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I'll train You QuiclcJy· fo., 
Raclio·s GOOD spare tilne 
and full time Jobs • • • 

Mail Coupon 
for FREE 
Information 

Wh7 slave your life 
aw..,. In a no-future 
job r Wby skimp, why 
ec:rape, trying to pay 
your bUia r I'll train 
you Quickly for the live
wire field-the fteld with 
a future-RADIO. $40, 
$60. $76 o. week-that's 

what mSDT Radio Experts make. $5, no. $15 a 
week extra money-tbat'a what many of my stu· 
dents mab in their apo.re time shortly attar en• 
rolling. lib free book tells you about Radio's spare 
time and full time opportunitlee-about my tested 
training--about my students and graduau.-.wbat 
they are doing &nd making. Get th1a book. Be a 
Radio Ext>ert. The Radio fteld t. big enouah to 
aheori> many more properly trained mea. 

Many Rndlo Experts Make 
$40, $60, $75 a Week 

Spare Ume Uld run time Radio Semce. illst&lllnc, Operatlnc. H&iDta1nlnJr Bro&<1eut, AY1ati011 Rad!o, Ccmmer• 
e!al Bhlp and Telorlslon otatlona, a Radio oorolce bual· 
- o( :rour own-I'll tralo yoa ror th..., and othn 1ood jobe In the manufacture, a&le and oon1oe o( Radio aDd 
Te!eruloD aPOU&tu&. My FREE book tella 7011 about the IIWIY -·makinJ CIPI)OrW.D!Uel In Radio. Get a oow 
-awll coupoa today, 
Save-learn at home In your span time 
Yoc d011't b&Te to lean b<De Uld rpend $800 to $1,000 to 
otUd7 nac11o. I'll train ,..,.. Qulckl7 &Dd iDoaJ>enllrely 
rllht Ill your own bema and Ill 1001' lll&re time ror a lood 
B&d!o job. YOil <1on't - a bllb ocbool or collep edu
O&tloa. MI.D7 o( my oue<eMtl1l oraduatea dldzl't eftll llnlall 
Jnda oebool. ·){y practical 110·50 metbod ol tralllinl
balt with 1-., half with Radio IIQUil)IDellt-glvea YOII 
broad Jl1'ldJcal �- leanlina at home ...,., 
fudnatln«, prattleal Uld rapl<1. 

Many make SS. $10, S15 a week extra 
in spare time while leamlnl 

JU book •bows how IDT ODecial tralolllw. �on mate· 
rial. !Jiana. ldeaa, Uld my t.,.nty yean' apertence trainIn« !Dell ror Radio ca,.... llae llelped many atu<lenta make 
$200 to $!.GOO a :rur qulcl<ly In their IJl&l"O tlme. My 
Coluao Is famowo as "the one that paya for 1�." 

Your money back If not satisfied 
rm .., sure ,..,.. will be satlsl!ed wltb IDT trallltur tllat I 
_..., Ill writlllr t<> "'tun<1 .... ., penny ot )'OUf mouey It 
:rou are not entirai:J" .. tillled wltb DU' LeuoG and Iutruo
tlou llerTioa - :rou· llni.lb. 

Find out-what Radio offers you 
Aot to<1&J'. )lall. !be C<llll>()ll. ){y 8l·P&P book will 
be -t free to any ambtUoua fellow mu 1G ,..... 
ol ap. It tell8 ·about .Badlo'a opportunltiH--fl:pl&loa the old>taeD otar featurM of my Course 
-mowa letters o( wllat ot11en are do� and 
ID&Ir:inJ. Tbent Is no obllptioa. Hall the 
COUilCil Ill an euniope, � P&SIAI U on a 

lo PGit car<1. 
J. 1!!. 8MITB. Prealdmt 
Natieaal Radle WUtwte Department 4KK!t W &lllaln&toa. D. C. 

Hel'e's Proof 
"'Made $8,000 In 2 Yean,. 

"Soon aftet the � 

:!,'(f ��·: ���i was well protecUod with 
N. R. I. train� t 
��� ��' andttmr 
haoe made a.er 18,000 in 
a Uttl• o•er two_y .. n." 
-WM. S PARTIVE."'T. 

BDUt:J' B&dlo Senice, S3 B:oad....,.. .N"o....U. N. 1. 
"$500 a Year In SIHIN 1'&H"' 

"Altboullb do� IP&m time Badio wort< onlY..._! Ei bate uerapd &bout """" ' 
a Yl!&l' ertn in addition • }?all���o!ls� would net me mi.D7 tim .. 
that amouct." - EDW. 
H, 11' A WCETT. Slough 
R<1., L&dller, B. C., 
C&uada. 

