.

Karl Hummel—Prussian spy! The
brain of Agent *“X” raced with excite-
ment. He was gazing at a man who
had played his part in the World War
with ruthless cunning, the cunning of
a person who believes the end justi-
files the means.

The Agent’s manner grew studled,
calm. He turned back to the young
woman again, the girl he guessed was
Senator Dashman’s daughter. He
started to ask a qudstion, stopped. The
front door was opening. Throe men
were entering the house. _

“Doctor Stoll!” cried the girl
“Hurry! Something terrible has hap-
pened to dad! The house was robbed &
Httle while ago—and now—"

-~ A sob choked off the girl's speech.
She pointed to her father.

The foremost of the three men
strode forward, a physician's case in
his hand, deep concern on his face.
The Agent's glance wandersd past
him, rested on the second man.
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‘This man was thin, sharp featured,
with eyes that showed penetrating in-
telligence. A small, carefully clipped
mustache darkened his upper lip. His
features were familiar to one who
knew the ecity and its environs as
Agent “X” did Inspector Clyde of the
Washington municipal police!

While Doctor Stoll began his exam-
ination of the senator, Inspector
Cly de spoke to the senator’s daughter
in the abrupt manner of a man ac-
customed to authority.

““Your cervant reports there has
bLeen a robbery, Miss Dashman. The
city, as you may know, is experiencing
a2 wave of robberies. I came myself
when I heard your father had been in-
jured. If you will please give me the
details.”

But the girl shook her head and
turned from him. The doctor’s coming
had relieved her of the need of keep-
ing her emotions in check. She gave
way to sobs and another young woman
in the group stepped forward. This
was the girl whose face was familiar
to “X”— a girl who was a college
chum of the Agent’s closest and dear-
est friend. She touched Inspector
Clyde’s arm as the Agent looked on.

“Valerie's in no condition to an-
swer questions, inspector. The rest of
us will tell you what you want to
know. We were here, too.”

“And who are you?”

The girPs anewer was haughty. She
;t:m}"ed at the inspector with chin held

igh. B
“Suzanne Blackwell,” she said.

“Go ahead,” said Clyde gruffly.
“I'm listening.”

“Sam, Lili, Otto, and I droppedina
little while ago to see Valerie. Her
father was in his study here. The door
was closed, Valerie sent Thomas, the
butler, to tell the senator that guests
had arrived. He didn’t answer Thom-
as’ knock. Valerie became uneasy be-
cause her father has been under a
strain from overwork lately. She
opened the door and found him as you
see him now. The safe was open,
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papers scattered about. It seemed like
a robbery—the window was open, too.
That’s all we know.”

Inspector Clyde had a notebook in
his hand. He spoke crisply: “These
three friends of yours, Miss Black-
well. I haven't had the pleasure of an
introduction. Let's get them straight.
One at a time, please.”

GENT “X” was paying close at-

tention. The inspector’s brisk
questioning was saving him trouble.
Suzanne Blackwell's next words
startled him. She pointed toward the
girl who stood between the two men
by the door—a stunning, lithe-bodied
brunette.

“Miss Lili Damora,” she said, “of
New York, Budapest, and Washing-
ton.”

This was the gir! Agent “X" had
been asked to investigate, the black-
haired beauty who had been seen in
the company of Captain Nelson. She
teetercA self-conzeiously on high heels
and paited her eleek coiffure with an
affected gesture. She had luscious,
pouty lips and the languorous air of
a society belle. -

Suzanne Blackwell indicated the
two men next, giving the name of the
dark one first, then the blond ex-spy.

“Mr. Sam Barkley, American
aportsman, and Herr Otto von Helvig
of the German Legation.”

Inspector Clyde wrote down these
names and turned to the Agent.

“And you?”

“Captain Stewart Black—just ar-
rived, inspector, to do a little question-
ing on my own account.”

In clipped sentences Inspector
‘Clyde issued an order to the sergeant
of detectives who had followed him in.

“Look around outside, Quane. See
whether there’s anything on the
lawn.”

The inspector himself walked
acrods the study to the small safe that
stood open, its papers strewn about.
?:rhurled a question over his shoul-
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' ,"?What seems to be the matter, doc-
tor 11 X
Doctor Stoll answered quickly. “A

slight stroke, I should say. Some of

_you help me get him upstairs. Send
-for 3 trained nurse at once. Call this
number.”

As Agent “X” stepped forward to
assist, the front doorbell sounded
again. There was a furious, impatient
note in it this time. The Negro ser-
vant hurried to open it and two men
burst into the hall. .

One wag short-legged, immaculate.
Iy dressed, his round fat face pink
with excitement. The other was taller,
thinner, a gauntly saturnine look
about him, a fanatical light in his
eves. Senators Josephus Cobb and
Haden Rathborne.

Valerie Dashman, getting a grip
on herself, went forward to meet
them. Cobb spoke abruptly, words
trembling from his lips.

“Rathborne and I have heen arzu-
ing. We've come to have a talk with
your father. We must see him at once,
We—" .

The senator’s voice ended in a flat
whaeze, His eyes grew round with
horror. -The color slowly drained
from his face and was replaced by
the fallor of deep-rooted fear. For the
Agent, Doctor Stol), and Otto von Hel-
-vig ‘Yrere carrying the limp form of
Senator Dashman out of his study.

Cobb’s eyes rested on his senatori-
al colleague’s sickly hued features.
Then he gasped a sentence that
seemed wrung from his lips.

“Good God—the ray!”

Inspector Clyde, following the pro-
cession, turned sudden, sharp eyes on
Cobb. :

“What was that you said, senator?’

Added fear leaped into Cobb’s eyes.
He shook his head with abrupt empha-
sis.

“Nothing—nothing—I was only
talking to myself. What on earth has
happened here?” ’

“Robbery,” said Inspector Clyde.
“And Senator Dashman has suffered
a stroke.”

':,2_74"

COBB stood speechless, swaying
on his short legs as they carried
Dashman upstairs. A faint sardonic
smile showed on the face of Haden
Rathborne, Suzanne Blackwell’s face
had gone white. ;

The eyes of Agent “X” were tensely
alive. Cross-currents of human drama
had made the atmosphere of Dash-
man’s home electric. “X” hadn’t
missed Cobb’s explosive mention of
the ray.

As they laid the senator on his own
bed, the Agent’s eyes rested on Dash-
man’s neck. A tiny red mark showed
there. The skin around it was slightly
swollen. The Agent pointed toward it.

“Look, doctor—what’s that?”

Doctor Stoll glanced down quickly,
shook his head. “I don’t know,” he
said. “I saw it. I'm wondering. It looks
as though the senator had pricked
himself. His pen perhaps.”

“Perhaps,” said the Agent, but his
voice sounded skeptical. Then his eyes
narrowed. A sudden horrible thought
flashed into his mind.

That mark was part and parcel of
the ghastly mystery, the folds of
which seemed to be growing deeper
and denser as he went along. He had
noticed something else, and he hur-
ried downstairs after they had laid
Senator Dashman on his bed. The
senator was in-the doctor’s care now.
All that could be done for him would
be done. :

“X"” was thinking of the strange
look of terror that had come over Su-
zanne Blackwell's face when Senator
Cobb had mentioned the ray.

Evidently she, too, had some knowl-
edge of Browning’s creation.

She was putting on her hat and coat
when Agent “X” reached the hallway
below. He saw that her fingers were
trembling. She was no longer the
poised, self-confident girl she had
been when he first entered. Cobb’s
blurted utterance had shaken her for
some reason.

Sam Barkley and Otto von Helvig
hovered anxiously mear her. Valerie
Dashman was at her elbow.
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*Y must go home at once,” Suzanne
was saying. “You'll excuse me, won't
you, Valerie? I know your father will
be all right. You won’t think I'm run-
ning away ?”

“No—but why--"

“I can't tell you now—but I feel—
that I ought to go home.”

Sam Barkley laid his hand on her
arm. “I'll take you,” he aaid. “My car’s
outside.”

Von Helvig intruded himself quick-
ty. His tomes were smooth but firm.
There was a challenge in his eyes as
he met those of Barkley.

“I was leaving anyway. I must get
back to the legation. There is much
work tonight. I will take Miss Black-
well with me, if she will be =0
kind.”

Barkley shrugged and stepped
baclk. Von Helvig captured the girl's
arm. With a quick zood night to the
others, Suzanne Blackwell left. The
Agent’s eyes followed the tall figure
of Karl Hummel, alas *“Otto von Hel-
vig.” The man he had known as one of
Europe's most cunning spies. Here
was a lead he could not neglect in his
quest of the stolen plans. e must fol-
low it, but not immediately. There was
still Lili Damora.

He turned, looked about him. The
woman from Budapest was in close
confah with Senator Rathborne, It
seemed to the Agent that she was us-
ing her charms upon him, attempting
to dazzle the senator with her exotic
beauty. Her lashes rose and fell co-
quettishly, sweeping her delicately
tinted cheeks. Every gesture she made
was for effect. The lithe balancing of
her body on one graceful hip. The
movements of her slim, carmine-
tipped hands. Admiration gleamed in

Rathborne’s narrow eyes. He seemed

to lean over her predatorially.

Now was no time to question the
woman—not with Senator Rathborne
listening. Not with so many strange
crose-currents in the air. He would
see her alone, later. His eyes roved
again.
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AM BARKLEY and Senator Cobb

were standing together by the
study doorway, The senator was mop-
ping his fat face nervously. The pink-
ish flush of excitement had given way
to a pallor that lingered. His glance
swept the stairway up which they had
50 lately carried Dashman. He was
waiting tremblingly for the docter's -
full report—waiting with a fear that
“X* could weil understand.

“X" walked up and introduced hin:-
seif.

“I'm told,” he said, “that Captain
John Bernard Nelson was murder:d
tonight. He was a friend of Senator
Dashman’s. But perhaps you can t«il
me something, senator. What was the
mecting in the State, War and Nary
Building from which Nelson was re-
turning when he was kiiled #*

Fear leaped into Cobb's eyes. “I am
not at liberty to speal,” he said quick-
ly. “I know nothing about Captain
Nelson. I never saw him before to-
night.”

“Then you were at the meeting?”

“T did not say that!" Cobb gasped.
“Really, captain! If there is a Govern-
ment investigation into this matter
and if I am called as a witness, I will
answer questions at the proper time.
Now~—"

“I beg your pardon,” said Agent
“X” suavely, “Since Senator Dash-
man has been unfortunate enough to
have a stroke, it seems that my visit
here tonight was timed badly.”

He excused hLimself, murmured a
wish to Valerie Dashman that her
father would soon recover, end left
the house.

Once outside he moved quickly. The
rain had stopped, but the sky was still
overcast and fitful lightning flickered
on the horizon. The Agent summoned
a cruising cab and gave the address
of Senator Blackwell’s house. Why
had Suzanne Blackwell been so
alarmed when Cobb had mentioned
the rzy ? Did she fear an attack of like
nature on her father? And what part
was the former spy, Karl Humme),
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playing In hls new role of emba.ssy
-attaché?

These were the questions Agent
“X" asked himself as the ceb sped
along. At the moment, there was no
one in all Washington to help him. He
had undertaken a tremendous task
single-handed. And he seemed to be
working in a confused and black night
of impenetrable mystery.

He dismissed his cab a block from
Blackwell's bome. It was farther
along in the suburbs than Dashman's
residence had been. A wide lawn
stretched around it. Wet shrubbery
glistened on the lawn.

. Agent “X"” moved toward the house
like a wraith. He had played his hand
openly 3o far. Now he was going to
play it secretively—look and listen
before he made any further move. He
climbed an iron fence, dropped onto
the lawn. He moved acroas it through
the wet grass toward the house
where a flicker of light showed.

" Fifty feet from the house Agent
“X" paused with an abrupt tingling
along his spine. Something had moved
in the darkness, something that was
fleeting, sinister. A sudden premoni-
tion of danger telegraphed itself to his
ever-alert brain. With a motion that

was instinctive he jerked his body to

one gide. -
.* As he did so, something like a swift-

winged insect whispered past his-

head. It struck the trunk of a tree with
‘a soft spat, and stopped, ten feet
away.

Agent “X” whirled, then fell to the
‘ground. Out of the darkness of a mat
of shrubbery, four figures leaped to-
ward him. The scnse of imminent,
hideous danger warned him that he
could only escape death by some quick

ruse.
CHAPTER VI

MEN oF MYSTERY
E lay still as the figures moved
up. Their feet were uncannily
silent on the grass. They walked like
savages, bent forward, shoulders
hunched. He caught a glimpse of the

.'2g

from the street. That face was brown-
skinned. Not negroid. The bones were
too high, the lips too thin, the eyes
too small and bright.

These, he felt sure, were the same
men who had worn the green masks
in the chamber where Saunders had
been. poisoned. These were the killers
who had carried outa master murder-
er’s will.

The truth of this was verified a mo-
ment later, One of them apoke in the
strange tongue that “X” had heard
before and recognized, They closed in
around him like wolves.

His stillness, his appeurance of
death, was all that saved him. Knives
gleamed in the hands of two of the
men. Another carried something else,
:e tiny, slender pipe, mysterious, sinis-

r.

They muttered in their monosyl-
labic language. Two of them reached
down, the ones with the knives. Thera
was horrible purpose in the way their
hands groped. .

“X” hurled himself sidewise then
with an abrupt movement that was
timed to within a fraction of a sec-
ond. A master of disguise and strate-
gY, he could use physical force, too,
when necessity dictated. His feet
swept in a circle, knocking two of the
killers to the ground—those with the
knives. His powerful hand caught the
ankles of the other two, hurling them
off their feet,

There was something ghastly about
their stoical silence. He had taken
them by surprise, tricked them by
playing possum, but they made no
noise as white men would have done.
They showed the training, the diaci-
pline that an exacting master had in-
gtilled into them.

They sprang back toward “X.” For
a moment one of thelr knives swept
downward in a whistling are.

The Agent struck then, lightning
fast, with the tips of his fingers only.
It was a strange blow, a thrust of his
wrist forward. His hard finger tips
jabbed the knifeman just under the
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armpit. The brown-skinned killer
gave a grunt of pain. His Imife slipped
from hie hand.*

For a moment after the Agent had
struck him he lay writhing in pain,
his lips locked together. The second
knifeman tripped over him. But the
man with the strange pipe in his
hands was stepping back. His hands
were taut as talons. His eyes glittered
with an evil, murderous light.

The Agent saw him raising the
pipe to his lips. Here was death. The
threat of the knives was as nothing
compared to this new device. For *“X”
knew what that insectlike whisper
past his head had been. He knew what
it was that had struck the tree trunk.

With 2 movement like 2 wrestler,
Agent “X"” clutched the fallen knife-
man, raised him sbove his head, and
hurled him forward toward the other
who held the pipe. There were steely
museles beneath "“X's” well-fitting
uniferm. He knew the secrets of lev-
erage and suddenly applied strength.
The man he had flung struck the feet
of the other. Both rolled to the ground
with 2 serpentlike hiss of breath.

A guttural® order came from the
lips of one who seemed to be their
leader then. In an instant all four of
the strange brown-skinned men were
slinking away into the darkmess. It
was as though the night had swal-
lowed them. One moment they were
there. The next they had gone, and

“X" could not hear even the sound of -

their feet. But, holding his head close
to the ground, looking along it, he saw
four shadows flitting across the iron
fence that bordered the estate. A mo-
ment later he beard the sound of a
motor starting up, heard it purr away
into the might. Single-handed he had
defeated them, but he did not fool him-

HE Agent rose to his feet. The

elbows and knees of his uniform
were wet and muddy. Mud smeared
hig sides and back. But he hargdly no-
ticed it. He moved forward for a mo-
ment, turned on the beam of a minia-
tore flashlight with a bulb hardly big-
ger than a grain of wheat He
pointed it toward the ground, stopped

-and picked something up.

In his hand was a featherweight
pipette—a hollow reed, open at both
ends—seemingly harmless. It had
dropped from the brown-ekimned
man’s fingers when he had fallen. One
end of it had been stepped on and
crushed. It was useless now, but the
Agent knew it had been more deadly
than the fanged jaws of a snake, It
was a blowpipe, a savage aasassin’s
weapon, simple as it was terrible.

He walked back to the spot where
he had been when the strange whisper
sounded 3o close to his head. Again his
light flashed on. Sticking in the trunk
of 2 tree was a tiny dait, & brillant
green feather at one end, & bone point
at the other with a black, gummy sub-
stance adhering to its surface,

He drew it out, broke a section of
the blowpipe as a guard against the
deadly point, and put it in his pocket.
His mind flashed back to that small
mark on Senator Dashman’s neck.
Here was the anawer. It had not been
the paralyzirg ray, but something al-
most as sinister. Two horrora hung
over Washington: the threat of one
still unleashed; and the real, ever-
present menace of a band of hideous
poisoners whose motives were veiled
in mystery.

Eyes harsh as steel points, Agemt
“X" moved on across the lawn toward
the bouse. This was what he had eame
for. The four brown-skinned lkillers
had delayed him, but had not turned
him from his course.

There was a light in the room that
seamed to be the library. The rest of
the house, save for the servaat's
quarters, was dark,

Agent “X” again took his ehromi-

. um tools'from his pocket. He bad not
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forgotten the words of the man who
had spoken to him through the desk—
the man who had suramoned him to
Washington. “Yoor task is greater
than the mere pursuit of a murderer
—a thousand times greater.”

The threat of murder was a side is-
3ue. He was here to battle an unseen
threat to & nation.

With swift, tense movements he
came close to the house, A light
showed over the vestibule of the front
door. He went to a side entrance
where no light showed in or out.

Silently, deftly, utilizing all the
skill he possessed, he used his steel
implement to pick the lock and enter
the house. He found himself in a nar-
row hall that seemed for the use of
servants alone, He moved along it, re-
membering where the lighted library
was. He heard servant’s voices in a
room at his left. He passed through
a door at his right, the dining room.
He crossed a hall, saw the library

_ahead. The door of that was ajar.
Voices came from behind it. Agent
“X” crept close.

The voices came plainly now. Risk-
ing the possibility of being seen he
moVed closer still. The door of a writ-
ing room showed near by. He would

duck into that if a servant should

come.

There were three persons in the li-
brary——Suzanne Blackwell, a young
man, and the senator, her father. Von
Helvig was not there. He had appar-
ently taken Suzanne only as far as
the door. _

There was tense drama in this ex-
pensively appointed room. The
Agent’s eyes snapped. The girl, Su-
zanne, was speaking, her face still
white, her slim hands clenched. She
was talking fiercely to her father.

“Tt was the ray, I tell you,” she was
saying. “The ray you told us about.
Senator Cobb said so. I heard him. If
you had been there to see Senator
Dashmpn you would believe me. It
was horrible, I remembered what you
bad said and I was afraid—for youw.”

31
HE ruddy face of Senator Black-
well was contorted. A cigar was

clamped in his mouth. He was pacing

the room. There was a strange,
haunted look in his eyes. His daugh-
ter’s words seemed to be affecting him
strangely, but he spoke with explo-
sive emphasis, )

“What you say is impossible! Do
you hear? I should never have told
you about the ray. It put silly ideas
into your head. The plans of it only
were stolen—just a few hours ago.”

“They were stolen, then?”’

“Yes—but you mustn’t breathe a
word of it to anyone. No hint of it
must reach the papers.”

The young man in the room spoka
suddenly, Agent “X" had been watch-
ing him. He looked like Suzanne in
feature, but he hadn't her spirit or
haughtiness. There was weakness in
his mouth, lines of dissipation around
his eyes. His complexion was bad. The
muscles of his face were twitching,
His hands shook, and the tones of his
voice had an hysterical quaver.

“They’ll get us all,” he said shrilly.

The senator turned on him flercely.
“You're a fool, Ferris, As a son you
disgrace me. If you can't talk sense,
shut up. Don't frighten your sister
more than she is. I want both of you
to forget this thing. You're going
away, Ferris—back to the sanatorium
for another treatment.”

It was painful to see the twitching
of the young man’s face now, To the
eyes of Agent “X" the evidence was
plain, Ferris Blackweill was a drug ad-
dict of some sort. Here was tragedy
in a high place. .

“I can’t go yet,” said Ferris. “Not
until I've seen someone!”"

The senator answered sternly.
“Doctor Claude says that onme more
treatment is necessary. I spoke to him
today. He’s coming for you—and you
are going with him tonight.”

The eyes of the two men clashed
strangely. Ferris Blackwell’s lips be-
gan quivering violently. Then he cried
out and hunched back as though try-
ing to escape his father’s penetrating



) SECRET AGEXNT “X”

stare. Suzanne Blackwell suddenly
straightened her shoulders.
“I'm sorry, Dad. 'l buck up. It's

bad enough to have one weakling in

the family. I was scared tonight—
that’s all. I left right away after Sena-
tor Cobb mentioned the ray. Otto von
iaivig orought me home.”

“You didn’t tell him your fears?”

ICVO ”

“Well don't. T don't like him, Su-
zanne. He asks too many questions.
He’s the last person in the world who
should hear about any of this.”

”‘Vh}' ?n :

“Because he works for a foreign
zovernment, and because I don't trust

him as an individunal. Stick to Baridey

—if you must have a man hanging
around. He may be a loafer—but he’s
harmless.”

“And you don’t think Otto is?”’

*“No—TI tell you I don’t trust him,”

Senator Blackwell jerked hls watel
from his pocket.

“It’s ten-thixty now,” he said.
“Daoctor Claude will be here any min-
nte. Get your things packed, Ferris.
You've got to go with him. Try to
behave like 2 man.”

Agent “X" withdrew quietly., He
had heard enough. He was determined
now to trace Otto von Helvig and see
whether this man was still enrazed
in espionage activities. If so, the sto-
len blueprints of Browning’s hideous
mechanism might have passed
through his hands.

CHAPTER VII
A DANGEROUS MOVE

HE cyes of the Secret Agent

were gleamingly bright. A des-
perate plan had occurred to him. Not
to confront von Helvig at the lega-
tion. That would be futile. Disguised,
he could interview the man. But there
was an infinitely better way.

He would get at the very heart of
Washington’s espionage activities,
find the center of that spider web of
spy work which is spun about every
carital in the world, even Washing-
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ton. Along its threads would travel

whatever whispers there were con-
cerning von Helvig and Lili Damora.

The Agent deliberated a moment,
frowning. There was no one in Wash-

- ington to help him; no one upon whom

he could depend for information con-
cerning the movements of the five who
had sat on the senatorial committee.

Beneath the peaceful surface life’
of Washington lay a dark underworld
of espionage, a dank, unwholesome
l.xbyrmth While he investigated this,
e needed somecone to contact the
stratum above. The future safety of
America hinged on the return of the
Browning plans.

Yet in all the world there was only
one verson who cowdd help him. Only
one whom he could compiletely trust.
‘That one was Betty Dale. Blonde and
lovely, daughter of a police captain
who had fallen victim to underworld
bullets, Betty hated criminals as mueh.
as “X” did.

She was g lady of the press now, a
society reporter, forging aiead by her
own hard efforts. She would come to
Washington if he asked her to. The
paper would give her leave.

It would be a simple matter, too, for
her to move in the very circles “X"
wanted watched. For Betty had in-
vested her father’s life insurance
money in a college education—and ac

“college Suzanne Blackwell had been

her roommate. When in Washington
Betty always stayed with Suzanne.

"There was nothing more natural than

that she should come to Washington
now, to cover for her paper the ball
that Senator Marvin Foulette was giv-
ing tomorrow night. A wire from “X"
would bring her.

But Agent “X” had qualms. What
right had he to ‘ask her? The theft
of the plans had brought horrible
forces into play. Was he justified in
risking Betty's safety in the slightest
degree?

It was minutes before he could de-
cide this question. He knew that if she
ever found he had needed her and not
called her, she would be hurt. She’d
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asked him to promise once that Ire
would always tell her when she could
be of use to him. Often in the past she
had helped him. At the times when he
took money from crooks she distrib-
uvted it for him among the helpless

4

der, Agens X" saw the
bloodhounds’ gleam
ing eyes,
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victims of crime; among the innocent
children of men sent to prison; among
widows Jeft by assaasin’s bullets.
And, with America itself menaced,
she would be eager to take any risk.
He finally made his decision. On the
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way to his hideout Agent “X” sent
a carefully worded telegram to Betty.
It would bring her by plane the next
day. He instructed her to proceed di-
rectly to Suzanne’s house, not letting
Suzanne know that her visit had any
purpose except to cover Senator Fou-
lette’s bail,

At his hideout “X” swiftly exara-
ined the tiny dart which had so near-
ly imbedded its point in his flesh. He
scraped the black, gummy substance
from the tip and sniffed at it, Then ke
took a small box from the false bottom
of his suitease. It held a compact
chemical ouifit—miniature dials of
acids for chemical tests, a tiny collap-
sible retort for making distillations.

He put the substance from the dart
in a test tube a quarter inch in diam-
eter and used the tflame of his cigar
lighter in lieu of a Bunsen burner.

EN MINUTES of analysis con-

firmed his suspicions. The gum
on the dart was poisonous black resin
from the deadly Rengas tree, known
also as Singapore mahogany. Agent
“X's" eyes reflected hot pin points of
light as his mind flashed back to that
tiny mark on Senator Dashman’s
neck, his strangely paralyzed condi-
tion, his stertorous breathing.*

The brown-skinned men spoke a
Malayan dialect. The Rengas tree was
found commonly in the Malay penin-
sula. This upheld his belief that the
murderous Green Mask headed a
band of Malay poisoners. The blind-
ing powder loosed in Saunders' car
was probably Malay. So also was the
Kep-shak torture which had -ended
Saunders’ life,

Agent “X” replaced his miniature
laboratory, and shed the army cap-
tain’s uniform. He stripped the make-
up from his face; with swift preci-
sion began to create a new disguise.
Beneath his skillful fingers an incon-
spicuous-looking young man emerged

"AUTHOR'S NOTE: Agemt “X.” whu 1]
toxicology, knew that tha sction of Rangus g
:-llmlnr to (:nl;t o{"‘Aunihn anlcu“ lo its last
sgea—namely, dyspaes, or respirate! raly
with ¢he skin cold. livid,. and coversd witl l=lt. s
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—a man with a smooth-gshaven face
and sandy hair; a man who carried
the cards of H. Martin, Associated
Press reporter. He had cradentials,
travelers’ checks.

He left his hideout and went to a
“drive-yourself” garage, hired a
smart roadster with a roomy com-
partment in the rumble seat. He sped
along the night-shrouded streets of
Washington, eyes bleakly alert.

It was nearly midnight now. A chill
drizzle still fell, Lowering clouds huag
low over the city. Danger seemed to
lurk in the darkness,

He followed Massachusetts Avenue
to Stanton Square. He cut inta Mary-
land Avenue, circled the Capitol
grounds, then headed down Delaware
Avenue toward that point of land bor-
dered by Washington Channel on one
side and Anacostia River on the other,

Ahead of him was the Army War
College, but he stopped before he
reached it, turning into a dark, non-
descript side street. Here, within a
half-mile of the War College, was a
place known to “X” as a hotbed of
espionage. Perhaps spies chose this
spot because it was close to some of
America's military secrets, past and
present. Perhaps it was to keep an eye
on the men at Uncle Sam’s fighting
college. :

Agent “X" did not know. But he
knew that at a certain address in this
dark, badly lighted street was a clear-
ing house for spy information, Here'a
sinister personage conducted & sinis-
ter traffic. Here secrets for which men

.risked their lives and women risked

their honor were bought and sold.
Here dwelt a man who was a veteran
operative of espionage.

Agent “X" had long known of his
existence. So had men of the D.C.L,
but they did not kmow his address and
“X” did. He had long hoped that this
knowledge might prove useful. Now
the time had come to test it.

He parked his roadster a -block
away, proceeding along the dark
street as silently as a shadow. The
house he sought was a wooden, three-
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story affair. He saw it looming darkly,
no lights in its windows, something
unprepossessing about its misshapen
lines.

- Its infamous occupant had appar-
ently gone to bed. But one could never
be sure—not with the man who used
the business name of Michael Renfew,
He was as cunning as a fox, as spine-
Jeas as a rabbit, except—

Agent “X" knew Renfew's charac-
ter. The man was an espionage mer-
chant, His own active days were over.
He was a coward at heart, but a sly,
sneaking jackal of a man; and a man
gtill to be feared.

The Agent didn’t go to the front
door. He went to the rear of the house,
creeping along its side, moving like a
wraith. At the rear door he took out
his tool kit again. Never had he been
30 careful as now. A man like Ren-
few woul@ have ears that would de-
tect any sound. His dangerous work
would make him fear for his life. He
would take meens to safeguard it.

The Agent, before he opened the
rear daor, took a small metal dise
from his pocket. He drew from its
side a ribbon of gleaming copper that
was like a measuring tape. But it had
no numbers on it. It served another
purpose.

He thrust one end of it in the moist,
rain-wet earth, With a thin tool like
a knife blade he probed cautiously
around the dcor’s edge till he heard
the faint scrape of metal. There he
wedged the knife blade. He attached
his metal disc to it, and opened the
door.

By doing this he had disconnected
an ingepious burglar alarm, which op-
erated on a broken circuit when the
door was open. Agent “X” had seen to
it that the circuit remained unbroken.

He entered the house and closed the
door after him. He took off his shoes,
laid them on the floor, and moved for-
ward on his stocking feet.

Was it possible that Michael Ren-
few was not at home? Agent “X"
planned to see—and wait for him if
he wasan't, ’

A second door he eame to was
closed. With the caution of a man
whose dangerous life had taught him
eternal vigilanee, Agent “X" ex-
plored this also.

HE found two tiny electric wires,
hardly larger than threads, run-
ning along the frame. The door hzd
an alarm system, too. He scraped the
insulation from the wires, connected
them with a small piece from his own
pocket, and opened this door. He wi.:
convinced now that the spy was ot
home.

A flight of stairs that had a tend-
ency to creak gave him troubje. Once
he paused, thinking he heard move-
ment above. Then he continued up-
ward, stepping on the sides of the
stair boarda to prevent movement.

He came at last to the door of a bed-
room, closed like the others. It was
many minutes before he found means
to open it, found the location of the
lagt electric alarm. There wasn’t a
burglar alive who could have entered
that house without waldng the tenant.
But Secret Agent “X"” was no burglar.

An old-fashioned four-poster bed
was in the room. A man was slesping
in it. So silently had the Agent ap-
proached, so trustful was the man of
his alarm system that the Agent crept
to the bed and bent over the sleeper
and still the man slept on. The Agent
clicked on his tiny flasblight, then
leaned forward to wake the sleeper.

Ag he did so Renfew stirred. He
was a gaunt, wizened man with a bald

head and a face as wrinkled and leath-

ery as a turkey buzzard’s. He opened
his little eyes, gave a sudden scream
of fear.

Quick as a striking snake his hand
reached out toward a cord beside hie
bed. He yanked it, and in the same
instant Agent “X" leaped forward,
sprawling across the bed. Aa he did
so the floor beside the bed where he
had been standing a second before
dropped away. A trapdoor fell down-
ward, a yawning black hole leading all
the way to the cellar opened up. How



many people visiting Renfew had
taken this terrible plunge?

«X" grasped the wrinkled spy’s
body, held him fast by the arms, while
his eyes glared into Renfew’s.

The spy screamed again, and the
Agent shook him as a terrier would
shake a rat.

“Silence,” he ordered, and his
strangely compelling volce seemed to
affect Renfew like a blow. The spy lay
back gasping.

“Who are you,” he croaked, at last.
“Don’t kill me. I have nothing!”

The Agent had drawn a gun from
his pocket. It was a gun that fired only
a small charge of anesthetizing gas,
but Renfew didn’t know that. The
muzzle of the gun was pressed
against his chest.

“Get up,” said the Agent, “and get
dressed.”

“Who are you? What do you waat?”
the man repeated. :

“Never mind! Get upt”

“X" moved across the bed to the
other side, avoiding the black pit left
by the trapdoor. He kept his eyes fixed
on Renfew, alert for tricks. He kept
his gun against the spy’s body. He
pulled the cord of a amall electric
bulb, flooding the room with light.

Renfew stared at him with glitter- .

ing eyes, His face showed no recogni-
tion. The Agent’s disguise was a per-
fect blind. He took his press card
from his pocket, held it before Ren-
few’s face. .

“A newspaper reporter,” the spy
gasped. Then his eyes became crafty.
“Perhaps we can make a deal. There
is no need for violence.” .

Remembering the trapdoor, “X's”
eyes grew steel hard. “A broken neck
is rather violent,” he aaid harshly.

“I thought you were a burglar,”
sald Renfew.

‘“Dress and come with me,” was
the Agent's order.

“You are a fraud,” screamed Ren-
few suddenly. “You are not a press re-
porter. You are going to kill me.”

“Not if you obey my orders,” said
the Agent. “Otherwise—" He gave
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the spy a jab with the muzzle of his
gun.

H trembling arms Renfew
. began to dress. There wes
something inhuman about the dry-
ness of his face. He had the com-
plexion of a mummy, but the eyes
were wickedly alive. “X” wisned he
could turn the man over to the police.
But that could not be done now, He
must use Renfew’s establishment and
Renfew's reputation.

When the spy had dressed, *X” mo-
tioned toward the door.

“I am leaving,” he said. “And you
are coming with me. Maks any move
to escape and—" Again he gave the
man a vicious jab with his gun.

Keeping his light switched on, he
pushed Renfew ahead of him down the
dark stairs. The man’s volce shook
with terror as he asked a question.

“The alarms—how did you get
through them?” His eyes rolled back"
toward Agent “X.” He looked with
awe into the steady, steely gaze of
the Agent. “X” did not reply and
Renfew seemed to wilt, sensing that
he was In the power of a man who
possessed supernatural powers.

“X” pushed Renfew out Into the
night, keeping a grip on his arm. He
held the muzzle of his gun close as
they moved along the street. When
he came to the spot where his car was
parked he made Renfew get into it. In
silence he drove off,

The spy’s face had gone a sickly
white now. The paleness of his com.
plexion, overi:’d with its network of
wrinkles, wae n:1eous. He kept glanc-
ing aldewise a: “X.” -

Agent “X” dro -e quickly, plunging
along the dark quict streets. The city
seemed to have gone to bed. Once the
whistle of a patrolling cop shrilled at
“X" to slow down, but he sped on.

Not until Le came to his hideout
did he stop. Then he took a firra grip
on Renfew's arm. He pressed his gas
gun close to the leit side of Renfew’s

body. :
“Quiet!” he warned.
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Renfew moved forward shivering.

“X" had a key. He entered and went
into his small furnished apartment
without anyone seeing them. Renfew
stood trembling, his eyes darting
about, as though not knowirg what
strange thing to suspect.
" “Sit down,” said “X" suddenly, and
pushed Renfew into a chair. He
turned then and locked the door. The
spy sat shaking, locking up at him
like a cornered rat.

“I know all about your work,” said
*X.” “I know that you sell Govern-
ment secrets as other men sell mer-
chandise. I ¥now that you are loyal
to no country in the world, but give
what you have to the highest bidder.”

The Agent stopped speaking, took
a wallet from his pocket. From it he
drew a huge sheaf of bills. There were
notes written in four numerals on the
top, many others in three. Renfew’s
eyes bulged. Greed took the place of
{ear. He licked his lips, then smiled.

“Perhaps we can make a deal yet,”
he said.

“Perhaps,” zaid the Agent. “What
great secret was stolen from America
within the past twenty-four hours?

Renfew was silent a mcment, his
cyes stabbing the Agent's. He began
to fence.

“Many rumors have come to me.”

“One thing—more important than
any,” said “X.”

“Perhaps the building of the new
D10 submarines,” said Renfew. “I
have been offered—"

“No,” said “X" harshly. He held a
thousand-dollar bill forward, watch-
ing Renfew’s face fixedly.

“I'li give you this as a down pay-
ment if you tell me what I want to
know.”

Renfew’s eyes stared a.vidly at the
bill. His lips moved again.,

“Perhaps the secret commercml
treaty with—" -
© “X" stuffed the bill in his pocket.
“You do not ¥mow,” he said. He was
convinced of it. News of the stolen
Browning plans hadn't reached Ren-
few's ears as yet.

§
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E did not question Renfew fur-
ther. The man's secret records
would give him the leads he sought.
He looked at Renfew fixedly for a me-
ment. The spy’s face began to pzle
again, losing the color that had come
back at the sight of money. He gensed
gomething speculative and coldly im-
personal in “X’s” attitude.

“What you going to do?"” he cried.

“This!” said “X'*—and before Rexn-
few could move he raised his gun and
pulled the trigger. The spy opened
his mouth to give a piercing scream,
but a cloud of gas from the gun’'s muz-
zle filled his throat, choked him.

One gurgling whisper came from
his lips, then slowly he slumped for-
ward and fell to the floor. He was not
dead, merely knocked out, and he
would remain so for many minutes.

The Agent looked at his watch, It
was nearly twelve-thirty,

He wanted to make sure that Ren-
few stayed unconscious for a good
while to come. He could take no
chances with the spy now. A method
of getting him out of the country had
occurred to the Agent. But there was
no time to effect it. He went to his
suitcase, opened the false bottom and
took out a minute hypo needle. Ex-
pertly he jabbed this into Renfew's
arm. For twenty-four hours, unless
the Agent chose to wake him sooner,
Renfew would remain unknowing.”

Next the Agent propped Reniew
back up in the chair and studied hiin.
For long moments he looked at the
man from every angle. Then he got
his make-up materials and began to
work on his own features. This was
his object in capturing the spy. By
stepping into Renfew’s shoes he haped
to gain information that could be
gotten in no other way. The disguise
he now undertook was in many wavs
the most difficult he had assumed for
many months. Small strips of the
trensparent adhesive were necessary
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to simulate Renfew’s wrinkles. The
Agent plastered his own brown hair
down with a special liquid that evapo-
rated on contact with the air,

Before it had a chance to disappear,
and while his halr was still close to
his scalp, he slipped a rubber cap over
his head, giving an impression of
baldness. He added plastic material
around the edges, smoothed it out—
and when he had finished, Renfew's
double seemed to be standing in the
room.

*X" went through the spy’s pockets
carefully, took out all papers and
keys that might be helpful, and car-
ried Renfew's inert body to a blg
clothes closet. He had had an eye to
this in selecting the apartment. There
was a wide crack under the door. Ren-
few would not suffocate. “X” put him
in and locked the door.

Thaen he went quickly out into the
street again and climbed into his
roadster. He made the trip back to
the dark section of town where Ren-
few lived in fifteen minutes.

He parked his car, walked forward,
ard quietly entered the spy’'s three-
story house.

His first act was to return to Ren-
few's bedroom and close the trapdoor.
A breath of dank, moldy air rose up-
ward from the cellar as he pulled the
door shut. He fastened it and care.
fully arranged the cord by the bed
again.

Then he searched around the room
till he found an old safe concealed in-
side a big desk. At the end of ten min-
utes the Agent had opened this, With
eyes Intent he began going turough
the 3py’s private papers.

Most of them were in code, but he
remembered the tattered, well-worn
book he had taken from Renfow’s
pocket, He wounld have been able to
decipher the code without it, but time
was an important element.

He opened the book, found the
code key, and began reading the
papers.