-cooc1 Posltioa. Good � 
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E11ery story 
new mul 
complete 

Contents for October, 1934 

AMAZING ACCOUNT OF THE NEXT GREAT JJ" AR 

by Robert Sidney Bowen 

THE SCREAMING EYE ........ . . .. A Complete Nevet 
One �e f.ho# Y ®k s/tlp1 '!Wre zoomi�tg fl/1 toward thtJt crimson �· The 
next, they U1ere tumbling �lw!!Jrcl, 31uzt:lffed ttn""ks-#Jeff- pilots tiHtH 
Wlaal was J/w sirange green.ray llw.t Mil destrl)Jtd theM? Death stallu A_,.
ica as Dw.rty Ayres sets 01U to hwnt the mo.n gigantic weapon of doom e9w 
la��N:hed ayamn .Jhe world/ . 

a 

THE ROUGH WATER ACE . . . . . . . . .  Knockout Sea Storr. 94 
He had already crawrJ 1Z planes-bid hrll, that cOJdlh't stofi a �eelot like 
Diuy! 

' 
:V ANlSHING VULTURES ........ Mystery Sky Yara IM 

No pilot had roer joi1recl Ut1it X and le-ft it aliw-flfu Watson meant to try/ 

IIA..�GAR FLYING . . . . . . . . . . · . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  119 
Joi11 tire meeting and lrdp tire skipper chtw the fat about the u'!lr i11 the {11111re. 

COVER- The green death ray lanced ow • painted by Frederick Blakeslee 

Story lliustrations Drawn by Frederick Blakeslee 

For the October Novel See Page 124 

This company has enthusiastically subscribed to the National ReeovetT Act and hu ailrned the President'• blanket code. 
Publisho<l e•er; mto1th by Popular Pni>Ucatlon.•. Inc., 2256 GroTe Street. Chlcaco. DJ.Inols. EdUorlal a.nd 0%9CUl:ln olllcM 
2Q5 F.ast Ji'orty·second Street, New York CltJ'. Harl'J' Bteeger, Presid91tt illd Seoret&ry. Harold B. Ool.dlmith. Vlce l'r8l1deDI .uul �11'r. F.ntered a; II<Cond olasa matter 1uue 15. 193� at the J)08t olllce at Chicago, Ill.. under tbe Act at 
��c'i1h?. 1}�·rlyTl��t� �-n�-·h�o. 8F-:.·�"';.£'!1:C �J'i��=- 1J!!, '?. l��of"fl�llJst., �·;a� 
N. Y. Wben submlUing- manwcr!i>bl. enclose sel!-�ddre3oed. romped en,..lope !Dr their n!turn It found unsnll&blo. Th8 publishers c&l!Jlot &CC<>Ot nspoDIIlbWty ror return or unsollctt<!d manuscripts, altiJough care will be exeTciaed In handline 
!heo. Prlnto<l Ill U. B. A. 



$75 a Week 
for DoblriJu 1 

&!:!> rraduate R. N. Dobbiml I!'Ot a job 
lmmedl.ate17 &Iter llnahing = course &nd wu 800D e.a.mlng S75 a woeJt: as ewer Insmtctor at an A•fatlon 8cbool In New Yortl 

let Me Show 
YiJu How to 
Earn $30.00 a Week 
and UP ln -AVIATION! 

l.r&l1 blnzer, piCJDMr, UJ)Iorer. autliM, In· 
structor, A VIATOR. 
The !lrst man to Jill� 
a plane aerou the .U· 
!antic, tile famous NC· 
4. and the lin� to 117 
from Nor! ll to Sou til 
America. The man wbo 
wu a crack ttv1nar In· 
otructor ror the Nny 
dll11ng tbe Wor: wbo 
today Is training r&r· 
sighted men ror Ana· Uon. Hinton Ia na<b 
to train rmJ at home 
In your Jlll&re time. Gee 
lila Free Booll:. 

My np·t<Hlate home study Couru gives you the ground 1rork you need to D� and keep a real job In this fascinating, fast-growing Industry. Many of my graduates, who didn't know a thing about Aviation before they enrolled are 
hold ing down fine jobs right now-In the air and on the ground. Get tht> facts 
about my prnct!ca.f training, what It has done tor others, and my Money Back 
.Agreement NOW. 

I Teach You QUICKLY-at 
Home in Your Spare Time 
You don't need to &ift up ;your present job-don't need to leave home. to !ret your training In Aviation. I've 
made It easy for you. I've put my own eixteen yeare of 
experience-backed by over �00,000 miles of flying-live 
yean of instructing in the Navy-ell Into my thorough, 
quickly maetered home etudy Courae. I have helped many 
of my graduates get joba. You �ret the benefit of my free 
employment service. 

Many Make $40, $60, $75 a Week 
No Previous Experience Needed 

You don't even need a high aehool education-don't have 
to know anything about planes or enginee to learn the 
ground work of Aviation with my Course. Everything Is 
clearly explained-Illustrated by hundreds of pictures, drawings and chart.e-<!imple and easy ae poeeible. 

You Have Many Types of Jobs 
to Choose From 

You have mer 40 dilrerut typee of lobo to choose trom """" 70U have the n..,_.,. train!.D&. You 181 &11 the information you need 
to paas the Gonrnment•s written exa.mina.tton tor lfecha.nlc's or 
Pilot's Llctn&ell, In a. raw abort monthB. It rou W&nt t<> loam to 
fls. I e&n oa., l'OU m&n7 times the cost ot my Course on YOW' 
ll.rfna time at iOOd alri>orU &11 OYer the count:Y. 

Aviation is Growing Fast 
Ariation Ia crowio� b7 Jeapo aDd bouncla. Don't walt &lid lit tht! 
otller Cello-en 181 ahea.d of 7011. Th!nt abOu� your OWil ruture. Get 
� .. !!Zf:·�� ��ulf' I�ft �drl� �&fu� 
FREE Book-11&cl<ed trltll Interesting racta a.bOUt :rour cpl)OrtU
Illtiu Ill Avfatloo. Do It NOW. 

WALTER HINTON, Pres. 
Aviation Institute of U. S. A., Inc. 

1115 Connecticut Avenue, Washington, D. C. 

FREE 
FLIGHT 

"Give her the !IW11" You're olfl y.. olr, .. IIOOQ &S J'OU complete my 
«rurse, I arnnge a r.ee dlaht ror you at a.n accredited 
&!r ftold. It doesn't coet :rou a J)eD.tly, It Ia my er&dua
tfon PlOSellt to you. 

Walter Hinton, President 
f J Aviation Inatitute of U. S. A .. lne. ) 

I Please send me a Free copy of your book, "Wln1111 of 
�,· 1115 Connecticut A venae, W aahinl[ton, D. C. 

� Opportunity," I want to know more about my oppor
tunities in Commercial Aviation, and your t.ted 

I method of home training. Thla request doe& not oOU· 1 
pte me. (Print elearl;r.) 

• 1 
I Name . . . . . . .. . .. . . . . . . .... .......... ..... .... , . . .. ) 
I Address . :. . . .  • . . . .  • .. . .  • . . . .  • . . . .  • . . • Ap..... .. • 1 
• . 1 
LCity . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . .. . . . . .. ....... State........... l -�------------� --
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NO MORE 
WHISKEY DRINKING �Ew! 

u�.-Tuta .. �t 

....... 11 ... .. !MftcW 
Jury W,. c:AZI �e tt -!18tl7 at heme Ill tea. eolhe er food. u.d tt c.U DGoi:llbc to tn' I ll 7"U have a huabaDcl. - b�•· fdher or trt•• who t. a ri.tim ot wldalll7, 

beer err ....0... ..!Ill :J"V - aSid ��Dr. J. W. �Co., tllll S.. Bide., Olaobmait. Ohio. and'tbv will AIDil ,... �17 fJ'ee. iD Jli&iD wrapper, a trial 

EI�·Chilling!! 
Uiffo-ent!!! 

z--. � - ............ -- WU& It IIU clwe far -
II &D _. ttl - I& u..i4 do C. JOG. W.U. IOUJ' &114 boo 

Stories of black rns�, esoteric �lrt 
ri&e.s, �oljcry and weird momlers! 

t- �!1-llr .. 
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SUN 
PSORIASIS- ECZEMA •• •rhr ollafl••t• .,, uupfl•n• u It n._,.,.,. to�- from tbeee UJiaiahtly akin ir�oaa1 PSORACIHE., a woDderful new di.coT• 
ery DOW �DC maa;r IBubhorD caeee where other treatmeata f�. T,.,. It ao Dl&,ter how long aiilict.ed. Write tor awom proal aad free iDi'4l'mAtlou. 

EDWARD U. KLOWDEH su H. c:entnt �"ark, Chtcap, an. 