_Here were brief reports of es-
pionage deals that would have shocked
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the State Department. Records of
military secrets being bartered, re-
cords of the bribery of public officials.
Entries that hinted at dark, unspeak-
able things done to gain information
which could be sold.

Then Agent “X” suddenly raised
his head, He listened a moment, thrust
the papers back into the safe and
closed it.

The faint jingle of a bell had sound-
ed eerily in the stil! house. Someone
was at the front door.

CHAPTER VIII
DEATH CrY!

HE bell’s note was repeated as he

tiptoed down the dark stairs, He
might be facing a bad situation, This
might be one of Renfew’s friends.
Would his disguise work?

Strange echoes were still sounding
through the old house as he reached
the front door. Small leaded windows
were set in its side frame—more of
Renfew’s precautionary measures.

Agent “X” used one of them now.
At first he could see nothing. Then his
eyes got used to the gloom of the
street outside. It was at least bright-
er than the room he was in. Light
from a distant pole lamp flltered
along the pavement.

A man was standing outside. He
was hunched over. His collar was
turned up. His hat pulled down. Agent
“X"” caught a glimpse of his profile.
He had never to his knowledge seen
the man before. The man was just
about to turn away when “X" opened
the door. He started violently, peered
forward.

“] was afraid you werent in,
guv'nior!” the man said.

His accent seemed to indicate cocke
ney extraction.

“A fine time to wake a man up,”
said Agent “X,” imitating Renfew’s
cracked voice. “What do you want?”"

“7d like a few words with you, Mr.
Renfew.”

The man stared behind him along
the street. There was a look of un-
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easinezs in his squinted eyes. When
“X” told him to come in, be entered
the house with the quick, slinking gait
of a furtive animal,

“Now what is it?" spid “X.” He
turned on his little light, It was peint-
e@ straight into the man’s face. In
his other hand was his gas gun.

“It's all right,” said the stranger
hoarsely. “You ain’t never seen me
before, guvnor—but I've heard of
vou. Pon’t get excited.”

“What's your name?”

“It ain’t iLmportant, guv'nor—if
yvou don't mind—IT—I'T tell you
later—after we've had a falk.”

-“What ig it you want of me’”

'The man came closer. There was an
odd, hungry Jook in his eyes. “We
might as well play square with each
other,” he said. “You buv—things. 1
know that, T ain*t no fool. and I've got
somethirg to sell—information you
might calf it.”

“Information 7"

*Yes.”

*Follow me,” said Agent *X."

He fed the stranger up the stairway
ard to & room on the second floor
witich had served as Renfew’s office.
He pulled down the shade, turned on
a light, and seated the stranger before
a eraclied desk. le took a seat behind
the desk himself,

“Now what is it?* The Agent's
burning eves were watching the
stranger’s face. This man was at
least not dangerous. But he was fur-
tive, tricky-loolking—a type common
no doubt in this house of espionage.

“Well, guv’nor,” the man said,
“there was something stolen tonight
right here-in Washington—something
important enough so that the bloke

that stole if killed the bloke that had

it. And maybe if 1 wanted to I could
tell the Gavernment where to find it.
I ain't saying I could, but maybe I
could.”

The man stared at Agent “X,)”
licking greedy lips now. The hungry
light in his eyes was itehing gvarice.

“Fm a poor man,” the stranger con-
tinued. “I work hard and don’t get

nowkbere. If it just happens that § gek
information that somebody else might
buy, there ain't no harm in my selling
it, is there?”

“No,” said the Agent. He tried to
keep back the excitement that he felt.
Here was a development apparently
more aquick and fortunate than be had
dared hope.

It ought to be wortk a lot of dough
to someone,” the man said. *“Thou-

“sands.”

His thin fingers moved as theugh
L& were already enjoying the feel of
many bank notes. “T could leave thix
bloomin’ country and go back where
I came from,” he added.

“Just what is this thing that was
stolen?” said the Agent, “If youw'll tel}
me what it is perhaps I can give yona
better idea of its worth.”

HE man leaned forward. His
voice was a hoarse, dramatic

croek, “A thing that could turn a
whole army into stiffs in a second,” he
said. “A thing g0 ’orrible that 'alf the
countries in the world would like to
get it—'cause they love each other =0
much!" A shrill cackle of laughter
came to his lips. He spread his fingers,
struck his hands together. “They'd
go down like that—the sojers—if you
turned this thing on 'em. An' the
cowmmtry that gets it can wipe out the
rest.”
“You are English,” said “X.” “IL
should think you'd want to let your
country have this thing.” He was bait-
ing the man now, seeing what else he
could learn. The man shook his head.

*“England ain’t never treated me no
better than Ameriea. I'm like you. I'lt
sel} to amy bloke who has the price.
Arn' I didn't say I could get this thing
~I said I knew maybe where it could
be got.” ‘

*Did 2 map named Browning ive
vent it? asked the Agent suddenly.

The map. recoiled, fear veiling hie
eves. Then he cackled again. “You old
fox, Mister Renfew! You're smarter
than I thought—pretending like you
didw't know. Yes, it was a bloke
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named Browning. You know about it
then. You lmow how much it’s worth.
You—"

Ths man stopped speaking sudden-
ly, turned his head toward the win-
dow.

“Did you hear anything?"” he said.

“No,” said the Agent.

“I thought [ did. Pull that shade
down—all the way. There’s a crack!
1 thought some bloke followed me
here.”

The Agent rose, walked to the win-
dow, drew the shade farther down, He
saw that the stranger's face was
white with fear.

“Tell me your name,” the Agent
said calmly, “and perhaps we can do

business. I deal in the sort of thing-

you have to sell. I have wealthy cus-
tomers.”

“No,” gaid the man, “I can’t tell you
my name—not now. I'm hired by a
bloke who's & big gun In this city, an’
the country, too. I work fer him, you
understand. I happened to hear him
make a threat against the bloke who
was killed tonight-——the bloke that had
what was stolen. When the bloke was
killed it wasn’t 'ard to figure who
killed him. It wasn’t ‘ard either to fig-
ure who ’ad the thing that was
stolen.””

“What's your employer’s name?”

A crafty look came into the stran-
ger’s eyes. “Say, listen—not too fast!”

The Agent extracted two thousand-
dollar bills from his wallet. He flung
them down on the desk.

1‘}‘(Maybe this will make it easier to
ta ‘II

The man swallowed twice. He"

stared at the momey. His hands
twitcnad as though he could hardly
contain himself, His voice was a husk
when he spoke,

“I can't tell you nothin’ now,” he
said. “It's all got to be arranged busi-
nesslike. I just wanted to find out—
whether you was in the market. You
are—I can see that. I got to have
papers drawn up—a lawyer an’ every-
thing—to see I don't get into trouble.”

“Right!” sald the Agent. He saw
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that the man wasn't going to talk. He
shoved onme of the thousand-doliar
bills forward. “Take that,” he said,
“just as a mark of good will—and as
a sort of option. Don’t tell anybody
else what you've told me, will you?”

The man grabbed the bill, fingerad
it lovingly.

“No, sir,” he said. “It’ll stay be-
tween you an’ me. But I gotta have a
lot more of these, an’ everything's got
to be businesslike, the way I said.”

“When will I see you again?”

“Tomorrow night,” the man said.

The Agent nodded. He rose and
showed the man downstairs.

“Tomorrow night,” he said softly,
then opened the door and the strange,
furtive-faced man slipped into the
darkness.

Agent “X” knew he would be back
—unless something Intervened. It was
this possibility that made the Agent
move quickly after his visitor had
gone, Too many sinister forces were
in the wind to take any chance. Too
many unscrupulous people wantad the
information the stranger had to seil.
The Agent dared not wait.

Snatching a hat and coat, he ran
to the back of the house, slipped out
the rear door. Ten seconds after the

- man had left the front, Agent “X"” was

on his trail. The man did not know it.
He did not know that one of the most
masterly shadowers in the world was
following him. He used several com-
mon ruses to throw off pursuit. He
dodged around corners, kept to the
dark side of the streets. But Agent
“X” did not lose him.

The man got into a small car, drove
off. The red tail-light of his auto
bobbed up the street. In less than a
minute the Agent was following in
the fast roadster that he had hired

It was a long chase, through the
night-darkened streets, then out into
the still darker suburbs.

N the hizhway, almost deserted
now, Agent “X” turned off his
headlights. For nearly a mile he fol-
lowed the car shead, keeping on the
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road by the dim light reflected from
the rain-wet macadam. Trees and
, fields began to flash beside the road
at last. A golf course, silent and de-
serted, stretched away under the
pnight sky. The road began to cut
through dense woods. Rich men’s
estates formed liltle oases of green
turf in this forest.

Then “X" saw the car 2head draw
to the side of the road, turn and
jounce into the bushes. Its red tail-
light disappeared, winking off sud-

“X" stopped his own car. He left
it parked fzr of the road, sprang out
and walked ahead. A distant boom of
thunder sounded hollowly aeross the
still, wet woods. He stopped when he
came r.ear the spot where the stranger
had parked. He listened and could
Lear the faint sound of footsieps, the
rustle of smuil bushes ag someone
moved away. The man had struck off
through the woods.

“X" entered them cautiously.
Shadowing would be dificult row.
‘The woods were black. Ie could not

.tee the man. He was on unfamiliar
territory.

Steoping, he felt ihe pround with
_cantious, exploving fingers. The
bushes were denser in spots. Less so
‘n others. He continued to feel; made
a discovery. A narrow path began
hers.

This helped. He walked along, feel-
irg his way. Again he stopped. Tke
man's footsteps were softer now.
They grew fainter still and died, as
the Agent listened. The man evident-
Iy krew his way alongz this path.
The Agent risked flashing his tiny
light. The denseness of the woods
wyuld hide its glow. He made sure of
the path he was on.

-For the space of fifteen minutes he
Jost all sight and sound of the man
ahead. But he made sure he was fol-
lowing the path. He was confident
where the man was going. A chill
dampness came out of the wet wocds
around him. Once a frightened bird
gave a shrill cry. Once o smali animal,

a squirrel perhaps, skittered away
among wet leaves, The Agent con-
tinued his way.

Then at last he saw a light alead.
He moved on along the path, and the
light became two—the windows of a
small house, Beyonud them he could
see another faint light which seemed
to0 be a larger house. He was approach-
ing one of the rich men’s estates from
the reayr.

But, as e neared the lights he had
first seen, the Azent suddenly pavsed.
A scream cut through the stiliness of
tie damp, nicht wouds. It was a fear-
ful scream that sent prickles slong
“X’'s" back. It held fright, horror.
And, as he moved 2head agzain, run-
ning now, every muscle tense, the
screaming mounted into a cry of sheer
agony that beat upon the eardrums
intolerably.

The Agent raced toward tha spot.
Feerful and shrill as the scream was,
he sensed that it was muffed by walls,
It had come from inside the cottage
where the lights showed. As he neared
this the screaming died to a ghastly
gurgle, then faded away entirely.

The Agent burst through a patch of
shrubbery that marked the path’s ciid.
For a moment e paused, alniost
tripped.

In the light that flared from the
windows of the cctiage he had caught
sight cf a face against a background
of wet tree trunks. If was turned fo-
ward him, eyes glittering. It wag the
horrible, green-masked face of the
man who had murdered Saunders.

CHAPTER IX
DEATH TO0 THE AGENT

HE face vanished before “X"”
could move. There was no sound
in the darkness. The face and its
owner seemed to melt into the woods
and be swallowed up by tree trunks.
Any attempt at pursuit in that Stygi-
an blackness would be futile—and
fatal.
“X” sped ahead and jerked open
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the door of the cottage. Perhaps he
would be in time.

But he saw in his first horrified
glance that he wasn’t, A ghastly sight
met his eyes.

A man was stretched out on the
floor. His coat, shirt and undershirt
had been ripped open. Livid scratches
made a network of crimson lines
across the bare skin of his chest.
Grayish powder showed around ths
edges of the lines, The man's face was
contorted into a hideous mask of
agony. But, distorted as it was, the
Agent recognized it.

This was the same man who had
come to Renfew’s place with a secret
to sell—and tiie man was dead.

The brutal Kep-shak torture had
been used. A ‘large amount of the
death-flowers’ pollen had been rubbed
into his wounds. So much that the
man had died after a few moments of
excruciating agony. But not before,
“X” guessed, he had babbled his
secret to Green Mask. Once again
Green Mask had gotten ahead of “X,”
wrung a secret from a dymg man’s
lips.

Cursing harshly, fists clenched,
Agent “X"” stcod for a moment star-
ing down. The menace of Browning’s
stolen plans was bad enough without
having the added horror of this green-
masked killer ever present. The mur-
derer’s move tonight convinced “X”
of one thing. Green Mask did not have
the stolen plans in his possession. He,
too, was after them. It was a race
between himself and Agent “X.” A
r:i\ce that had become a titanic strug-
gle

The Agent looked quickly around
the room. There was nothing here of
interest. Even the man’s name was
not important now. He would never
satisfy his greed to sell the informa-
tion he had obtained. He was a mer-
cenary, disloyal rogue, but he did not
deserve such a death as this. No
human being did. Again the Agent’s
curse was like a pledge.

He turned toward the door of the
cottage, opened it cautiously. The
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night outside seemed dark. But when
he stepped acrosa the threshold, a
harsh voice spoke close to his ear.

“Hands up! Don't move, fellah—or
I'll blow your damned head off I"

Slowly, stiffly, the Agent raised his
hands. A man with a double-barreled
shotgun was moving around the edge
of the cottage. The gun- was pointed
straight at “X's” head. He knew what
a load of buckshot would do at such
close range. He waited, hands held
stifly aloft, and another man fol.
lowed the first. Thia second man was
clad in a chauffeur's uniform. The
first one wore overalls and looked like
a gardener.

“We seen you slip into the cottage,”
the man with the gun said. *“We heard
Peters hollerin’. What's goin’ on
here?”

“Look and see,” said “X" quietly.

The man in the chauffeur’s uni-
form did so, while the other held the
gun unwaveringly on “X.” A hoarse,
horrified curse came from the open
door of the cottage.

“Good God !—Peters has been mur-.
dered!”

“Murdered!” the gardener’s eyes
glinted. “We got the killer here, Jake.
Hold the gun on him while I take a
look.”

The chauffeur came out, trembling
violently. The whites of his eyes were
showing. His lips were blue. When he
took the gun, his hands shook so that
“X’ thought he might pull the trigger
accidentally.

The gardenaer went in. He, too,
swore and came out like a man who
has seen a ghost.

“Tortured,” he said. “This devil
seratched him up first and killed him
afterwards.”

He jerked the gun from the chauf-
feur’s hands, jabbed its heavy muz-
zle against “X's” body.

“Who are you? What did you do
that to Peters for?”

Agent “X" spoke quietly again.

“I didn’t. It was another man—a
man in a green mask!”

The gardener’s voice was a disbe-



AMBASSADOR OF DOOM

lieving snarl. “A likely story. Get go-
ing, you buszard. We'll wake the sena-
tor up—an’ tell him about this. We'll
turn you over to the cops.”

The Agent's eyes burned like fire.
He said nothing more—and he did not
try to break away. He wanted to learn

whose estate this was——which senator

it belonged to. The
dead man, Peters,
had said that he
worked for a *“big
gon.” In a moment
“X" would meet the

w“/ e

.,.,v,‘(l

man — the person
whom Peters thought
had stolen the plans.

The gardener and
the chauffeur conduct-
ed “X" along a path to the big house
which loomed in the trees ahead. A
light was burning in one of the top-
floor windows.

“The senator's still up, Jake,” said
the gardener. “Run and get him
down. Then open the back door. T'll
take this killer in.”

He held the shotgun close as the
chauffeur sped off.

Agent *X” huoched
backwards, as
thouzh the force of
G the leed had pushed

“I'd like to pull the trigger,”
he snarled, “I’d like to blow
you in two after what you did
to Peters.”

WO minutes passed. Lights
flacshed in the lawer floor of the
house. The kitchen door swung open.
“Bring bim in. The senator’s
down,” the chauffeur called out.

The gardener, still prodding “X”
with the gun, marched him into the
house and through the kitchen.

In a front room, a gaunt, saturnine-
looking man in a dressing gown and
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slippers . was waiting. Agent “X”
recognized him at once. Senator
Haden Rathborme.

The man’s deep-sunken eyes were
burning. His thin lips were twisted.
He fixed his plercing gaze on “X.”

“Who are you? What's the mean-
ing of this? They tell me you mur-
dered Peters.”

Agent “X” was 3ilent, and Senator
Rathborne strode across the floor and
came close.

“Keep the gun on him, Benstead.
Shoot if he makes a8 move.”

Chin thrust forward, eyes glaring,
Rathborne seemed to be trying to bore
into “X's” very soul. Agent “X” re-
_ turned his stare calmly. He in turn
was sizing up the senator. It was a
dark rumor he had heard about Rath-
borne. Peters had sald that the sena-
tor had threatened Captaixr Nelson’s
life. But was it possible that Peters
kad made some mistake?

“Speak up,” said Rathborne. “Who
are you?”

Still “X” was si'lent, and Rath-
borne gave an abrupt, harsh order.

“Search him, Jake.” -

The chauffeur went through “X’s”
pockets, brought out a wallet. But
there was no name in it. He shook his
head and passed it to the senator.
Rathborne cursed angrily.

“I never saw him hefore. Did you,
Jake ?”

“No, sir.”

Senator Rathborne strode to a
table, opened a drawer, and took out
8 gleaming revolver. There was a
hard light in his eyes as he came
back. He fingered the gun, came close
and jabbed it against “X’s” chest.

“Speak now,” he said, “or I'll Idll
you. What did you murder my super-
intendent, Peters, for?”

The expression on “X’s” face did
not change. His disguise waas still that
og Renfew, the spy. So perfect was
.hxs make-up that even at close range
it was not detectable as such. His
eyes burned with a steady flame as
he returned Senator Rathborne’s
gaze. The man was strong-willed, al-

most a fanatic. ‘X" knew his political
reputation as he did those of all
United States senators. He made it a
point to follow such things. He had
well-catalogued files, innumerable
notes.

He was facing one of the hardest-
headed lawmakers in the country.
Rathborne was a man of great inde-
penderce, a senator of the old school.
But would he dare kill a man in cold
blood, even a man he thought was a
murderer? Agent “X” spoke then, his
voice a soft drawl.

“I wouldn’t shoot if I were you,
senator,” he said. “Circumstantial
evidence isn't always reliable. You'd
have a lot of explaining to do if you
idlled me—and perhaps your own
life may not bear investigating.”

It was a shot in the dark, bait
thrown out, and Senator Rathborne
rose to it. A trembling seized his body.
His head came forward on his short
neck like the head of a predatory bird.

“What do you mean?” he shouted.
“What is there in my life that I can’t
tell the whole world about?”

You know better than I do, sena-
tor. But if you should kill two men—"

The Agent’s eyes were probing the
senator’s, trying to read his thoughts.
A mottled hue of fury came over
Rathborne’s face. It did not seem to
be the fury of a killer. It was the fury
of outraged pride.

“The man is crazy,” he shouted.

He lowered his gun, stepped away,
then strode swiftly across the room
to a table. With trembling hands he

-picked up a phone, clattered the re-

ceiver on its hook. He put his white
lips close to the mouthpiece, barked
into it.

“Get me the police!” he said,

CHAPTER X
.HouNDS oF THE Law

THIN-LIPPED smile twitched
the cornmers of Agent “X’s”
mouth., Either Rathborne was the
finest bluffer in the world—or else
Peters had been wrong, “X” was
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inclined to believe the latter. There
was no time to verify it now. He must

' get away before the police arrived.
They might recognize him as Michael
Renfew. If they did, it would put an
end to his espionage work,

But the shotgun in the gardener’s
hand was still pointed at his heart. A
slight twitch of the man’s finger
would literally blow him in two.

Rathborne, his face still mottled
with fury, lighted a cigar. He had laid
his gun on the edgze of the telephone
table. He advanced toward “X” again,
blowing a cloud of smoke from his
nostrils.

“We'll see about your circumstan-
tial evidence,” he said harshly.
“They'll send you to the chair or to
an asylum where you can’t commit
any more such atrocities.”

Agent “X,” face expressionless,
slowly let his body sag. The move-
ment was czlculated, almost imper-
ceptible. His arms were still raised
above his head, but his knees were
bent.

*Stand still,” said the man with the
shotgun. )

The Agent’s eyes had swiveled side-
wise. He saw that a window in the
room was half open. Suddenly he
tautened his lax muscles, leaping to
the left, toward the spot where Rath-
borne stood.

The gun in the gardener’s hand
roared. The noise, in that confined
space, was terrific. It seemed that a
bomb had gone off. The charge of
buckshot whistled past the place
where “X” had been. It crashed into
8 glass-doored bookease, shattered the
glass, and riddled the bocks. Before
the gardener could swing his gun,
“X"” had grabbed the senator.

Rathborne was a vigorous man,
but Agent “X"” was stronger. He
literally whirled the senator off his
feet, drew his body around as a shield.

‘When the gardener had once more
got his gun into position, Agent “X”
was behind the senator, holding the
senator’s arm pinioned at his sides.

If the gardener fired again, he would
kill his employer.

The gardener's face turned a sick-
ly white. The gun in his hands wav-
ered. Rathborne struggled fiercely and
tried to kick back with his heels, The
gardener shouted hozarsely.

“I can’t shoot—go and knock him
out, Jake.”

The chauffeur sprong across the
flooxr; but “X” pulled Rathborne back
toward the window, dragging the
senator’s heels over the floor as if he
were a dummy. For a moment he held
Rathborne with one arm only, reached
behind with the other and raised the
half-open window.

" He suddenly released his clutch on
Rathborne, .shoved him siraight for-
ward toward the gardener with the
gun, and stepped backwards out of
the window.

He dropped on his hands and knees,
moved close to the house, and dartad
along its sides. The head of the gar-
dener appeared in the window just as
“X’” made the corner of the house.
The shotgun roared again, but the bul-
lets whistled harmlessly by “X’s”
head. He was already around the
building.

He had the whole night to hide in
now. He sprinted for the dark woeds
that composed half of Rathborne's
estate. In an instant he was in their
protective cover.

Stopping and looking back, he saw
the gardener and the chauffeur come
out with lanterns in their hands. They
ran confusedly around the house,
flashed their lights into the woods.
They seemed to realize the hopeless-
ness of trying to find the man who had
escaped.

Tense and silent “X” waited. He
had the idea of going back into the
house and searching Rathborne’s safe
after the police had come and gone.

A speeding automobile came up the
long drive. Its headlights goggled
weirdly through the wet shrubbery.
It came to a stop before the front of
Rathborne’s house, Four men leaped
out. There was a hurried conversation
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on the front steps that “X” couldn’t
hear. He could see the angry form of
Rathborne still in his dressing gown
and slippers.

TH’E police began scouting around
the house. When they came dan-
gerousiy near, Agent “X” stole back
into the woods. He wasn’t afraid of
heing caught. He could see them in
the lights from the house. They
couldn’t see him,

They went back alonz the path that
led to Peters’ cottage. and “X" fol.
lowed. He wanted if possible to hear
what the police said when they saw
the torture victim. But the gardener
with his shotgun was still alert. His
face was white, He was more to be
feared than the police. “X” couldn’t
get close enough to hear.

Suddenly he stiffened and listened.
Ten minutes had passed. Another car
was coming into the drive, a second
load of cops apparently. _

“X” circled through the woods and
peered from between the trees. Then
suddenly his lips tightened grimly.

It was another police car, but the
police were not alone. Three huge dogs
leaped from the car ahead of the men,
They had monstrous heads, powerful
jaws, flapping ears. Bloodhounds.

This was something he hadn’t an-
ticipated. Evidently Rathborne had
put in another telephone call. The
hounds were on chains. A beefy-
faced man led them forward under
the window from which “X” had
leaped.

The great dogs sniffed the grass.
Suddenly one of them lifted his head
and gave tongue. The sound echoed
through the still night woods. It was
like a devil’s ery. The other two an-
swered, strained at the leashes that
held them. The beefy-faced man
snapped them loose, and, with a bound

of powerful legs, the three monstrous-

animals leaped forward toward the
woods where “X"” was watching.
With a sudden hissing intake of
breath Agent “X” turned and fled
toward the path along which he had
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come from the spot on the highway
where he had left his car. The police
and the gardener with his lantern and
gun would follow the dogs. “X" was
trapped if be didn't outdistance them.
He suspected that he wou!d be shot
on sight this time,

The dogs had gone to the spct where
he had firat crouched in the woods,
watching. They bayed excitedly, then
struck off, following his footsteps
with the grimness of fate itself. He
could hear them crashing and leap-
ing in the wet woods behind him, hear
the excited shouts of the men urging
them on.

“X” flashed his tiny light, found
the path. He sped along it, but the
dogs, able to see in the dark, were
plunging forward at twice his speed.
Every second they drew nearer, They
were outdistancing the men, leaving
them far behind. They were overtak-
ing Agent “X.”

The blood pounded in his veins. The
old wound in his side ached. The bay-
ing tongues of the great hounds
seemed to echo directly in his ears
now, Their crashing grew louder and
louder. He looked over his shoulder
and saw the gleaming phosphores-

_cence of their eyes. They had found

the path, too. They were speeding
along it, noses to the ground, great
jaws slavering. “X" knew he would
never make the car before the dogs
reached him.

He stopped suddenly in the very
center of the path. His lips moved in
the darkness. From them issued a
strange whistle, a note that was both
melodious and eerie, a sound that
seemed to fill the whole air at once. It
was the whistle of Secret Agent “X"
—unique in all the world.

It penetrated the deep woods, re-
verberated weirdly. It seemed to have .
a strange effect on the dogs. They
stopped baying. They dashed up to
Agent “X,” paused In a ring around
him, their greenish phosphorescent
eyes staring curiously. He spoke soft-
1y then.
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“Nice fellows,” he said. "“Quiet
there! It’s all right.”

- The leader of the great man-hunt-
ing beasts, trained to follow human
scent, shuffled forward on padded
feet. He thrust a wet muzzle against
the Agent’s hand, licked his skin.

A bieak smile touched the Agent’s
face. He had demonstrated again the
strange power he had of ingpiring
friendliness in animals.*

Another low-spoken word and the
Agent turned and continued along the
path. The men had found the path,
too. They were shouting and running
behind. But the dogs remained silent.
As though the Agent had been theix
master they padded quiedy at his
heels, a strange and awe-inspiring es-
cort.

He reached the highway with the
police still three hundred feet behind.
Moving swiftly he found his car stiil
parked in the bushes. The hounds
seemed loath to leave him. He patted
their heads. snapped his fingers, and
pointed back into the woods. Then he
leaped into the car and backed out.

When the police broke through the
highway the red tail-light of his road-
ster was nearty a half-mile distant.

But, though he had escaped the
police, mystery and horror still hung
heavy in the night. The sinister man
in the green mask had beaten him to
the secret that Peters held.

Hours later, that night, “X” went
back to Rathborme’s house, entered,
and searched the safe. But he found
nothing to indicate that the stolen
plans were there,

HE next morning newsboys were
shouting in the street. The Secret
Agent, still in the disguise of Renfew,
bought a paper. Then his hands grew
tense and his eyes blazed.
The story of Peters’ torture and

death was spread across the front -

page. But that was net all. Senator

®AUTHOR'S NOTE: This is the secend
instanes of the t's exitraordinary pewer over
At seund of his edd whistie
thg..muneonluhhustﬂmlnﬂl
a

Rzthborne’s house had been robbed
during the night. The safe and desk
drawers in the senator’s library had
neen ransacked. A butler who nhad
heard a noise and eome in had been
stricken with some strange form of
nvaralysis. The paper said it was
snock.

Both the murder of Peters and the
robbery were attributed to the man
who had escaped daringly threugh
Rathborne’s window, using the sena-
tor as a shield, They were combing
the city for a person referred to as
the “Fiend Killer.” No mention was
made of a man in a green mask. The
nolice were looking ior Secret Agent
MX.:’ N .

“X” went back to Renfew’s office
and paced the floor. Senator Rath-
berne had given an accurate deecrip-
don of him. There was danger if ke
appeared abroad in the disguise of
Renfew, danger that he might Le
1eld and guestioned. There was no
doubt that Rathborne would identify
him. Tt complicated mattere. But he
feit fairly secure in Renfew’s rouse.

He again took up his study of the
code papers which Peters’ visit hac
put a stop to the night before. And
again he was interrupted. This time
by the jangle of a telephone some-
“vhere in the house. Agent “X" had
not known of its existence. He located
it concealed inside a cuphoard in an
otherwise empty room on the second
ifoor. He took the instrument out, It
was evidently a private wire. His
hands were tense as he put it to his
ear.
A husky voice came cut of the re-
ceiver: “This is Shank reporting.
Anything for me to do today, boss?"

Agent “X’* thought quickly. He un-
derstood now. A man in Repnfew’s
position would have some sort of se-
cret organization, someone to help
him eollect the things he bought and
soH. .

“Yes,” “X” said. “I think so. Come
over." :

“0.K.,” said the voice at the other
end. “How about Zeb?"”
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“Where is he?’

*“Right here.”

“Bring him along, teo.”

The Agent hung up, eyes gleaming.
In disguising himself as Renfew and
coming to this establishment, he was
acquiring a ready-made following.
Shank and Zeb. There might be
others, too. He wanted to see them.
It was possible they would be of aid
in finding out what he wanted to
know. But it was ironic that he should
be using Renfew’s men.

They came within twenty minutes,
two shifty-eyed, dapper individuals.
He watched closely to see whether his
disguise would arouse their suspicion.
But it didn’t.

Shank was hatchet-faced, flat-
chested, with a stooping, furtive sort
of gait. Zeb was smaller, stouter, an
inoffensive-looking little man, except
for the cold gleam in his eyes.

“X" wondered what dirty work
they had helped Renfew in. Their
clothes indicated he had been able to
pay them respectable salaries.

Zeb grinned, took out a file, and
commenced manjcuring his nails. He
turned them this way and that, in-
ordinately proud, it seemed, of their
glistening pollsh, Shank chewed gum
steadily.

“Stick around, hoys,” said “X.’
“I've got irons in the fire.”

They went to a rear room of the
house, drew a pack of dirty cards
from a table drawer and began a list-
less game of pinochle. The Agent went
back to his reports.

But the bell of the hidden telephone
jangled again. This time when he an-
swered it was a woman’s voice. There
was a note of excitement in it.

° “Hello, boas. There’s a gent wants
to see you,” the woman said.

“Is that s0?” The Agent spoke cau-
tiously, He would have to watch his
step. A slip, and one of these mongrel
haugex_-s-on of Renfew might grow
suspicious,

“Yeah! the woman said.

“Whereabouts is he?”

“Here in the restaurant. He was

asking for you. I said I'd call you
u ”

“What's his name?”
“He won't give it. He says you'll

know him.”

Agent “X” pondered tensely. He
didn’t know where the restaurant
was. If he asked the girl it would give
his ignorance away, excite her sus-
plcions. And “X"” wanted to make sure
who this man was who had called for
him. It might be a police detective or
a Goverament operative looking for
Renfew. It might even be a trap.

“Tell him to go to Garfleld Park,”
“X"” said suddenly. “Tell him to take
a bench in the west end. I'll meet him
there in twenty minutes. 1'd like to
look him over first, you understand ?”

*“Yes, boss.”

Risking police detection, Agent “X”
slipped out of the house. The roadster
he had hired was still parked down
the block. He got in and drove to the
east end of Garfield Park, where he
stopped again.

His movements became as cautious
as a stalking cat. He lighted a cigar-
ette, turned his collar up and his hat
brim down and shuffled slowly along
imitating a weary down-and-outer.
His eyes were piercingly alert.

Then, as he approached the west
end of the park, his pulses quickened
like suddenly released triphammers.
There was a figure on one of the
benches—a well-dressed man, wear-
ing spats and carrying a stick. He
waas big, blond, and he had coldly pene-
trating blue eyes. Agent “X” recog-
nized him at once.

The man was Otto von Helvig, em-
bassy attaché and ex-Prussian spy.

CHAPTER X]
AMBUSHED!

OR the moment Agent “X” con-

tinued his réle of down-and-outer,
Half of his face was hidden by the
collar of his coat. He moved toward
von Helvig at the same slow shuifle.
When he came opposite the attaché
he spoke in a husky croak.
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“A few pennies for a cup of coﬂee,
mister?” ‘

Agent “X” thrust out one hand
shaking it as though he were afflicted
with palsy.

Von Helvig cursed under his breath
and waved him away, But “X" stood
his ground, staring at the attaché
fixedly. The Pruasian lifted his head
angrily, glaring at the man he took
for a panhandler. Then his expression
changed. He leaned forward, smiled
suddenly, showing gleaming white
teeth, )

“You old fox, Renfew! You fooled
me—even though I was expecting
you.”

“Herr von Helvig,” said the Agent
respectfully. “This is a great pleas-
ure!”

The attaché eyed “X” sharply

“You've changed very little since 1
saw you two years ago, Renfew! And
you're still up to your old tricks.”

Agent “X"” bowed., “A man must
make a living, Herr von Helvig.”

" Von Helvlg touched “X’'s” arm. “I
am due at the legation now,” he said.
“My time ias brief. But there’s some-
thing I want to ask you, Renfew, You
are a man who keeps his ear to the
ground You are a fox who listens at
the' rabbit holes. You don't miss much.
Have you heard recently of any great
theft from the United States Gov-
ernfoent?”’

Tt"was a surprising question coming
fromt von Helvig. “X"” knew that the
man’s clean-featured blondness and
the babylike candor in his blue eyes
hid a cunning, crooked brain. He
hedged.

“Perhaps,” he said. “Why do you
ask?’

“Just a matter of curiosity,” said
von Helvig evasively. He opened his
wallet, took out two century notes,
folded them, and held out his hand.

“Here is the price of your cup of
coffee, Renfew. Now come on—loosen
up and tell a fellow what you know.”

“X,” playing the role of Renfew,
waved the money away.

“I have changed, my dear von Hel-

vig, since we last met. My business, if
I may say 50, has grown. I no longer
accept—ah—small gratuities.”

Anger reddened von Helvig’s blond
face. He hastily pocketed the money.

“My mistake,” he said. “I'll be
frank with you. A lovely woman has
come to me with a certain proposition.
She claims to know where something

- of singular importance, stolen from

the Government, may be recovered.
She has asked my_co-operation in se-
curing it. Do you know to what she
is alluding, Renfew?”

There was an odd, avaricious glitter
in von Helvig’s eyes. “X" was puzzled,
Was von Helvig really seeking in-
formation; or was he trying to lay a
trap? “X” must watch his step, im-
press von Helvig with his kmowledge.
He bowed very low and spoke softly.

“If the lady 1n question is very love-
ly, she has done well to ask the co-
operation of the gallant—Karl Hum-
me »

It was as though “X” had struck
von Helvig a blow. Every muscle in
the man’s body tensed. His eyes nar-
rowed to points of steel. His hand
moved across his face where a miracle
of plastic surgery had been per-
formed. Only the tiny scars in his
cheek were reminders of it.

“You are crazy, Renfew,” he said
harshly. “What do you mean by call-
ing me that name—Hummael ?”

“Nothing,” said the Agent blandly,
“Just a whimsy of mine. Perhaps it
was a mistake.”

For a moment von Helvig sat in
tense silence, his eyes probing those of
the Agent’s. Then he took out his wal.
let again, adding three more century
notes to the two he had oifered the
Agent before, and held them out.

“] must insist that you tzke this
small token of my good faith,” he said.
“I am going to take you completely
into my confidence, Renfew. I want
you to meet the lady in question to-
night. I want you to hear her story—
and be my adviser. You are a man of
even more remarkable talents than I
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had estimated, but—" Von Helvig
suddenly leaned forward and laid
steely fingers on the Agent's arm.
His blopd face became a mask of
cruelty. His eyes were pin points of
naurderous light. “If you value your
life, Herr Renfew, you will keep faith
with me. T am no man to trifle with.”

“Nor 1,” said the Agent. “I think
we understand each other.”

*“This evening then,” said von Hel-
vig. “We shall have dinner together—
you and I and the lady I spoke of. Be
in this same spot at six-thirty. I wiil
drive by and pick you up.”

“Very good, Herr von Helvig.”

Conscious that the man’s eyes were
still boring into him, Agent “X”
turned and shuffled off. His pulses
<vere racing. The lead that the mur-
dered Peters had brought him had ap-
parently been false. This one prom-
ised results. Unless von Helvig was
seiting a trap for him, he might learn,

within the next twelve hours, the lo- .

cation of the stolen plans.

ACK in Renfew’s house, Agent
“X*" gave instructions to Shank
and Zeb.

“I've got a job for you,” he said.
“Go to the German embassy. Wait
outside and watch for tie attache,
Otto von Helvig. He is tall, blond,
bine-eyed. There is a slight scar on
each cheek. If he leaves the building
at any time during the day, foliow
him. Check up on every movement he
makes—and report back here at six
this evening.”

The two men rose from their list-
less card game.

“We got you, boss,” they said.

When they had gone “X” paced the
floor a moment. His nerves tingled for
action. He seemed to be getting closer
to what he sought. His disguise as
Renfew had been a wise move. It had
brought him in eontact with von Hel-
vig. Was it possihle that the lovely
Jady he mentioned was—

“X"” smiled grimly to himself. Then
he locked at his watch. Ten o'clack.

SECRET AGENT “X”

At twelve the plane he had asked
Betty to come in would land at Wash-
ington Airport. He'd had no answer
to his telegram. He'd expected none.
But he wanted to make sure of her
arrival. He could not meet her oper-
ly; could not, at this time, run the
risk of heing seen 'with her, but he
could see whether she was on the
plane.,

At a little Lefore twelve, his dis-
guise changed to that of a rallow-
faced vourng man, Agent “X” crossed
the Potomac on the Highway Bridge
and turned into Military Road. Ar-
Hngton was veyond. The Hoover Air-
rort was at his left. The Washingten
at his vight. The deep-throated hum
of airplave motors filled the sky. Oui-
oi-town tourists were going up from
Hoover Airport on short sight-seeing
ops over Wazhington.

The eky had cleared. The sun was
shining. But to “X,” who knew the
strauee events of the past twenty-
four hours, a sinister menace hung
ever the city. It wasn’t dispelled by
the bright sky nor the sunchine.

He found where the tri-motared E.
A, T. plane hearing Betty Dale was
to land. He wafted at the edge of the
field, saw the huge ship appear, a
oveat davk bixrd on the horizon. He
saw it eome down to a stately land-
ing, taxi up to the field office.

An attendant unrolled a carpet.
Steps were cet in front of the big

" plane’s metal dcor. A laughing groun

waited for the arrival of friends and

Joved ones.

In this group Agent “X"” saw Su-
zenne Blackwell. It meant that Betty
had sent her a wire. It meant that Su-
zanne was here to meet the Agent's
‘blonde ally.

" His pulses quickened as the plane’s
door opened and the passengers piled
out. The loveliest of them all was the
trim-figured little blonde who stepped
to the turf of the field and ran toward
the spot where Suzanne Blackwell
was waiting. Hair the color of im-
prisoned sunlight peeped from under
her blue clocks hat, Her fresh young
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Lips were softly red. Her blue eyes
were dancing. This flying trip to
Washington was a lark to Betty Dale:

Fondly the Agent watched as Betty
and Suzanne embraced. For a fleet-
ing second he saw Betty’s eyes rove
over the crowd, lingering on each
face. He knew she was looking for
him, knew also that his disguise had
fooled her. He would not make him-
self known till the time prearranged
for their meeting. The time when fur-
tive, crafty eyes which might be
watching would be least suspecting.