SUCCESS 

Of mptuy GlUi fear and detJth! 
In Thia Iasue 

Village of lhe Dead 
Feature-� M� N�l 

by Wyatt Blassingame 
-

.3 Mystery· Terror Noftlettes 

Death's Lewing Arms 
br Bqla B. C�n�e 

SataD.'s BoadholiSe 
liT Carl 1 aeobi 

The Lao� Corpse 
br Irma. ..4. �e 

Plus thriUing 1/um ��cries arul lectures. all 
in the Oaober isav.e of-

TERROR 
TALE� 

Out Now! 

hv Home 
Study of LAW 

"I/indmolttJo.ritionscommanding$10,000 course leading to the degree of LL.B., 
a yetrr or more are filled b,lmen who M\le or shorter business law course tmde!' 
studied law,"writes a prominent Eastern LaSalle guidance, is available for yonr 
manufacturer. Useyonrspare timetrain- home study. 14-volume 
ing yonr mind to deal with problems from modern Law Library. 
thepracticalstB.Ildpoint ofthe lawtrained Cost low-terms easy. 
man. He i& a leader of men-in aDd out If you are adult. in 
of business. StB.IldardOil ofN.J.,Packard earnest. a m b i tious, 
Motor Co., Mutual Life Insurance Co., writetodayforFREE 
hundreds of corporations, are headed by 64-page "Law Train
legally trained men. Law is the basis of ing for Leadership,'' 
all business-large or small. A full law and full information. 
LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY, Dept. 11334-L Cblcaso, Ill. 
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THE WORLD IS MOVING! 
THESE DAYS IT TAKES A SPRINTER TO KEEP UP 

* CRASH � • .  there goes a tradition. 

* BA N G • • •  It's the end of a regime. 

You can't stand still today! Things 
are happening. OIJ ways are losing 
out. New m et hods are com i n g  in. 

AnJ this applies to y o u-a nJ 

What are you doln; about It-just standing still? 
Wake up, pt In action I Equip yourself today-In 

spare time-for the sprint that leads to sucoea
to security-to a better job-to more money I 

The race is on. Many of your competitors (they 
may be close friends, too, but they're earnest compet
itors, don't forget) are In serious training-they're 
devoting every possible moment to the mastery of 
Internationa l  Correspondence Schools Courses. This 
Is real training-It's not for slow-pokea and quitters I 
Only men who mean business In a fast-moving world 

·need apply. The coupon Is your application blank. 
------��----� .. �---

* 

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 

"Tnt Uni'Vtrslli Uni'fltrsity" BOX 3309, SCRANTON, PENNA. 
Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, "Who Wins 

and Why," and full particulars about the subject btjor� which I have marked X: 
TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 

[] TelecraDh Eoctn- 0 Plumbiac 0 Steam Flttlna 
0 TeleDhoae Work 0 HoaU..C 0 V eotilatlon 
0 Meob&Dioal Eoctn- []-Metal Worm 
0 Meahanioal Draham&n 0 lll•m EnciD-
0 MachiDln 0 Toolmaker [] Steam Electric :a:..cm-
0 Pa.....,.m&ker 0 cm1 EnciDoer [] Heat Treatment of Metala [] !larYoyinc and l.fapplaa [] Bridae Eocinoer 0 Relriceratlon 
0 Brldce and Buil<lm. Foreman [] R. R. Looomotlno 
0 Gu EnciDeo 0 Dioool � 0 R. R. Section Fore"""' 
0 A...U.tlon Enoin• 0 R. R. B� and Bulldiac 
0 A.atomobU. Moohaaio Fonman 

BUSINESS TIIAINJNQ COURSES 
0 C. P. AOOOQiltan• 0 Berrioe Btatiotl SaiMTD•nahlp 
0 Boolr..l:eeoinc 0 F'un Year Coll-
0 Beoret&rl&l Warit 0 B...u.- Cornopood....,. 
0 B,..,;oh 0 FI'OIIch 0 LeU.orina Sbow Cana 0 Siena 
0 Soi...........Mp 0 s-_.p�ur &Dd Tn>inc 
0 Adno:WiD& [] Clri Berrioe 0 .M&il Curlc 

* 

N4Me'-----------------· ______ _.J.,re----·-·Address._, ____ ,, ___ .. ____ .,.....,.._ 

cu,. ___ _ ---...)l4U.----· ---Ocet<paJW..-... --·-·-------
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YOU CAN' 
BEAT O"""UR- PRICE 
ADII - illllh .._ to ncol oar qaallty, Enry ataadard bnad tin HCOnatruetecl �oar oaP«�cw. moe!..., DMtbod Ia poof. 
�;::t.!tQ��=� .,........_ Ia t.ckod b7 the ..,tin ftaao• 