With her arm linked in Suzanne
Blackwell’s, Betty walked toward Su-
zanne's waiting roadster. “X”
wouldn’t see Betty again until night
fell. But he knew now that she was
in Washington. He knew that she
was ready to help him.

He frowned 2 moment, a shadow in
his eyes. Her fresh, blonde beauty
seemed a contrast to the dark forces
now in motion. A strange sense of un.
easiness filled him, a foreboding, as
though some secret voice were warn-
ing him. He regretted at that instant
that he had asked Betty to come.

Then he remembered that he was
Secret Agent “X.,” pledged to aid his
country. He must put all fear aside,
even fear for others, as he had fear
for "himself. He turned and strode
baclg_ to his own waiting car.

At six that evening, disguised again
as Renfew, he received the report of
Shank and Zeb.

“We spotted von Helvig, boss,”
Shank said. “We didn’t lose him all
day. He had lunch with two guys, one
from the Mexican embassy, another
who was a newspaper gent. He left
the embassy on Massachusetts Ave-
nue, and stopped for a half-hour in a
joint on Thirteenth Street. There he
talked to a guy in a back room. It was
screwy, boss! This guy looked like
von Helvig’s twin. He left by the
back way and von Helvig went to the
Wilmott Hotel. He's there now I”

“Good work,” said Agent “X" soft-
ly. “Thanks.”

e

AT shortly after six that evening
a closed car slid to a stop at the
curb near Garfield Park. A tall man
was driving, He was dressed in the
height of style, a soft gray hat on his
head, spats on his ankles, yellow pig-
skins on his hands.

He was a man who bore a marked
resemblance to Otto von Helvig of the
German embassy. But there was a
hardness about him, a wolfishness,
that the more polished von Helvig
managed most of the time to conceal,
This man was definitely a member of
the underworid.

There ware three others with him,
harsn-faced, flat-chested young men,
overly dressed. As the car stopped,
the driver asked a question.

“Everything ready, boys?’

The three men with him wera busy
for a moment. They took wicked-
looking automatics from their pock-
ets, Over the ugly snouts of these
they slipped awkward cylinders that
made the guns seem grotesquely long
—silencers.

“All 0, K, Al,"” one of them said.

“You can handle em alil right that
way

“Say—you oughta kuow us.” There
was a note of evil pride in the voice
of the man who spoke. “We've
Iknocked off bigger mugs than this.”

“0.XK. But any slip—and there
won’t be a pay-off. The big shot be-
hind this is a hard bird to please.
Wait till I give the signal—then do
your stuff!”

The blond and dapper man who
looked like von Helvig showed his
teeth for a moment in g wicked
smile. He motioned with his hand for
the others to get out.

They left the car and vanished into
the shadows along the square like
slinking gray wolves.

The man in the car glanced at the
clock on the dashboard. It was now 2
quarter past six. He took a cigarette
from his pocket, lighted it. Inhaling
luxuriously, he, too, got out of the
car and sauntered toward the west
end of the park. .
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Now more than ever he looked like
the Prussian attaché. Anycne seeing
him from a distance would be fooled.
When he arrived at the park’s west
end, his sharp eyes swiveled. He
seemed to be counting the benches.

He turned, walked up to ome and
gsat down—the very bench that von
Helvig had occupied that morning. He
crossed his legs, blew smoke from his
nostrils, leaned back comfortably.
The three men he had brought with
him crept noiselessly closer, the si-
Jenced automatics in their hands.
They were awaiting his signal. The
stage was set for murder.

A bell across the park struck a
gingle booming note. Six-thirty.

Even as the stroke died away on the
night air, a man’s shuflling figure ap-
peared. He came from- the direction
of the park’s east end. Hat brim
turned down, collar turned up, the
man had the wrinkled features of
Michael Renfew, dealer in espionage.
The man was Secret Agent “X.”

IVE. hundred feet away, he saw

the figure on the bench. Piercing-
Iy bright eyes stabbed out from un-
der the Agent’s hat brim. The figure
ahead looked like von Helvig. The
German attaché had apparently kept
the appointment. Tonight, it seemed,
“X"” wzs going to meet the “lovely
lady” who knew where the Browning
plans could be discovered.

Simulating a down-and-outer, “X"
continued to shuffle forward. The man
ahead, smoking on the bench, did not
turn his head. He seemed to be deep
in meditation.

The Agent was within 2 hundred
feet of him now, Fifty feet—twenty-
five. The Agent moved toward the
bench—and not until then was the
suspicion he had had confirmed. The
man on the bench wasn’t Otto von
Helvig, The man was a perfect
stranger to “X.”

“A penny for a cup of coffee, mis-
ter ™ -

The Agent’s voice was the cracked,
‘querulous voice of an old panhandler.

SECRET AGENT “X”

His skinny fingers trembled. The
stranger on the bench lifted cold eyes
and shook his head.

“Not tonight,” he said. “Beat it.”

. The panhandler dropped his skinny
hand, turned and shufiled on. The man
on the bench followed him with eyes
that were suddenly bright. His lips
skinned back in a mirthless grin.

Abruptly he took a white handker-
chief from his coat pocket, opened it
and blew his nose loudly. As he
tucked the handkerchief back into his
coat, three figures moved out of the
shadows that made blotches on the
park’s grass plot.

Their dark clothes blended with
the shadows; their feet were noise-
less. Swiftly, murderously, they crept
upon the man disguised as Michael
Renfew.

It was at the juncture of another
asphalt path that they came close
enough to fire. Simultaneously then
they raised their guns.

At the last minute, as though some
secret sense had warned him, the
shuffling figure turned. But he ap-
peared to be too late. The three hired
Iillers fired.

There were no smashing explosions
in the pight. Only faint flickers of
flame and three muffled reports. Then
the sharp spat of lead striking where
the zuns were aimed.

Agent “X" lurched backwards as
though the force of the lead had
pushed him off his feet. One gurgling
cry came from his lips. Hia knees bent
under him. He sank to the asphzlt,
twitched a moment, and lay still. The
gunmen pocketed their weapons and
slunk away. The man on the bench,
humming softly to himself, rose and
seuntered in the oppoasite direction.

CHAPTER XII
SINISTER SMOKE

R nearly five minutes, or until

the slow measured steps of a pa-
trolling cop sounded, Agent “X"” lay
just as he had fallen. Then, magi-
cally it seemed, he rose to his feet,
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moving quickly into the shadows.. His

eyes were gleaming like living coals..

His lips were harsh, There was the
{:);embling pulse of excitement in his
dy

In the senugloom beside the path
he reached up with tense fingers, feel-
ing the front of his coat. There were
three holes In the cloth. He probed
in one; probed down to the hard re-
silient material of the bullet-proof
vest he wore.

Half expecting trickery, Agent “X”
had come prepared. The vest, clever-
ly- molded to his torso, covered the
whole of it. It had witnessed the
shock of bullets many times before.
He had established one thing tonight.
Otto von Helvig didn't stop at mur-
der.

But the Agent wasn't sure he had
played his own hand wisely. In this
desperate game, with 80 many cross-
currents, no man could proceed in &
straight course. The Agent was a
gambler, A high adventurer in an un-
derworld of terror. A man who took
chances with death itself in an effort
to balance the scales of justice.

He sped across the park silently,
swiftly. In the darkest shadows, amid
a clump of shrubbery, his fingers
roved over his face. His movements in
the- next hour called for a new dis-
guise. Michael Renfew, supposedly
dead, must stay dead.

. It was a relief to get the rubber
cap, imitating baldness, off his head.
It was a relief, too, to peel the trans-
parent tissues, creating a network of
wrinkles, away from his skin. He
took a few other materials from the
lining of his coat. He used them with
the skill of a man who was master of
a thousand faces,

When he emerged from the shad-
ows, he was young again, utterly un-
like the man who had gone down un-

.der a volley of murderers’ bullets.

He got in his car and drove swiftly
through the night to the Wilmott
Hotel, the hostelry where von Helvig
was stopping. He was not an instant
too soon.

. Otto von Helvig, tall, lmmacuhtely
, suave as only a diplomat can
be, was just leaving his key at the
desk. No one looking at his bland
blond face would have guessed that
here was a man who, less than an’
hour before, had engaged assassins
to kill a fellow human being. But
“X,” posing as Renfew, had dared
to bring up a ghost from von Hel-
vig’s past—dared to call him Karl
Hummel, That In itself, “X” guessed,
had been reason enough for the at-
tempted murder. Perhaps thera was
a still more sinister motive.

He watched von Helvig go to the
street, saw the doorman signal a taxd.
The taxi sped along Pennsylvania
Avenue. The Agent followed in his
own hired car. Again his pulses
throbbed with excitement, He be-
lieved he knew where von Helvig was
going—to keep a tryst with a beauti-
ful lady. Was it possible he kmew the
lady’s name?

Von Helvig’s taxi drew up before
a building of fashionable apartments.
He paid the driver, walked nonchal-
antly into the elaborate foyer.

Agent “X” drove on, parking a full
block away. He walked briskly bacl
Von Helvig had disappeared. In the
bronze directory Agent "X” looked
for a name—and found it. Lili Da-
mora! This, he believed, was the love-
ly lady von Helvig had come to see.

The eyes of Agent “X” were spap-
ping. Lili Damora’s apartment was
4E. He must learn what was sald at
this meeting between von Helvig and
the sinuous-bodied woman from Bud-
apest. To do so he was prepared to
gamble with fate again. -

He walked boldly past the uni-
formed doorman. The girl at the tele-
phone desk stopped him. -

“Miss Damora is expecting me,”
#X" sald. Experience had taught him
that a confident manner allays sus-
piclons. He went directly to the ele-
vator, ascending to the fourth floor.

Here he became more cautious, The
corridor was empty. Faint sounds of
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radios and conversation came from
behind the closed doors.

Agent “X” walked forward to 4E.
His eyes darted alertly about. This
was evidently a large apartment.
There were two doors. One marked
with the letter and number. The other
blank. That would be a bedroom. The
first probably opened on an entrance
hall with the living room off it. To go
in there would be inviting disaster.

He stopped by the first door, lis-
tened. The faint sound of voices
reached his ears. He moved on to the
second, and could hear nothing.

The Agent worked quickly then.
Keeping a sharp eye out along the
corridor, he used his compact taol get

with its implements that would open

any lock. In a few seconds, with hard-
ly a sound, the door moved inward,
and he found himself as he had ex-
pected, in a bedroom. Von Helvig’s
coat, hat, and stick were on the bed.
Voices came from a 1oom beyond—
the living room.

HE Agent's nerves were tingling.

He crept forward across tae dark
floor. Perfume bottles and powder
jars stood on the dresser. There was
the vague odor of scent in the air.
This was the exotic Lili’s chamber. A
strange place for Agent “X" to be.

He put his ear to the door, listened
intently, He hoped he would hear
enough in the next few minutes to
size up the situation. The throaty
voice of the brunette reached him.
His eyea shone.

“Don’'t be impatient, Otto. I am
hungry. Let us have dinner first.
We can discuss this afterwards.”

Von Helvig’s answer was harsh.

“It is safer here—where there are
none to listen. You know as well as
I that every restaurant in Washing-
ton is a hotbed of espionage. Tell me
what you have to say. Then we can
enjoy ourselves at dinner—and at the
ball afterwards.”

“Yes—the ball,” said Lili, speaking
in a husky drawl.

“Come—come, Lili, don't fence, or

I shall think you are stringing me
along, as the Americans say.”

“Perhaps I am,” said Lili softly.
“Perhaps I pretend to know things I
do not know just to enjoy your com-
pany, Otto.

Von Helvig gave an angry exclama-
tion.

“Don't,” said Lili. “You look so
fierce that I am afraid. I shall be
frank with you. I must have two or
three days more.”

“You don’t know where they are
then?’

“Not precisely—I told you that.
But I think ] kmow how to go about
finding them. Two or three days
more, Otto, with your help, and we
shall have them.”

“They are here in Washington
then? They haven't been taken
away?”

“If it were olherwise how could 1
expect to get them,” said Lili evagive-

“I hope you realize, Lili, that I'm
not a man to be trifled with?”

The Agent’s mind leaped baek.
That was what von Helvig had aaid
earlier in the day to him—aad the
man had proved it. If Lili was fenc-
ing, she had better watch out.

What “X"” had heard was not en-
couraging. Lili herself did not seem
sure. Perhaps she was only playing a
game with von Helvig. Or perhaps
ghe really knew. In that case it would
mean hours, perhaps days of pa-
tient shadowing. Could either Shank
or Zeb be trusted? Wouldn't Betty
Dale be more of a help? Lili Damora
moved in the diplomatic set. He would
ask Betty to discover if possible ex-

. actly who her friends were and how
-she spent her days. He listened a mo-

ment more.

“I am disappointed,” von Helvig
was saying. “Very disappointed.”

“Don’t be pulky, Otto. Trust me—
and remember—keep your eyes open
tonight. Every one of importance in
Washington will be present at the
ball, including Senator Cobbt”

The Agent started. Was Lili mere-
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ly trying to confuse von Helvig. It
almost seemed so.

“X” moved back across the bed- ~

room to the door. Von Helvig would
be coming for his coat presently—
and “X" had heard enough to con-
vince him that a fog of mystery still
hung over the stolen Browning plans,
It was still a race between himself
and the green-masked murderer wko
bad killed Saunders and Peters.

MONG the brilliant guests at the
home of Senator Marvin Fou-
lette that night was a young man in-
troduced as Raphael Sancho, descend-
ant of a wealthy South American
family and the nephew of a president.
He was here in Washington, it was
aaid, to study the American form of
government at close range. He was an
ambassador of good will. It was at the
request of a high government official
that the Foulettes had invited him at
the last moment.

They welcomed him at the door.
Mrs. Foulette, a dignified, white-
haired lady, murmured a convention-
al phrase of greeting. The senator
shook his hand perfunctorily. He
passed on into the ballroom of the
senator's big home, now ablaze with
lights, and filled with people. A few
débutantes cast admiring glances at
him, but otherwise he was unnoticed.
Thege was no representative pregent
from the particular country from
which he came.

The young man, however, appeared
perfectly at ease. He strolled about
the big room and, using excellent
Spanish, engaged the Brazilian am-
bassador in a conversation concern-
ing South American tariffs,

As his tongue rattled off dry sta-
tistics, his alert eyes scanned the
main door. The even flow of his words
ceased for a moment as Senator
Blackwell and his party arrived. Su-
zanne Blackwell was with her father,
escorted by Sam Barkley. Suzanne's
college chum, Betty Dale, held the
arm of the senator.

It was upon her that the eyes of
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Raphael Sancho dwelt. And in their
veiled depths was a look of fondness
and admiration.

The girl whose hair held the xold-
en glint of imprisoned sunlight was
radiantly beautiful tonight. A simple
green dress set off her dainty figure.
Her eyes held a sparkle of excitement,
malking them seem as bright as the
single jewel at her throat.

Others arrived; Lili Damora, dark,
almost serpentine in her lithe grace,
with full, pouting lips and a dazzling
smile; Otto von Helvig, wearing the
ribbon of a military order across his
chest, courtly as a prince of the
blood.

Upon thess, too. the eyes of
Raphael Sancho rested for a moment,
while a thin smile twitched the cor-
ners of his mouth. Senator and Mrs.
Foulette left their position by the en-
tranceway and circulated among the
guests. They took pains to introduce
Raphael Sancho to a number of eager
young women. It wasn't long before
he was gliding around the ballroom
to the strains of a languorous dance
from the Argentine.

But his eyes still followed the form
of the girl in the green dress, the girt
with golden hair and a single jewel at
her throat.

Betty Dale seemed at times pre-
occupied, too. Once her eyes met San-
cho’s and looked beyond him. Again
he smiled thinly. Not until a series
of formal introductions led him to the
side of Suzanne Blackwell did he
mention what was on his mind.

They had danced to one number. He
was leading Suzanne back toward her
father. He spoke softly.

“The girl in the green dress, with
the golden hair. Is she not a friend of
yours, Miss Blackwell? Did she not
enter with your party?’

Suzanne Blackwell laughed. “Yes,”
she said, “and I am jealous, Sefior
Sancho. I believe you danced with me
just to get an introduction to her. My
friend Betty Dale is always pulling
the choicest plums out of the pie.”
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“Plums
“Dic?

“That's right,” said Suzanne. “A
nice kind of fruit, you kncw, and an
American form of pasiry. But come
~—here’s Betty now. I'm sure you'll
find her a more accomplished dancer
than L"

The young Seior Raphael Sancho
bovred low over Betty Dale’s slim
hand. ’

*Miss Dale,” he said. “I am so hap-
Dy to meet. Is it that you will dance
with me?”’

Betty’s voice was perfunctory as
she accepted. Her expression was
sligzhtly worried. Someone she had
hoped to see was not here. Raphael
Sancho whirled her inte the rhythin
of a sinuous bolero. His tones were
ingratiating as he talked with his
charming Spanish accent. But she
hardly listened. To her be was just
arother of the indolent young men to
he found in the gay society of Ameri-
ca’s capital. Betty Dale, for all her
youthful appearance, had the keen-
pess of maturity and experience.

It wasn’t until Raphael Sancho ut-
tered a sudden mysterious phrase in
perfect English that Betty became
electriiied.

“There are shadows bencath the
suniight,” Sancho sald.

The blue eyes of Belty Dale grew
bright. She tensed in the arms of
Raphael Sanche. Her gaze met his.

“Careful,” he added. “Wolves lurk
in the shadows.” Then, as the music
stopped, he drew her to a seat in the
corner. “Let me show you a picture
of my country, Miss Dale.”

said Sancho vaguely.

E drew from his pocket 2 small
photograph of a South Ameri-

can capital. Betty Dale stared with
wonder. Suddenly the man -called
Raphael Sancho flipped the photo-
oraph over, holding it in his palm so
that only Betty could sce. In that mo-
ment she held her breath In excite-
ment. A single letter showed on the
haclk of the picture, written in some
strange ink It was the letter “X,”
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a2nd under the glare of the lights it
slowly began to fade.

“You!” she said. “I did not guess!”
Then, in spite of her effort at self-
contirol, the color in her cheeks deep-
cred. Her eyes became ever more
bright. The man whom she most re-
speeted and admired in all the world
was at her side. The man whose real
face she had never seen, but whose
strange, dynamic personality had cast
a spell over her cmotions so that all
other men by comparison seemed
tame. The man, whom, deep in her
heart, she loved.

But Betty Dale kmew that “X” had
ontly his work to think of. She knew
that the time might never come when
they could be mcre to each other than
“hey were mnow-—loyal, trusting
Iriends and allies, She knew that she
had no right ever to interfere with
his strange, daring carcer.

The Agent pocketed his photo-
araph, He looked quickly around.

“There iz a small alcove at the
end of the rcem,” ke said. “Perkaps
we can continue cur discussion of
South America there.”

They cireled the dance floor, a
youthful, graceful couple. Eyes fol-
lowed Bstty Dale envicusly because
she had apparently captured the in-
terest of the daching Raphael Sancho,
Other eyes looked with envy upon
Sancho because he was holding the
attention of the room’s laveliest girl.

They sat on a bench in the alcove

. and Betty Dale spoke quickly.

“I have found out nothing except
that-both the senator and Suzanne
seem upset. Ferris has gone to the
sanatorium again. But I don’t think
that’s what's worrying them. It is
something else.”

“Yes,” said the Azent. “Be careful,
Detty. Be on your guard even when
you are talking to Suzapne. She haa
friends. It i3 theee friends I want you
to watch. Find out all you can about
Lili Damora, and the German attaché,
Otto von Helviz. Find out also about
Senators Foulette, Cobb, and Rath-
borne: Rersember anything you hear.”
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“T will,” sald . Betty “Is it some-
thing very important?” o

“Very, b 4 said the Agent.

“And dangerous?”

A shadow came Into the Secrst
Agent's eyes for & moment. He was
thinking of Green Magk,

“] have sald be careful, Betty. Be
on your guard every instant.”

Betty touched his arm suddenly.
“Nothing will happen to me, It is
you I am thinlkdng of. I read about
the terrible murder of Senator Rath.
borne’s man. Had that anything to
do with what {s worrying you?”

The Agent nodded. “Yes, Betty, it
had. But my reason for being in
Washington is more vitsl even than
the hunt for a murderer. It is some-
thing which concerns the aafety of
America. It was that which made me
ask you to come.”

Betty started to answer, then sud-
denly stopped. She stared across the
ballroom, eyes wide with amazement.
Something strange was happening. It
was a warmish spring night. Win.
dows on both sides of the ballroom
weore open. Now & smoky haze was
coming through these windows. Peo-
ple were moving back.

A man’s voice was raised in sudden
excitement.

“Fire!” he said.

" The soft throb of the orchestra

cama to a stop. Low conversation was
hushed, Agent “X” rose to his feet,
stepped forward. He moved quickly
toward one of the open windows
which gave on a wide lawn outside.
Then he paused and sniffed, nostrils
dilating.

A strange odor was in the air, The
haze of smoke was curling in ghostly
streamers through the whole big
room. This was not fire—it was some-
thing else. A girl near “X" gave &
ery and swayed against her escort.

“I'm fainting,” she gasped. “Air
—please.”

But she did not reach the door. She
had taken only two steps when her
knees gave way and she collapsed on
the polished floor. Others were stag-

gering, too. The smoke in the air
made a dim veil, blurring facea, Or

was it the effect of the strange scent?
Agent “X” did not lmow. This time
he leaped toward the window, -

But his leap ended in a drunkem
sort of stagger. For a fresh breath
of the strange smoke had entered his
nosatrils. It made his senses swim. He
heard other cries around him; saw,
as through an awful fog, that men
and women in all parts of the room
were sinking to their knees, collapas-
ing on the floor.

He turned back toward Betty Dale,
tried to reach her. She, too, was col-
lapsing, slumping sidewise in the
seat her head falling forward omn a

neck,

Chill horror grasped Secret Agent
“X.” In a frenzy of effort he tried to
go to her, get her out of this room.
But his muscles would not respond.
Like a man caught in the grip of a
horrible nightmare that paralyzes
while a danger he cannot avoid
creeps upon him, Agent “X” fell to
the floor. There he lay, immobile, un-
ablse to move—slipping closer and
closer to the borderland of unconsci-
ousness.

CHAPTER X1l
THE THREAT

GENT “X” struggled fiercely, his
iron will urging him on. He
would not give up as other men did.
Physically helpless, he fought to re-
tain that spark of consciousness
which still made him able to see and
hear. Turning his head he breathed
through his cupped hands, holding
them across his face, drawing the air
through tense fingers to purify it.
Numb in every muscle, his eyes

-could still focus. And he was amazed

at what he saw.

Hideously evil faces appeared in
the windows as the strange haze be-
gan to clear. Sinister brown-skinned
figures glided imto the room. There
wero al least a half-dozen of them,
and they began robbing the inert
guests with calculated thoroughness.
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They stripped nnss from fingers,
Huks from men's cuffs, necklaces
from the white throats of women,
tiaras from their hair. Jewels were
all they seemed to seek. Everything

that glittered they fell upon and

pocketed as a flock of hungry vultures
might pluck flesh from bones.

“X” could not stop them. He could
not even cry out. The single smail
, jewel that Betty Dale was fond of,
an heirloom from her dead mother,
was taken from her throat as he
looked. Then fresh horror came.

Twa of the men were lifting Betty
Dale up. He saw 2s in an unbelievable
nightmare her body rise from the
floor, saw her blonde head hang imp-
l7, saw her borne toward the door.

Iey hands clutched at the Agent’s
heart then. Frantic bloed surged in
hia veina, He tried to move, but stiil
the drug held him. An invisible net
seerned spread over his whole body.

His lips moved to form words:
“Betty Dalel Betty Dale!" But they
made no sound. He alone of all the
guests was witness to her abduction.
And he was unabie to prevent it. It
was plain to him who these brown-
skinned men were. This was the poi-
sonous Malay horde whose master
was the green-masked killer. These
were the men who had tried to mur-
der him with the dart on the lawn of
Blackwell’s house, the same who had
tortured poor Saunders to death with
the hidecus Kep-shak. And now they
were taking Betty Dele away.

More terrible than torture of the
body was the mental torture that

gripped Agent “X.” Exeept for him,.

Betty Dale would be safe in her own
home city hundreds of miles away. If
he bhad not called her, this would not
have happened.

As he lay, fighting for the power
to move, bathed in cold sweat, a shad-
ow fell on the floor beside him. He

could not turm, but his eyes rolled -

feebly, The shadaw belonged.to one
of the brown-skinned men.

The man stooped, pinned a note to
Agent “X's” coat. Then he moved af-

..obey.
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ter the others, and the Agent eaught
a last glimpse of Betty Dale's golden
head. A last glimpse of her pale, love-
Iy face.

There came times when the Agent’s
dauntless spirit seemed to master his
flesh. This was one of them. Overcome
like the others by the strange smoke
that had filled the room, Agent “X*
refused to let it conquer the fighting
heart within him.

The fingers of his right hand began
to mave. A quivering set their tips in
motion. They curled up slowly until
his fist was clenched. Thep his arm
moved also, beginning at the elbaw,
drawing toward his chest. The fingers
plucked the note that the brawn man
had left. His eyes scanned the words
that the note held. And the words
seemed to burn inte hia senses like

fire, eating away the coma that held
him.

“You cannot win, Acent ‘X, " the
note said. “You saw Saunders die,
and wgre horrified. You were horri-
fied, too, when I killed Rathborne’s
man Peters. But you have not seen
all, It is terrible to die, but a living'
death js worse. There are poisens
that act quickly. There are cothers
that gnaw at the nerves themselves—
destroying what can never be re-
paired. And my slaves are masters of
their art. T have your friend Betty
Dale, who came to Washington to aid
you. Through her I issue a command.
Make no furtber investigation into
thia cagse. Leave the city at ance—
or my slaves will practise their art
on her. She will be stricken, para-
lyzed for Hfe, her mind and body shat-
tered forever. Take warning and
The Green Mask.”.

A groan came from the Agent's
lips. Horror preased upon him. But
the note was the laat thing needed to
drive him to a frenzy. He had seen
the green-masked man's tactics. He

‘knew that even if he did drop the

cage and leave, Betty Dale would not

be safe. ’
His other hand was moving now.

His legs 'were beginning to obey. He
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was fighting the battle of his life,
Even before he could stand, he
crawled toward the door through
which Betty had been taken. It
opened on a tiled porch with the lawn
beyond.

E reached the door, thrust his
head into the darkness. The
chiil of the night air helped him. He
felt new life coming into his veins.
Clutching the side of the door, he
drew himself to his feet, stumbled out
onto the lawn. Once he fell on his
face, striking his head on the ground,
but he was up in an instant.

Through shrubbery he saw a glint
of water and then he understood. Be-
yond the lawn was the river, and it
was toward this that the dark-
skinned men had gone. It was from
the river that they nad come.

He crept forward toward the spot
where the senator had a2 boat wharf,
and he saw skulking figures shead.
There was a dark shadow at the right
of the wharf. The flgures merged sud-
denly with this. Then came the sound
of a muffled engine. The dark shad-
ow moved out.

It-was a boat, long and low to the
water. It backed away from the
wharf, turning in a half-circle. White
foam appeared under its bow. A
white wake showed behind it. And the
sight” of it moving away spurred
Agent “X” to fresh action.

At the left of the wharf was an-
other shadow. Senator Foulette him-
self was a yachtsman., “X" leaped
along the wharf, eyes stabbing the
darkness. Water lapped against a
polished hull. A runabout was moored
to the wharf, securely fastened with
ropes.

The Agent drew a knife from his
pocket. No time to untie lines now.
He slashed, freed the moored eraft,
and jumped down into it.

Familiar with all types of en-
gines, he slid into the padded seat
up front. Then a harsh exclamation
came from his lips. A locked igni-
tion switch met his groping fingers

and each second of time wu precious,
Face set, eyes burning, he fumbled
under the seat, drawing out an engine
wrench. He leaned forward over the
rounded wind glass and smashed at
the plywood deck. He struck at it like
a man in a frenzy till the thin boards
gave way. Then he tore at the wood
w:'lth his bare hands and reached in-
side.

Under the decking, in froat of the
instrument board, he found what he
sought—the wiring of the ignition.
He pulled two flexible cables out.
joined their ends together and com-
pleted the circuit. As he did so his
eyes strained off across the water. He
could still hear the engine of the boat
ahead.

Then he pressed the starter, heard
its muflled whine. He moved the
spark forward, drew the throttle
back, and his own engine broke into
life. Afraid that its starting roar
might be heaid, he let it idle for a
moment, backing slowly from the
wharf.

He eased the runabout’s nose
around toward the white wake that
the other boat had left. His eyes
burned with a hot, tense light. His
fingers pushed the throttle forward,
and the boat he was in moved ahead.

He followed the white wake that
showed on the water. His eyes
sought each bit of foam, each break-
ing bubble. He could no longer see the
other boat. It had no lights. But he
was following it, following Betty
Dale. He swept on to where the river
widened and the shores became less
populated. On by salt marshes and
tiny islands. -

T was toward one of these, grass-

grown and covered with dense
shrubbery, that the wake of the boat
ahead led. “X” cut his speed and crept
along. A minute after he had done
s0 he heard the engine roar of the
other boat diminish in volume.

He kept out of its wake now, afraid
that his own craft would be seen as
8 black shadow in the foam. With his
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engine barely turning over, he nosed
in near enough to see the other boat
thrust between shrubbery that grew
clcse to the water's edge.

TFive hundred feet distant he circled
the island. Caution was all that would
save Betty now. Beyond the island
the mainland showed. A channel sepa-
rated the two. The Agent crossed this
and brought his boat among the trees.
'To one of them he tied it, and slipped
cut of his coat and shoes.

If there were eyes watching, he
dared not take the boat to the island.
It would be too great a risk—for
Betty Dale. Instead he dropped over-
side, silently as an otter. In long
swift strokes lie swam ahead, slowing
when at last the thick vegetation of
the island loomed up.

Then his feet touched ; he moved up
to a narrow sandy shore. Bushes
hizgher than his head grew here. He
skirted them, moving along the beach
until they thinned.

His eyes were growing used to the
{aint light of the stars. He could see
more plainly now, and a3 he pushed
forward toward the island’s center
the dark bulk of a building rose. It
seemed a huge old barn.

Then Agent “X” stopped dead in
his tracks. A shadow rose before him.
Green Mask was behind all this and
Green Magsk did not do things by
Lalves.

A Mzlay word was grunted at him.
Je answered in the same language;
hut what he said did not seem to be
the right thing, for the shadow meved
toward him inquiringly and “X"
backed away.

His muscles were tense as coiled

speings. He knew that death was close .

at hand. But for Betty Dale’s sake he
must not die. Deliberately he drew the
man awey from the building. If there
were other guards “X” did not want
them to hear.

The Malay spoke again. “‘[” was
almost at the water. He crouched be-
hind a bush, waited, and the brown-
skinrned man came up slowly. Then
abruptly, as though his eyes could

penetrate the dark, the Malay turned
and leaped. As ke did so, he pulled
something from his belt. A curved
knife glittered wickedly in his hand,

CHAPTER XIV
ISLAND OF TERROR

HE man’s attack was like the

death lunge of a hooded cobra. He
struck for -the Agent’s heart, scek-
ing to bury the knife blade to its hilt;
struck with the quick ferocity of somwe
jungle creature to whom killing is o
natural act.

The Agent’s sidewise lurch was all
that saved him. He saw the knife flash
by, clutched the wrist that held it, and
with his free hard gripped the Ma-
lay's face, pressing his palm acrozs
the brown-skinned kiiler’'s mouth.
There must be no outcry. Any dis-
turbance would cause 2 murdercus
horde to descend upon him.

But the Malay was a cyclone oi ce-
structive fury. He twisted like a
snake, tried to bury his teeth in the
Agent’s hand, tried to wrench his own
fingers loose and slide the knife along
“X's” straining neck.

The Secret Agent’s fingers clamped
like steel over the man’s jaw. They
dug into his cheek, bent his head for-
ward. But bushes eracked and rustled
beneath their moving bodies. This
sound, too, would bring disaster.

“X" drew the Malay toward the
water then, down the small, sloping
beach into the chill river. The man
tried once to ery out. But only 2 hiss-
ing grunt came. The Agent let his
body sink, pulling the man in after
him. He kuked his legs in powertul
scissors strokes, pushing violently
away from shore,

The current caught them. They be-
gan to drift downstream. But the
Malay was like a squirming, thrash-
ing fish. He reared up, bringing his
full weight down oa “X,” forcing his
head under. They sank below the sur-
face together, ﬁghtmg furiously.

With a sudden \ncxous thrust, the
Malay ‘caught “X” in the stomach
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with a knee, Racking pain shot
through the Agent’s body. For an in-
stant his grip weakened, and in that
instant the Malay broke away..

In the black water “X” felt a slith-
ering foot slide past. The brown-
skinned man was rising to the surface
to call for help. “X” clutched again,
warding off the knife blow that
swung down at him. A grim forebod-
ing told him that this was to be a
hattle to the death.®

.He cluteched the man’s arm again,
struck with his fist under water, felt
his knuckles hit yielding flesh. But
the water deadened the force of his
biow. The Malay suddenly wrapped
muscular legs about him. It was like
being caught in the tentacles of an
octopus. Breath bubbled from the
Agent’s compressed lungs. Nothing
seemed able to break the brown man’s
viseltke grip.

“X"” drew the Malay’s knife arm
downward and held it, twisting slow-
ly, turning the knife blade inwards.

- The Malay’s body stiffened sudden-
ly. For seconds “X” could not un-
derstand it, could not understand the
strange shrinking movement the man
had made. For the knife blade had
barely touched his flesh. Then he felt
thé brown-skinned killer's muscles
gfowing lax. Strangely the man’s
struggles were beginning to cease.

They rose to the surface slowly.
Then the Agent understood and
horror gripped him. The knife blade
had been polsoned. The Malay had
been struck with his own venomous
gteel,

The man was floating on his back
mow. A hoarse breath came through
clenched teeth. He squirmed like a
wounded fish, lay shll The man was
dead.

Fora moment only, the Agent hesf-
tated, then his face grew grim. A
swift plan came to his mind. Under
the dim starlight, close to the water,

*AUTHOR'S NOTE: Hardly ever in bis strange
ads has the Agent slala su ad-
D e
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he stared .at the dead Malsy’s .feo-,
" tures. Here perhapa was his one hope
of saving Betty Dale. But it was a
plan so desperate that it eeemed like
a challenge hurled into the very fa.ce
of death.*

Turning suddenly he began tow{ng'
the corpse of the Malay toward the
mainland’s shore. It was slow work
against the river's current. The bob-
bing head of the dead man behind him
touched gruesomely against his back.
But fear for Betty Dale overvalanced
all else. These were not ordinary
criminals. They seemed the apawn of
some wild nightmars—a horror horde
under the control of a ruthless fiend.
They could not be.combated in any
ordinary way. The police couid not
help him. To tell them where the is-
land hideout was, would, he felt sure,
bring hideous disaster on Betty Dale.
The green.masked devil would vent
his fury upon her.

E reached the shore five hundred
feet below the apot where he had
moored his boat. Lifting the lifeless
Malay to his shoulder, he carried the
man through the sparse woods, laying
him at laat in the bottom of the boat.
Then “X” cut loose and let the cur-
rent drift the craft downstream.
Not until the island was a half
mile behind did he start the motor.
Then he headed for the opposite shore,
glving the island hideout a wide berth.
His eyes were gleaming now, The
plan he had conceived was built on
desperation. Showing no lights, he
sped back along the course he had
come. His eyes strained across the
dark water until be saw a small river
town ahead.
- He passed it, tled his boat under
the black shadow of a sandy bank, and

'AUTHOI‘S NOTE: Two of the Agents

creates are the

of sddiay beight. Th
as weil »s othery.
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walked away from the river. He was
fighting not only for Batty Dale’s life,
he was fighting for the safety of his
country. If be did not conquer now,
this green-masked killer would beat
him in the tinal show-down.

Without compunction then, the
Agent acted swiftly, He must get the
Malay to his own hideout. Wet and
hatless, still in evening clothes, he
knew that if a policeman saw him
he would be held as a suspicious char-
acter. There would be questions, ex-
planations, and time was vital. He
prowled till he saw an auto stop before
a house, waited till the owner got out,
leaving the engine still running. In a
second Agent “X” was behind the
wheel, gliding off up the dark street.

He stopped by the river, trans-
ferred the body of the Malay to the
car, leaving Foulette’s speed boat still
tied among the trees. He was helping
himself to other people’s property
tonight. But there was justification
for everything he did.

He sped along a road that edged
the river, came at last to the suburbs
of Washington, then to the city itself.
The Malay’s body was slumped on the
floor of the car. It would not be seen
unless a policeman stopped him. That
was a chance, too, he must take.

But he reached his hideout safely
where Michael Renfew twas still his
prisoner. He doubled the Malay’'s body
up, wrapped it in a lap robe, and took
the outvide way to the hideout he had
hired—the dark fire escape where
none would see.

Once inside he set feverishly to
work. There was no time to lose—not
with Betty in the hands of the green-
masked killer’s horde.

All the artistry of the Man of a

Thousand Fuces would be needed in
the thing he planned to do. For long
moments he studied the dead Malay’s
face, studied its contours and its
color, noticed the man’s clothes. The
man was wearing a cheap cloth suit.
Then “X” began one of the most diffi-
cult disguises of his life.

The high cheek bones were not hard
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to simulate. Strips of transparent ad-
hesive, pulling his own flesh did that.
But the strange pigmentation gave
him trouble.

Stripped to the waist he rubbed
brown liquid into his skin, covering
his whole torso. He had been in the
water once. He might have to swim
again. The coloring flaid he used was
waterproof. But he carried a vial of
liguid that would take it off,

T was nearly an hour before his
task was done; nearly an hour be-
fore Secret Agent “X” had turned
himself into a brown-skinned savage.
He found 2 suit in his own wardrobe
like that the Malay wore. When he left
at last, using the fire escape agnin, one
of the green-masked murderer’s own
men seemed to be emerging from that
house.

Swiftly the Agent got into the car
that he had taken in the river town,
ana went back along the route he had
come. Not all the way, however. His
eyes gew alert. He wore dry clothes
now. They must remain so. If he ar-
rived on the island wet it would mean
soapicion, exposure, and the end of
his desperate plan. But he could not
o in the motor boat. He must have
some silent craft.

He stopped at a place along the road
where low-roofed buildings rose clote
to the river, They were dark, deserted,
but the Agent walked quickly to
them. Once again that night he helped

. himgelf—this time to a light eanoe.

He broke into a boat shed, took the
frail craft out, Jaunched it. He was
no more than a mile from the island
now. The river current was with him.
It would be better this way than go-
ing in the stolen ear. Motorcyele po-
lice were probably locking for its li-
cense plates even now.

His pulses raced as the island
loomed ahead. He sent the canoe for-
ward under the swift thrust of his
paddle. At the last he let it drift with
the current. N

Silently as a shadow it bore him for-
ward, The dark vegetation of the is-
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land loomed before his bow. He
brought the canoe in, waited breath-
lessly, ready to leap at the slightest
sound. But none came, except for the
faint stir of branches in the night
wind and the lapping of the water.

The Agent was trembling as he
set foot on land; trembling not for
himself, but from the fear that filled
him for Betty Dale. He drew the canoe
up, turned his face toward the cen-
ter of the island.

Each foot he moved he half expect.
ed.to feel the prick of a death dart, or
See a man with a kmife leap toward
nim. Would his desperate disguise
work? .

The starlight shone through the-

branches on his brown-skinned face,
revealing its Malaysian contours. His
eyes probed the darkness ahead. Then
he made a discovery. The building in
the island's center wag no barn. It was
an old storage warshouse, built at the
time of the war, taken over now by a
man wno was a vicious enemy of
society.

A dark figure moved suddenly at
“X’s"” left. Hle waited, pulses hammer-
ing,. falt eyes upon him. One of the
Malay Ikillers came slowly up. Then
he saw others, coming in from differ-
ent. angles. And suddenly his body
grew rigid, For out of the darkness
ahead came the faint, mysterlous note
of a deep-toned gong. It seemed to be
a signal, summoning the dread clan
together, and Agent “X” moved for-
ward—into the very citadel of terror.

CHAPTER XV
GREEN Gop oF DEATH

IS pulses raced as he crept close
to that great gloomy building.
His daring disguise had worked so
far. He had not been questioned. He
had been accepted as one of this poi-
sonous Malay horde, But what of the
gong? What did it signify? And
where was Betty Dale?
There was one small door in the
building ahead. Agent “X” entered
this along with other of the brown-
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skinned men, A dim oil lamp burned
at the end of a long passage. Board-
ing clattered underfoot, rousing
ghostly echoes in this shadowed cor-
ridor. The odor of some strange in-
cense deepened in the air as ha neared
the light ahead. Then the gong’s note
sounded once more, closer this time,
and the faces of the Malays around
him seemed to change. They contract-
ed into masklike immobility, eyes
glittering strangely, heads stifly held.

There was a doorway to the right
of the dim lamp. One of the brown
men opened this., A heavy curtain

‘showed, with the glirt of more light
‘beyond.

Before entering this curtained
chamber the Malay lifted a mask of
carved wood from a peg and placed
it over his features. These were the
masks the torturers had worn when
Saunders had been slain. They hung
like grinning skulls upon the wall
Agent “X” took his.

Then the man ahead thrust the cur-
tain aside. Agent “X” followed him,
and felt a sudden pulse-beat of excite-
ment.

In those few steps along that dark
corridor and through this curtained
doorway, he seemed to have been
transported to a world fantastic as a
nightmare. It seemed impossible that
he was within a few miles of Wash«
ington, D. C., America’s capital,

For the scene before him was bar-
baric, amazing. The room, one of the
ground-floor chambers of the old
warehouse, was hung with the skins
of animals and bright, Oriental tapes-
tries.

Oil lights flamed and flickered
around the walls, At the end of the
big room, on some sort of wooden
base, & hideous idol rose grotesquely.
From its flaring nostrils streams of
incense vapor roiled in slow spirals
to the ceiling, as though the idol were
breathing fire. It had huge, batlike
ears, a long nose, wide-open, staring
eyes, ]

Before it was an altar made of a °
slab of stone, and upon this a live
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sheep was tied. The note of the gong
sounded again, muffled, mysterious,
seeming to come from the idol’s very
mcuth,

The Malays, moving forward in the
rnanner of sleepwalkers mnow, ar-
ranged themselves before the idol in
a worshipful semicircle. There was a
pungent odor mixed with the incense.
Agent “X" recognized it as Bhang, or
hashish. The leader of the lalay
oroup passed cigarettes filled with
the same drug. The men began to
smoke, their eyes glazing as they
puffed.

The frightened sheep at the altar

let out cme quavering baca. In that
high-ceilinged room echoes came back
like a fiend’s insane laughter,

Then suddenly the Malays com-
menced to chant. A strange, barbaric,
age-old song of the jungle—a devil
song that the high priests or bomors
of Kelantan had handed down from
father to son through the centuries,
Brown arms and bodies swayed; the
pulse-beat of savage rhythm rippled
muscles like serpents’ coils.

Agent “X,” drawing sparingly on
the hashish cigarette that had been
harded him, watched the ceremony
tencely behind his mask, The Malays
seemed to be working themselves up
to0 a pitch of ecstasy. Their chant rose
in volume, Suddenly, at its height, the
gongz sounded still again, and the
chanting ended in a long-drawn sigh.
Then they prostrated themselves,
arms stretched out, heads on the ficor,
and “X"” from the corncr of his eye
saw why.

A trapdoor opened beside the idol.
A tall figure appeared. A man with a
weird headdress, ornamented with
green plumes, and a robe of the same
hre. A man with a mask more
hideouely wrought than any of the
others.

He mounted a flight of steps slow-
ly, seeming to rise out of the very
ezrth, and not until he had reached
the altar before the idol, did the
Malays lift their heads.

They gazed raptly then. The
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masked bomor addressed the evil
spirits, turning first to the hideous
idol, then to the men before him, then
to the tethered sheep. Again the ani-
mal bleated, pulling back with braced
hoofs against the rope that held it.

The bomor spoke in words that
Agent “X"” could understand,

‘“You have done well, O men of
Kelantan,” he intoned.. “The great
god, Tuan, is pleased. You have taken
jewels from the white devils, You
have laid them at the feet of Tuvan.
You have killed white devil:, 2nd this
also pleases Tuan. Soon we shall take
boat across the water. Soon we shail
return Tuan to his native land and
he will reward you for tlz precious
things you have so graciously laid at
his feet.”

The green-robed priest then walked
slowly toward the idol, lifting a cloth
pouch from his belt. e thrust his
hand into this, drew forth a glitter-
ing collection of jeweis, and solemaly
dropped them at the idol’s feet, A
few sparkling necklaces he slippad
over the idol's upraised arms.

HE Malays around “X" chanted

again, strange words that formed
a jewel song. The eyes of Agent “X”
gleamed behind his mask. Here, ap-
parently, were the jewels stolen in
Washington over 2 period of weeks.

His eyes riveted once more on the
high priest. The man's mask hid his
face, but Agent “X" was certain that
this was the one who had ordered
Saunders’ death, the mcn who had
killed Peters—and captured Betty
Dale.

When the green-masked priest had
finiahed decorating the idol, he turned
and walked toward the tethered
sheep. The creature was to be a living
sacrifice. A strange chill of horror
filled Agent “X” as the bomor stood
above the animal, knife gleaming in
his hand.

The song of the Malays .to their
devil god rose again, pulsed in the in-
cense-heavy air with the slow, insist-
ent beat of jungle tom-toms. At in-
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fervals the bomor’s hollow voice gave
snswer to the chorus.

The frightened sheep repeated its
trembling cry, but was silenced by &
thrust of the high priest’s kmife.
Briefly it struggled, then lay still,
Crimson from its slashed throat
stained the altar stone.

The ghastly ceremony was com-
pleted. Leaving the ido] still glittering
with jewels, the green-masked bomor
backed slowly away. As he did so he
committed the slain sheep into the
hands of the Malays. The earth
seemed to open up and swallow him.
He disappeared a3 he had come—
through the hidden trapdoor. The
hideous idol had taken the shecep’s
soul, Its worshipers had been given
the animal’s flesh,

But the brown men were still under
the influence of hashish, For nearly an
bour they chanted. “X" had to re-
main. His thoughts were with Betty
Dale—but to break that strange half-
circle would have meant rousing sus-
piclon.

T last the chanting ended. The

Malays rose, “X” among them.
Each went first to the idol, bowed
down, fingered the jewels. Agent “X”
followed the example of the others,
but when his turn came to bow ke
stared keenly at the glittering heap
before him. Then he caught his
breath, bent forward sharply.

These jewels were not real! They
were cleverly made paste imitations.
The green-masked high priest was
tricking his followers, keeping the
real gems himself,

The Malays seized the dead sheep
*then. They carried it out of the cham«

ber into another smaller room. Here '

they removed their masks. Their
faces no longer showed the rapture
of devil-worshiping fanatics. They
Jooked with brutish appetite on the
sheep, and drawing knives from the
wall they began cutting it up.

On a huge charcoal brazler they
roasted the pieces and ate with sav-
_age gusto. Here were men who had
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been taught by their master to wear
European clothes, but they were still
savages at heart. There was some-
thing horrible about their ravenous,
amacking greed as they fell upon the
sheep. Again, as when they had
snatched the jewels that evening,
they reminded “X” of hungry vul-

" tures, But now the flesh they ate was

real.

One by one they began to nod
drowsily after eating. The hashish
was still heavy in their blood. Their
heads nodded. Sleep overcame them,
stretched them out on the floor.

It was then that “X" rose and
slipped from the room, ready to risk
death to find Betty Dale. He knew
that he hadn’t long. These men, close-
ly resembling animals, would sleep
like animals. In a short time they
would waken. Any unusual sound
would rouse them now.

Agent “X" stole into the room
where the idol was. He examined the
jewels for 2 moment, verifying what
he had glimpsed. They were everyone
paste. He found the trapdoor through
which the bomor had disappeared,
tried to lift it. It was fastened on the
under side. It must lead to some secret
passage. The followers of the green
devil god had probably pever seen
their bomor’s face,

Agent “X"” hunted for another door.
But there was none in this room. He
went back into the smoky corridor
where they had first entered. Here &
door led into another passageway.

" Silent, tense, he began systematic-
ally searching every room of the old
warehouse. He came upon one fllled
with rusty machinery, relics of the
World War. Then at last he saw a
faint light ahead.

He moved forward more stealthily
still, pushed open a door, and caught
his breath

The light came from a smoky lamp.
In its gleam a girl sat upright in a
rickety old desk chair, bound hand
and foot. It was Betty Dale, and at
the same moment he saw her, her
eyes riveted upon him and dilated
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with fright. Before he could stop her,
or indicate who he was, hgr L.xps
opened and she gave a. piercing
scream that echoed startlingly
throughn the whole great building.

CHAPTER XVI
THE IpoL’s VICTIM

GENT “X"” leaped forward tense-

ly, and as he did so he made mo-

tions in the air, indicating the letter

X. He put a finger on his lips for si-
lence.

Betty Dale’s face turned white as
death. A great trembling seized her.
She stared at the man before her with
amazement. Agent “X” had come to
her in many disguises, but never one
seemingly as impossible as this. Her
lips framed words, words that were
almost & moan.

“My God—it can't be! It can’t be!”

“It is, Betty!” The Agent’s voice
was low, vibrant, He knew what
catastrophe that one scream of hers
might cause. She, too, realized. Her
eyes held infinite remorse.

“I didn’t mean to—I was fright.
ened. I thought—"

“I understand, Betty!”

The Agent drew a knife from his
pocket, stepped forward, then paused.
He was about to sever the ropes that
held her. But quavers of her scream
still echoed. A confused hubbub fol-
lowed it. His worst fears had been
realized.

“They are coming,” Betty said
hoarsely, “Go quickly — before they
find you here.”

The Agent meditated. He wasn't

afraid for himself. Long ago he had
cast out fear. But Betty's life de-
pended on his own actions. If the
green mask fiend discovered his real
identity, Betty would pay for it in a
way too ghastly to econtemplate, If
he freed her now there would be
questions, )
His mind worked swiftly. The hub-
bub in the building had grown silent
now. The silence was ominous. He
knew that sinister forms were run-

ning through dark chambers. and
corridors toward them. He came close,
spoke hoarsely.

“They must not learn who I am,
Betty. Everything depends on that.
Scream! Scream again!”

“l dom’t understand,” she whis-
pered brokenly.

“You will. It is too late to try to
escape now. Scream, Betty—now! It
is the only way.”

The Apent's orders were as law to
Betty Dale. She trusted him. He had
never failed her yet. She didn't know
what desperate plan he contemplated.
But she screamed again loudly. The
Agent raised his hands above her as
though to clamp strangling fingers
around her white neck.

“Again!” he commanded.
“Scream!”

A second piercing cry tore from her
lips. The brown men heard it. They
plunged through the door, knives
gleaming in their hands. They paused,
animal faces intent on Betty Dale,
who crouched as though in fear of the
man before her. The Agent lowered
his clawlike hands, cringed back, and
stared at them.

. The man who was their leader, next
to the green-masked domor, advanced.

“What i3 this?” he demarnded in
Malay. _

The Agent did not answer. He
made his body tremble. He did not
meet the headman’s eye. Betty’s life
depended on his acting now. He
seemed a cringing Malay, caught
where he should not have been found.
When at last he spoke it was hoarse-
ly, and Betty Dale started as the
strange Malay wocds came from his
lips—words unintelligible to her, -

“This girl is one of the white
devils,” said Agent “X.” “I was going

. to kill her.”

~ The headman looked at him sternly,
doubtingly.
“Did not the great bomor say she
was to be left alone?”
Agent “X"” hung his head. The
other continued.
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“It wag because of her beauty that
you came here. Do not lie. You have
gone against the vowa of Tuan. You
have sought the eompany of a white
devil woman. You have songht com-
pany of. one who is taboo.”

A fanatical light glittered in the
headman’s eyes. He lifted bony hands
toward the ceiling.

“Tuan, here i8 one who kas broken
his word to thee. Here is a foolish one
who must be punighed.”

ETTY DALE'S eyes sought those

of the Agent. Worda trembled on
her lips. He silenced her with a move-
ment of his hand bebind his back. The
Malay headman came forward, seiz-
ing Agent “X” by the arm.

“Come,” he said. “Leave the cham-
ber of this white devil woman. It is
for our bomor to make the decision
of what ahall be done with her. When
the time comes to dispose of her, he
will so order it. She will suffexr—out
the hour is not come. It is you who
rnaust suffer now, It is you who must
die first.”

Die! The Agent was glad Betty
could not understand. Her fear for
him might have made her forget. She
might have ¢ried out. He walked
quickly to the headman’s side. He
bowed his face.

“I come,” he said. “I yield to Tuan’s
will.”

He dared not give even a backward
glance at Betty. His heart waa pound-
ing fast. He would rather die than
have them learn he was not what he
seemed. If that should happen, their
fanatiesl, idol-worshiping fury would
include the girl

They led him back along the way he
had come. The Malays around him set
up & elow and terrible chant.

“The wrath of Tuan is mighty! O
great is the strength of Tuan! Swift
ig the punishment of Toan!”

The light of fanaticism spread to
their faces, also. Barbarians under
the skin, emotion swayed them. This
man had broken his vow to the hide-

ous green idol. This man must die.
Agent “X” sensed the cruelty of in-
nate sadism in their vcices and ex-
pressions.

They drew the curtains aside, put
on their masks again, and entered the
chamber of Tuan. The great squat
idol stared down, nostrils seeming to

flare in derision. Its eyes glared as

mereilessly as its human followers.

The voice of the headman came
again harshly,

“Our bomor has gone back into the
carth from whence he ccmes. We can-
not summon him now. We cannot
wait. It is the law that those who
break their vows to Tuan shall meet
swift punishment. The bomor would
want it so if he were here. A faithful
servant of Tuan shall see that the law
i8 carried out.”

There was human ardor in the
headman’s voice, now. Here was a
chance to act with the bomor away.
Here was 2 chance to assert his own
authority over the followers of Tuaz,
and to placate the idol as well. He
made a sudden, imperious gesture.
Agent “X"” was seized. Before he
ecould resist he was throwm on his
face by four of the green-masked
men. He heard the headman’s voice
again.

“Bring cord, O followers of Tuan!”

Tentatively, the Agent struggled.
But he saw the hopelessness of that.
Knives were pressed against his back.
The headman's voice addressed him
harshly.

“Act wisely and your death shall
be plow. There will be time to malke
your peace with Tuan. Your cries will
please him, But be a fool and you
shall die by the knife awiftly, like a
sheep that is slaughtered. You shall
be cast among the lowest devils.”

Agent “X" lay still. But he made
his muscles expand rigidly as they
bound him; and he held them so, even
though the Malays tightened- the
cords until they bruised and broke
the skin. He held them rigid until his
body was cold with sweat which his
captors took for the aweat of fear.
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Four of them lifted him to the altar
stone befora the grinning idol—the
smeared slab on which the sheep had
died. It was cold and wet with the
animal’s blood. The Agent’a flesh re-
coiled from the contact. The head-
men's next command came harsher
still.

“The claw,” he said. “Bring that
and the dust of Kep-shek. It shall be
spread thinly that the man may suffer
long.”

A Malay left the group. The others
crowded clossr. Brown hands ripped
the clothes from Agent “X's” chest
and arms. His heart stood still. Would
his dyed skin betray him? Would it
stand the test? That for the moment
worried him more than the threat of
the terrible Kep-shak.

He did not wince when the claw-
lie implement was drawn across his
skin, leaving {ts long crimson
scratches. The Malays began to chant
again. Weirdly their voices rose into
the high-ceiled room. The headman
led the macabre chorus, lifting arms
toward the idol that 'stered dowm
with glassy eyes.

“Q Tuan, Great Ome. One who
has broken faith with thee is now to
die. Let his screams fall upon your
ears. Let his groans make penance for
the wrong he hasg done. Do not blame
his sin upon those who have kept the
faith.” _

The headman himself took the
metal box that contained the Kep-
shak. He reached with clawlike fin-
gers into it, withdrew a pinch of the
grayish powder. There was a gloating
light in his eyes, the lust of one to
whom cruelty is natural. The other
Malays stood tensely watching. Then
the headman reached forward, raised
his hands,

“Behold, O Mighty Tuan—the pol-
len of the flower of paln now falls
upon the guilty.” .

He opened wide his fingers, let the
gray powder drift down onto Agent
“X's” skin and rubbed it into the
scratches with a sudden vicious sweep
of his hand.

SECRET AGENT “X”

CHAPTER XVI1
THE IpoL's WBATH

THE tiny abrasions became like
raw and throbbing wounds. A
burning brand seemed to have been
laid on them. Pain leaped along the
Agent’s nerves. Pain reached into his
body with twisting fingers of red tor-
ment.

As through a haze he saw the hide-
oug idol and the faces of the Malays
gatherad round. The men set up a
iow chant, Their voices rose and fell,
seeming to blerd with the pulsing
waves of agony that made & cold
sweat bathe the Agent's face,

He clenched his teeth, determined
to stay silent. Then suddenly he
changed his mind. They wanted him
to suffer. They wanted him to suffer
viaibly, If he did not it would only
bring more of the dread powder, dim-
inishirg his chances of escape.

He let a groan roll from his lips.
The headman’s eyes glowed eavilly.
The Malay’s chant rose higher.

“Tuan, O Mighty One! Just punish-
ment has come to him who wronged
thee. Behold how he cries out in
pa.in mo . . .

The Agent groaned again, writh-
fng in his bonds, gambling with hide-
ous death, suffering agony that they
might not learn who he was.

For seconds, while the grayish
powder burned into his flesh, he
turned and twisted, acting as he
thought a Malay would. These brown
mea didn’t know with whom they
dealt. They didn’t realize the Spartan
courage of thelr victim.

At last “X” lay still; breath
whistled between clenched teeth. The
brown men nodded, as though
pleased. The headman again ad-
dressed the idol. .

‘He is weak, O Tuan. It will not
be long before the Kep-skak has done
its work. It will not be long before
thou art avenged.”

_ Agent “X" remained as if pearly
dead, ag If the astringent poison had

_ already conquered his will, He let‘hls
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mouth hang open, rolled his eyes.
Then his pulses leaped. The brown-
' faced men were moving toward the

door. They thought him far gone’

now. They were going to leave him
to suffer his last agonies alone, let
the Kep-shak finish its deadly work.
It wag on this he had gambled. On it
he had built a desperate hope. It was
why he had chosen torture rathe

than death by the knife. - :

He watched the brown-skinned
men withdraw. Pain racked his body.
The sweat on his forehead was real
enough. Blood beat in his temples like
cruel hammer blows. The Kep-shak
was seeping slowly into his blood-
stream. A few minutes more and it
would be too late. The powder had
been sprinkled thinly, his torture
slow, but human flesh and human will
could not endure it long. He thought
of Saunders, fettered and dying; of
Peters, stretched dead on the floor of
hia cottage. Soon his own face would
be like theirs.

But the Malays were going back
to their sleep, back to their savage
hashish dreams. “X" waited until
their low-voiced chanting faded
away.

Then he moved again. Not in pain-
constricted jerkings such as he had
allowed himself for the benefit of his
torturers, but purposefully. Slowly
Le drew his right hand from the rope
that seemed to press tightly into his
flesh, The Agent had used a well-
known trick.*

By stiffening his muscles, holding
them rigid when they bound him, he
had increased the diameter of arms
and legs. Now, as he relaxed them,
they slipped back to normal size. But
escaping from his bonda was not the
most desperate part of his battle.
That was the battle between the poi-
son and his own jron will. A battle
once more of flesh against spirit. For

*AUTHOR'S NOTE: By s sysiem of carefully
out exel Agent *X” keeps himself masr-
muscle-beund,

A
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his limbs were growing numb. Pain
wrenched his muscles.

When, after seconds of agony, his
right hand was free, he loosened the
rope3 more quickly. Weak and shak-
ing, he lay still 2 moment on the altar

“slab. Then he forced himself to his

feet. His eyes were burning with a
light that was almost feverish. He
stumbled toward the curtained door;
paused to listen.

There was no sound in the building
now. But he could not go to Betty im-
mediately. The poison powder was
still on his arms and chest, being ab-
sorbed through the tiny cuts. “X”
tried to brush it off, then stopped. At
the first contact of his hand new stabs
of pain thrust into him. But he must
get rid of the stulf quickly, or die.

He followed the passage he had
first entered, reached the small out-
side cdoor, and slipped out into the
darkness. His eyes would hardly
focus. Breathing was getting difticult,
Cold fingers seemed to be pressing
around his heart.

Through the night he staggered,
stumbling, falling, getting up. He
knew where he was going, but the
way scemed endless. His knees were
almost giving under him. His body
was a quivering mass of pain.

Then he saw the glint of water.
With a desperate plunge, he reached
it, immersed himself in the river. Its
chill was like a merciful poultice, He
lay breathing hoarsely, till the poi-
son began to thin as the powder dis-
solved. He moved his hands across the
scratches now, washing the hideous
stuff away; washing till each tiny
abrasion was clean.

It was minutes before the pain be-
gan to abate. It was like the slow
withdrawal of burning wires that
had been driven into his flesh.

HALF-HOUR passed. Then
again he crept toward the
building where he had suffered such
torment. The poison of the Kep-shak
had left his muscles wezk. He didn’t
let that stop him. Silent and tense he
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slipped into the building, crept along
the dim corridor fo the chamber
where Betty was imprisoned. On the
threshold he paused, looking in.
Fear chilled him for a moment,

Betty’s Dale's eyes were closed. Her
face was pale 2s death. But she wasn't
dead. Her eyelids lifted at Agent
“X's” cautious hiss. Again he made
the mysterious sign—the “X" traced
in the air. In spite of this she almost
cried out at the sight of his torn
clothing and scratched skin.

“X” put his finger to his lips for si-
lence, then drew a lmife from his
pocket. Quick slashes severed the
ropes that bound her, and the Agent
motioned Betty to follow him.

But the girl was unable to walk.
She took an uncertain step across the
floor, then sank down with a little
moan,

“In a moment,” she whispered,
“I’ll be all right.”

There was no time to wait. One
of the Malays might take it into his
head to prowl.

Swiftly Agent “X” stooped and
gathered Betty in his arms. He was
glad she couldn’t see his face, or the
sweat that started on his forehead.
The effort of pieking her up brought
gruelling pain back into his muscles.
Half of his strength seemed to be
gone.

With Betty in his arms, he moved
stealthily along the shadowy passage.
Once he thought he heard a sound
and paused, tensely alert. Then he
continued. Outside at last, he stood
Betty gently on her feet. He rested
a moment, breathing heavily, gather-
ing his spent strength. .

“I can walk now,” Betty whispered.

“Wait,” he said. “Later,” and
picked her up again.

He moved straight toward the river,
planning to skirt its bank, But a whis-
per of sound came from the building
behind them. A human call! One of
the Malays was awake!

The sound was repeated, taken up
by other voices, The Agent’s blood
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scemed to freeze in his veins, His es-
cape from the idol’s chamber had been
discovered.

He turned and cut into the woods.
Seconds were precious. He must locate
his canoe, He dared not even think
of the consequences if they were cap-
tured now.

In spite of Betty’s insistence that
she could walk, the Agent continued
to carry her. The ground was rough,
with bushes and vines clogging the
path. Everything depended on silence
now, His own sure-footed tread, mak-
ing their progress as quiet as was hu-
manly possible in the underorush, now
and then rustled a leaf, snapped a dry
twig.

There came a savage cry from the
darkness behind, It was not loud, but
held infinite evil. Betty Dale tensed in
the Agent’s arms.

E did not try to reassure her.
Every breath, every ounce of
strength he possessed must be saved
for what he had to do. The canoe lay
somewhere ahead where he had left it
hidden under the river bank. His
sense of direction had never falled
him. He knew that even though his
brain was still dazed by poison he was
heading toward it.

But a tangle of vines impeded his
way. They secratched his ankles,
clutched at his feet and legs. He had to
slow down. Once he tripped and, lack-
ing the freedom of his arms for bal-
ance, almost fell.

There were definite sounds of pur-
suit now, Guttural grunts, low-voiced
orders, Bushes rustled perilously close

"behind. It was like a ghastly night-

mare, with the vines clutching at his
legs like the fingers of an enemy in-
tent on impeding his progress.

He broke through the mat at last,
saw the gleam of water beyond. But
the rustlings behind were coming
closer. He put Betty down, found that
she could walk, and took her hand.
}'fhen suddenly he thrust her ahead of

im,
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“Straight toward the water, Betty.”
, Hedid not tell her why he made her
“walk ahead. But an instant later he
ducked and thrust Betty Dale franti-
cally to one side as something whis-
pered by in the darkness with the thin
hum of an insect’s wings. Their
brown-skinned pursuers were shoot-
ing at them with poisoned darts.

Agent X" saw the canoe, then, 2
alim dark shadow among the bushes.
He drew DBetty down,
crawled on hands and knees toward
the water. “X” shoved the canoe free
of the slimy mud edging the shore,
then whispered to Betty Dale to get
in,

“Lie down,” he said, “flat.”

Betty obeyed. “X" seized a paddle,
balanced vrecariously in the frail
craft’s stern, and thrust strongly
away from shore. The canoe shot out,
sharp prow cutting the water with
a knifelike sweep.

But as it did so, winged insects
seenmed to be following them. Horror
crawled aleng the Agent's spine as
something plucked at his coat sleeve,
There way a soft spat as a dart hit
one side of the cance. It quivered
there, its sinister green-feathered end
showing in the faint starlight.

Agent “X" glanced back toward
the island, saw shadows moving along
the shore. He dug his paddle into the
water, and a powerful back-thrust
sent the canoe shooting ahead. Then
he, too, bent down, holding himeelf
on braced hands that gripped the
canoe’s gunwale,

Two more darts spatted into the
canoe’s sides. Others hummed above
nis head. Then the current caught
them, whirled the light craft around.
He rose and sent it swiftly down-
stream.

But a cry rose from the shore. An-
other low-voiced order. A second later
the Agent turned his head and tensed.

Something was moving out from the.

island’s edge—something that lay

black on the surface of the river.
Machinery whined. An engine

barked into life. The dark shadow

and they "

turned and glided toward them. The
Malays had taken to their motor boat,
Death was hurtling out of the dark-
ness behind them.

CHAPTER XVIII
RED DEATH

T geemed that all the hideous forces

of the night were conspiring
against them. It seemed almost that
the idol, Tuan, had the evil power at-
tributed to him by his followers—and
was reaching out fingers to anatch
them back,

The Agent’s mouth wag set. Pallor
spread beneath the disguise he wore.
His eyes were points of burning
light. The motor boat behind them
had turned now. It was plunging
down the river's channel in pursuit.

Muscles in the Agent's back stood
out like knots. He leaned forward at
each stroke, dug in, sent the cance
shooting ahead under his paddle
thrust.

“If there were only another pad-
dle,” Betty whispered. “I could help
you, then. You came to the island to.
save me.”

“I would have come anyway, Betty.
It might as well have been tonight as
later.”

- There was a note of buoyancy in
“X’s” voice. He would not let the girl
know the fear he felt. She wag being
brave—as always-—putting his safety
ahead of her own. Under the faint
starlight he caught the golden glint of
her hair, saw her eyes, bright as stars
themselves, turned upon him.

“They are coming,” she whiapered
tensely. “They must know now you
are not one of them. They will kill
you.n .

“The fox knows many tricks,”
Agent “X” answered, lapsing once

‘more into the mysterious, indirect

form of speech he was fond of. His
eves strained through the darkmess.
The shore was two hundred feet
away. But if he turned, going side-
wise to the current, he and Beity
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would be overtaken before - they
reached it.

Agent “X” thought quickly. The
roar of the motor boat behind was like
the pulsebeat of some drum of doom.
Caught by the Malays again, he could
not hope to escape. Neither could
Betty. She would be taken back, and
the green-masked criminal would
make good his threat. She would be
tortured horribly, and left paralyzed
for life.

Breath hissed between the Agent's
taeth. He leaned over then, spoke
hoarasely.

“There 18 one way,” he sald. “You
must slip out and swim to shore, Bet-
ty—while I lead them after me,”

He knew that Betty was an expert
in the water. The river would hold
no terrors for her. She could make
the shore easily. But she made pro-
test that sounded almost like a sob.

“I can't,” she said. “They will
catch you—and kill you. Let me stay
with you—and be caught—too."

For 8 moment her words betrayed &
secret of her heart; the secret that
she felt more than friendship for this
strange man; the secret that he had
become part of her own life. Her eyes
were misty. Her voice trembled as
she leaned out and touched his arm.

“Let us fight—together,” she said.

The Agent caught the significance
behind that word “fight.” Die was the
word she should have used, the word
she really meant. He kept the tremor
from his voice as he answered.

“It is our only chance, Betty. And
more than our lives is at stake, There
ig the work that brought me to Wash-
ington.”

“Then you swim!” sald Betty ea-
gerly. “Let me lead them off. They
won't hurt me if I am caught. They’ll
just hold me prisoner till the police
come.”

“X" didn't frighten her by repeat-
ing the green-masked killer's threat,
but his voice was firm.

“No, Betty—we must both escape.
And perhaps we can.”

. He looked behind him, touched
Betty's arm quickly.

, “Now! In a moment it will be too
ate.”

A sound like a sob came from Bet-
ty Dale's lips. She reached forward,
drew her high-heeled slippers from
her slim feet—the same slippers that
had moved so gaily over the dance
floor at Senator Foulette’s house a
few hours before. She wasg still clad
in evening dress, while arms and
shoulders bare.

The Agent's fingers touched hers
for a moment, gripped them reassur-
ingly.

“It will be all right,” he saild. “But
you must promise, Betty, to leave
YWashington at once.” :

“Then how will I know—if you are
all right?” she asked.

“Call the Herald as soon 23 you can.
I'll do the same. You’ll hear from Ra-
Ehael Sancho. Now, Betty-——good-

y'n

The Agent leaned far over, bracing
the canoe against his paddle. Betty
Dale, slim and lithe as a nymph,
slipped overside into the dark water.
He saw her dive beneath the surface,
saw her blonde head reappear twen-
ty feet distant. For an instant that
frightened him. What if the Malays
saw her, too?. :

He swung the nose of the canoe
around, paddled back, screening Bet-
ty's movements. Then he swung
again in the other direction.

DARK shadow bulked on the
river’s rim behind. He could

-gee the speed boat now. That meant

they could also see him. His heart
leaped with rellef, for the other
craft’s nose was turning. Betty Dale
was safe. .

He bent over hls paddle. With Bet-
ty no longer in the canoe it seemed
to leap over the water like a skim-
ming bird. He dug the spruce blade
fn, gripping it in powerful fingers,
He thrust savagely, turning toward
the opposite shore.
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The thunder of the speed boat crept
closer, Death rode the wind behind,
"death in its most hideous form. But
Agent “X” was fighting to escape;
fighting the battle of his life. Now,
with Betty Dale safe, he was free to
pursue his strange work in Washing-
ton; free to continue his quest for the
atelen plans.

But could he make the shore? The
motor boat was plainly visible now,
He could see the white froth at its
prow, froth that was like foam fleck-
ing the mouth of a snapping, snarling
beast., He was nearer shore than he
had realized. The smooth surface of
the river was broken by a mat of
reeds—a marsh. Last year's dry
growth still raised thick stems. He
could plunge among them and be hid-
den from the poison darts behind.
But they were still a hundred feet
away. .

He swung his paddle to the other
side, strained fiercely, cutting across
the current. He calculated the best
angle to make it, but still the speed
boat was gaining on him. A guttural
ahout rose behind him. A strange
chant followed. The Malays in the
boat were singing their song of death.

They were sure of victory now;
sure they would recapture him. But
an instant later their chant turned to
shouts of anger. They, too, had seen
the dark barrier of reeds. The motor’s
roar reached a higher note, It swept
down out of the night like a savage-
demon’s growl.

Something struck the water close to
“X’s” canoce. For an instant he saw
a tiny feathered stick before it sank
out of sight. A dart! The high wind
had made the Malay’s aim poor. He
must gamble now—on the wind, to
send the darts wide of their mark;
on the reeds ahead, to shelter him,

His lips were white as he swept
forward over the last fifty feet of
dark water, The thunder of the speed
boat beat in his ears. A dart sang past
his head, buried its deadly point in
the canoe’s gunwale. There was a spat
against his paddle, and, looking down,

he saw another quivering in the soft
apruce.

A swish and the cance’s bow
slipped in among the reeds. Thick
stems closed in behind it. For a mo-
ment 'he was safe from the idying
darts, protected by a mat of vegeta-
tion.

But he leaped from the canoe,
floundering ahead toward boggy land.
And as he moved, the speed-boat
lunged in amid the reeds 2lso. Agent
“X” lurched sidewise, hLeard the
boat's sharp prow crunch against the
canoe's frail side.

Swiftly, determinedly, he plunged
ahead, deeper and deeper into the
reeds. Dry stems cracked and broke.
He was making noise, but the speed
boat’s throbbing motor drowned it
out. Let them follow if they wanted!
He bad a start now. His own legs
would be as fast as theirs, A great
purpose spurred him on.

The speed boat's engine slowed. He
heard the suck and slap of its pro-
peller as it backed out. Then he stif-
fened. Raising his head, he sniffed the
air, then turned startled eyes be-
hind. In that instant new horror
clutched his heart.

Between the thick reed stems he
saw a faint glow, It brightened. A
slim flame shot skyward. Above the
speed boat’s throttled motor rose a
vicious erackling sound.

Fire! The Malays had put a light
to the dry marsh reeds! And the wind
;vas!sweeping off the river toward

im

Like an evil ghost a gray cloud of
smoke drifted overhead. It seemed to
spread huge arms above him. It was
torn, thinned by the wind, but more
followed it. Then the first glow be-
came & crimson, blazing light. The
speed boat's motor ceased. Across the

_ still river, above the crackling hiss of

flames, the death chant rose again.
“O Tuan, Great One, the gods of
fire have aided thee in thy wrath! He
who §s guilty shall be punished. He
shall be consumed in hot flames.”
As the strange chant rose, the fire
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geemed to spread its hungry arms. It
leaped along the river’s edge and

swept forward toward the spot where-

Agent *X"” was floundering. And
each instant the threat of its red
fangs increased.

CHAPTER XIX
FLAMING PERIL

ORROR constricted Agent “X's”

throat. The crackling flames
seemed to sound a death knell to the
victory that had heen so near. This
was a peril he had not foreseen. Had
the devil god, Tuan, won after all?
The deepening smoke clouds seemed
to form a curtain lowering upon the
defeat of Agent “X.”

He turned fiercely and floundered’

on through the marsh. But he could
not outdistance the wind. It drove the
flames coiling through the dry reed
stems like red, hungry serpents. The
fire gathered fury with every foot it
covered.

The Agent came to 2 hummock of
hard ground. On his toes, he stared
forward across the marsh. He
groaned. As far as he could see, the
waving tops of the dry cat-tails con-
tinned—an undulating plain, lurid
now with the red glow of the fire.

A Dbillowing breath of smoke
swirled about him. He choked, stum-
bied on toward a slight break in the
reeds ahead. Here he sank waist deep
in the water. A channel cut through
the marsh at this point. .

He started to climb out, turned
back. The roaring of the fire had shut
out the Malay’s chanting now. The
Agent was alone in a2 world of smoke
and flame. Only a thin barrier of
reeds stood between him and a blaz-
ing inferno. The flames were fast de-
vouring that. On each side, where the
reeds were thinner, arms of the con-
flagration shot out. He was being en-
circled in a fiery embrace —an em-
brace of death.

_The water in which he stood was
his only hope—and the Agent’s mind
fiashed back. Years ago, as a boy, he
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had been caught in a forest fire. He
remembered how he and an old
woodsman had saved themselves. .

- With quick tense fingers the Agent
drew his knife. He bent forward,
slashed at the reed stems, drew one
out. With his knife blade he trimmed
the ends. The reed was hollow. He put
it to his mouth, drew air through. A
grim smile made his eyes grow bright.
A human life hung upon that slender
reed—and a nation’s destiny, per-
haps.

The fire was close now—thirty feet,
Clouds of hot air swept forward. The
Agent wet his reed in the channel's
water, then lay down on his back
Raising himself on one elbow, he kept
his face above the surface of the
water.

The fire swept onward in a roar-
ing, red glare. Reeds on the chan-
nel’'s edge began to smoke and curl
The top of one burst into flame,
dropped as the stem bent and broke.

Heat quivered above the water.
Blazing stems and gray ashes hissed
ag they fell. Then like a red, destruc-
tive wave, the full force of the fire
advanced.

The Agent wet his reed again, put
it between his lips. He lay flat, sub-
merging his face now, sucking breath
through the hollow stem. He opened -
his eyes. Water made his gaze blur-
ry. But overhead all was brighten-
ing. The red glow intensified -to
orange. Wavering arms of fire swept
across the channel.

Smoke beat down. The Agent drew
in a lungful through the reed and
choked. Terrible seconds followed in
which it seemed nothing could survive
that flaming holocaust. Acrid smoke
cut his lungs like knives; the water
above his face grew warm,

But the reed stems were consumed
quickly. When it seemed that he could
no longer live without a breath of
clean, cool air, the fire glow began to
fade. The air he sucked down through
the reed became purer. At last “X”
raised his head.

The channel now was rimmed with
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coals, Reed roots still smoldered.
Powdery white ashes siited down.
‘He could hear the fire behind him,
still roaring downwind. But ke was
alive, He had beaten Tuan again.

Far off across the river, he heard
the chanting of the Malays. He could
net make out the words, but he knew
they must be reciting a victory song
for the devil god. They believed “X"
was dead.

He walted till even the ashes of the
fire began to die. Then lLe rose from
the channel that had saved him. Slow-
ly he followed in the charred wake of
the fire. There was danger that he
might be silhouetted against it glow,
But he took that chance. The Malays
wwere probably too far away to see
him.