-��1\. ci&l �l'L-:��·�:.��· 
111M JmALLOOil :Pr!EI Tub<��� 
!19d.�1 *1''1 so.u !1Gxt.60-20 .3 • • .86 30&4. 60-31 ·"' • • 85 �··· 7�19 ·"' • • . !16 �.4.7�29 •1 . . .!16 so�. oo.t9 • • • 1. o5 30s6-0il-20 • • • 1.05 
38&$. 2�1.8 • I . . 1.16 �1<5. 26-111 • • • 1.16 
30&5.2$.20 • • • 1.16 
S1x6.2�21 • • • 1,1$ 
38X6.60-18 ·u .. 1.15 
2!1:d. 60-111 • • • 1.16 

rrJ. oo-�1g : : : H� 32&11. • • •  1.26 8axii.OO. 1 .e . . 1.�5 
l:llo6.60-20 • • • • 7 • •  1.» REGIIUI CORD naa 

im}t : : : : : ,-nr..l2:11 = rl 
33xt • • • • · • • • ·U 
m: a : : : : : : : : t: 16 
33&4 • • • • • • • •  1.16 
34&4 • • • • • • • •  1.15 
30x5 , • • • • . , • •  1.36 
331<5 • • • • • ·•I .. U6 HEAvY Dtitt'TRu·cK· tiREs 
81A Tl,.... � az..e • • • s1.es • •  az.n 
84rl • • • • • • 1o.es . . a.u 
:m : : : : : : j :st:: : : ::�: 
60d TRUCK iW.looN·s· •. i6 � '.l'!rn TabM oo-20 • • • • • S3-7S • •  $.1.111 

.oo-to • • • • • a... • • s.u 
f ,60-lt • • 0 I • LM • , J,TI I.Ji-80 , , • • • UAS • • t.K 

A'-L OTKIIt TltUCK SIZIS 
.. ���ALL TUBES ARE 

GUARANTEED· BRAND NEW 
SEND ONLY S1 DEPOSIT 
:: :::-.. e:w-:: = =r-"�o! ·-- ..,_,.,, ... ,uU--

11111f��;:.�7;��= 
ROUER COMPANY &n L MIOIII&lll lVI. CNIIHO. 1U 

CASH FOR OLD GOLD 
USTEN in on station WEAF or WRITE for informa
tion on how to gat CASH for broken or discarded JelMlrY. -tch.., cold � or bridpwort. medals, loolu>�. 
rinJts &Jll1 an.rt.lllni contalllilla 110ld • • •  wblta gold or pl&tl· 
num. Recent Act ol Con;re.. seat prl� hl&hasG since Cl�ll 
Wu. No &>i0&1 ch&r-. Write • • • 

EMPIRE GOLD BUYINQ SERVIa!: 
Empire State Bl�. NEW YORK. N. Y. 

13E W AR�EDY 
Each night with the setting of the sun the 

giant Tarantula spider will spin his web across 
the Front. Airplanes that fiy into his web he 
will eat whole I 

This species of spider, genus Gratus Arach
nida, was reported by the ancients and ts the 
most dangerous and largest of the mammoths. 
He has been tamed by ta and now does our 
bidding. 

YOU DO NOT BELIEVE THIS? 

Then send out your ships tonight to bomb us 
and see what happens I 

G-8 was puuled at this melodramaSic mes· 
sage, which a Fokker dropped across tha 

.lines. Surely 1M enemy did 1101 apec$ 
Yank headquarters to believe such an im
possible tale. 

Several hours ltzkr, 1M rnasur 'P1 1&ICII 
staring in horror a1 � JHinlm 1p«liiek 
he had ever seen. Across the ill�d 
midnight skies, as far as IUs ey8 could 
reach, was stretched a great web. In the 
center of this web four Yank bombers were 
erunarecl, half coruumed br flomu. And 
half crawling, half kaping fOI«U'd them 
was a mammoth Spider! 

What was thia gh.utly 'l'hiq? How 
could Yank bombers hope to get past 
its net of death? Be sure to read this 

great G-8 adventure--

The Spide.
Staffel 

A Complete novel based on G-8's own war 
diary and published in. 

G-8 AND HIS BA TILE ACES 
October Issue • On Sale Now! 



MOULDING A�" MIGHTY ARM !(\��� 
COMPLETE COURSE 
ON ARM BUILDING ONLY 

THIS BOO.K 
SHOWS HOW T O  BUILD 
A MIGHTY ARM AND 
A 16 INCH BICEP 

GET AN A 'D 'Ill of mt"gbt wt"th the 25 I will not limit you to the atm. Tt7 ey oae o( my 
�,.._. C rest cowses lined bdow u 25c. Or. tt7 all of them 

power and gnp to obey your phy- for only $t.oo. 
sical desires. I have taken weaklings RusbtbeCouponTodayl 
whose arms were scrawny pieces of 1 wiU include a PREE coPY of 
ki db d. h rtttm" d "NERVES OP STEEL, MUSCLES s n an one an tn a very s 0 e e- UK£ IRON". It u • priceless book 

veloped them into men of powerful pro- rothesaengthfa.aandmu.sdebuild· 
poruons with bulging biceps and brawny er. Pull of pictures of marvelous 

l'orearms. He-men witb strong, solid arms of bodied me a  who tell you decisively 
how you can build symmeay ed power that are respected by men and admired by aaensth the Jowett Way! Reach 

women! I don't mean just a 16-inc h bicep but a Our • • •  Grup This Special Offer! 
lS·inch forearm and a powerfulS·inch wrist. 