He must get back to Washington
now. He must learn all! that happened
at the raid. The green-masked devil
vriest had told his foilowers that they
would soon take ship across the
water. Did that mean he had the
plans?

Fire was still burning far back
along the marsh, There might be
«ther chaanels and deep bogs to cross.
The Agent walked parallel with the
river, then turned downstream. A
half mile below the spot where his
eanoe had landed, he again ap-
proached the shore.

After the hot fire a long swim held
no terrors. He slipped into the cold
water and struck out. Long swift
strokes brought him at last to the far-
ther side of the river. Somewhere
here Betty Dale had also landed.

He followed the river shore up-
stream for a mile, passing the sinister
island which lay pezeefully beneath
the starlight now. The Agent con-
tinued to the spot where he had

moored Senator Foulette's speed boat.

Here was a ready means of getting
back to the city. The thundering roar
of its motor woke echoes along the
dark river. The blast of cold night
wind cleared the Agent’s faculties.
His eyes were alert as those of a hunt-

ing hawk as he sped up the dark river
toward the nation's eapital,

T HREE quarters of an honr later
a swift proadster turned into the
driveway of Senator Foulette’s estate.
A nattily dressed army officer was at
the wheel, an officer with the insignia
of General Staf upon his collar.
Papers in Lis pocket bore the name o:
Caprain Stewart Black. The Aygent
had gone to his hideout and made a
quick change in his disguise.

It was ore-thirty, yet Hghts still
showed in the zenator's big mansion.
Sleep was impossible in that house-
hold where crime’s black shadow had
so lately failen. Washington’s greatest
jewel robbery had taken place—and
rove, Inspector Clyde had men siill

staticned on the spot. The Fonlettes’

servants nad been grilled for hounrs.

The Secret Agent Quickly parkead
Liis car beside the others in the drive.
His eyes were penetratingly bright.
There were things he must learn
quiekly. What conclusion had the po-
lice reached? What had been the
aftermath of the brown-skinned Ma-
lays’ raid?

A group of rencrters ere cohgre-
gated on the porch. No longer allowed
admittance, they waited, hoping for
fresh develonments. Their cigarettes
made red pin points in the darkmess.
Apent “X” walked swiftly toward
them. Here was a3 good a way as any
of learning the facts,

He spoke abruptly, playing the
1role of brusque and hard-boiled army
officer.

“What’s going on here?”

Silence followed his inguiry. Then
a chuckle scunded,

“Where have you been, general?’

“I know there's been a robbery,”
said “X” impatiently. “But tell me
about it. I've just arrived in the city.”

“Robbery’s right,” a reporter said.
“Enough sparklers were lifted tonight
to cover a circus queen’s wedding
dress. But that ain’t all! A guy and
two janes has disappeared, There’s a
mystery a mile wide and twice as
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high, The police are playing left-hand-
ed poker with stacked cards. This will
be hot copy for a week.”

The reporter’s colorful description
brought more chuckles from his com-
raded. But Agent “X” tensed with in-
terest,

“Three people disappeared? Who
were they 7

“A senator’s daughter, her gzir!
friend, and a spik named Sancho. It
locks like some guys were going into
the wholesale kidnaping racket.”

“What serator's daughter?”

“Old man Blackwell's. The crooks
knocked everybody out with giggle
gas. They took the janes and the spik
along with the rocks they lifted. But
we ain't got nothing out of Black-
well, He’s been hit hard and won't
open up, His dopey son was bumped
off tonight, too.”

“What—Ferris?”

“Yeah, you know him? Sorry if I
made a break, general. But he was
parked at a sanatorium where they
hand out cures to snowbirds, A nurse
heard him screeching and thought he
had the D. T.’s. She got a doctor. His
door was locked and when they got
in he was all scratched up and dead.”

The light of interest in the Agent’s
eyes became like a snapping flame.
“Scratched up?”’

“Yeah! And a guy in a green mask
was seen making a get-away. The
same guy, I guess, that bumped off
Senator Rathborne’s hired man last
night. The bird they call the ‘fiend
killer.” Tie that if you can! Washing-
ton’s getting as good as Chicago used
to be. How do you figure it, general 7"’

The Agent dldn’t answer. His
mouth was grim. Suzanne Blackwell
lddnaped and Ferris murdered! Both
the work of the green-masked Liller.
There was strange significance in this.
He asked another question:

“How do they know Miss Blackwell
was kidnaped ?”

‘“She was gone when the pohce got
here. She ain't been seen since.”

:‘Qnd everybody else was here?”

‘Yes—except them other two.”
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“X" turned suddenly and strode
back toward his roadster. The report-
er’s voice drifted after him,

“Say, general, give a guy a break,
I handed you a lot of dope. How about
apilling something yourself ?”

UT “X” had reached his car.
Gears whined. He spun around
the drive and headed toward the
street, without baving entered Foul-
aite’s house. He had all the informa-
tion he needed at the momert.
“That bird’s got something on his
mind,” the reporter growled,
How much, he didn't know. The
eyes of "X" were steely bright. Out

.of this night of horror and mystery

had suddenly come a startling reve-
lation. Behind the green-masked mur-
derer's actions, Agent “X" read a
hidden motive,

He sent the swift car roaring
through the streets, racing as though
with death itself, Suzanne Blackwell
kidnaped, She had not been taken to
the island with Betty. That he knew,
Where, then? And why had she been
abducted? This, coupled with the
death of Ferrls, brought an abrupt,
amazing theory to the Agent’s mind.
It was like the answer to an algebraic
problem suddenly revealed.

He slowed his speeding car at Sena~
tor Blackwell’s drive, whirled in. This
time he didn’t steal across the lawn.
He went straight to the big front
door. Another car was there, one from
headquarters. A trembling servant
answered his ring.

“Who are you, sir?” the man 1 asked.

“Captain Black. I'd like a word
with the senator, alone,”

The servant shook his head.

“Inspector Clyde is with him now,
sir. He's given orders not to admit
anyone¢ else tonight.”

“This is important, I'm from Gen-
eral Staff.”

The servant looked doubtful but im-
pressed. “Step in then,” he said and
stood aside uncertalnly. “I'll ask him,
Perhaps he'll see you.”



AMBASSADOR OF DOOM

The Agent waited in the big outer
hall. Low voices came through a closed
door beyond. The servant knocked,
disappeared, then returned.

“He says he'll see you, sir—in a
moment.”

It was several minutes later that
Inspector Clyde appeared, his face
drawn and worried. The butler mo-
tioned toward the library door and
*X"” walked in,

Senator Blackwell was pacing the
floor, his ruddy coior gone. He seemed
years older than when the Agent had
Jast seen him, There were deep lines in
his face. His eyes held shadows of
haunting fear. His voice shook 2s he
addressed the Agent,

“You're from General Staff, Wilbur
‘says. What is it, Captain Black? Be
as brief as you ¢an. I’'m a worried man
tonight. And Inspector Clyde is wait-
ing. I really shouldn't see anyone.
You've probably heard—"

“Yes,” said Agent “X" quietly.
“And I'm very sorry, senator.”

The older man motioned to a chair.

“Sit down, captain. What can I do
for you?

“First tell me about yourself, Your
daughter has been kidnaped, they
gay; and your son—""

“Murdered,” said Blackwell harsh-
ly. “I'd rather not talk of that, cap-
tain, if you don't mind. I've told In-
spector Clyde all there is to tell.

“All?”" The Agent spoke the word
abruptly. It seemed to have a sirange
effect on Senator Blackwell. He stiff-
ened, stared at the Agent with sudden
furtiveness. His eyes were alert,
guarded.

“Yes—what do you mean?”

For seconds the Agent didn't an-
swer. His eyes, burning with an un-
cannily intent light met those of the
senator,

“Just what I say, senator,” he re-
plied at last. “There are things that
the ordinary forces of the law can’t
handle, Things so important to the
country’s welfare that they must be
accomplished in absolute secrecy.”

(A

HE pallor of Blackwell's face

deepened. He tried to light a
cigar, but the trembling of his hands
prevented it, The Agent snapped his
own lighter and held it out. Blackwell
puffed, sat down heavily.

“I don't understand what you're
talking about,” ke said,

“Those plans of Doctor Browning’s
ray mechanism that were stolen when
Captain Nelson was murdered,” said
“X.” There was a pause, then he add-
ed softly, “Also the kidnaping of your
daughter and the strange death of
your son. A connmection is apparent
there.”

Blackwell ran a trembling hand
across his face. ““The police are hunt-
ing for her now,” he said. “Every way
out of the city is being watched. Every
air line, every railroad, every boat
pier. They'll bring her back to me.”

“And your son’s death?”

“Horrible! But why are you harp-
ing on it? Do you want to torture
me?”

*“No,” said “X,” “not torture you.
But I believe you realize, senator, that
gomething greater than even the lives
of your son and daughter is at stake,
That something is the present welfare
and future safety of our countryl”

The senator clenched his hands,
spoke huskily, “The theft of the plans
was terrible, captain. I voted that
they be destroyed, I was the leader of
the opposition, Now I dare not think
what their theft may mean—but what
have they to do with my own per-
gonal trouble?”

Agent “X” leaned closer to the older
man, eyes steady.

“A great deal, senator. Aren't you
perhaps putting your personal
troubles above the welfare of your
country ?”

A eound like a sob came suddenly
from Blackwell’'s lips. “I love
Suzanne, captain. They've taken Fer-
ris. I can’t let Suzanne go, too. I must
get her back! Nothing shall stand in
my way !’

“What if I told you, senator, that
the man who has ker is utterly with-
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-out scruple. What if I tell you he will
play vou false—even if you accede to

. his demands—as I believe you have al-
ready done.”

'a_TOR a moment it seemed that Sena-
& tor Blackwe!l might have an apo-
plectic stroke. His eyes shone like
those of a cornered animal. His face
was 3 ghastly hue.

“My God, captain! Who told you
that—" His voice trailed off. He
stared at “X’ horrified.

“Correct me if I'm wrong,” said-

“X.” “Your son, Ferris, killed Cap-
tain Nelson and took the Browning
plans. He wanted money to buy more
.of the drug that enslaved him. He was
the thief and the murderer! Am I not
right?”

It was seconds before the senator
could find his voice. Then he nodded
brokenly. “I don’'t know how you
learned this, captain! I never
thought—" he broke off, struggling
for control. “Ferris was a poor, mad
fool. But it was the drug, believe me!
It was the drug! He never would have
done it otherwise. It was my fault for
telling him about the thing before-
hand. [ shouldn’t have taken even my
children into my confidence.”

The senatar had admitted Agent
“X's” amazing accusation! He con-
tinued hoarsely: “Ferris didn't mean
to kill poor Nelson. That I know. He
only meant to stun him—he told me
30, When he found what he had done,
he brought the plans to me and—"

The senator paused again, shaking
like a man stricken with palsy.

“Where are they now?” demanded
Agent “X.” *“Quick, senator, tell me
that.”

Blackwell’s voice was hardly au-
dible. “If you had a daughter, captain,
and she were kidnaped—if you never
expected to see her again, unless—If
I can only get her back! I'll make any
sacrifice! I'll stand trial before the
whole country. Let them impeach me
if they want to, I was afraid of shame
before—when Ferris told me what
ke’d done. 1 was aghast. I hid the
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plans, waiting for a way to return
them. Then Suzanne—"

“You mean the Green Mask has
them ?”

Senator Blackwell wilted sudden-
ly, seemed on the point of collapse.
“Yes,” he said dully. “He came to-
night and demanded them. I don't
know who he is, but he’d got the truth
from Ferris—tortured the boy. Don’t
look at me so, captain. I gave them to
kim! It was the only way!”

_ ““And when did he promise to bring
back Suzanne?’ ’

“Tonight sometime.
clear.” _

A harsh, mirthless laugh came from
the Agent’s Hps. But he stepped for-
ward, laid a hand on Blackwell’s
shoulder. ) .

“I understand, senator. Keep quiet
about this. Say nothing to anybody.
Nothing at all, do you understand?’

Agent “X” picked up his army cap.
He turned toward the doer—Ilooked
back as the senator’s voice rose.

“What are you going to do, captain?
How can I save Suzanne? How can I
be sure?”’

“There is no surety,” said “X.”
*“There’s only hope. I'm going to talk
to the inspector. I want to see him
alone.” )

The senator spoke in sudden panic.
“You're not going to tell him—about
Ferris—and the plans? Wait—the po-
lice don’t know!” '

“It's something else entirely, sena-
tor,” said “X" harshly. “You may
trust me—to keep silent.”

He strode through the door, crossed
the hall quickly, and entered the
drawing room. Inspector Clyde turned
at sound of his step. His sharp face
was palely set. The Agent nodded,

He wasn’t

- spoke abruptly:

_“We've met before, inspector. At
Senator Dashman’s home, you may re-
member. I'd like a word with you?”

Inspector Clyde nodded surlily. His
pride was ruffled apparently because
the Agent’s visit had interrupted his
own interview with Blackwell.
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“What is it you want?" he snapped.
“I'm a busy man tonight.”

‘A GENT “X” asked a blunt ques-

tion. “When you reached Sena-
tor Foulette’s after the robbery this
evening, just what did you find, in-
spector?”’

“Jewels had been stolen and three
peraons were migsing. Miss Blackwell,
Raphael Sancho, and a girl named
Betty Dale, We believe they were kid-
saped.”

“Who called the police—the serv-
ants?”

“No—they were knocked out, too. A
man named von Helvig called us—an
attaché of the German embassy.”

“He revived first, you mean?”’

“Yes, he was among the first.”

“And when did he leave?”

“After we’d finished questioning
him.”

“Did you make a list of all those
present, inspector 7’

“Certainly, as a matter of routine.
They’d been robbed and filed normal
complaints.”

“Did you happen to talk to a Miss
Lili Damora?”

“Yes, she’d lost a diamond ring
valued at five hundred dollars. She
was with von Helvig. Was she a
{riend of yours?”’

“Yesq, inspector, exactly, And I
sympathize with her loss.”

Inepector Clyde shrugged ecoldly.
“What’s a bit of a jewel compared to
human lives. Three people were kid-
naped, I tell you. We have every rea-
son to believe they are in danger.”

The irony of the situation held grim
humor, Clyde was talking to one of
the supposedly kidnaped people now.
But the Agent’s face was masklike.

“Thank you, inspector,” he said. “I
appreciate your information.”

A sly gleam of curiosity came into
the inspector’s eyes now, “You're not
trying to cast suspicion on von Hel-
vig, are you? It doesn’t seem likely
that a man attached to a government

legation would be a jewel thief, does

it

“It doesn’t, inspector. You are
right. Thanks again, and good-night.”

Secret Agent “X” turned and
strode quickly from the room. The
light of excitement was in aia eyes
now. There might be nothing In what
the inspector had told him; but again,
there might. Von Helvig was a mur-
derous criminal, He had been a ruth-
less spy, and he had been the one to
sumnnon the police. Suzanne Blackwell
hadn’t heen taken to the island. Where
was she—and was von Helvig respon-
rible for her abduction?

“X” went straight to the Hotel Wil-
mot and was told that von Helvig
hadn't been in all evening.

The Agent pondered & moment,
then left the hotel and drove swirtly
through the night streets again. This
time he went to the fashionable apart-
ment where Lili Damora had her
suite, The doorman had long since
gone off duty. Agent “X" didn't an-
nource himself to the sleepy-eyed girl
at the switchboard. He walked
past, ascended in the all-night ele-

- vator, pressed the bell of Lili's apart-

ment. But there was no answer to his
ring. Seconds passed. He pressed the
button again, Still no answer,

The Agent took his tool kit from
the lining of his coat then and en-
tered the apartment by deftly and si-
lently picking the lock.

The place was dark and quiet. Ao
inexplicable sense of eeriness hung
over it, He turned on his tiny light,
moved cautiously. The bed hadn’t
heen slept in. It was not even turned
back. He went into the drawing yoom
next, stood still a second looking
about, them bent sharply forward.

The place was in good order, but
something on the rug caught his eye.
A dark, sinister apot that was erim-
son, and still damp.

He examined the rug carefully, eyes
brightly alert. Another spot of crim-
son showed near the hall entrance. He
passed across it, opened the daor of a
gueet room, entered.

The bed there hadn't been used,
cither, The room was spotlessly neat.
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But he noticed a slight roughed-up
place on the carpet. Beyond this was
the door of a clothes closet, The Agent
moved forward, touching the kmob.
It was locked.

With suddenly tenase fingers, Agent
“X” removed his compact tool kit
again. He selected a steel imple-
ment to suit, forced the lock, and
pulled the door open. Then he gave
a sudden hissing exclamation.

A huddled figure lay on the floor of
the closet. A white face with glassy
ayes stared up at him above a crim-
son-stained shirt front. The face was
that of Karl Hummel, alias Otto von
Halvig, ex-Prussian spy and embas-
3y attaché. One glance at his still,
marble-pale features showed Agent
“X" that he was dead.

CHAPTER XX
A LIvE CORPSE

I_ ERE was a turn of events as un-
expected as a sudden blow in the
dark., The Agent was staggered.

For tense seconds he stared down
at Karl Hummel. One of Europe’s
most cunning sples lay at “X's” feet
—dead. A man who had served his
country during four years of bloody
strife, outwitting many opponents,
winning many triumphs. A man who
had played the desperate game of
espionage with all the strength of
mind and body. And now, in time of
upposed peace, he had succumbed to
a criminal too terrible for him to cope
with,

For a moment Agent “X” forgot
Karl Hummel’s ruthless past—and
3aw him only as a victim of their com-
mon enemy. He felt a touch of senti-
ment for this brilliant old-time adver-
sary of his, who had rolled the dice—
and lost. Then he stooped and lifted
Hummel up.

Stretching the dead man on the
floor, he went through his pockets
with swift thoroughness, Careful ex-
amination of a wallet in Hummel's
pocket disclosed a sheaf of bills, a few
calling cards, “X” tossed these impa-

tiently aside, then felt through the
dead man’s vest. He paused to scruti-
nize another card. This bore the name
of an undertaking firm—David Dan-
iels"& Son, Unimportant, it seemed—

. or was it? The Agent stared at it for
tense seconds,

There was gruesore irony in find-

ing a mortician’s card in a dead man’s
pocket. But there was no amusement
in the Agent’s keen eyes. The mur-
der of Ferris Blackwell, the kidnap-
ing of Suzanne, had zent his mind
leaping to concluzions whicl had been
right. Now a macabre hunch ‘was
building itself about this bit of paste-
board in his fingers.
" He left Hummel stretched out on
the floor and went back into the hall-
way where a telephone stood on a
small table, He dialed quickly, read-
ing the undertaker’s number from the
card. It was after two in the morning
—but undertakers keep all-night
phones. They expect calls at any hour,
Death does nct wait upon human con-
venience.

A voice answered at once, Agent
“X’ spoke cautiously,

“Von Helvig speaking. You deliv-
ered a casket this evening, I beliave.”

Silence for 3 moment, then: “Yes—
the delivery was made about nine
o'clock—a hurry call. But Von Hel-
vig wasn't the name. There must be
some mistake.”

“What was the name?”

There was another silence before
the voice spoke again: “Hummel.”

The Agent’s body stiffened. His fin-
gers gripped the receiver tightly. This
must mean that Lili knew the spy by
his real name.

“Karl Hummel ?”

“Right.”

“My mistake. The same party
wants some flowers. There's been a
mix-up. Will you please give me the
address ¥’

“It’s out in the suburbs,” answered
the voice, “But they’ve gone. They
wanted to ship a body tonight. That’s
why we had to rush the order
through.” ’
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“You did- the embalming,- too, I
suppooe?" -

“No, another undertaker dld that.
We delivered the casket and called
later to make shipmert. T'hey left by
the Congressional Express.” :

“Thanks! I've got to catch them lf I
Mn ”

The Agent’s voice was quiet, But
his fingers trembled as they replaced
the receiver of the phone.

Karl Hummel, alias von Helvig—
the man who lay dead in the next
room! A casket quickly bought and
shipped by train. The Congressional
Express. These were new and sinister
angles in & mystery already bafflingly
black,

Agent “X” looked at his watch, Al-
ready that train was miles away,
speeding northward over night.
shrouded rails, There wasn't time to
catch it by car!

“X" picked up the talephone again.
The number he called this time was
listed in no book, but at last a deep
voice answered—the voice of the man
known to the Agent as “K9.”

Briefly Agent “X"” made a strange
request. Then he plungsed to the street
and sent his roadster leaping from the
curb, -

Minutes later he braked savagely
before the gates of Bolling Field. An
air beacon still shone, but the field’s
hangars were dark—all except ome.

Here sleepy-eyed mechanics were roll-.

ing out a ship. A two-place attack
plane, high-powered, swift, dual-
controlled. As mechanics whirled the
prop a man slipped a flylng helmet
over his head—one of the army's
crack pilots.

He peered curiousiy as the man

called Captain Stewart Black ap-
proached. Respect showed in his eyes
when he recognized the insignia of
General Staff, He saluted.

GENT “X" scrutinized intently
the man who was to fly his
plane. “K9” had promised him a spe-
cial pilot. This man who stood before
him was Lisutenant Draper, an in-
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structor in aerial acrobatics, & racer

and dare-devil flyer, Here was & pilot
expert as the Agent himself,

"X" touched his arm. -

“I've got to catch a train, l!euten-
ant. The Congressional Express, on
the Pennaylvania line. I want you to
overtake her and lapd me.”

“Where?”

“On her.”

Draper’s face expressed amaze-
rcent,

“You wanf me to land you—

“where?”

“On the traie, [ said. When you
spot her, nose down and straighten
out. I'll manage the rest.”

“You mean you're going to trans-
fer?”

“Exactly!”

Shaking his head doubtfully, but
apparently realizing that it was no
use opposing the will of his superior,
the pilot climbed into the rear coeck-
pit. He let the ship warm five min-
utes more. The life of a captain on
General Staff might be on his hands
tonight.

The swift ship zoomed up off the
field and climbed like a rocket. Agent
“X" slipped goggles over his eyes.
His pulses seemed to beat to the ra-
dial engine’s roar. He knew the pilot
thought him insane, But Draper could
be trusted to do his stuif.

They wheeled over the city, headed
northward, and picked up the line of
the railroad within ten minutes, At
twice the train’s apeed the fast ship
forged ahead. Mile after mile through
the black night sky.

It was Agent “X” who spotted the
Congressional Express first, There
was a cut through the hills, He caught
the glint of lighted windows, like a
string of brilliants snaking along the
earth. He turned his head and signaled
the pilot behind him, motfoning down-
ward with one hand,

Draper’s face was white. But he
obeyed instructions, diminishing alti-
tude sharply and leveling,

The Agent rose in the cockpit, the
windblast striking his body with the
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slapping violence of a huge palm. He
stood polsed until he grew accustomed
to its thrust, then threw one leg over
the side and stepped out on 2 wing. A
tense calmness directed his move-
ments—the calmness of 2 man who
knows the safety of his country de-
pends upon the success of his desper-
ate plan.

He grasped the sharp struts firmly,
slipped backwards and groped down-
ward with his feet. His toes found the
plane’s landing carriage. He climbed
down, twisting his body around the
strong steel rods, Six feet ahead the
propeller cut like a gigantie scythe,
death in its whirling blades,

The wind blast tore at him as the
plane nosed down again. The ground
billowed up. Lieutenant Draper, wild
though he considered the attempt, was
doing his stuff. He would have some-
thing to tell his buddies about, though
they would undoubtedly think he was
lying. His face was white as he bent
over the controls, brought the plane
down slowly, throttled the engine,

Plainly visible now, the train was
almost directly below them. A rushing
serpent in the darkness, with a brown
top and a hundred fiery eyes glowing
in its sides. It was toward that brown
top that Lieutenant Draper flew, drop-
ping the plane’s nose gradually, ex-
pertly.

Agent “X"” clung to the landing
pear, waiting tensely,
train had rounded the curve and was
on a long straightaway did Draper
try to get close. Then he dropped alti-
tude swiftly, leveled out a hundred
feet above the train, It was a roaring
monster now, flashing through the
darkness at eighty miles an hour.
Draper cut hu; own speed to mateh it,
held steady.,

Then, foot by foot, the plane
seemed to drift down toward that glid-
ing brown-backed serpent, Lieuten-
ant Draper was peering over the side,
goggled head thrust out, hands steady
on the sensitively responsive controls,
The train’s top crawled slowly back.

Not till the
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A strong wind at their tail was malk-
ing it difficult to synchronize speed.

GRIM smile twisted the Agent's

lips. One slip — and it would
mean death and the end. He must not
tail now. He must wait till that back-
ward motion of the train ceased.
Fields, trees, dark houses fled beneath
them. Draper came lower still until
the ship's air wheels seerned almost to
touch a car’s top. And now the train
abpeared to be standing still. Its
speed and the plane’s were matched.
The moment had arrived.

Eyes steely bright, the Agent
opened his fingers and dropped. For &
second he seemed to hang in space be-
tween the roar above and below him.
Then, on hands and knees he struck
the roof of a car. He alid. The rush-
ing wind pushed at him with hostile
strength. For an instant he was help-
less in its grip, nearly swept from the
surface of the speeding train. Then his
fingers caught in a ventilator open-
ing, curled in a viselike gvip. He was
safe,

He crouched, looked up at the climb-
ing plane. Lieutenant Draper's gog-
aled head peered over the side. His
hand lifted in salute, Then the ship
soared upward like 2 bird and van-
jahed into the aerial blackness,

Secure, steady now, Agent “X*

crawled forward along the top of the
swaying car, He covered two Pull-
mans, a string of day coaches, came at
lagt to the baggage car which was
coupled to the tender, Steam and
smoke from the big locomotive
belched in his face, raining gritty ¢in-
ders.
. Thankful for the might darkness
that hid him from the engineer up
front, “Agent X" prepared for the
dangerous maneuver that faced him.
He must get from the roof of the bag-
gage car to its forward end. Here was
his only means of entering the car, Its
rear was coupled with a closed-in hood
to the express car behind.

He steadied himaelf for an ingtant
on the swaying roof, near the front,
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then sprang to the tender, grasping
the ladder attached to its end. His
pulses were hammering fast. This mad
evening’s work was drawing to a
climax. The jar and rattle of the
-plunging train made opening 'the
locked door of the baggage car diffi-
cult, But finally he accomplished it,
and a moment later was inside.

In the comparative quiet within the
baggage car, a dim light burned.
Trunks and suitcases were stacked
along its sides. The Agent’s keen eyes
probed. Then he started, A chill
prickled along his spine. He had found
the thing he sought—a coffin. But
there was more than one. There were
four!

“X"” walked to them. Long, low, the
four pine boxes held their cargo of
the dead. Four bodies being shipped
back to their homes, The Agent did a
strange thing. Stepping back, he
reached into his pocket. Certain
things were always on his person—
implements that aided him in his ar-
duous work as hunter of criminals.
Now he drew forth what seemed to be
a small pocket camera,

IS mind was working swiftly

-now. A wild theory had evolved
in his brain, The coffin ordered by von
Helvig, under the name of Karl Hum-
mel, lay at his feet. One of the four
pine boxes held that coffin, But which
one?

Everything depended upon his find-
out, If his theories were right, the
coffin held a key to the whole mystery.
He fingered the thing In his hands,
drew a black cord from it with a cir-
cular disc at the end. This contriv-
ance was not a camera, but one of the
smallest, most sensitive sound ampli-
fiers in the world. The disc at the end
of the cord was a tiny microphone.*

The instrument had alded him many

*AUTHOR'Y NOTE: There have been many times
h his exclting career when thls sensitive ulpllllr
has been of um, With its cord tmndon It has ennhld
him to lsten fm om secrwt versations. was
utillzed in the eass of the "Duth Torch ’I'omr"
d:ndtdhlt-mdl.l-truhdn claws which
the capture of the hidecus “Flammenwurfer’
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times, but never had be put it to such
a strange use,

Kneeling on the car’s floor, Agent
*“X" placed the amplifier’s disc on the
nearest coffin top. The box containing
the small dry batteries ard the receiv—
er was against his ear. He crouched

like a ghoul, listening—listening for
the heartbeats of the dead.

The roar of the train was a Niagara
of sound. “X” turned the delicate
rheostat dials, adjusting for selectiv-
itv. He heard the rumble of the
wheels, the couplings scrape, but no
other sound, The occupant of that cof-
fin would be forever still.

. .Sweat beaded the Agent’s forehead.
This was gruesome work, and fear
gnawed at his heart—fear that he was
perhaps too late—or that he had been
wrong in his deductions, He passed to
the next coffin., But his listening
brought the same result.

His hands trembled slightly as he
approached the third. He lowered the
disc of his microphone, moved the
dials. His amplifier was like a stetho-
scope now, and a sudden intense light
brightened the Agent’s eyes.

Out of this wrapping of the dead
came a living sound—the slow, regu-
lar beat of a human heart! A live per-~
son was in that gruesome box,

Swiftly the Agent straightened,
thrust his instrument away. He
walked to the front of the car. No one
in sight. But the coffin was marked
for unloading at Baltimore. And Bal-
timore was only a few minutes away!
He must work quickly!

His tool kit disgorged a hacksaw of
thinnest razor steel. With this he cut
the nailheads in the outer box. He lift-
ed the board free, Screws in the cof-
fin’s top came next. Then he raised
the lid and in the dim light stared
down tensely.

A girl lay inside the coffin, She was
inert, colorless. But her features did
not show the marble rigidity of death.
Her breath came with slow regularity.
It was the unconsclous form of
Suzanne Blackwell
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UICKLY Agent “X" lifted her
from the coffin. He shook her
gently, but she did not rouse. She was
like a person under the influence of
an anesthetic, Obviously she had been
drugged. “X” rubbed her wrists and
hands; he took a tiny hypo needle
from his pocket and plunged it into
her white arm. It contained & power-
ful stimulant — one of the Agent’s
many secrets,

A minute passed—iwo. Then faint
color began to show in Suzanne
Blackwell’s cheeks. Agent “X's” prob-
ing finger detected a quickening of her
pulse, It was as though he had worked
amiracle in the dimly lighted baggage
car ; brought a corpse back to life.

At last Suzanne opened her eyes, as
#“X” held her in his arms. He spoke
gently, reassuringly, but the girl
opened her mouth to scream. Awak-
ened from her deep drugged slumber,
she was like one roused from a night-
mare.

“Don’t,” he said. “Be quiet, Miss
Blackwell. You are safe.”

His hand covered her soft lips mo-
mentarily. Then he saw intelligence
dawn in her dilated eyes. She stared
up at him.

“Don’t be afraid,” he said. “It’s all
right now.”

“Who are you?”

“A friend-—a friend of Betty Dale's,
You've had a terrible experience, but
you're all right now.”

“Where am 1? What has hap-
pened?” '

“You're on a train. You were—in
this.” ‘

Suzanne followed his gesture,

gasped shudderingly.

“A cofin! Oh—"

“Listen!” “X" said tensely. “Crimi-
nals did this. They must be caught and
punished. You can help me. Will you?”

She eyed him doubtfully, terror still
in her eyes,

“Yes—if you are a friend of Bet-
ty's—" '

- She could stand now, and her mind
was fully awake, But she recoiled as
her eyes discovered the other coffins.

“This is horrible,” she whispered.

"“It will haunt me—always.”

“It is horrible,” “X" said quietly.
“But you will forget.”

He got into the empty coffin him-
gelf, under the girl’s amazed eyes. The
train would socon be coming into Balti-
more. There the coffin would be un-
Joaded—and Agent “X" wanted to go
with it. He must find out its destina-
tion. The fact that Suzanne had not
been killed proved that she was being
held as hostage In case of police pur-
suit.

He gave her quick instructions.

“Close the coffin. Then stay out of
sight. Wait here in the baggage car or
hide outside the end door if necessary.
Get off when the train stops and run
forward beyond the engine. Don't let
anyone see you. You might be taken
prisoner again. Is it clear?”

“Yes,” the frightened girl whis-
pered. “It is clear.”

The coffin’s lid came slowly down
over Agent “X.” It was a big casket,
meant for a larger person than
Suzanne, “X" had plenty of room. And
he would rot have long to wait. Balti-
more was only fifteen minutes away.

In the close darkness, vibrating
with the rumble of the train, the
Agent lay, his brain racing. If
Suzamne did her part, all would be
well, If not—but that possibility he
refused even to consider. This last
move had been a desperate one. But
he could get out of the coffin when-
ever he wanted to. He had made sure
of that, Only a few of the coffin’s
screws had been replaced. They were
gsawed nearly through. The boarding

" of the pine box would be easy to lift.

But the air inside was strangely
close. A faint odor came from the lin-
ing pressed against his face. He
turned his head sidewise, breathing
lightly in order to conserve the oxy-
gen.

Minutes dragged by. The air grew
more and more oppressive. It made
him giddy. He fought against it, but
he seemed to be back on Lieutenant
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Draper’s plane, He seemed to feel its 3

lurch and sway.

Five minutes passed. Ten. The train
was slowing down. Agent “X” felt
drowsy now, He shook himself sharp-
ly, then tensed as air brakes hissed
and a shudder jarred the train, He
listened, identifying each sound,

“HE express rolled to a stop. The
door of the baggage car squeaked
as it slid back. From inside the coffin,
“X" heard the sound of men’s voicea.
There was the scrape of feet on board-
ing, the sudden sense of being lifted.
The cofiin moved. A bump as it
dropped, his oblique position, and the
crunch of wheels on gravel told the
Agent that he was now on a baggage
truck, moving forward. Then the
truck stopped and a moment of silence
followed, urtil he heard the train get
under way again, wheels screeching,
englines puffing, Men’s voices came in-

distinetly. The Agent used his miero-

phone once more. He'd planned this. It
worked as well inside as out. But the
speakers were only baggagemen.

An auto rumbled up, The coffin was
moved again, carried to the auto,
shoved inside. “X" realized he was
now jin & van. A long, jouncing ride
followed.

It lulled the Agent dangerously
close to sleep. He fought to keep
awake, But his lids felt strangely
heavy, and it was only the van’s
squealing stop that roused him. A man
spoke close to the cofiin.

“Catch hold—easy now.”

The truckman’s volce, but it was
answered by another that made the
Agent tense suddenly, as it directed,
“This way, boys—ecarefull”

He'’d heard that voice hefore!

The coffin was carried forward,
bumped dowmn. “X” heard the soft
wash of water, retreating feet. The
coffin was stationary once more, but
there was a rocking motion. Voices
came from a distance, a woman’s
among them. He could not distingulsh
words.

More minutes passed, Then came a

ul.sing roar of sound tbn.t a.lmost
split his eardrums, He quaickly tuned
the amplifier down, Listening tensely
be identified the roar, Those were air-
plane motors, He was in a plane
again! But that hissing slap of water
against a8 hulk — it must be a flying
boat or seaplane, The hissing stopped,
Hefelt a long sweep upward, the dizzy
rocking of the air.

More than ever now he waa con-
scious of the stuffineas inside the cas-
ket. Lethargy seemed to have him in
its grip. The microphone slid from his
fingers.

Something warned him suddenly,
Desperately he tried to rouse himself.
But he slipped back. His throat felt
dry. His tongue seemed huge in his
mouth, The roar of the strange plane’s
motors was like & roaring in his own
head,

A tingling sense of horror spurrasd
him to new effort—but no effort could
rouse him from the lethargy now. He
was glipping down—down—and he
couldn’t move. Then at last the awful
realization came into hils numbed
brain, There was a lingering drug in-
slde the cofin—remnant of the drug
that had held Suzanne Blackwell in its
grip. But now it was too late. Agent
“X"” fell helplessly into a black pit of
unconsciousness,

CHAPTER XXI
TRAPPED

GENT “X” awoke a3 from a ter-
rible nightmare. He awoke with
horror clutching at his throat, His
mind was filled with a sense of appall-
ing catastrophe. He had not antici-
pated the drug in the coffin, Luck had
been against him. He had been out-
played at every turn. Now the last
hand had been ealled—and he had lost,
There was coldness on his face. The
airplane’s engines no longer sounded
in his ears. In their stead a volce was
speaking. It was a taunting voice,
harsh, inhuman as the scrape of metal.
It was the voice of the man in the
green mask,
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Agent “X* opened his eyelids slow-
ly. He was still lying in the coffin and
fingers were poking at his face, ex-
pioring his disguise, Over him a man’s
head hovered. He saw the startling
hue of poisonous green. He saw lips
moving; heard harsh words clearly
now,

“This is a pleasurs,” the green-
masked man was saying, “and a sur-
prise. I hope you have slept well—
Elisha Pond. I hope your bed was
corafortable. 1 hope yon liked the
trip.” A chuckle followed the words,

The Agent lay silent, too stunned to
speak, This was no nightmare, It was
reality more tevrible than any drean.

“The coffin’s perfume—was it not
pleasant?”’ the harsh voice taunted.
“Very clever, Agent *X’! You gallant-
iy rescued a fair lady in distress.
But in doing so you got into distress
vrourself. Shall we call it that?”

The cold gray light of dawn shone
in “X's” eyes. He was staring up at
the sky. He was on a sghip’s deck. Still
he did not sit up. He was seeking to
clear from his brain the fumes that
had knocked him out. The green
mask's voice continued.

“It has been an exciting game,
Agent ‘X. 1 appreciate the clever
moves you've made. You freed your
blonde friend from the islard. You
gave my Malay colleagues a pleasant
chase, Even when they thought they’d
burned youw, you had the laugh on
them. And then—just how did yeu
irace the coffim? That would be inter-
esting to know. Perhaps you'd like to
tell me.” -

‘The man laughed again. “You can

afford to talk now, The game is ended..
You have lost. We can chat like old ',

friends, ontil—" ]

The langh that came mow was as
sinister as death. Looking into those
eyes behind the green mask Agent “X"
read his doom. But before he couid
sveak another vaijce sounded — a
woman's voice close by. The Agent
swiveled his eyes and saw the sino-
ous derk form of Lili Damora.

“Don’t trouble him, Ite,” the

woman from Budapest said. *I can
tell you how he traced the coffin, He
found Karl Hummel! in my apartment,
It was my fault. I forgot about the
fool’s having that undertaker’s card.”

The green-masked man bowed.
“Very pretty, Agent ‘X.’ Your de-
ductive faculties are good. You played
me closely all the way. How unfortu-
nate that in the end you were one
move behind!” )

“Don't gloat, Ito,” Lili Damora ad-
monished. “It is such frightfully bad
tasie

“But it pleases me to vanquish a
worthy adversary,” the green-masked
man replied.

Secret Agent “X" stared keenly
now. *“Ito,” Lili bad called Green
Mask, That was Japanese! “X” spoke
for the frst time.

“You were in doubt, toa, about the
plans until you tortured Ferris Black-
weil"”

“But I hit upon the truth at last.
And you are still in doubt.” ‘The green-
masked man laughed with grim
amuzement, “Is it not o pretty game,
Lili? Let us show him how very elose
to the plans he 3.

Green Mask ciapped his hands, Like
simigter wraiths, four brown-skinned
Malays moved out of & hatchway and
zlided up.

“Get up,” Ito said to Agent “X.”
“You see where you are—on board
wy ship, And I have my friends with
me. You know their tricks by now, |
think.”

Agent “X" rose slowly. He saw the
Malays facing him, Jnives in their
hands.

“Perhaps,” said Ito, “I can’t con-
vince them that this is the man who
cheated their god, Tuan. Your dis-
guise was too good for that. But they
will be glad to kill at a word from me.

Let me shou"you now where the plans

are,

TO crossed to the coflin that “X”
had vacated. He reached between
the lining and the frame, drew out ®
long envelope, He held it up an in-
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stant. Then he shoved it'in his pocket.

“I was careful to the last, you see.
I paid a compliment to your secret
service. If I should be caught I didn’t
want the plans found on me.”

The Agent adopted the same suave
manner as Ito. now,

“And what do you intend to do with
me?” he asked.

“Compliment you still further,”
said Ito. “Flatter you with death. If
you were not so clever I might let you
live. But I shall be courteous. - You
may choose one of several ways. You
had a taste of Kep-shak. Would you
like to complete the experience?”

Lili Damora shivered slightly and
spoke with a note of contempt.

“Can't you be civilized, Ito? Why
not shoot him as I shot Otto? It is so
much easier and quicker.”

The green mask turned on her
quickly.

“Did I ask for your advice, dear
Iady? You know how I hate Ameri-
cans. And [ have a right to speak since
my father was one. Don't try to cheat
me of my fun. If you don't like my
ways go below!”

Lili Damora flounced off and Ito
laughed. The cruel bantering note was
still in his voice.

“Choose,” he said. “How do you
wish to die?”

The eyes of Agent “X"” roved des-
perately—roved over the cold morn-
ing sea,.over the faces of the men
around him, along the deck of the ves-
sel he was on. He was searching for a
way out. And his mind told him there
was none; his mind told him he was
beaten.

How did he wish to die? This fiend
was calmly asking him that. Death
held little terror for Agent “X.” He
had been schooled against it. But de-
feat in this, the greatest thing he had
ever undertaken, was a bitter, ghastly
pill to swallow. Worse even than the
sting of the Kep-shak torture. His
country, his chief in Washington re-
lied on him—and he had failed. This
masked eriminal was sneering at him
—this man who had the Browning
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plans, Revolt flared in the mind of

"Agent “X.” His eyes turned upward,

and suddenly he tensed, o

Then, ghostly wires stretched
across the sky. between the vessel's
masts—rwires that were his last link
with the world he knew. Radio! This
was a tramp steamer he was on. He'd
seen the type before and knew them
well. His eyes dropped, He was silent
for a moment. Suddenly he raised his
hand. _

“Look! Over there!”

It was an old trick. He was pointing
out across the sea. But he was count-
ing on its very simplicity to fool the
man who used elaborate tortures on
his victims, He would not suspect “X"
of using a ruse so crude. Moreover, Ito
wag swollen with the feel of victory—
arrogantly sure of himself. Agent “X”
had calculated well. At his sudden ges-
ture, the tensenmess in his voice, Tto
and the Malays turned their heads,

IN that moment, Agent “X" leaped.
He heard the shrill cry of anger
that lifted behind him. A knife
whistled through the air. He sprang
aside, The knife hissed close beside
him, landed with a thud against the
deckhouse,

He sped forward along the vessel’s
deck. A desperate plan had formed in
his mind. He climbed an iron ladder;
ran ahead. The bridge rose before him,
He found the door he wanted, burst in,
A man who was not a Malay crouched
over his instruments in the ship’s
radio room. A man who was a weak-
eyed river rat, A white man, but a
man enslaved-by drugs. One of Ito’s
craven slaves,

The Agent closed the door behind
him. He barred it with a chair, His
fist flashed out, crashed into the face
of the wireless man, The man slumped
to the floor, head lolling.

For a bare second the Secret Agent
paused. He studied the dials along the
wall, the complicated instrument

. board. He threw a switch, leaped to
"the small table where the man had

sat, His fingers touched the radio key.



Quickly, expertly, he gave the sig-
nal of the Hampton Roads naval sta-
tion. Seconds that seemed etermities
went by. Then there came an answer
to his call.

Shouts sounded outside now. Run-
ning feet. The Agent paid no atten-
tion to them. Bent over his key, eyes
burning, he sent 2 message that might
influence a nation’s destiny. For three
minutes he used a secret naval code,
then stopped. Men were beating on the
door.

He switched the light off as evil
faces were framed in the wireless
room’s small window. The glass broke
behind him with a crash,

The Agent leaped across the floor.

There was another door beyond, an
officer’s room. He ran through this,
out to the deck again, doubling back
along hia tracks. A Malay saw him and
gave a howl, “X" plunged into a door-
way, down into the interior of the
ship.
- “Death stalked on 2!l sides of him
now. But he must fight for time—time.
Where was Ito now? “X" didn’t know.
He ran forward to the cabin where
Lili Damora had gone. A Malay ap-
peared in his path, knife gleaming.
The Malay hurled the lmife. “X”
dodged and fired his gas pistol into
the man’s face. .

Then he saw a door ahead of him
and flung it open. A woman's piercing
scream sounded. Lili Damora stood
before him,

“You!” ghe hissed. A gun appeared
in her hand. The Agent sprang aside
as it lanced flame, He leaped forward
tigerishly, wrenched the weapon from
her fingers. She cowered baclk.

The Agent’s lips curled. Here was *

the creature who had been playing
with the green-masked criminal all
the time. She had even used Karl Hum-
mel, outwitted him, and slain him
when he was of no further use. The
Agent read the whole ghastly story
now, Karl Hummel in her hands had
been & mere tool, ’

“Go to the door and lock it quickly,”
he ordered.
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She obeyed, sliding a heavy bolt
home. “X" knew the door had iron
cleats across it, It and the room’s par-
titions formed a stout barrier.

As Lili stepped back a voice came
through the wood—the voice of green-
masked Ito.

“Clever again, Elisha Pond! You
sent a wireless message, But even that
is too late. This boat is fast. They will
not catch us now, And if they should
overtake us, we have a plane on board.
Long before help can arrive we shall
have broken in — and you will be
dead.”

“Leave him alone,” cried Lili, “He
will kill me if you don’t.”

The green masked man laughed.

“You are a dear lady, Lili. But let
me make it clear that a threat to your
life cannot save Pand. High as I hold
you in esteem my enemy comes first.”?

Aas though to emphasize this, Green
Mask fired through the door, and the
bullet swhistled between Lili and Agent
“X.” Then there came a series of
thuds as Malays battered axes on the
door. .

Bili hissed like a venomous snale,
furious that Ite was willing to rsk
her life to get at “X.” She turned to
the Agent and a torrent of angry
words came from her lips.

“I’ll tell you who he is.” she cried.
“You’ll understand the sort of animal
you're dealing with. He's a half-caste
— a mongrel — half Jap and half
American. Because his father deserted
his mother she taught him to hate
America.”

A shower of ax blows drowned out
her voice for a moment. The door
shook and creaked. Lili screamed
above the noise so that her words
would reach Ito’s ears, too.
~ “T hate him as much as he hates
Americans, I'd like to destroy him as
he would destroy them, I tolerated him
only because he promised me wealth
when the stolen plans were sold.”

Lilf Damora looked like a sinister
harpy now. Fury distorted her face,
drove her beauty from her, seemed to
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add years to her age, She screamed a
curse,

“Ito with his high-society airs} Ito
who calls himself—"

WO more pistol shots rang out as

Ito fired furiously through the
door. Ax blows half deadened their re-
ports. But Lili stopped speaking and
gave a piercing shriek. She clutched
her left side, crimson staining her fin-
gers,

“You've hit
You've—"

The words choked in her throat.
She took a staggering step forward,
then collapsed and lay still on the floor
—=2 murderess slain by her own part-
ner in crime,

Whether {t was intentional or not
“X” didn't know. He stood aghast,
tense and silent as the Malays hacked
the door to pieces.

Five minutes—ten—went by. Death
would come soon now—death—

Then a new sound came, filling the
alr, risirg above the ax blows, It was a
sound that pulsed through the Agent's
blood, thrilled him, The roar of air-
plane motors—the planes thke Agent
had summoned by radio. They circled
the ship, signaling for it to stop—but
the vessel forged ahead. Then sudden-
ly the Agent started.

There was a noise out on deck, The
staccato rattle of a machine gun. This
sinister craft was armed. He stared
from an open port.

One of the planes, sweepling low
over the gray sea, suddenly tilted,
thrusting its broad wing toward the
sky. A column of black smoke trailed
behind it, Its engine coughed, sput-
tered. There was a blinding, rending
flash of flame. The gray plane was
torn apart before his horrified eyes, its
gag tank hit and exploding.

The other navy planes rose higher.
One of them swept down over the ship,
Something black dropped through the
alr, It struck the sea close by. There
was an explosion, a geyser of water.
The Malays howled in fear, “X” heard

me — you devil!

the machine gun chattering again,
Now was the time he had waited for.

He crept back to the cabin door, un-
locked it, The arrival of the planes
had taken the Malays out on deck. Ito
was with them, urging them to fight,

The Agent charged across the deck,
a bounding, leaping streak. Before Ito
knew what was happening, Agent “X”
had caught him in his arms, His swift
charge carried them both over the rail,
Trey went tumblinz head over heels
down into the sea. Malays lined the
deck above, blowpipes in their hands,
sinister darts ready. But they dared
ot shoot for fear of hitting their mas-
ter.

The two below were locked together,
but Ito fought like a trapped animal.
In a frenzy at being defeated he
scratched, kicked, and bit. His eyes
benind the mask glared with inhuman
hate. His fingers were like clutehing
talons a3 he sought for “X's” throat.
But Agent “X,” spurred on by the
great cause for which he fought and
with victory close at hand, battled
with every nerve and muscle in him—
battled—and finally won.

As in a daze he saw the swooping
gray planes overhead. A bomb struck
the vessel's stern. Flame leeped out.

Then one of the big planes landed on
the water and taxied over to the spot
where “X” held the furious Ito, now
subdued. “X" pulled the green mask
from Ito’s face—and was rot wholly
surprised at what he saw, The face be-
fore him was that of Sam Barkley—
supposed American sportsman—the
man who had pretended to he an ar-
dent suitor of Suzanne Blackwell’s, It
was from her no doubt in some indi-
rect way that he had finally guessed
the truth about Ferria,

The Agent’s hand reached into

" Barkley’'s coat, drew out the Brown-

ing plans and transferred them to his
own pocket. They were wet; but the
water-proof ink wouldn't run. The
plane came up and stopped. It was &
big naval amphibian, .
“Ahoy there!” cried a voice.
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HE plane carried a crew of four.
Strong hands reached down for

Agent “X” and Barkley; but, as they

did =0, one of Barkley's arms moved

suddenly. A gleaming vial was in his’

4dngers. Before “X” could stop him
he put it to hia lips, pulling out the
cork with his white teeth. With a
movement swift as lightning he swal.
lowed the vial’s contents, made a
choking sound, then gave a strange,
harsh laugh.

“X" smelled the fumes of bitter al-
monds—prussic acid,

The seared men in the plane swore
fiercely and yanked Ito up. But they
were too late. Barkley's face was
changing color. He coughed, writhed
a moment, and lay still.

“What in hell does this mean?” one
of the navy men asked.

“It means a master spy and mur-
derer haa committed suicide,” said
‘ix.ll

“And who are you?”

*That can wait until later.”

“We were told to go out and halt
this ship, the Kelantan. She wouldn't
stop. She fired on ns—Dbrought down
one of our planes, What were you do-
ing then? How do we know you're not
a =py, too?”

*“You don't,” said the Agent quiet-
ly. He knew that, in spite of his army
uniform, nothing he could say would
convince them. There would be ques-
tions asked when he arrived on shoie.
They’d want to see his papers, find out
how it happened that an army officer
knew the secret naval code that had
brought the planes out. He couldn’t
afford to reveal his identity even
though he now had the Browning

plans. His career wasn't ended yet. He -

was still Secret Agent “X.”

He watcked breathlessly as the
gvay Dlanes stopped the Kelantai
with another well-placed bomb. The
Malays 1an for cover, their machine
gun abandoned, but the ship was sink-
ing by the stern, its bow reared up. It
listed, water pouring through a gap-
ping hole in its plates that the bomb
had made—and suddenly it sld bot-
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tomward, air bursting through bulk-
heads and whistling up through the
waves above. The Kelantan and its
murderous crew were gone forever.
The plane “X” was on rese from
the water, heading back toward land.
There was a cabin in it. Two pilots
sat up front. The flight commander
vezan questioning “X” in the cabin.
A member of the crew stood by. Sam

* Barkley's hody rolled grotesquely as

the big plane lurched and dipped.

The gray shore line came out of the
landward mist, then the plane sailed
over Chesapeake Bay. But, to the
navy man's questioning, Agent “X"
answered only in monosyllables, Then,
as the plane began to glide downward,
he did a strange and sudden thing.
He whipped his harmless gas gun out,
sent a puil of vapor into the faces of
the two men in the cabin.

As they coilapsed, Agent “X"
reached above him and pulled a 'chute
pack from a rack. He slipped quickiy
into the harness, thrust the side door
open agait:st the wind blast.

An instant he poised, then leaped,
his tumbling body forming a blaci
receding dot. It was a delayed jump.
He didn’t want the other planes to see
him, or, if they did, he wanted to be
too far down for them to catch. He
didn’t pull the rip cord till he had
fallen nearly two thousand feet and
the water was a thousand feet below
him, Then his 'chute blossomed out.
He had figured carefully, and the high
wind off the sea bore him toward land.

Later that same morninz a mys-
terious message reached the high
Government official known in the se-
cret files ag “K9.” The message was
in cede. It was brief and to the point,
and it came from a town near Balti-
more,

“Browning plans recovered,” the
message said. “All is well. On way.”

There was another sentence telling

.Department of Justice agents to go

to a certain address in Washington.
Fast cars filled with arnmied operatives
hurried. to the spot. There they found
a notorious spy named Michael Ren-
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few, a man the D.C.I. had long been’

wanting to catch because of his sub-
versive espionage activities. They also
found a dead Malay whose presence
Renfew could not or would not ex-
plain,

At almost the same moment Sena-
tor Blackwell received a telegram
which helped to lift the gray pallor of
fear from his face.

“Don’t worry,” it said. “All {s safe
—and secret.” It was signed “Black.”

The senator had his daughter back

now. She “had ' arrived by "auto,
brought from Baltimore by friends of -
the family,

Silently, devoutly, Semator Black-
well blessed the pame of Captain
Stewart Black, the dapper officer
from General Staff who seemed to be
8 clairvoyant and the very soul of dis-
cretion, all in one. He did not know
that the man behind it all, the man
he had to thank, was Secret Agent
*X"-—master of mystery, and man of
destiny.

Nezxt month you will meet Secret Agent “X” again in another great erime chronicle
—CITY OF SLEEPING DEATH. For amazing action and the gripptag realism
of its menace, this great novel heads the list of strange chapters in the Secret
Agent’s exciting career. He comes through the very gates of hell—without
knowing the dangers that lay ahead. And even he stood aghast at what he
found; not in fear of kis own life; but fearful of this menace that threatened
to increase and grow like some hydra-headed mmonster. Follow this Man
of Mystery, this Man of a Thousand Faces as he battles in the most sintster
arena of his career.
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Silent, bony fingers of Death flung a
challenge into the teeth of Detactivce Marty
Trent. Before his very eyes mon became
gore coversd corpses. Lips were
sealed by a death so gruesome that
men turned thelr eyes away. Jfind
the flend of evil left no mark/

Complete Novelette
i VA By Richard B. Sale
¢ P
Sti itheS 1
g Corp
CHAPTER 1 lice calls over his short-wave radio
. set and reading the evening news-
-. THE GORY DEATH paper. Neither had proved interest-

while free-lance investigator, the way. Things never failed to let
locked a little bored. He had down for him after a trying case.
been listening to the monotonous po- And Trent hated a rest, :
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DETECTIVE Marty Trent, erst- ing. Trent sighed. That was always



STING OF THE SCORPION ,‘;:53.

The telephotie jingled stridently at-
that second, as if in answer to his

groan of passionate ennui. Trent's

dark eyes brightened at the prospect.
He strode swiftly across the room and
lifted the hand-set from its bronze
pedestal.

He said, “Hello.”

“Trent ?"

“Yeah,” said Trent “This i3 me.
Who's calling?”

- “This is Burman,” said tke ran at
the other end of the telephone wire.
“Are you free?’

Trent’s face glowed. Anthony Bur-
man was the district attorney of New
York County. And when he called
Trent's number, which was rare in-
deed, it wasn't to inquire about the
shamus’s health!

“Hello, Tony,” said Trent. “Sure
I'm free. I just cleaned up that double
suicide, you know, the Browne aair?
Finished it this afternoon. What's on
your mind?”

“Trouble,” said Burman succinctly.
“Ever hear of Arthur Barbour?®’

“Who hasn’t?” Trent scoffed. “He’s
the banker. Got enough jack to doat
a flotilla of battleships.”

“He's in a jam,” said Burman
frankly. “Ho wanta a reliadle private

dick on the case. No publicity., I-

recommended you. He okayed the
choice. Are you on?”

“Wait a second,” said Trent. “What
is the case? I don’t lam off on any di-
vorce stuff. If it's tracking a co-re-
sponden

“I can’t explain over the phome,”
snapped Burman irascibly, “And you
know me well enough to realize I
wouldn’t sidetrack a sloppy sob case
on your shoulders. I just asked you—
are youon?’

Trent replied, “I'm on, Tony. Where
are you?

“I'm at Barbour’s place. Get here
in a hurry. Know the address? Well,
I'll give it to you—413 Church Street.
Make it fast, Trent. It may be seri-
ous.”

Trent slammed the hand-set back on
its pedestal, frowning. He toased his

hat on' eu'elensly, donned - topcoat.'_
made sure the magazine of his Colt
was full, and then went out the door
lhil!:the wind, slashing it closed after
Taxis were scarce, but he located
one cruising hopefully €or a fare. He
hopped in agilely and snapped,
“Church Street, buddy, and the quick-
er the hetter.”

Ten minutes later, after a hazard-
our irip across the city, and after sev-
c~+| hair-raising escapes from serio:a
civashes, Trent clambered breath}::s-
ly from the rear of the taxi ard paid
off the driver hurriedly. Txe hack
went on its way again. Tre:ic turned
and ascended the steps un to the front
door of the home of Arthur Barbour,
renowned internatio:al financier.

Trent rang the bell.

Several moments passed. Then he
heard soft padded footsteps beyond
the oaken panel. Presently the door
swung open. A butler stood there in
full evening regalia. .

Marty said, “My handle’s Trent.
The D.A. called me.”

“Ah, yes, come in, Mr. Trent,” said
the butler. “Mr. Barbour will see
you at once in the liorary. I will show
vou where it is.” .

Trent scowled suspiciously at the
obsequious tones of the butler. He
didn’t go for the man at all. “Hey,”
he said, “what’s your name?” -

The butler looked at Trent cautious-
ly. “I'm Kolb,” he said. “Thank you,
sir.”

“Kolb " repeated Trent to himself
as he followed the servant. He ‘still
did not like the man. There was a re-
pulsive air about kim. Kolb was tall,
thin, and emaciated, with a sickly,
cadaverous face. His nose was big and

" bulbous and his eyes watered ubiqui-

tously, Trent discerned a crude white
scar on the dorsum of the butler’s left
hand. It was shaped rudely in the
form of the letter H and seemed old.
“This room, sir,” said Kolb sudden-
ly.
“Okay,” said Trent, eyeing the man
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cannily, He opened the door and went
on in.

It was a spacious room, replete with -

art curios, and banked on all four
walls with shelves of beautiful
Jeather-hound books. An exquisite
plum-colored Karpen lounge was
squatting directly in front of the fire-
place. Near it was a carved walnut
desk. There were three people on the
sof2, one behind the desk.

HEY all rose warily at the sound
of the door when Trent came in.
They seemed frightened, and they re-
laxed oddly when Anthony Burman
said, “Hello, Marty. Glad you got
here.”
Trent shook hands with the D. A.
“This is Arthur Barbour,” said
Burman, motioning to the gray-haired,
obese gentleman behind the desk.
“Barbour, thia is the fellow I was
speaking about. Trent’s a good man.”
*Who are those other two?” asked
Trent boldly. “When I'm on a case,
Tony, I like to know everybody.”

“Sure,” said Burman. “Here, this
is Anne Barbour, Mr. Barbour's
daughter. And this is her fiancé,
Roger Fenton.”

Trent nodded to them. Fenton was
a young man, about twenty-four,
blond and with a weak, receding chin,
Anne was about the same age. But
she waas a striking gir], a Nordic type,
with high cheek bones, delicately
rouged. :

“Well,” said Trent, ‘““what’s up?”’

Burman pulled up a chair for him.

“Perhaps you'd better tell Trent the

same yarn you gave me, Mr. Bar-
bowr,” said Burman, lighting a cigar. °
Barbour, his face florid, nodded and 'y

nervously lighted a cigarette which
Fenton handed bim. -

“Two days ago,” said Barbour
raspingly, “I received a letter in the
ordinary post. I want you to read it,
Trent.”

Marty nodded. He leaned forward
from his chair across the desk and
accepted the piece of white paper
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which Barbour proffered him. He
read it. It said:

ARTHUR BARBOUR — You will Jeave five
hundred thousand dollars jn one thousand
dollar bills n the rear of yoor limousine to-
morrow at four o'clock. You will then have
your chautfeur drive the car to the cormer
of Church Street snd Park Avenue. He
will leave the car there at exactly four-
thirty and return to it ten minutes later.
If youn fail to heed this demand, your life
will be forfeit. I promise you that at eleven
o'clock on the ensuing night you wili die
by the sting of— The Soorpion.

“Huh,” grunted Trent, handing
back the note. “Nice little love letter.
Half a million bucks or death. The
Seorpion, eh ?”’

Burman asked, “What do you think
of it?”’

*“Looks like a crank note,” said
Trent.

“That’s what I said,” Barbour ex-
ploded. “A crank note. I've had them
before. But the damn' thing has got-
ten on my nerves. It's begun to fright-
en me!”

“Take it easy,” said Trent. “You
got this two days ago?”

“Yes, on Wednesday.”

“And you were supposed to leave
the jack in your car on Thursday at
four?”’

(IYeS.Y’

“You didn't, I take it.”

Barbour flushed purple. “Damn’ -
right, I didn*t. I've had these things
before. Half a millien dollars! Even
if it were a real threat, I couldn't lay
my hands on that much cash at once.
The note's insane, I tell you. A radical
may have sent it. That’s why it's got
e so worried!”

“Go on,” said Trent coolly, ‘‘what'd
ou do?”

“I did nothing!” snapped Barbour
excitedly. “I didn't send the money in
the car. In fact, I dismissed the whole
ridiculous thing from my mind. Then,
today, this thing camel”

He handed Trent a small card.
Trent stared at it. The card had a pen
and ink sketch of a miniature scor-
pion drawn on it, and the arachnid’s
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gsegmented tail with its terrible
poisonous sting was sticking stiffly
up in the air pointing at two ominous
words, “Eleven tonight.”

Trent’'s face was an inscrutable
mask as he gazed at the death threat.
His lips went slightly taut, but his
eyes glittered coldly and betrayed no
emotion.

“Go on,” he said, scrutinizing the
scorpion card.

“Even then it didn’t worry me,”
Barbour explained. “I went through
the day perfectly all right. But when
I got home I began to see things. I
got jumpy, nervous. Anne and Roger
knew about the thing, of course, and
they wanted to telephone the police,
even if just as a safeguard. I despise
publicity. I didn't want the business
Imown. It might give other mis-
creants bad ideas. So instead I called
Mr. Burman, here, who has been a
good friend of mine for a long time.”

“I came over,” said Burman, “heard
the yarn and suggested a private de-
tective when Barbour refused to have
the police called.”

“And then I came,” said Trent.
“Okay, I've got the picture.” He got
up and walked around slowly, hold-
ing the scorpion card in his hand and
staring at it in a somewhat lethargic
fascination. Without warning, he
turned and glanced at the clock on
Barbour’s desk.

It read ten o’clock. .

Trent licked his lips thoughtfully.

“Frankly,” he said, “this sounds
like a crazy crank note to me. I think
it'’s harmless. The note’s too loose.
The order about the money doesn't
gound kosher. But I'm not going to
take any chances. There’s always the
possibility that it may be genuine.”

“You think perhaps,” said Burman,
“an extortion ring has sprung up and
is using Barbour as the first victim?”

“Maybe,” said Trent. “And maybe
not. I don't know. But if this Scor-
pion—whoever he is—plans on build-
ing up a nice little extortion business,
then he'll do his damnedest to keep his

95

word about this eleven o'clock busi.
m’l

“I dom't get you,” said Barbour.

“Well, look at the set-up,” said
Trent. “If you are warned to kick in
with dough and fail, and you get
away with your life after the Scor-
pion’s threatened to kill you, his
whole scheme is ruined. He won't be
able to terrorize others. His'll be an
empty threat. So we’ll just take pre-
cautions and—"

Brring!

They all stared at each other in si-
lence. Barbour looked anxiously at
the clock on his desk. A few seconds
past ten o’clock. Anne was on her feet,
her white skin drained of blood, her
hands trembling paroxysmally. Fen-
ton stood mext to her, apparently
scared to death. .

Burman began, “Do you think—"

Trent silenced him with a glare.
Footsteps went by the door in the
hall as Kolb answered the harsh sum-
mons of the bell Trent heard the
door open. He heard Kolb’s voice,
speaking slowly. Then the door closed
again. Kolb entered the library,
carryig a letter.

RENT took it. On the front was
the terse inseription, “A. Bar-
bour.”

“It's for you,” said Trent, gazing
at Arthur Barbour. “I'd better open
it.” He did so. A slip of paper fell out.
On it was that same damning inscrip-
tion of the scorpion with the same
ominous message—*'‘Eleven tonight.”

Trent jammed the note in Burman's
hand and caught Kolb by the lapels of
his immaculate outfit.

snapped.

“That man!” Trent
“Where did he go 7"

“D-down the block!” replied Kolb,
terrified by Trent’s truculence. “To-
ward Park Avenue!”

“What'd he look like?”

“He was short and fat. He—he had
on a gray coat.”

Trent flung out of the door, crying,
“I'll be back! Sit tight!” He reached
the front door and went through it
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like a comet. Out in the street he
locked up and down perspicaciously.
The shamblmg misshapen outline of a
vague figure, heading toward Park
Avenue, caught his gaze.

He tore down Church Street after
it, his right hand feeling tentatively
for his ready Colt.

At that moment, he saw his quarry
climb into a taxicab, and the car
roared off down Park Avenue.

Trent whistled shrilly at a passing
hack and climbed aboard it. “Follow

“that cab, the red one!” he snapped to
his awed driver.

“Yes, sir!”

The engine roared thunderously
ag the taxi hurtled forward after the
red car like a winged arrow. A traf-
fic light held them up for a minute
while Trent cursed his driver loucly
for not crashing through it. He did
not lose sizht of the red cab, however.
It had also stopped at the next hlock
for a red light. Trent was impressed
with the fact that his prey did not
seem to be particularly anxious about
making a get-away.

The lights changed.

Trent’s hack wheeled forward
swiftly and in a few split seconds,
they zoomed up alongside the red taxi.
Trent waved at the driver with his
Colt.

“Pull over!" he cried sharply. “Pull
over, or I'll plug you!”

.The driver of the red cab looked
horror-stricken. He jammed on his
brakes and sliced across the pave-
ment to the curb where the taxi

shrieked to an abrupt stop. Trent’s.

cab followed right after him, forcing
him into the sidewalk to a halt,
“What is this?” babbled the red
hack driver. ““A stick-up? Listen, I'm
a poor guy. I've gotta wife and—"
“Shut up!” snapped Trent. “I'm
after your fare.” He flashed his badge
as he grabbed the chromium handle
of the rear door of the red hack and
hurled it open, his heavy Colt menaec-
§ng the figure in the tonneau mean-

ingly.
As the door of the cab opened, an
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automatic light leaped soundlessly

into life in the rear of the cab, expos-

ing the occupant with crisp clarity.
Trent gasped. Then he blanched.
“God!’ he rasped hoarsely. He

‘pounded the driver roughly on the

shoulder. “Drive like hell!” he ex-
claimed. “For the nearest hospital.
Never mind the lights!”

E leaped into the red hack and

closed the door as it shot away,
pounding and grinding a furious
chant of horse power. The other cab,
the one Trent had commandeered, fol-
lowed in the red hack’s wake amids
a nebula of carbon monoxide miasma
and swirling dirt.

Inside the hack, Trent gaped in
stupefactlon at the grisly phanta.sma-
goria which sat beside him.

“Whitey Krass!" Trent said. “By
all that’s holy!"’

He stooped over closer to Krass.
Something was horribly wrong with
the man. His mouth was bleeding
hideously, the gore streaming down
over his chiin and onto his shirt and
gray coat.

Krass’s eyes were closed. Trent,
even as he sat there, watched the
man's ears begin to bleed copiously.
The fellow was a raw crimson mess,
a bleeding body whose flow could not
be stemmed.

Krass’s eyes opened suddenly. The
pupils were widely dilated as though
atropin had been dropped into them.
They swerved across Trent’s face un-
seeingly, furtively. And Trent, his
stomach rolling at the god-awful
gruesomeness of the scene, saw blood
seep up from the man’s eye sockets
ard begin to pour across the eyes in
a purplish film of death.

At the same time, Krass’s throat
began to change into a ghastly mac-
abre hue of shining ebony. The white
pigments of the flesh melted away
into jet. The sallow pallor of Krass's

- cheeks merged into an awesome cya-

notic color which was indescribable.
Trent felt sick. But he controlled
himaelf.
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“Whitey |” he shrilled. “For God’a
sake, speak! What's happened to
“you?’

. Krasg heard his voice. Whether
“he recognized it or not was problem-
atical, But Krass wanted to say some-
thing. He struggled courageously to
speak. His mouth fell open stiffly.
Trent could see his tongue try to
move, could make out the blackish
" blood which seethed up through the
oral cavity. Krasa's throat rattled in a
purging gurgle and his words died
there eerily.

Trent’s heart was clumping like a
triphammer and hia own face a sight.
- In all hia hard-boiled life he had never
geen so terrible a sight. Never had
-he seen a man's eyes—like Krass's
were now doing—coursing red-hot
- blood as though they were severed
arteries.

Frenziedly, and as if in inhuman
- pain and torture, Krass made vague
motions with his gore-covered hands.

Trent got him. He wanted a pen-

cil. Krass couldn’t speak. The biood
had flooded his throat. He was dying,
but the man could still write, Franti-
cally, Trent dove his hands through
his pockets, found the stub of a_pencil
and an old envelope. -

He fixed them in Krass's dying
hands, Krass nodded dumbly. He
couldn’t geem to close his mouth and
his blood burst forth from it in huge
deposits.

The hand with the pencil moved

_puerilely, jaggedly. Trent watched.

The pencil made an A. Then it went
“down in an adolescent scrawl and
_made a B.

The taxi lurched to a sudden stand-
still. The driver turned. “Here yuh
are! Memorial Hospital! What's hap-

"pened to—Jeez!"”

Trent did not move. The pencil had
dropped to the floor from Krass's
nerveless fingers and the paper with
the two letters fluttered after it.

Krass went rigid and his breath
exhaled mournfully. Trent thought it
would never stop. Then Krass relaxed
and his head drooped down slowly,
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MAmazing!”

- eredulously.

A

still bleeding from ears, eyes, nose,
and mouth profusely. But Trent knew
he wus sitting with a corpse.

Trent glanced up. Two young in-
ternes in white were standing beside
the cab, a stretcher in their hands.
Trent got out and helped them lift the
repugnant cadaver onto the stretcher,
They whirled around and carried it
into the emergency operation room.
One of them said, “A party on me, I
guess. He arrived dead.”

Trent shuddered. He had often seen
death, and too had treated it like
these kids with that cold profession-
al cynicism. But he had never seen
such a gory demise. Never. He foi-
lowed them, wondering curiousiy
what had happened to Krass.

“You wait here,” he called to the
hack driver.

He went into the operating room
after the intermes. They stripped
Krass down at Trent's order and af-
ter a flash of his badge. ““Better
get a full-fledged doe,” Trent added.
“] want to kmow how this bird died
—and I want the report accurate!”

A short, fussy little man ap-
proached Trent.

“I'm Dr. Groucher,”
look him over.”

As Groucher began to inspect
Krass's body, Trent thought vaguely
how well the doctor’s name suited
him. There wasa roaring silence while
Dr. Groucher inspected the gory skull
of Krass with. evident reluctance.

Finally the medico breathed,

he said. “T'lt

“Sure,” said Trent. “But what

killed him?”
“Snake venom,” said Dr. Grouch-

-er complacently. ‘Yes, yes. It's most

interesting.”

“Snake venom?’ Trent boomed in-
“Snake venom? Don’t
kid me! I saw this bird a few minutes
ago. He was perfectly all right, He
got into a cab and drove off. That
wasn't twenty minutes ago and I
never lost sight of the cab the whole
time. Now you say he's dead of snake
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venom! A snake couldn’t have bitten
him®

“But a snake did bite him,” said
Dr. Groucher severely. “Any effi-
cient doctor could diagnose that at a
glance. See here. This man has suf-
fered from some violent hemor-
rhaggin. There is marked destruction
of the blood cells, particularly the
erythrocytes, as far as I can hazard.
What’s more, there is no evidence of
neurotoxic action in the venom.
Therefore, I'd even say
snake which killed this man was one
of the New World vipers.”

“Which means?”’

“Oh, er, rattlesnake, or fer-de-lance,
or some such viper.”

Trent was adamant. “But he
couldn't have—" he paused. “You
find me the fang punctures, doctor,
and I'll believe yow. And while you're
looking for them, I want to make a
telephone call.”

“You’ll find a phone in the next
room,” said Dr. Groucher.

Trent nodded and left him. There
was a clock on the wall over the op-
erating table where Krass's naked
cadaver was now stretched. It read
elcven-ten. Ten minutes past Ar-
thur Barbour’'s appointed hour of
death as set by the Scorpion. Trent
felt a little worrled.

He called the Barbour residence as
quickly as possible. There seemed to
be an unnecessary delay. Without
warning he heard a sharp metallic
click as someone at the other end
lifted the receiver.

“Hello,” he said, “this is Trent re-
porting., Who's this ?”

“Good God, Trent!” exclaimed An-
thony Burman. “Where have you
been ? Something terrible—horrible—
has happened!”

Trent felt an icy clutch grip at
his heart in unconscionable dread.
He grasped the phone more tightly.

“What’s—happened ?” he grated.

“It's Barbour!” exclaimed Bur-
man wildly. “He's dead, Trent. He
died at just eleven o'clock. My God,
but it's horrible!”

that the -
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“Horrible?” echoed Trent.

“Yes,” babbled Burman. “He's

bled to death, Trent. His eyes, his

ears, his nose and mouth. Blood all
over the place. Get out here as quickly
a3 possible!”

CHAPTER I1
THE DEATH NoOTE

W’H.EN Trent returned to the
emergency room, Dr. Groucher
was teetering on his heels, his hands
clasped behind his back, and he was
staring at the ceiling, his brows fur-
rowed.

“Well,” said Trent, his face a trifle
wan,

“It's odd,” ssid Dr. Groucher.
“Damned odd. But there's not a sign
of a serpent’s fangs anywhere on this
man’s body !”

“I knew it,” said Trent, relieved.
“I told you a snake couldn't have bii-
ten him. It was humanly impossible.
How did he die then, doc?”’

“Just as I said,” replied Dr.
Groucher, annoyed. “The diagnosis
is precisely the same. This man was
killed by a snake venom, which was
accompanied with drastic haemoly-
sig.”

Trent scowled. “But no sign of
fang punctures?”

“That’s it.”

“Well, how was the venom admin-
istered into the bird’s body, then, by
a hypo needle?”

Dr. Groucher shook his head.

“No, there is absolutely no mari
on the body. Do you understand, no
mark whatsoever! I don’t know how
he was killed. It's an utter paradox
on the face of an examination! It's
mystifying!”

“Do vou mean,” Trent said, “that
Krass here ig dead from snake poison
and there is no possible way apparent
to you how the stuff got into his sys-
tem?” .

“That’s the premise.”

“But, doc,” protested Trent. “You
must’ve missed something. It had to
be injected into his.blood stream!”
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“T know that. But I haven’t missed
anything. I'm certain, I tell you, that
there is no abrasion nor wound of in-
jection anywhere on this corpse. Per-
haps an autopsy will tell, but I doubt
it. I never saw anything like this in
my life!”

Trent thought briefly.

“He was smoking,” he said at
length. “When 1 got into the hack
while he was dying, there was a
cigarette butt on the floor. Could the
poison have been in the smake of the
cigarette?”’

Dr. Groucher grunted contemptu-
ously.

“Fantastic. This mun received a
eoncentrated dose of snake venom.
That is crystalline. You can’'l put it
into smoke.”

Trent shrugged.

"Weil, you'd better phone the cor-
oner and let him saw the stifif and
try to find out what's what. I've got
business, doc. Some one else has been
humped off in the same way.” While
Dr. Groucher looked astounded, Trent
continued, “Where are Krass’s
clothes? I want to search them.”

One of the intermes handed the
dead man’s belongings over. Trent
went through every pocket. All he
unearthed was 2 batch of brand new
cash bills which amounted to one hun-
dred dollars, and a pack of ordinary
cigarettes.

“Now where,” thought Trent,
“would a cheap little ¢rook like Krass
pick up one hundred bucks in brand
new bills?" .

Trent stuffed the bills in his pocket
and left the emergency room swiftly.
Both of the cab drivers were waiting
for him. Trent paid off the cab he
had employed in the chase. Then he
went to the other one, opened the door
to the tonneau and inspected the back
of the hack minutely. On the floor,
something like metal caught his eye

with a glinting flash. He stooped over

and picked it up.

It was a thin hollow tube of metal,
about two and three-quarters inches
long. Trent gazed at it wonderingly.

Then he shrugged, carefully put it
intbo his pocket, and climbed into the
cab.
“Church Street,” he snapped.
They whirled away again,

ANTHONY BURMAN, excited,
breathless, met Trent at the
door of the Barbour edifice this time
instead of Kolb. The D.A., usnally so
self-composed and cool in the face of
anything extraordinary, was badly
upset.

They both went to the library.
Trent saw that Kolb, the Barbour
butler, was standing in that room,
with the two others, Roger Fenton
and Anne. Fenton’s eyes were sweep-
ing the room furtively. He avoided
Trent's stare. Anne was sitting on
the sofa, erying hysterically,

Trent spoke to no one. He walked
across to the desk. There was a
stranger next to it. A tall man with
a grayish goatee and mustache. He
wore a pitice-inez. Trent acked, “Who
are you?"

“Dr. Hugh Van Drentun,” the man
replied nervously. “Mxr. Burman
called me right after this happened.
I hurried right over.”

“The family medico?”

“Quite.”

Trent nodded. He motioned the doc-
tor aside and stepped close to the un-
moving figure which sat in the chaixr
at the desk, head bowed to the ve-
neered surface of the desk.