PROVEN, SCIENTIFIC TRAINING I 
This course is specially planned to build every 

mwcle in your arm! It has been scientifically 
worked out for tbat purpose. Many of mr pupils 
have developed a pair of trice�s sha� like a 
honeshoe, and just as strong, ana a patr of biceps 
that show their double head formation. The 
sinewy cables between tbe biceps and elbow ue 
deep and thick with wire cable-like ligamenu. 
The forearm bellies witb bulk. tbe great supina
tor lifting muscles become a column of power, 
and their wrists are alive and writhe with cordy 
snew. Start now to build a be-man's arm!) . 

Dept. 109Kc. 422 Popl•r s . . 

THE SECRETS OF STRENGTH REVEALED -
Yoa can"t make a mistake. Tbe re�tadoa olche�UGC�aeK umed .o:ws ic the world lt&a&h behilid diU covse.I sin� 

my� methods of IUeQth deorelopmect Wuaated iuool ezplaiaed u .7011 like ch-. Mail your order aow while 1001 
C&A still cet dlia coune at m'J ioaoductof7 price of oal., 2Sc. 

SCII'&JIIIIn. PL 
Geotce P. Jowett: Send. br rentm 

mail. ptep&id. che counes c:hcckccl 
below for which I am eadO<OIIIliDIII&---

NaiU---------------------�------



Building. melted, meD ran ill ten"Or, • the death ship swooped dowu. 
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(!J•eaJDing 
ROB£/ff SIDNEY no wEN Eye 

_A Gripping Account of the Next War 
· It lanced across the skies-a deadly green_ ray that disintegrated every

thing it touched--men, planes, cities! What was its secret? How could 
- man defy its awful" power? Death rides over America as Dusty Ayres 

and his war buddies hunt down the most gigantic weapon of doom ever. 
launched against the United States. 

CHAPTER ONE 

Phantom Murders 

�R the fifth time in the last two r. �locks, Dusty Ayres stopped and · gazed at the array of miscellaneous 
merchandise in a store window. This 
time it happened to be a tobacco-shop, but 
Dusty noted that fact absently. His main 
reason for stopping was to shoot a flash 
glance back over his right shoulder. And 
as be _did the tiny frown on his brows 
deepened. and his lips carne together in 
a thin, grim line. He was very troubled. 

The short, shabbily dressed civilian had 
also stopped. This time he bent over and 
retied his shoelace. 

With il]lpulsive decision Dusty walked 
into the store and over to the glass-topped 
counter. 

"Something you'd like, captain?" 
beamed a bald headed clerk who slid for
ward. 

"Package of Haig Curly Rub.'' �nt
ed the pilot. 

"Certainly, captain. And perhaps you'd 
like--'' 

Dusty didn't hear the rest. Out of the 

9 
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comer of his eye he had spotted ·the face 
that peeked around the edge of the door 
for a split second. The civilian was stick
ing close. 

"-And there's certainly been a lot 
about you in the papers, captain. I'm 
very proud to be able to serve you." 

Dusty started. 
"Eh? Oh, yes, thanks." Then, bend

ing over the counter, he lowered his voice. 
"You have a rear door to this place?" 

The clerk blinked. 
"vVhy--er-yes, of course. Is there 

anything wrong, sir?" 
Dusty shrugged. 
"That's what I want to find out," he 

mumbled, and moved down the counter. 
"Make as though you want to show me 
something out back," he added under his 
breath. 

The clerk looked mystified, but he nod
ded, neverthele_ss. 

"Certainly, captain," he said in loud 
tones. "If you'll just step this way, I11 
show you what we have." 

Bowing and smiling, the clerk ushered 
him through a door, and when it had 
closed behind them, he pointed across a 
stockroom. 

"It's over there, sir," he said. "Can I 
be of any help? I don't quite under
stand." 

"Neither do I," replied Dusty. "But 
thanks, and stick here for a couple of min
utes, will you?" 

Without waiting for the clerk's reply, 
he walked swiftly across the room, and 
shouldered through the rear door. It 
brought him out into a small court, with 
a narrow alley leading to the main street. 