One glance was sufficient. Barbour
had died in exactly the same ungodly
manner as Whitey Krass. The top of
the desk was a lake of blood, now
darkened and desiccated. Trent lifted
the head back and stared down at the
repulsive features of the corpse.
They were bloody. There was not 2
spot of pink flesh visible anywhere
around. Nothing but a dried curtain
of blood over the face. The eyes were
opened and sightless and were bulg-
ing slightly from the flow of the crim-
son stream as it sought egress from
the eye sockets.
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Barbour’s lips were a heavy blue..
His throat and neck were finished in
a shining sable glow. Even the
clenched stiffening hands of the dead
man were discolored, had a purplish
aue.

“Well, doctor,” said Trent evenly,

‘what'd you make of it?”

Dr. Van Drentun licked his lips and
drew a deep breath.

“It’s—it's unnerved me,” he said,
“For several reasons, It's so damned
coincidental”

“Talk sense,” said Trent crisply.

“It's this way,” Dr. Van Drentun
explained slowly. “I have been ex-
nerimenting for nearly half a year
now with snake venoms—"

“You have!”

Dr. Van Drentun nodded, il at
case. “Yes, I have. Please don’t jump
to conclusions, Mr. Trent, until you’ve
heard me. Doctors, you know, have
found that venoms, if used in small
amounts, have proved very beneficial.
For example, I had a patient suffer-
ing from what 1s known as purpura,
a bdleeding condition of the skin. I
cured this patient by small injections
of fer-de-lance venom, which, itself
a drastic haemotoxie, stemmed the
riow of the adverse hemorrhage.”

“Skip the scientific lingo,” said
Trent. “So you have some fer-de-
lance venom at your place?"

*Yes,

Trent smiled crookedly.

“You know, of course, that Bar-
bour died from an injection of fer-de-
lance venom?”

‘“Yes,” said Dr. Van Drentun.
“That's what frightens me. I am cer-
tain it was fer-de-lance toxin which
killed him. Buat there i3 no mark of
serpent’s fangs anywhere near the
black spots of his neck!”

“No snake was used,” said Trent.
“How about a hypo?’

“Nothing!”

“You haven’t examined him fully?”

“No, but I know that the venom
was centralized at the neck. That'’s
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why the throat is black. That’s why
his eyes bled!”

“Are you missing any of your sup-
ply of the venom?”

Dr. Van Drentun paled. “I—don’t
—know.”

Trent scowled. “Okay. Sit tight, all
of you for a second. Mr. Burman,
vou’d better telephone the coroner
and have the public welfare boys cart
this corpse away. I want an autopay
on this the first thing in the mornlng.
Markless injection'! It’s a trick!”

“I'll call him,” said Burman.

Trent turned and eysd Kolb with
perspicacity. “Come here,” he sald.

Kolb shuddered slightly and ap-
proached Trent. **Yes, sir?”

Trent turned to the medico.

“Yan Drentun,” he said, “if a man
was going to kill Barbour, and if he
used a spake poison, he’d have to
know something about snakes,
wouldn't he? Or at least, the relative
toxicity of the venom being used?”

“Absolutely,” sald Dr. Van Dren-
tun. “Now if I had wanted to kill
Arthur—" he paused warily. “This
is hypothetical, understand — my
knowledge of fer-de-lance venom is
very exact. I know just how much I
would have given him. It is essen-
tial that one be famillar with snake
venom to kill with it.” ‘

“Kolb,” said Trent. “Hold up your
left hand.”

Kolb went white as a sheet nnd
trembled. .

“I—TI don't understand, sir.”"

“Hold it up!”

Kolb slowly lifted his left hand like
a man in a deep hypnosis. The white
scar in the shape of the rude letter
H seemed to gleam like electriclty.

“Where did you get that scar?’
Trent asked.

Kolb’s jaw set. He said nothing.

“Why, it’s a protective incision!”
exclaimed Dr. Van Drentun. “That’s
the ldnd of .a cut it is necessary to
make when. a man has been bitten by
a snake!”

“God save me!"” Kolb cried sud-
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denly. “I didn’t do it! I didn’t do it!”

“Come clean, Kolb,” said Trent
with acerbity. “Where did you get
that sear?” -

Kolb replied tremulously, “I was
bitten. I used to work in a snake mu-
seum down on Sixth Avenue. That
was 3 good many years ago, 1 was
bitten by one of the snakes one day
while I was cleaning it for vermin.”

“What kind 7

“A~—a—jararvaca—""

“But a jaroraca is arother nane
for fer-de-lance,” snapped Dr. Van
Drentun to Trent. “It is the South
American rattlesnake, and is some-
times even called by a third name,
barba amcrille! Kolb was bitten by
the same kind of snake whose venom
killed Barbcur!”

“It wasn't me!” Kolb cried. “Hon-
est, it wasn't me! I have not cven
seen 2 serpent for eight years. It was
eight years ago I woried in that mu-
seum. After that damned reptile bit
me, I lost my nerve and quit snakes!”

“How'd they save you?”’ said Trent.

“Permanganate crystals and se-
rum,” said Kolb.

“But you kitew how fer-de-lance
venom worked?”’

“Yes,” said Kolb, “but for Ged's
gsake, Trent, you've got to believe me!
1 didn't do it.” He pointed an accus-
ing finger at Roger Fenton. “IWhy
don't you ask him? Why don't you
find out motives ? Fenton knew snake-
bite! He knew venoms! And what’s
more, he hated Barbour. I heard them
quarreling only the other night!”

\RENT wheeled on Roger Fenton
who went ashen at Kolb’s words

and swayed slightly.

“Is that true?” Trent said.

“No!* Fenton shrilled piercingly.
*“That’s not true! Damn your prying
ears, Kolb! I knew you skulked—"

“Take it easy,” said Trent. “Kolb,
what was this bird fighting with
Barbour about?”

“Anne,” said Kolb.

Anne rose to her feet, and pleaded-
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sobbingly, “No, Keclb, please don't
make it any worse.”

“What is this?” demianded Trent.

“Fenton wanted to marry Anne,”
said Kolb. “He was after her money
and Barbour was leaving his entire
estate to his daughter.”

“How'd you know that??

“I heard him say so to Fenton
when they argued. Barbour told Fen-
ton that if Anne married such a rot-
ter, she would not get one red cent!
That's it! Fenton killed Barbour to
make sure that Anne would have her
inheritance when he married her!”

“That’'s not so!” Fenton shouted
insanely.

“How about venoms,” zaid Trent.
“Do you know anything about fer-
de-lance venom?”

“Not a thing,” said Fenten. “Not a
thing in the world. I never even saw
a Brothrops specimen.”

“He's lying,” said Anthony Bur-
man who had come back into the
room. The D.A. nodded to Trent.
“I've called the coroner.” He glanced
at Fenton. “You're lying, Roger. You
know it. It won’t get you anywhere."

Fenton wilted like a dying flower.
His shoulders drooped and his face
looked very old. “Yes,” he muttered
dully. “I'm lying. It was foolish,
Everyone knows—" He glanced up at
Trent. “You see, Mr. Trent, I am
very familiar with sundry venomas. I
used to be associated, recently too,
with the Antivenin Institue at Telas,
in the Honduras, the neotropical divi-
sion.”

. Trent was watching Burman close-
v g

“Dr. Van Drentun,” he said, "are
you Burman’'s medico too?’

“Yes.ll

“QOh, see here, Trent,” objected An-
thony Burman good-naturedly. “You
aren’t suggesting that I did this-
thing 7’

“I suspect everybody,” said Trent.
He curveyed the group. “Did any of
you ever hear of a man named Whitey
Krass?’ .
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“T—er——1 have, of course,” said
Burman.

“Anyone else?”

There was no reply.

“Now that’s funny,” said Trent
pointedly. “Because Krass is dead,
Mr, Burman. He died in a cab a little
while ago. Krass was killed in the
szme way as Barbour. Queer, ain’t it?
And Krass was the man who came to
the front door and left that last
warning which Barbour got from the
Scorpion?”’

Burman breathed, “Good heavens!”

“Y think,” Trent continued, “that
Krass was just s tool. I think he
probably never knew what was in
the letter he delivered, that he was
merely a plant. He was paid by some-
one who knew him to deliver that let-
ter. He was given a hundred bucks.
How? It was placed in the letter box
outside the front door. Krass was told
to deliver the letter and then col-
lect from the mail box. He did. But
the Scorpion took no chances. He
killed Krass just like Barbour. Dead
men tell no tales.”

Burman laughed harshly.

“But why all the folderol?’ he
agked. “Why send a man to deliver
such a note?”

“To make it look like a real extor-
tion ring,” said Trent. “To make it
look as though the Scorpion were
some kind of archfiend on the out-
side, when in reality, the Scorpion is
an amateur killer. In fact, one of
those present.”

“You're presuming,” said Burman
angrily. “I'm the D.A. of this county,
Trent, and I don’t llke your tone. It's
insinuating. If you were such a smart
shamus, youw’d want to know how
Barbour died. You haven't even asked
that. Instead you try to find asinine
motives!”

“I know how Barbour died,” said
Trent.

“You know?”

“Yeah.” Trent’s eyes were like slits.
“You were all sitting here. Nothing
happened. There was no sound, no
disturbance at all. Suddenly Barbour
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just gasped and began to bleed. He
died before you could do anything.”

“How could you guess that?” Bur-
man marveled.

“T didn't guess it,” said Trent dry-
ly. “Krass died the same way. No
mark on his body. He was perfectly
all right when he got into a cab.
When I caught up with him a few
minutes later, he was still sitting up-
right, apparently okay, but he was
a doomed man!”

“But—but—"

“Mister Dlistrict Attorney,” said
Trent coolly, “would you like to see
what Krass did as his last act on
earth? I asked him what had hap-
pened. But he couldn’'t spesk. He
didn’t have any voice. I stuck a pencil
in his hand. And he wrota. You know
what he wrote? He wrote the initials
of the man who murdered him. Here
~—take a look at what they are!”

RENT handed the scrap of en-
velope to the district attorney
who accepted it, his face pallid. Bur-
man looked tensely down at the two
scrawled letters on the paper. “A,”
he mumbled, “and B.” Burman shiv-
ered and his hands shook. “But—
what does that mean, Trent?”
Dr. Van Drentun interrupted, “By
Judas! I remember now!”

“Remember what?” Trent snapped.

The doctor was white and sweat
exuded from his face. His hands
plucked at his coat furtively. “But it
can't—"" he began. He stopped and.
felt nervously in his coat. “Forget it,
Trent,” he said. “Has anyone seen my
cigarette case?”

“Here it is,” said Roger Fenton,
and handed it to Van Drentun.

Trent turned belligerently on the
medico.

“Look ‘here, doctor,” he said. “If
you now something, speak up. This
is no time for acting. What d’you re-
member ?*

“I—I made a mistake,” Dr. Van
Drentun said weakly. “It had noth-
ing to do with the case.”
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“You were going to tell me who
knew that you were experimenting
with fer-de-lance venom,” said Trent.
‘You were going to tell me who had
been visiting your laboratory, and
could have stolen the deadly stuff.”

Dr. Van Drentun shook his head
vigorously as he lighted a cigarette.
“Not at all,” he protested. “Not at
&l

Trent turned to Burman.

“And you, Tony, were the one who
did visit Van Drentun’s laboratory!
Krass even wrote your initials as he
died. Anthony Burman. A.B.”

“That's not evidence,” said Bur-
man coolly.

“IM make it evidence!”

Trent paused suddenly. He was
looking at Anne. Her face was con-
torted in ghastly lines at something
which met her gaze. Her eyes wid-
ened hideously. Her pale-white hands
flew up to her mouth.

“Good God!” Fenton moaned.

Trent went around like a top. His

breath stopped like a shot for several .

seconds and he bad the oddest sen-
sation of the hair on his head stand-
ing right up on end

Dz, Van Drentun was sioking slow-
ly to tbe floor, sagging down like an
empty gunnysack, limply, lifelessly.
His cigarette fell from his nerveless
fingers to the floor.

There was a peculiar twitching to
the medico’s face. His hands clutched
his throat and squeezed it torturedly.
Agony seethed through him. He gur-
gled, tried to speak. No go. His eyes
rolled the room aimleasly, never Yght-
ing on one spot. They fell on the desk.
‘A hand clutched at the desk, grabbed
at a small calendar with a tiny mir-
ror atop it.

Then, with a horrid groan, Dr.
Van Drentun sank completely to the
floor and sprawled out there awk-
wardly, grotesquely.

The thunderous silence of the li-
brary was split only by Trent’s weird,
creepy whisper, “He's bleeding!”

CHAPTER III
THE SCORPION STRIKES

TH.ERE was nothing they could
do. In ten terrible minutes Dr.
Hugh Van Drentun was dead. He
never regained consciousness. Anne
had collapsed into Femton's arms,
gtruck down into unconsciousuess by

the macabre aspect of the defunct

medico’s gory face. Burman was like
a ghost. He bit his lips- until they
bled. Only Kolb seemed compoused.

When Trent was certain that Van
Drentun was a corpse, he stooped
down and took the calendar with its
mirror from the doctor’s hand. The
smoldng cigarette on the rug caught
his eye. It had burned a large hole
in the elastic Sarouk. Trent picked
it up and jammed out the glowing tip
in an ash tray. A canny look perme-
ated his eyes. Apparently as an after-
thought, he stuck the partly burnt
cigarette in his pocket.

“Fenton,” he said, “take care of
Miss Barbour. You'd better get her
to bed. She'll be a nervous wreek.
Then you come down and wait here
for the coroner and the police. Kolb
—that goes for you too. Burman, I
want to see you alone.”

‘“I'm warning you, Trent,” said
Burman. “Be careful whom you ac-
cuse!”

Anthony Burman followed Marty
Trent out of the library and into the
front hall of the Barbour residence.
No sooner had they closed the library
door behind them, than Burman
wheeled on Trent and snapped, ‘“What
ia it, Trent? What've you got? Why
were you baiting me like that?”

“Sorry, Tony,” said Trent. “I had
to. For one thing, as long as I make
the Scorpion think that I believe you
to be the killer, you're safe. Get it?
I haven't got a serap of evidence to
arrest this fiend. I couldn’t make a
charge stick to save my soul. But 1
want to keep yom out of danger.
Watch yourself. Don’t learn too much
or I;t anyone know you know too
much.” : .
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“You mean onme of those birds
would bump me?”’

“Just like Van Drentun was
bumped,” sald Trent. “He was going
to tell who visited his laboratory. But
the Scorpion beat him to the punch.”

“But do you—" began Burman.

“Yes,” said Trent qu.letly. “I know
who the Jeorpion is.

uw’ho ?”

Trent 3smiled. “You'll see. You
might let the hint drop when you get
back there that I sald no one was to
smoke a clgarette If he values his
life,”

“Cigarette?”’

“Yeah,” sald Trent. '“Thatll hit
close to home, Tony. It may bring
the killer out on my trail after me.
And that will be evidence that you
caRr't beat!”

“But what about cigarettes?”

“Don’t 3moke any,” said Trent.
*“Not even your own.”

“But why .

Trent grimaced. “They make you
bleed, Tony.
die.”

While a light of understanding per-
vaded Burman, Trent walked to the
front door, opened it and stepped
forth into the night. He nearly
bumped into a group of men coming
up the stairs,

“Well, well,” said Trent. “The
Homiclde Squad. 'Lo, inspector. Say,
doc, can I speak to you a second?’

Inspector Callahan, commanding
the bureau, deterred Trent with a
powerful grip. “Where’re you going,
shamus?”’ he demanded. “If there’s
been a bump-off here, you're not
leaving.”

“Listen, flatfoot,” said Trent. “The
D.A.s inside. And if ke lets me leave,
you can't stop me.”

“Burman here?’ Callahan queried
in amazement. “Hell's bells, some-
thing is really wrong, What's up?”

“Double murder,” sald Trent.

“Nice clean job. Wait’'ll you get a
glim at the stiffs., You'll never be able
to figure it out.”

s not a nice way to
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“Huh,” said the inspector and
brushed past Trent.

Trent turned his attention to Dr.
Lem Sayers, chlef medical examiner,
“Listen, doc,” he said, “dld you get
tha call down to Memorial Hospital 7"

“Sure, Trent,” said Dr. Sayers. “I
tried to put the aasistant on it, but
Dr. Groucher down there said you in-
sisted I see the corpse.”

“Yeah,” said Trent., “You see, doc,
Krass was knocked off the same way
as thess two in here.”

“What?” crled Dr. Sayers. “You
mean they’re all hooked up?”

“That's it.”

“But who's dead 1nsndo?"

“Arthur Barbour and Dr. Hugh
Van Drentun.” -

Dr. Sayers gulped. “Ye gods!”

The medical examiner shook his
head. “I don’t get this at all, Trent.
I suppose you know what you’re do-
ing?

HI do ”»

“But a rat like Krass tied up with a8
man like Barbour!”

“T know, doc. It sounds screwy, but
it’s so. Tell me, what did you find
out about that cadaver?”

Dr. Sayers shook his head. “Noth-
ing, dammit! That's why I'm both-
ered. Groucher told you just as much
as I could. Krass died from haemotox-
ic snake venom, and the fer-de-lance
is the most likely reptile. But I don’t
see how on earth the poison ever got
into Krass’s system. There’s not &
mark on his body, Trent. Not a sign
anywhere. I'll stake my rep on it!”

“Did you look inside of the mouth

“3ure. Nothing but blood there.”

“How about the throat?”

“What do you mean?”

“The throat,” said Trent. “Way
back in the throat, probably far down
into the esophagus.”

“God,” said Dr. Sayers. “I didn't
probe back there. Too gory. And how
could any one have injected the ven-
om into a man’'s gullet without a ter-
rible scrap?”

Trent smiled. “That's what hap-
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penet.i though, doe. Okay, 1"l be seeing
you.”

'HE medical examiner went into
the house. Trent called a cab,
snapped an address to the driver, and
the hack sped away. It took Trent
quite a little while to rouse up the
county clerk at that hour of the
night. But the detective finally: ac-
complished it. His search through the
‘records took him quite a while, Long-
er that he had expected. It ended
successfully, however, and with a
happy smile on his face, Trent finally
headed for his own apartment. He
reached there at a quarter of three.
Trent shed his hat and coat and put
on his slippers. He had ne sooner set-
tled himsaelf with the same newspaper
which he had been reading previous
to his being called on the case, than
the irritating jingle of the telephone
bell sliced through the taciturmity
of the apartment.

“Trent answered it.

“Hello, Trent,” said a man’s voice.
“This is Burman.”

“Hello, Tony,” said Trent, “How'd
things go?”

“I'm at home,” replied Burman.
“Inapector Callahan cleaned up the
mesg for the night and sent the sus-
pects on their way with a warning of
arrest. He's all at ses, but I don't
blame him. You stole all the clues”

“Did you drop that hint about net
smoking ?” Trent asked.

"Yep~"

“How'd it goT”

“No one blinked an eye.” Burman
hesitated. ‘Listen, Trent, you said
when you left that you know who the
Scorpion is. Don't you think you'd
better let me in on it?”

“Afraid I'll be bumped before you
find out ?* Trent asked.

Burman chuckled. “In a way. Come
across.” -

“Tell you what I'll do,” said Trent.
“You come up here. You know where
T Hve? Sure, you do. Stand outside.
If my.light is on, stay there. If it
blinks twice, come up, and come up
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with a rod ready for action. Got it?”

Burman scemed to hesitate. “Okay,
Trent, I'm on my way.”

The telephone clicked. Trent hung
the hand-set back. He turned around
and picked up his newspaper again.
Midway in the action, Trent stopped
and froze into immobility. )

Someone was standing across the
room from him. First he saw the
feet, then the person,

“Hello,”” Trent said evenly. “You
got here earlier than 1 expected.”

“Did 1 )

Trent was breathing quickly.
“Yeah, vou sort of got the jump on
me. So I was nght The Scorpion,
eh?n

“Get up ”

Trent did not like the ugly black
muzzle of the small .32 revolver in
the Scorpion’s hand. He got up.

“Where we going?' he asked casu-
ally.

“For a little ride, smart guy! I
Imew you weren't so dumb. I thought
maybe you had caught up to Krass
alive. He would have spilled the whole
thing to you. But he was dead when
you got him."”

“That was playing it pretty close,”
said Trent. “You left a package of
your special brand of cigarettes in
the letter box along with the dough
you promised him if he’d deliver that
Scorpion note.”

“You're not dumb. That was it ex-
actly. Put on your coat.”

Trent drew a deep breath and
turned his back to put on his topcoat.

“None of that,” snepped the Scor-
pion sharply. “Turn around. And
keep your paws away from that Coit
in your shoulder holster. One funny
move and I'll shoot. I'm desperate.”

Trent said, “I don’t doubt it.”

“Unstrap that holster and let it
fall to the floor.”

Trent did so. The Colt fell from ita

‘scabbard and clattered on the wood.

“Right,” said the Scorpion. “Turn
around. Walk in front of me. Keep
both of your hands in your coat
pocket. When we get downstairs, get

|
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right into the gray sedan in front of
the house. You're driving.”

Trent smiled. “Ain’t you taking a
chance?”?

“No,” said the Scorpion. “If you
want to commit suicide, try some-
thing while you're driving. I'll kill you
like that. Pft! I've everything to lose
anyway. Another kill won’t hurt me.”

“Don't I know it,” sald Trent.
“Well, let’s go.”

Trent walked over to his lamp to
turn it out.

“Never mind that,” said the Scor-
pion. “I'll turn the lights out. Stand
in the doorway.”

Trent stood in the doorway and
waited. The Scorpion snapped off the
lamplight.

“Go on. No double light stuff for
Burman. I heard you on the phone
and he may have arrived.”

Trent sighed. “You certainly cov-
ered the loose ends.” .

He clambered down the stairs to
the street, his face set in an anxious
frown. Trent was in real trouble.
And he knew it. But there was noth-
ing he could do just yet. He could hear
the clatter of the Scorpion behind
him, the sound pounding on his ears
with all the dreariness of a funeral
march,

In the street, Trent shot a hasty
glance to the right and left, hoping to
heaven that Anthony Burman was on
hand. No one was in sight. Feverish-
ly, Trent’'s eyes swept the street,
searching vainly for the outline .of
some approaching figure. But there
was nothing but the twinlding street
lights, with the little cloud of misty
light sprouting down from beneath
each reflector.

Trent felt the muzzle of the revolv-
er nudge him meaningly. He sighed
and climbed into the gray sedan. He
sat up in front right under the steer-
ing wheel and settled himself fatalis-
tically. .

His stomach felt as heavy ag lead
and it hung like a heavy steer carcass
on the rungs of his ribs. Somehow
he pictured it clinging to his bones
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like a noose to & gibbet. He placed his
foot on the brake of the gray sedan.
A flashing thought struck him, Cau.
tiously and surreptitiously, he
pressed the brake twice while the
Scorpion slid into the machine on
the seat next to him.

Behind the car, through the dark-
ness, the brake-light over the license
plate flared up twice. .

“Get going,” sald the Scorpion.
“Boston Post Road. Aim towards
Rye and just keep on riding until

“tell you to stop.”

Trent nodded. What else could he
do? Resistance at this point was sui-
cide. The revolver felt icy against
the skin of his neck. Icy as the
clutching fingers of death, even now
reaching voraciously out for him, He
started the engine, put the car into
first gear and let in the clutch. The
machine moved off,

In the rear vision mirror, Trent
msade out the fiendish face of the en-
tity beside him and shuddered vio-
lently. A white, emaciated, tight face,
twisted into maniacal intent and im-
passioned fury. The face of the Scor-
pion—Kolb!

CHAPTER IV
THE DEATH STING

WENTY minutes passed. Trenb

felt bitter cold through and
through. Empty and raw. Thoese-
twenty minutes seemed like twenty
eternities to him as he guided the
gray sedan dexterously through the
city’s traffic,c weaving in and ‘out
past other cars and striking north-
ward onto the Boston Post Road.

At length they crossed the: city
line and entered into Westchester
County, coasting down a shallow hill
into the town of Pelham Manor..

Kolb grated harshly, “Take it
easy through this burg, Trent. Slow
down. No arrests for speeding unless
you want a bullet before your time is
up.n .

Trent said easily, *“Okay.”
His eyes were fixed unwaveringly
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on the rear vision mirrer in front of
him, In it, he eould faintly discern
the misshapen outline of a sable tour-
ing car behind, lagging carefully to
the rear. It appeared to be cagily
trailing him, wary of suspicion.
Trent’s heart gave a prodigious
bound. Was it the D.A.? Had An-
thony Burman somehow seen that
brake-light jump up twice into being
when Trent had pressed the brakes of
the gray sedan?

Gently and inconspicuously, Trent
touched his right foot on the brake
pedal of the machine as they swept
along. Intently then, he peered into
the mirror, unmindful of Kolb’s sav-
age face and menacing gun.

The touring car turned its head-
lights en and off twice!

Trent felt new hope surge up with-
in him. Burman was in the pursuing
¢ar all right. If Tony would only puil
up alongside new—

“Turn right at this traffic light,”
snapped Kolb tersely. “Keep straight
on toward the Shore Road.”

Trent swung the wheel and
careened the gray sedan around the
corner. Anxiously he watched for
the touring car. He saw it sweep on
straight ahead past the intersection.
Trent gaped in stupefaction. Then
he drooped like a wilted flower.

“Qkay,” said Kolb suddenly. “Stop
here. Right near that sign. Leave the
engine running.”

Trent did as he was told. He pulled
the gray sedan up at the side of the
road, his hands trembling.

“Climb out.”

“Qkay, Kkiller,”” said Trent with
grim nonchalance, as he got out.

Kolb, his eyes shining like a vi-
cious panther’s, glared at him
gloatingly.

“I¢ T were compassionate, Trent,”
he said, “T'd lift this gun and put a
red-hot slug between your damned
eyes. But you don't deserve such an
easy death. You’ve made a lot of
trouble for me. Yoa nearly ruined my
chanees with the police. You nearly
tald Burman who I was. You found
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out the secret of the Scorpion’s sting.
1 wouldn't be swrprised, if I may give
vou a Jeft-kanded compliment, if you
even knew the motive behind this
whole holocanst.”

“I kuow it all right,” said Trent.

“Qh,” smiled the killer. “You're
even clever enough to find that out,
¢h? Pm glad 1 didn’t undexestimate
rou, Trent. I was afraid of you from
tbe fivst, Well, you're through. 1 fee!
sart of sorry to do it. You're not a
had guy.”

“Thenks,” said Trent sarcastically.
“You had me fooled for quite a while
vourself,” he added, stalling for
time. “Up until the time you killed
Dr. Van Drentun, I didn’t know who
had done it.”’

“Van Drentun,” sneered Kolb.
“The chivalrous ass! It was Anne who
had teen to his laboratory. He didn™
say anything because he was being
gailant and keeping out the lady's
name. I went to his laboratory secret-
ly. He never knew it. But I had to
kill him to snut him up forever. There
was no telling when he might blurt
out her name. And then she would
have been arvested.”

“And you didn’t want that,” said
Trent.

“Of course not,” said Kolb. “The
whole thing was to help her out.”

“Tell me one thing,” said Trent.
“Did Featon know anything about
this 7’

“No,” said Kolb. “My idea was to
fasten the blame of the crime on him.
Killing two birds with one stone.”
Kolb glowered at Trent bestially.
“Don’t think you're stalling off death,
Trent. T can see through your queries
like glass. But I answered you be-
cause T thought you might like to
know just how things really stood be-
fore you were bumped. It's tough. I
don't like to do this. It'll be painful
to you. But you've got to die like the
others, I've got to leave the sting of

_the Scorpion on you to make the mur-

ders uniform.”
Trent looked inscrutable. His eyes
were on a silently approaching tour-
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ing car, which had evidently come
back to the intersection and was now
traversing Pelhamdale Avenue to-
ward the apot where the gray sedan
was parked.

“You’re not,” said Trent in a low
voice, “going to make me smoke orne

of those hellish cigarettes—the
damned things waich cause the bleed-
ing death?”

Even as the shamus 3poke, Kolb
hurled a solitary cigarette out into the
street where it fell.

“Pick it up, Trent,” Kolb snarled.
“And light it!”

“And if I refuse?”’

“You won’'t refuse.” The revolver
waved slightly.

Trent bent down and picked up the
cigarette. Simultaneously, a black fig-
ure ran alongside the gray sedan and
lifted an automatic pistol in over
the sill of the open window of the
front door.

It was Anthony Burman.

“Stick 'em up!” he cried fiercely.
“One funny move and I'll blast at—"

Trent bellowed, “Tony ! Look out!”

Crack!

The .32 revolver In Kolb's tight-
ened hand sounded almost spiteful as
it barked. Trent groaned in dismay.
Burman took the slug at almost point-
blank range and slopped over onto his
gide in the center of the road. He half
rose on his elbows, his pistol still
clutched firmly in his hand. His face
was contorted in pain.

OLB had fired at him as he spoke,
Burman had never even finished
his sentence. Kolb shot wildly out of
the front seat now, upset and excited
by the sudden appearance of the dis-
trict attorney. He began to run crazi-
ly down Pelhamdale Avenue.
Burman,. still conscious, drew an
unsteady bead on the baroque outline
of the fleeing killer. He fired twice
so rapidly the shots sounded like one.
Flame sliced across the darkness and
the slugs zoomed angrily in pursuit
of the Scorpion.
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The arrogant snap of the .32 gun..
billowed back through the night air.
Trent, momentarily paralyzed at the
unforeseen turn of events, heard the
sodden, ominous thud of lead biting
into flesh. He heard Burman emit a
gnastly moan and saw the loyal D.A.
fall lifelessly, the pistol slipping from
his nerveless fingers.

Before he knew it, Treat found
himself in chase of the madman. He
could only make out his figure hazily
through the diaphanous opacity of
the misty road. Kolb resembled a
flitting grayish specter as he fled
swiftly, lancing into the pitch. Occa~
sionally, he would hesitate, Trent saw
the peneil of yellow flame which
stabbed into the obscurity. He heard
the voice of the revolver and the
greedy whine of the slugs as they
searched for his body in the night.

Kolb cut across the grounds of an
estate. Trent followed on his heels.
Kolb-tried to ambush him with a shot
which ripped his hat bodily from his
skull and sent it reeling up high into
the air.

Trent dived for cover.

There was gruesome silence wh.lch
pounded llke cannon-fire in Trent’s
ears. He felt like a baby against a
tiger. Kolb had a lethal gun. He had
nothing. Nothing but the noxious cig-
arette which Kolb had thrown at him
and was going to force him to smoke,

A thought occurred to Trent.

At the same time, he heard sud-
den footsteps, the rustling of dead
brown leaves, and the strident erack-
ing of dry twigs. He looked up. Kolb
was {nsane. The pernicious butler was
attacking—running toward Trent,
the gun swinging wildly at his side
ind gleaming metallically in the
night. :

Trent half rose to meet the fear-
ful charge. He saw the gun describe
a short arc and raise up, focusing at
ten feet on the pit of his stomach.

“Damn you, Trent!” howled Kolb,
“T’ll keep this promise anyway!”

Somehow—he mnever really knew
afterwards—Trent got that toxic cig-
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arette into his mouth between his
lips. He faced directly at Kolb. The
butler stood squarely in front-of him,
‘entirely visible.

Kolb's finger tightened on the trig-
ger.

At the same split secord, an eerie
ghostly hissing cut the silence after
Kolb spoke. Trent blew with all his

might on the cigaretie, instead of in-

haling as he would Lave done or-
dinarily in the act of lighting the fag.

The Scorpion stifened and stood
perfectly stil], giving out only a quick,
slight gasp. The gun simed at Trent's
guts had never wavered. Several
hair-raising seconds fled. Had Le
missed? _

No. He bhad not. The revolver
dropped dully to the earth. Kolb
gtaggered, then sagged. Trent
watched him, fascinated, Kolb clawed
at his throat and fell. Macabre noiees
emanated from his mouth. He tried
desperateiy to speak. But could not.
His face darkened. And then XKoil's
mouth began to bleed.

Trent turned away. IIs knew what
would follow, how the gore would
surge from the butler’s ezrs and nose
and eyes. He had seen it twice before
and he did not warnt to see it again.
He walked slowly back to the guy
sedan, his stomach roiling within
him, .

Amthony Burman was sitting on
the edge of the running board.

“Tony!” Trent cried, surprised,
*You're all right?”

“Hello, Marty,” said Burman. “Get
him?”

“Yeah,” said Trent. “But how are
you?”

“QOkay. He nicked me twice in the
shoulder. Nothing serious, I guess. I
feel all right. But the pain made me
£0 o

“Thanks,” said Trent, “for saving
my life.”

“Think nothing of it. I saw you get
in this car. I was up the block. Then
you jammed that brake twice. I knew
insta.ntly you were on & spot I fol-
Jowed.”
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“Good job,” said Trent. “He was
mad.”

“How'd you get bim? You didn't
take my rod.”

Trent sighed.

“Diamond cut diamond,” he said.
‘“He gave me one of those poisonous
cigareties, tried to force me to smoke
it. But he forgot asomething. You
see, Tony, here's how Kolb murdered
those others. The cigarette which
each one was smoking when he died
waa loaded.”

“How?”

“There wag a thin metal tube run-
ning two and thiree-quarters inches—
the length of a cigarette—through
each cigarette. The ends of this tube
were uncovered, get it? In one end of
the tube, near the tip of the fag, Kolb
had placed a small feathered dart. It
was really 2 hollow needle, filled with
concentrated fer-de-lance venom
from Van Drentun’s supply. When
aach stiff inhaled on the cigarette
in the act of lighting it, the air in
the tube up to the dart was pulled
out. This created a vacuum, and air
pressure shot the dart deep into the
back of the throat of the vietim.”

Burmen frowned. “IIow come the
poison didn't leak out of the hol-
low needle?”

“Because the aperture in the tip
was plugged with a tiny speck of
soluble glycerine. Glycerine melts at
body temperature. When the dart im-
bedded itself in the throet, the heat
of the bedy melted it and allowed the
snake venom to pervade the system.
Diabolieal1”

“How’d you get onto him, Trent?”
asked Burman.

Trent smiled. “Well,” he said, join-
ing the D.A. on the running board,
‘“when Krass died, he scribbled the
initials A.B. on a piece of paper. To
me that meant three things—three
people who could have killed him.
Arthur Barbour, Anne Barbour, An-
thony Burman., Those three names
had those initials. But Barbour was
murdered himeelf. And. 1 could nod
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conceive the girl doing it. And'c'er-
tainly the D.A. was above suspicion
of murder, So it had to be something
else—it had to stand for someone
else’s initials.”

“But it couldn’t have been any one
else’s,” protested Burman. “There
was only Roger Fenton left. R.F.
That isn't A.B. And Kolb's last name
was enough to free him from suspi-
cion.”

“Ah, yes,” said Trent. “But that
really isn’t Kolb's name. I ¢telephoned
Tim McAdoo, who still runs that
Dime Museum down on Sixth Ave-
nue. That’s the place where XKolb
worked with the snakes, years ago.
Tim never heard of a bird called Kolb,
but when I described him, Tim knew
who he was right off.”

“And who was he?”

“Anton Berei,” said Trent. “He
changed his name when he started to
buttle.”

Burman sighed. “So far so good,”
he murmured. “I see how you caught
on. But why the whole fracas? I hon-
estly thought it was a real extortion
ring.” ,

“I didn’t,” said Trent. “No sane
extortion gang would ask such a ridie-
ulous figure as half a million bucks,
especially in one-grand bills which
could be so easily traced. I could see
right off that some amafeur was
trying to stage an effect. Barbour
was supposed to refuse payment.
That made death look like an outside
job—a real Scorpion gang.”

“How was Krass killed?"

“Kolb promised him a centary
note if he would deliver that card
at that hour. Kolb left the dough in
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the mail box. Krass took it. Also in the
box were some cigs. Krass, down on
kis luck, jumped at them. He even
took a cab with his dough and killed
himself lighting a fag in it and get-
ting the dart in his tiroat.”

“But why,” Burman repeated, “did
Kolb, alias Anton Berei, do all this?”

“Because,” said Trent sighing, “of
two reasons, two perfectly logical
reasons for murder. In the first
place, Anne Barbour is not really the
daughter of Arthur Barbour.”

“What ?”

“It's a fact. Barbour adopted her.
I saw it in the records. Anton Berci
abandoned her when he changed his
name. Barbour adopted her. Anne
Barbour is really Anne Berci, the
daughter of «Kolb! And Kolb, seeing
the girl being inhibited by Barbour’s
selfish motives, killed Barbour so that
Anne would come into the estate and
live on her own, a young heiress.”

“But what of Fenton?”

“XKolb thought Fenton a rotter. So
did Barbour. Barbour forbid Anne's
marriage to Fenton. Kolb did, too,
within himse!f. He planned to lay the
blame for the whola case on Fenton’s
shoulders and have him electrocuted.
Kill two birds, get it?”

“T get it,” said Burman. “Amaz-
ing!”

“Yeah” said Trenut, “Anyway
Kolb's dead. Maybe it's better -that
way..A trial would have made a lot
of nasty facts public, hurt Anne her-
self, an innocent bystander. This way
—say, Tony, here comes a flock of
motorcycles. These Pelham Manor
cops certainly can hear gunfire a long
vays off, can’t they?”
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“Preventative cnmlnology?" sug-

gested Dan.

“Book atuff, You can’t learn police
work out of a book, young fella.”

Dan smiled ingratiatingly, and the
furrows between the eyes of the griz-
zled inspector ironed out.

“Take Slip Haskins,” continuel
Wallace, slightly mollified. “For three
years that yegg has had his fingers
into everything crooked in this town.
Do we get him? We do not. And why?”

He waited a moment and then an-
awered his own question. “I'll tell you
why. Because the dumb dicks they
send me only know what they’ve been
taught out of books, They learn to
shoot by wasting ammunition on dum-
mies, they learn a lot of hooey about
‘crime prevention.’ They stand around
and wait for something to happen,
while they play pat-a-cake with a lot
of crooks and tell ’em to be good boys.
Then they go yippin’ and yappin’ like

a lot of hound dogs for the scene of a -

job, when they should have been
there when it was pulled off. Humph I”

The grunt was both expressive and
forceful.

“You mark this. Some day, some-
how, some of you fellas will trail Has-
kins and catch him cold. Then Slip
Haskins will cease being Public

Enemy No. 1, and get another number .

—up the river,” he concluded.

Dan grinned and got to his feet.

“Where you goin’?”’ demanded In-
spector Wallace gruffly.

“Out,” was the laconic response.

“Well, don’t let 'em get your gun
and badge,” snapped the grizzled . old
veteran. “Your probationary time
isn’t up yet. One arrest would help a
little.”

Which was merely the inspector’s
way of being pleasant,

AN GRAHAM leaned momentari-
ly against the light standard
outside the police station.

What old John Wallace had said to
him was only too true. He had been
raised in an atmosphere of law en-
forcement. From the time he had been
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old enough to filch his father’s badge
and “play detective,” he had been torn
between two desires: onme, to follow
in the footsteps of his father; tha
other, to emulate his brother, 8 radio
operator, and sail the seven seas in
search of adventure. -

Two months a probationer and not
an arrest,

Assigned to cold trails—always fol-
lowing after a crime. Always behind
the criminal. Alibis, wire-pulling, po-
litical pressure. No wonder the crooks
were always out {n front.

A black sedan rolled noiselessly to
the curb. Two short-necked men in
blue serge aslipped out of the car on
either side, shooting furtive glances
right and left. Dan noticed suspicious
looking bulges In coat pockets, yet he
knew that an arrest would immedi-
ately be followed by the production of
a gun permit—and other conse-
quences for the arresting officer.

A third man, short, almost effemi-
nate, his face already stamped with
the pallor of the disease that would
bring him down eventually, if rival
gangsters’ bullets did not, stepped
from the car and walked toward the
station house,

Slip Haskins himself,

Dan smiled at the incongruity of a
situation whereby the most wanted

. man in town could walk into the head-

quarters of the police department and
leave, as he undoubtedly would, un-
molested.

There was an almost babylike ex-
pression upon the face of Slip Haskins
as he passed the young detective.
Babylike save for the steely glitter of
the pale blue eyes—eyes that had
watched enemy after enemy shot
down in cold blood.

Slip Haskins was no back-room dic-
tator. He was an active leader. If there
was work to be done, Slip, like a real
general, was at the head of his men.

The two men who had left the car

first walked slowly away from the car -

in opposite directions. The motor of
the big sedan purred softly. No one
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passed the fwo guards from either di-
rection without careful scrutiny.

Dan lit a cigurette,

Ten minutes later, Slip Haskins
omerged from the station house ac-
companied by a sallow-faced youth of
twenty-five, who gesticulated earnest-
ly at Slip’s elbow, speaking In Italian.

Slip replied in English. “Shut up,
vou lug,” he snapped angrily. “I'll tell
you things later. That's always the
way—when I want you, you're in the
¢an for muzzling too much whoopee
juice.”

He shoved the man into the sedan,
the two guards climbed in with him,
and with a soft awlsh the sixteen-
cylinder motor whizzed away.

Dan pressed out his cigarette and
shook his head slowly.

““Beat ’em to it,” the inapector had
said. “Trail ’em and be there when the
job is pulled.”

He looked at his neat tan shoes, at
the disappearing car, and grinned.

“Fat chance,” he muttered.

The phrase used by the gangster
whirled through his head. “When I
want you." Slip had said. “When I
want yow.”

Dan turned on his heels and re-
entered the station.

"He pulled the desk sergeant’s blot-
ter around and looked at the entry:

“Henry ‘Dope’ Savoni. Officer Whea-
..ton. Drunk. Tenk 3. Bail $100.”

In the last column he read the en-
try, “Cash bond by Charles Haskins.”

Now . just what, thought Dan, did
the big shot want from a third.rate
crook like Savoni, and want badly
enough so that he personally visited
the station to put up a cash bond for

him, rather than send a mouthpiece .

and professional bondsman?

The sergeant reached for the blot-
ter. “Through with it, Dan?’ he

asked, as Graham shoved the sheet.

back across the desk.

“Yeah,” agreed the young officer,
puzzled. Then, finally, “You've been
on the desk a long time, Tom—what
you got on this bird Savoni?”’

8.

Tom Morrisey scowled. i

“Just a yegg with a yen for booze, -
he replied. “Somebody picks him up
about twice a month for a common
drunk. Nobody’s ever hung anything
on him—yet.” S

The sergeant picked up an empty
envelope marked “Prisoner’'s Valu-
ables,” tore it in two, and tossed it
in the basket,

Dan looked at it, then reached over
and picked it up.

“Liooks like Savoni didn’t get every-
thing,” he commented, pulling out a
white slip, the torn edge of which pro-
truded from the big envelope.

It was a receipt, issued by the
Looust Hotel, for one week's rent and
dated two days before.

Dan handed the slip back to the
sergeant, who stared at it, and then
at the young detective.

“Guess I'll take a walk,” sald Dan
laconically.

And as he left the station, the words
of Slip Haskina echoed constantly
through his mind—*when I want you
—when I want you.”

HE Locust Hotel was just another

of those side-street hang-outs
where prompt payment of rent was
paramount and too many questions
were never asked.

Mr. Savoni was out, so the clerk
informed the detective, in answer to
his inquiry.

Dan asked for paper and envelope,
sat down at the writing desk, made &
pretense of writing a note, slipped the
blank paper in the envelope addreased
to Henry Savoni, and handed it to the
clerk. The latter placed the mote in
Mr, Savoni’s box, and Dan walked out
the front door of the hotel.

But he had lingered long enough to
catch the number of the box in which
the note had been placed—'

Five minutes later Detective Dan
Graham was climbing the back stairs
of the hotel, objective—Room 7086.

It was but the work of a moment
for the detective to use a pass-key on
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the door, enter, and relock the door
tehind him.

Dan looked around.

A comb and brush, a change of
clothes in the closet, some soiled linen
in a drawer-—nothing more.

Under the edge of the scarf cover-
ing the dresser he found several sheets
of paper, blank except for the printed
heading. But the heading interested
Dan immensely. :

The sheets were letterheads of the -

Diebold Safe & Lock Company. In one
corner was the imprint—~Seryice De-
partment, E

So that was why Slip Haskins want- -

ed to get hold of Dope Savoni.

Steps in the hall. Voices.

Dan slid the sheets back under the
edge of the scarf. A hasty glance at
the window showed no hope of escape
in that direction.

He realized now that in anticipat-
ing Slip Haskins he had got himself
into a tight place.

A key in the lock.

Dan bharely had time to draw his
gun and get into the closet before Has-
kins and Savoni entered the room.

“But I tell you, bess, I wasn't
drunk,” Savoni was still protesting.
“T was slck.”

“Yeah? You'll keep playing around
until some dick gets on your tail. How
about that blank note in your mail-
box?”

“Aw, just some of the boys playin’
a joke,” said the other.

“Well, cut out the jokes. This is
buainess. The next time you get
thrown in the can for being plastered,
you'll stay there, and 'l see that you
go up for 2 coupla years—for some-
thing else—if you’re in shape to go.
Get it?”

The gurgling intake of Savoni’s
breath told Dan the erook realized it
only too well.

“Now take that letter, get up there
and make that inspection, and if you
come back without the combination,
yo'll get the works,” ordered Slip.

“The letter’s in my other coat,”
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stammered Savoni,
cleaned up, too.”

“Well, clean up, and get going,”
snapped Haskins.

Within the cloget Dan Graham took
a deep breath. While Savoni cleaned
up, he had a respite. What then?

“Beat 'am to it,” Inspector Wallace
had said. “If the law gets ahead of
.‘em—l'

Dan was ahead all right. So far
ahead he didn’t even know what they
were up to.

He explored the dark closet with
his hands. No chance to conceal his
long length in the cormer. Once the
door was open, he would be discovered
and whatever plan Slip Haskins had
would te indefinitely postponed.

His fingers touched the coat back
of him, felt the envelope in the inside
pocket. He unhooked his flash from
his belt, zuarded the light with his
hat, and looked at the address—Hen-
derson Stock and Bond Co., 275 Cen-
tral Building.

It was plain enough to Dan now.
A letter had keen forged on the letter-
head of the safe company, ®avoni
would call as a representative of the
service department, using the knowl-
edge of locks he undoubtedly had,
would procure the combination, re-
port back to Haskins, and the rest
would be easy.

Dan was ahead of the play—but
could he stay there? He replaced the
letter in the coat.

The detective removed his hat and
collar, slipped his gun back under his
left arm, rumpled up his hair, and
smudged his face with dust from the
closet shelf.

The door was jerked open.

“Jeez,” cried Savoni in alarm, *A
diek.” '

The sudden transition from dark to
light left Dan blinking.

There was a hard glitter in Has-
kins’ eyes. A blunt-nosed automatic
was in his hand.

“Come out of that,” he clipped.

Simulating a fear that was partial-

“] gotta get
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1y resal, Daneameoutofthecloset,his
hands high. his face twisting.

“I ain't a dick, honest I ain’t, mis-
ter,” he whined earnestly. “I had.a
pass-key—thought raaybe I could pick
up somethin’, Then I heard you com-
in’. I was scared. I hid in the closet.”

Savoni felt of the letter inside his
coat, He looked at Haskins meaningly.

The glint left Haskins’ eyes and he
lowered the gun.

“Just a cheap pass-key crook,” he
said to Savoni, but with his glance
still on Dan. “We ought to turn him
in—but I can't be bothered. Get out!”

He motioned toward the door.

Dan stepped toward the entrance to
the room. For just a split second his
glance left Hasking’ face.

Then the ceiling fell down and the
building collapsed as Haskins’ gun
wag laid across his temple.

Sinking slowly to the floor, he heard
snatches of the conversation.

“Sure he’s a dick—saw him atand-
ing in front of the station when we
came out—""

Then, oblivion.

IVE minutes later Dan regained

consciousness. His mouth was
taped, his hands were clipped behind
his back with his own handeuffs, and
his- necktie was twisted about his
ankles.

Through a dense fog, he saw Has-
kins bouncing his badge in the palm
of his hand.

Haskins saw the detective had re-
gained consciousness. “Well, wise guy,
what now ?” he grinned. “Nice of you
-to bring your own twisters.”

“I'll get the key, boss,” cut in Sa-
vonl. “We can hook him up to the
radiator.” He reached toward the de-
tective’s vest.

“Never mind,” replied Haskins,
shaking his head.

Savoni looked up quickly.

“By-by?” he asked meaningly.

Haskins nodded. “He knows too
much.”

Savoni reached for the gun under

him out, boas, he—""
" Haskins jerked the gun from Savo- :

the detectivds left arm. “Lemme rub

ni's hand. “Not here, you fool. We'll
take him to my place through the back
way. If he planted that letter for you
downstairs, there might be somebody
tied in with him. When we wash up
the other thing, we'll send him for a
little joy ride.”

He picked up the telephone. “Has-
kins talking,” he said shortly. “Tell
the two men in my car to come up
here.”

Five minutes later Dan Graham
was being carried down the back
stairs, out into the alley, and was
shoved unceremoniously into the big
black sedan that had stood before
headquarters an hour previously.

The fact the men hadn't taken the
trouble to blindfold him convinced the
officer of one thing—3so far as Has-
king’ intentions were concerned, it
was a one-way trip.

Neither Savoni nor Slip Haskins
did much talking on the way across
town. The other two men said nothing,
Twice the gangster spoke to police of-
ficers at intersections. Had the men
taken the trouble to look inside the
car they could easily have seen the
huddled form of Dan Graham.

About half an hour later, Dan was
dragged through the service entrance
of a big apartment house into Slip
Haskins’ rooms.

“Most cops are clucks,” grunted
Hasking, when they reached his apart-
ment, shoving Dan into a chair. “Some
are dumb clucks. You mess yourself
into a deal and make it necessary for
me to wipe you out—and I never did
like to rub out a copper.”

Dan made a gurgling sound back of
the gag.

Haskins grinned evilly. “Yeah, I
know. Let you loose and you'll be a
good egg.”

Dan shook his head.

“What? No? Then I suppose you
want to tell me something?”

The detective nodded.

“The hell with it,” snapped Has-
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kins. “I don’t wanna hear it. As far
as I’'m concerned, you're washed up.”

He turned to the two men. “Take
the key to those cuffs out of his pocket
and unsnap those cuffs,” he ordered.

**Then hook his arms around that

ateam pipe in the corner.”

The ¢rder was obeyed, and Haskins
tossed the key in the palm of hig hand,
watching the detective.

“There's your chance, copper,” he
grinned, laying the key on the table
on the opposite side of the room. “If
you can pull that pipe loose, here’s the
key. Try and get it. We got business
to tend to right now—see you later.”

He opened the door to the hall.

“Bennie,”” he directed over his
shoulder, “you and Nick stay here
with this bird. If he raises too much
rumpus—"" He made a knifelike mo-
tion across his throat.

Then bis eyes surveyed the room.
“He'll be safe enough, I guess. Wait a
minute. That telephone has a direct
line to the exchange, Jerk it loose. One
of you lugs might take a notion to do
some moll-buzzin® and I want you to
tend to business.”

He walked back into the room,
jerhed the telephone loose from its
connection at the baseboard, and
tossed the loose wires at the detec-
tive’s feet.

“Try and talk over that,” he mut-
tered, as he put the disconnected in-
strument back on the table.

Then he was gone.

Hours alipped by. Dan, huddled be-
side the steam pipe, apparently slept.
Bennie and Nick played pinochle.

“If they don’t get the damn’ plumb- -

ing in this building fixed,” said Nick,

shufling the cards, “I'm gonna tell the.

boss to move.”

Bennie got to his feet. “You don’t
suppose that cop’s been pounding on
the pipe with his cuffs do you?” he
aaked suspiciously, looking at the man-
acled hands of the detective.

““Well, supposing he does?” snapped
‘Nick,

“1 beard about a guy once that tele-
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graphed his way out of a jam by
pounding on a steam pipe.” ’

*“Yeah? How do you figure old Chris
could tell what it was, He don’t even
speak English. He's a good janitor
but he ain’t that smart.”

Both men laughed—a laugh that
died in their throats a moment later
as they stared into the muzzles of
three police gune.

“In the air, boys,” said the voice of
Inspector Wallace.

“Now what the hell do you think of
that?” complained Bepnie as his
hands went ceilingward, "I told you
that pounding meant something.”

He glanced toward Dan Graham.

The detective was still manacled to
the pipe, but in his eyes there was an
expression commenly called laughing.

EVENTY thousand dollars was not
an unusual amount of money fur
the Henderson Bond Company to
carry in their private safe over night.
In fact, aftcr a good dzy’s business in
the handling of municipal, Govern-
ment, and other sccurities, that was
about an averagze amount of cash.

Gerald Henderson looked over the
statement handed him by the cashier,
thumbed through the bank notes and
a stack of Liberty Bonds and 0. K.'d
the slip. Then, with Malcom Gray, the
cashier, he fitted the key on his watch-
chain into half of the double lock on
the cash box inside the safe. Both were
necessary to open or lock the bax.
Then Gray swung the heavy door shut
and spun the dials. He said good-night
and left the oftice.

Five minutes later Gerald Hender-
son snapped the lock on the outer door
of the office and started for the ele-
vators,

He had no uneasiness about leaving
that much money in the safe. The
manganese steel ball was burglar-
proof, fireproof, and the last word in
safe construction. Every three months
an expert from the factory examined
the safe and changed the combination.
Such an examination had been made
that very day.
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Already Mr, Henderson had mem-
orized the new combination. and de-
stroyed the memorandum.

- Perhaps he might have felt a bit
uneasy had he known that the three
men he passed in the corridor - were
Slip Haskins and two of his men. Cer-
talnly he would have been greatly
alarmed had he seen the three men
enter his office five minutes later with
a pasa-key.

But, being unaware of these things,
Mr. Henderson left for his home and
a good dinner.

T was stlll daylight when Slip Has-
kins stood before the big steel ball
and twisted the combination dial. He
knew from a previous caneck-up that
the janitors would not be on that floor
of the building for another thirty
minutes.

Twice he trled and twice the tum-
blers failed to respond.

“Savon! slipped up,” he muttered
to the man at his elbow. “Are you sure
that’s right—17 to the right, left 8,
right 5—"

“Well, you look,” said the other,
handing a slip of paper to Haskins.

“You can't even read.” snapped
Slip, “That’s 8 not 6.”

He tried again.

The wedge-shaped door of the safe
swung open. A short-handled steel bar
snapped the double lock, and $70,000
of the day’s receipts of Henderson &
Company was in the hands of Slip
Haskins,

A blinding flash of light seared the
eyeballs of the men.

“What in hell's that?” yelled Slip,
pulling his gun.

“Just a- flashlight bulb, Slip,”
barked the voice of Dan Graham.
“Try and alibi that.”

Slip turned, gun in one hand, money
in the other. The voice had come from
behind a door, at the top of which
was a grilled air vent.

“Let him have it,” shouted the
gangster.

Three guns roared within the con-
fines of the small office. Three leaden

*'rll'(;

'nluts ripped their way throuch thoj{

“Beat it before the whole damned
town gets up here,” commanded Slip.

The three turned toward the hall
door.

Standing easily poised in the open-
ing was Dan Graham. In his hands
was & submachine gun.

No one of the trio moved.

“I figured you might do that,”
grinned Dan, *So I walked around
through the other door.”

He shook the gun in his hands,
slightly. “Just borrowed one of your
ideas, Slip,” he added slowly. “Do you
drop those guns or do I start this type-
writer?”

Slip Haskins’ two companions let
their guns fall,

Their leader held on to his own au-
tomatic just a fraction of a second

" longer. But he didn’t drop the money.

“This is a two-handed gun,” said
Dan, his eyes never leaving those of
the gangster. “I can’t reach out for
that dough, so you'll have to lay it on
the table and get that other hand up
in the air.”

Slowly Slip moved toward the table
that stood between Dan and himself.
The other two men stood frozen.

With a sudden movement, Haskins,
instead of laying the package of bills
and securities on the table, flung them
full in the officer’s face and dropped to
the floor.

Blinded momentarily by the money,
Dan’s finger closed on the trigger of
the submachine gun as Hasking’ two
companions dove for their guns.

“Put-put-put-put—" A leaden hail
sprayed from the gun.

Slip’s men crumpled, fell, one
clutching his .throat, the other his
breast.

SHp, dropping to the ﬂoor, was be-
neath the line of fire. Wriggling for-
ward, he came up close to the gun. His
hand shot up and pushed the barrel
aside. On one knee, he threw his
weight against Dan’s hips. The officer
swgyed. dropped the gun, and grabbed
at Slip.
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VER and over on the floor they

rolled. With one hand free, Slip

tried to grab the gun he had dropped
a minute before.

“An’ just for that, you get—this,”
panted the detective. His cienched fist
traveled lezs than six inches, but land-
ed with terrific force on the gangster's
jaw.

But Slip wasn't out. His hand shot
out and grabbed Graham’s left wrist.
Ag he did so, the officer’s right hand

crossed over, and something hard and’

cold circled Haskins' vwrist.

For the first time in his life Slip
Haskins felt the snap of handcuffs,

He jerked free, redoubled his strug-
gle with the ferocily of a madman.
His left arm flailed about, the loose
cuff swinging against the officer’s
body like a steel circlet of destruction.

Dan’s face was bleeding. One eye
was partly closed.

Somewhere down the hall an eleva-
tor door clanged.

Help was coming.

But Dan Graham didn’t want help.
It was his first arrest and he wanted
to make it as his father had made hun-
dreds—single-handed.

His right hand slipped up Haskins’
back and his fingers clenched in the
other's hair. Heedless of the bruising
of his own flesh, Dan Graham jerked
Hasking’ head back against the tiled
floor, again and again.

With his left hand he sought to drag
the open handcuff to the gangster’s
other wrist.

Nearer and nearer—snap!

Inapector Wallace and a call car-
load of officers crashed into the office.

In opposite corners of the room
were two dead gangsters. Paper
money was showered all over the
place. :

In the center of the room, astride
the inert body of Slip Haskins, a half-
conscious police officer was dragging
at the prostrate man’s hands.

“Put ’em together, damn you,” he
muttered through bruised and bleed-
ing lips. “Put ‘em together. Cuff me
to a steam pipe will you?”

SECRET AGENT “X”

Inspector Wallace grabbed Dan by
the shoulder. “Easy, son,” he said
qoietly. “He’s out.”

Dan got to his feet, looked at the
still form of Slip Haskins, and
grinned.

*I got here first,” he smiled wearily.

N hour later two of Haskins' gang
were in the morgue,

IN at ease, Slip sat before the desk
of Inspector Wallace. His mouth was
swollen. Emergency plasters covered
his face.

At the end of the desk sat Dan
Graham. He too bore the scars of con-
flict.

“You mean to tell me 1 don't get
bail?” snarled Slip angrily.

“Not unless the D. A. recommends
it,” replied tha inspector coldly. “And
with the evidence we've got on you
this time, Slip, I doubt if he'll do it.”

Haskins scowled.

A police photographer laid a wet
photograph on the inspector’s desk.
fresh from the developer.

“It's a honey, Dan,” he said to
Graham. “You can even count the
bills in Haskins’ hand. But the camera
is ruined. Drilled plumb through it.”

“That’s what makes the black spot
on the print,” replied the detective.

“Slick idea, Dan,” commented the
inspector, “getting a picture of 2 man
right in the act. But you should have
phoned in earlier.”

- “Beat "em to it, the idea was,"” re-
plied Dan. “Be there when they pull
the job.” -

He winced as he tried to smile
through his bruised lips.

“I wasn’t sure T could put it over,”

. he added. “I'm only a probationer and

T didn’t want to get laughed at.”

Wallace looked grimly at Haskins.
“I'l see about that ‘probationary’
business, too,” he said.

Slip’s scowling ‘eyes studied the
young detective’s face. “There's one
thing I'd like to know,” he demanded.
“How the hell did you get the cops to
my apartment?”

Then, answering his own question,



‘T_WO JUMPS AHEAD
he added, “I sux;pose'vie made a mis-

take in hooking you up with the steam
pipe.”

Dan shook his head. “That wasn't
it. You just happened to leave that
telephone wire where I could reach it.
I know the Morse code—learned it
when I thought I would be a radio
operator and go to sea. I just took the
two ends and tapped out an S0S.”

Slip looked scornful. “Don’t kid me.

I suppose the telephone girl read the
message ?”’

Dan grinned. “It’s what you guys
don’t know that gets you into trouble,”
he replied. *Of course she didn't. But
if you knew the rules of the telephone
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compeny, you'd know that the minute
& cireuit goes out-of order, it is im-
mediately switched to the test board
which is in charge of a wire chief.
Since the big coast to coast radio net-
works started functioning, there’s al-
ways a telegraph operator on every
test board—it's part of the set-yp.
Any telegraph operator cauld read the
flashes of the light when I tapped to-'
gether the two ends of the loose tele-
phone wire you threw in my lap when
you jerked the phone loose. Satisfled?”

Haskins' growl was inarticulate,

Dan Graham helped himself to one
of the inspector’s perfectos. He felt
that he rated it.
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The Secret Council
Behind the Scenesllith Secret Agent “X”’

HE meeting is in order. The
J council is again gathered to-

gether. Its members have as-
sembled once more in this silent,
hidden room to discuss the exploits
of a criminal investigator whose ac-
tions and methods are unique,

Queries have come from some quar-
ters as to how Agent “X" accom~
plishes certain startling results. How,
for instance, he overcomes problems
cf disguise, such as height, weight,
and eye color.,

These have been difficulties that
have taxed the genius of all great im-
personators, Bertillon of the Paris
Sirété made a lifetime study of bodily
disguise. Vidocq before him laid the
foundations of disguise as an exact
science. And Ashton-Wolfe, Bertil-
lon’s brilliant assistant, learning the
prineiples of disguise from his master,
uged disguise in his encounteras with
the sinister criminals of Paris, such aa
Moreau and his hideous guillotine
band. Disguise is the very backbone
of all great detective work.

Agent “X” knowing this, has made
himself 2 master of every branch of
the impersonator’s art. He has studied
posture, as actors do, until by his car-
riage alone he can give an impression
of lessened and added height within
limits, When mechanical aid is needed,
there are shoes with thick inner soles,
such as Bertillon himself used. Clever
padding, ancther artifice of the stage,
is utilized to add weight and bulk,

‘With his volatile, plastic materials,
80 flexible as to follow every move-
ment of facial muscles, Agent “X” can
sculpture his features at will. In this
field he has investigated all the means
used by the great character actors of
the screen. And, to give an effect oi
changed eye color when needed, de-
rivatives of certain drugs are used.by

“X.” Pilocarpine, an alkaloid  ex-
tracted from the juice of the jabo-
randi plant, contracts the pupils, mak-
ing the eyes seem both larger and
lighter, Small quantities of atropine
have the reverse effect, making the
pupils bigger and the eyes darker,
And Agent “X,” knowing that his own
life and the lives of others depend on
his daring work, is a seeker of perfec-
tion. He has even utilized elements
which have a direct effect on the color
of the irises. No risk is too great, no
effort too arduous, if it will aid him
in his battle with the dark forces of
the underworld.

We who have followed his exploits
for months past kunow this, We have
seen him pitted against masters of evil
who worked alone, and against secret
and hideous orgzanizations of crim-
inals — torturers, stranglers, poison-
ers. Each chroricle tzaken from his
case book of crime is a revelation—a
breath-taking record of supermystery
and fast action.

This month you saw him in conflict
with a human fiend who led a poison
horde; an Ambassador of Doom who
left death, destruction, and horror in
his wake.

Next month you will meet Secret
Agent “X" again in another great
crime chronicle. “City of Sleeping
Death,” the editors have titled it, and
for amazing action and the gripping
realism of its menace it heads the list
of strange chapters in the Secret
Agent’s exciting career.

For the evil that Agent “X” com-
bats in “City of Sleeping Death” is
the slimy horror of something that is
an unspeakable dread; something that
holds a whole city frozen with fear.
Germs of evil were loosed. An epi-
demic raged. But Secret Agent “X”
read betwecn the lines in the strange
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book of fate. What e saw shggued
the mind with its horror,

The shadow of mystery and fear
hung over proud old Drexel Institute,
citadel of science. Gorillas, innocu-
lated with microbes, escaped to spread
terror. They were seen. People were
bitten. The monkey-madness grew
unti! howling mobs of fear-crazed citi-
zens surged through the streets; until
their cries and the flaming torches
they carried made the night hideous.
Police battled with the mobs, tried to
save the Institute, where acientists
were feverishly struggling to find a
way of curbing the unseen microbe
horror. And police searchlights
stabbed through parks and down dark
alleys for a glimpae of anarling, bestial
faces, )

The quarantine lines tightened
around Midland Clty. No one could
leave, milllonaire or pauper — but
Agent “X” chose to enter. He came
through the very gates of hell—came
without knowing the dangers that lay
ahead. And even he stood aghast at
what he found; not in fear of his own
life, but t‘earful of this menace that
threatened to increase and grow like
somse hydra-headed monster, until no
man could 3ay where or when it would
stop,

\VERY chapter of this great novel
packs interest, suspense, actlon.
For it shows Secret Agent “X” pitted
against a group of criminals so clever,
80 ruthless, so original in the ghastly
crime they are perpetrating that he
seems defeated before he starts.

From the first moment the hidden
monsters of crime showed their hand
by trying to hurl him to destruction,
he sensed what he was up against.
But each step made the black mystery
more insoluble, And, as he tried one
desperate recourse after another, a
fear-stricken populace clamored for
surcease.

People were forbldden to walk the
streets of Midland City at night
lest the horror descend upon them.
But hate bred by fear drove them

out ofthelrhouses toseekrevange._ ‘
A once thriving and happy town be-
came like a jungle of madness, with
the gleaming fangs of great junglo
beasts an ever-present menace.

Here i3 anmother crime chronicle
from the Secret Agent’s records. It
is a book-length novel, complete in one
issue as always. Don't miss it, Join
with Secret Agent “X” as he pene-
trates the trooper-guarded gates of
Midland City Into the moat sinister
arena of his entire caresr. Jee how
he battles atep by step, fulfilling his
destiny as a Man of a Thousand Faces,
remaining loyal to the great trust
placed upon him by his Government,

Will even the courage and the clov-
erness of the Secret Agent be able to
check this flood of fear that crime
flends have started? He did not know
himself, He fought doggedly at times
with his back to the wall. At other
times he came close to the ulcer of
human wickedness that was causing
it —only to meet defeat. Unkmown,
alone, he bore the full brunt of re-
sponsibility. The one thing that did
not fail him was the gleaming sword
of hia courage. With the bright blade
of that he struck at the curtain of
impenetrable darkness and mystery
before him.

Make a habit of following the
chronicles of Secret Agent “X” each
month. In his ceaseless warfare on
erime, he stands among the world’s
great man hunters; the chosen com-
pany of those who risk death to up-
hold the standards and decencies of
civillzation, Law-abiding citizens could
not live if there were no barriers

. against the depredations of criminal

hordes. And Agent  “X" working
alone behind his masterly disguises,
his identity a preclous secret, is one
of the stanchest supporters of those
life-saving barriers.

You will never regret the time spent
with this high adventurer in an un-
derworld of terror; this man of a
thousand faces, a thousand disguises,
& thousand surprises. Secret Agent
ltx."
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in the world knows whether
Sickness or Accidents await
. you just ahead. Few escape with.
out accldent—so you must pre.

pare. You must take steps to

. RIGHT NOW
is th_e time to decide!

Yes ... . right now! Even
while. you are readicg this

of th
features of this
timited policy
$10,000 Principal Sem
$10,000 Loss of Hamde, Feet
or Eyssight
$25.00 Weakly Bemafit for
Stated Accidents or Sickness
Bene-
fit, and othsr attractive fostares
te help you in time of need. off as
shewn in pollcy.

what every wetd means—
page, some flood or fire, some ovary word messs exactly
tomobile or train disaster, is tak- ‘what It sapv.

mglutollofhumauufeorllnb

$25.00 WEEKLY TO
$10,000 CASH!

1a Case of Statad Accidents or
Sicknase or Accidental Death

COST $10.00 FULL YEAR'S
PROTECTION

Won't you bave peace of mind
when you imow that should sudden
mm‘ort\me-ﬁb,myolm
expenses will be paid and your in-
come continued? Won't you rest
casier and convalesce more quickly
if you lenow that a policy with this
strong company stood ready to Lift
Enancial burdens from your shoul-
ders? Just aake yourself NOW—if

met with an accident in your

you
4 home, on the street, or road, in the ficld or on your job

And elsewhere, some

is wreaking its havoc. Mdmotthhuwble
stiike you, which do you want to receive , . .
CASH or SYMPATHY? Now you can take your
cholce, aftermards it will be too late.

Larpnt smd Obdst Eclsire Houth od Aot St
vinttn,

S4 WALLACH BLDG.

NORTHAMERICAN.

YACCIDENT INSURANCE CO. [cri¥aco |

Newark, Now Jersey 5

ESTABLISHED OYER &7 YEARS

ACENTS WANTED FOR LOCAL TERRITORY

l Cuy

—M!lyouflnwm:ltop
l-u:." Make up your mind NOW to get Cash

S instead of Sympathy!

H“ [X) : -ew -

’% r P Awident Imarsdte Co. .:
:H‘ Walisrh Suiltleg, Nevark, New Jurwy.
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For hundreds of years men and women have talked with
hushed voices about “STRANGE PEOPLE"—men who'
are not men—women who are not women. No ane has
ever dared to @tk out im the open abourt it. Is it any won-
der that the shocking, hurid facts of this great sockal evil
are vnknown to the great mass of men and wamen? h t

any wonder that strange nicknames are commaonly used
to describe tiese creatures?

A DOCTOR CASTS THE LIGHT OF TRUTH ON THE STRANGE,
EXOTIC WOALD OF TWILIGHT MEN AND WOMEN!

Now a doctor has dared to tear away the veil of mystery,

In bl understandahle words he describes the unbelievable

facts. “S NGE LLOVES—A Study in Sexual Abnormali-

ties,” by Dr. La Forest Potter, noted authority, is & dovament
50 weird, co startling, as to amaze the cxvlhzcd world.

THE TRUTH REVEALED!

Can you diacingmish these man and woren of the Shadew World? Do rou
hnow tluz thetr [ T The atrange na'er these
men and women wield over normal 'ueooh - aimost untellevuble, Dr, Dovtar
says, "NO_ MAN ON EARTH A ANCE AGATINST

A WOMAN ONCE SHE HAS SUCCLM.BED 0 ANOTHER

WOMAN.** Actual clinical casen reveal the sbpormal thes

and the unnatoral desires nnd erotia reactions of these
twilight men end women! There are records that
asrally prove taet men bave been MAD
ABNOEMALSB. A stanfing, prmdve indietment
agast the hhe mogensty that has besn responaible
for tho growth of these faniastic, siranga amotory
curigalties among aavage and civillzed rmcew.

“STRANGE LOoVvE”

Dr. Potter tells about the hu‘u:-n, secret pan-
riona that dominate these women's enctic lves
He talks about i3e %rugic duality of the cf-
fernivate maw—halé man—ball womun. He
delves Jduep iato the ages—relutes the bLestiali-
Tties and savageries uracticed hy the oid
Egymrans, Hindoos, Greeks, Assyrians and
Remans-—the sensuaiity that was ascribed even
to the Greek Gods, 1o Zeus, Apoilo, Hercules
and Jepiter—the growth mmgh Nsxory Irm
anciet  countries to lr Gex.

to its remendous spread l.hrvndl the Umtd Slaln

MUST THESE SHNIOTS BE OLOTHED IN SHENCE FOREVEA?
rubjecta is brought under

Feukul‘y meaning of man misunderstood
rd,n‘ﬁ sT—| il Phallic Worship—Scdamy—Peder-
‘n;m—sﬁ:nhm P:orl::l man and woman will ulun to

behm that such sbnarmalities exist and have been practiced throngh the ages.
ASTORISHING DISCLOSURRES ABOUT THME WOALD'S MOST FAMOUS :ll
How many oi the famous men of kivtory considered “odd™? Socrates, ah.
[¥ y |8 Oseu \"dd:. Lcourdo da \lnd. Lord an, Tchmhunhy,
m;\‘:‘:gan, W‘ the gentle, loveble poct, Napaleon—men and womes
of all kinds in all augcs o( life. jeemnamancaccaas)
FOR MATURE, SOPHISTICATID § ROBERT DODSLEY Co., &
REA or This E : %:Yﬁ:.x;m v ]'_‘:.;L.:;.V wu:n'n . of the origiral l
This document is hool form contsins bewilderiog dis- B edicion of Dr. %, DA, SrnaveE rvia s
tlnmredla.nddl melsof;mryfcn.hat"llnulm ﬁ;vzr. |mhmmw-."|-.hm!—
ﬂ’.‘:"(ie'nnﬂ"mz“ et Fulndtaking rd Inoreu %:Fn;;;m X 3017 caclaiop mmttixce of $350. St beok S dargem
ﬂwﬁ:‘&m'm ot primetq oo s Bapa etk 502 ERCOD 1 pmie © s puims B0, pee -b«.:
e ma—the T e s his Minasy milics 8 Nems ...
: Addresy
Town
ROBERT DODSLEY CO. PO,
110 W, 42nd S, Dept. E-27 New York, N. Y. : bufixe S
L ____________________________________J-U
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A, N N {8 .
or Buick Sedan & $1,000.007
DO YOU wunt money? —a small fortune? —
s'zsoooo in real Cash? Here's your oppor
tunity| And not one cent of your money ls
00w of ever to win it. This ls our sensati
way to advertise, Wemtpeoplcevery'hmnﬂt-
ing about our company quick. So we are gfeing
away thcuundsofDollan—r fortunes — 100
cash prizes totaling over $5,000.00 — besides
thousar.ds of dollars in Extra cash rewards, Every-
body can share in these cash rewards. Wouldn't
you, too, like to win a brand new Buick Sedan and
$1,000.00 (or $2,500.00 all cash)?

Can YOU Find 4 Dog.
in Picture at Right?

Noih ;"' i:::;'y i

of Your Money Needed
All these prizes are being given outright to win-
nera, Notnpennyofyommq peeded to buy
nnyt No_f-l&.t%y.ol'%lukuulduuedd. ﬁ
'l soooomu Oh.boy,whnt.t.hnul Hurry—m
unr.kb’ 4 doge. Nothing for you to loee,

SURE to Win’ il you how:

a Ca.sh Reward if You Do as I Ask x-.. -n-'-di'-':-"-'.%‘s-o%--luuﬁ.l

Do you want it? Thea

m Imndndt wlll wln cash
mn.eourori mcx

Mmgkthednpywﬂnd.dlpy(cmndw

B Dept, 641, Des Molaes, lows.
cash reward if you taice an active Butlmrryl 8 Uhave foand ¢ bustiag does La your pletum and [
I'I.r't -cuvu.lntrewddl Think of all the happiness am anxiaas to winy

=
i

510 0000“ REWARD &:é“.:"m

provre do not really avay all these
mumu?——wm: &hwﬂmumh&

= Pleass mention PEIOVIAL Houss GROUP when Ghuvering advertissmonty



Avvhh false nod

sax i In-h.d-via.
E:nnﬁ sbouss th no ved hims,
bln:l;. through 376 pages

i e most wegeificent arzigery la

wotld .. . kaow hu'::ﬁ:o hold
joved 0e...don’t gicsa hulf-trurhs R‘"
wuﬂ-hhmnl\monmkmhn
k™) Ignotsace.. fear...and self deniail

“Oﬂl THAN 100 VIVID PICTUALS

The 106 [Husirstions lexve nothing 10
¢he imsgination ... know bow 10 over
<ome pbysical mismating ... know what
40 do on your wedding m.bc 10 svald che
sorturing resulis of ignorence,

Every. u percueing 1o sex Is discessed
[ aogusge. All the things veo
heve w-m:d 1 know abont Your sex lc.
deformation abont which othés books oely

gdy Lint, ls yours st last.
. will be offeaded by the amaalag

At lulnla.;

WHAT EVERY MAN SHOULD KNOW
du secrees © l-—-l -b-o

Heow o ke -b
Srmvadd
s o4 S Cevdnat

e e A

WHATEVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW
Wih‘MH—h How o Awust end Hold
1 Rew @ Lones oW,

o Mesow

M-dl’.-ﬁm

Vemiad Glapose

e do
r.l.- foaiing Hygune
Ard Comred Bant ) 'h”:lo.ﬂ-m
ALITY...010 s
nu kaow abowt the axounding world
If 36x€3* They crave the companione
uhl of their awn s¢x...thels prectices wre
le 1o the normal mund..yes you
thanld unjderuand shem.
Homey back stance f you ars st setisfigd)
$76 SARING PAGES

fankness of lhb book end Irs vivid illus-
‘trations, by
-aee for

voddhnnoknuu-ny
ﬂylnd&.lnu ey,

A Fa QUL 3UDOE
BAYS THAT mO1Y
OIVORCES AR CAUSID
O SLX IGNORANCES
P-o'--l.n--u.z:
young peopie are g
s
1 pan b they lach

ouonesn’pusL|§u|NG co.
Oept. 3". 1270 Sixth Ave., New York, N.Y,

Leoh ca -ﬁu B Com
Name

Add,

+ TueFonbicdn Secnes of S ane Dainoly Reneeed

. [ead oas}

FREE!.

i

Doa’t be & slare to [gnomace 4ad
Fujoy the curous delighns of che e
fact pbyllnl ovel
f bc K:: by kn. ltd
ofien revear y know, .‘
dre l;aogm pay dhe -n;{ulahln of
the cleaszly,
. rtudy chase illeptras
doos grope ia ] no looger.
Youw want (¢ know...s0d yo
know seeryibing nbwl scx. Sex h nn losger
|8 8i0... 8 Cyery .. - It is your grawsesy
power for bapp Yonows it y
-.10 the 00¢ YOn love, to texr aside the cur
tain of bypoericy and learn the sabed

ATTRACT THE OPPOSITE $EX)

K.-ovb.wnn/syu.h“h-uh. aperi
caces char arc your birhright, . . koow
Bow to sanct opposite sax , . . bow
o e e 0 1

» po longer any ag
wrefud ? !uo-fnn:’nlofm‘n

13 RN 1GNORANCE

DITVING ONI YOU §

AGVEINTO THE anmg §

OF ANOTHIR?Y

Loy “Sex Hemany =

trach 24
<h you b

e M

NEW 800X
WHY BIRTH CONTEOL7%)

stanhiog boek discu
Tl;!nn (mmol m u uuzr:

: N = Fadia Cuy
Ovqere from Forewgn Coustr ay 1. l -
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