Feet barely making a sound on the 
pavement, he slid down the alley, eased 
around the corner and stopped dead. The 
short civilian was there with his back to 
him, and not four feet away. 

A quick step and he tapped the man 
on the shoulder. 

"Waiting for someone?" 
At the sound of the voice the civilian 

whirled: Dark eyes flashed, and the fin-· 
gers of the right hand twitched convul
sively-actually crooking, as though pull
ing a gun trigger.. Then, just as rapidly, 
the stranger relaxed and a nervous, em
barrassed laugh spilled off his lips. 

"Why, er-yes, sir," he gulped out. "I 
was waiting for you. As a matter of 
fact, I've been following you for some 
time." 

"I know you have!" cut in Dusty, in 
a hard voice. "So, what's it all about, 
eh?" 

"Why, er-" the civilian stammered. 
"As a matter of fact, Captain Ayres, 
I've been trying to get up enough nerve 
to ask you for your autograph. I'm col
lecting the signatures of famous people. 
Now, if you'll be good enough to-" 

"Drop your hand !" 

THE words whipped off Dusty's lips 
like machine-gun bullets. The civil

ian's right hand, reaching for his inside 
jacket pocket, shot down stiff and straight 
at his side. His eyes widened in a flick
er of momentary fright. 

"I-I don't understand," he managed 
to gasp. 

"No?" the pilot snapped. "I think you 
do. Now listen, I don't just get what 
it's all about, and I haven't the time right 
now to find out. But, you're a pretty bum 
actor, mister, and this time you lose. 
Don't move !" 

Before the other had time to blink an 
eyelash, Dusty snaked a hand under the 
left lapel of the man's jacket and pulled 
out a small, snub-nosed automatic. Heft
ing it carelessly, he fixed agate eyes on 
the short fellow. 

"Trying to get up enough nerve, is 
right!" he cracked. "About face, you! 
We'll tell it to that cop over there on the 
corner. Get going I" 
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The dark-eyed civilian started to pro
test, but it began and ended with a sharp 
yelp of pain as steel fingers clamped down 
on his shoulder and spun him around. 
With a doglike whimper he started walk
ing. 

The policeman didn't notice them un
til they had reached his side. Then he 
saw Dusty and snapped a salute. But 
when his eyes swept over the short man 
they narrowed, and the muscles of his 
face tightened. 

"You, eh, you little rat?" he barked. 
Then to Dusty, "What's the charge, cap
tain? He been panhandling you? He's 
'Hand-Out' Hicks, and a gutter rat if 
there ever was one!" 

The civilian seeme d to shrivel up tmder 
the policeman 's glare. 

"I ain't done nothing !" he whined. "I 
ain't done nothing, and that's the truth!" 

Dusty banded the snub-nosed gun to 
the cop. 

"He's right in that," he said grimly. 
"I took this away from him before he 
could do anything. He's been following 
me for the last five or six blocks." 

The policeman looked from the gun to 
Dusty's face and back to the gun again. 
His eyes were wide \vith dumbfounded 
amazement. 

"Well, I'll be a-" he gasped. He turned 
to the short man, "Back on stick-up w"ark, 
hey? Well, you punk you'll get plenty 
for this. Thanks, captain. Will you be 
down for charges in the morning?" 

Dusty nodded. 
"Yes. If it's necessary." 

Answering the policeman's salute, he 
turned on his heel and retraced his steps 
down the street. The frown was still on 
his brow, and there was a puzzled look in 
his eyes. 

"Now· what in hell did that little mug 
think I had that was worth stealing?" he 
muttered to himself. 

After a few moments he gave it up 
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with a shrug, turned down a side street 
and headed toward a High Speed Group 
7 car, which was parked at the next cor
ner. Lounging against the door was a 

· tall, curly-haired flying lieutenant, a ciga
rette dangling from between his lips. On 
official records he was listed as Lieutenant 
C. B. Brooks, but to Dusty and the rest 
of the 7th Group, he was just plain 
"Curly." 

As he spotted Dusty he spat out the 
cigarette, straightened up and waved his 
hand impatiently. 

"Shake :t up, kid!" he yelled. ''What 
am I supposed to do-wait all day? I've 
got everything, and what I haven't, is 
being sent' out." 

Without waiting for an answer, be slid 
into the front seat. Dusty lengthened his 
stride, came abreast of the car and got 
in behind the wheel. 

"Some mug tried to stick me up," he 
grinned. "And-look out, Curly! Down!" 

Even as Dusty shouted the warning and 
hauled the other down onto the car fioor, 
spitting flame zipped out from a doorway 
�irty yards up the street and the air 
reverberated with the savage rattle of 
sub-machine-gun fire. Metallic darts ham
mered against the side of the car, and the 
windshield became criss-crossed with a 
million fine cracks. 

So suddenly had come the burst of fire 
and so suddenly had it ceased, that even 
as its yammering died away to an echo, 
men and women on the sidewalks were 
still continuing to their respective des
tinations. And then as the realization of 
danger flashed to them all, they became 
panicky and either froze to the spot or 
went screaming for shelter. 

It all took no more than four seconds. 
But at the ticking of the fifth second, 
Dusty was out of the car and racing up 
the street, right hand tugging at his hol
stered automatic. Upon reaching the door
way he ducked in only to be brought up 
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short by a stoutly face. Anyway, the 
built door that was 
securely I o c k e d. 
And as he was de
bating the idea of 
shooting away the 
lock, a siren wailed 
its eerie note and 
a radio police patrol 

DUSTY AYRES 
sergeant nodded to 
the beat-men and 
told them to smash 
in the door. A min
ute or so later the 
hinges gave way, 
a n d  the wo o d  
crashed in. 

· car jerked to a 
screaming stop at 
the curb. 

"Hey, what's this 
all abont? Whatcha 
doing w i t h that 
gun?" 

Dusty turned to 
meet the sharp questioning eyes of a patrol 
sergeant. In a couple of crisp sentences 
he explained. 

"Why, search me!" he finished. "By 
chance I happened to spot the gun-a 
sub-swinging my way. My pal and I 
ducked just in time. Whoever did it, is 
in this building somewhere. But I intend 
to find out. I don't like being shot at." 

T
HE patrol sergeant gave him a quizzi

: cal look, eyed the door a moment, 
then stepped forward and tried it. By 
that time a couple of beat-men came lwn
bering up. They saluted the sergeant and 
stared at Dusty, and at Curly, who had 
joined his pal. 

"Well?" Dusty finally snapped. "Do 
we all stand here and let him get away?" 

The sergeant didn't like that, and his 
face showed it. 

"How do you know they--or him
was shooting at you?" he got out gruffly. 

Dusty jerked a thumb toward the Group 
car. 

"That's plain enough, isn't it?" he 
barked. "Now, I demand that you search 
this house--right now !" 

Perhaps it was something in Dusty's 
voice, or perhaps it was the look on his 

"Just a minute, 
captain!" snarled 
t h e sergeant, as 
Dusty started to · 
bound inside. "This 
is a police job. 
We'll go first." 

With a beat-man 
outside to send the gathering crowd away, 
the rest went into the house. · It took but 
a flash glance at the cobweb-covered walls 
and stairway to realize that the place was 
vacant. And as they mounted to each of the 
five floors their original belief was simply 
confirmed. From cellar to flat-topped roof 
they found nothing but cobwebs and at 
least twenty years' collection of dust. 

One thing, however, Dusty noted before 
any of the others and he pointed it out to 
the sergeant. The trap skylight was not 
bolted, and a scattering of dust showed 
that it had been recently opened. 

But the sergeant was not much im
pressed. He simply shrugged his shoul
ders and brushed dust particles from hi:J 
uniform. 

"Doesn't mean anything,'' he grunted. 
"Lots of bwns use these joints to flop 
in. They come in and go out by the trap, 
here. But, I'll make a report, anyway," 
he added grudgingly. "Just leave me your 
name for the records, and I'll see that 
the place is watched." 

Ten minutes later, Dusty and Curly 
were back in the car. And a minute after 
that, they had nudged through the ga� 
ing crowd and were on their way out to 
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the 7th's temporary airdrome, just a 
few miles north of Springfield, Mass. 

"Holy gosh!" exploded Curly. "Some 
welcome home for you, kid. What the 
hell do you make of it? There wasn't 
any fooling about .that fellow trying to 
get us. Boy, that sergeant was one dumb 
cop!,. 

Dusty only grunted and shrugged. Eyes 
fixed on the road ahead, he tried to fig
ure out an answer. · The only thing he 
gained was a firm belief that Hand-Out 
Hicks had not had stick-up ideas in mind. 
He had trailed Dusty to shoot. And fail
ing in that, someone else had taken up 
the job. Why? 

For a moment he thought of Black In
\-ader a�ts, bat dismissed the idea as 
ridiculous. To begin with, Hicks was 
not a Blaclc. He was an American 
crook� a uative of the lower strata. 

p COULDN'T possibly be Black agent 
work. Hell. after three rotten weeks 

in the hospital he'd only rejoined the 
Group that morning. Hadn't even taken 
up his new ship yet. The g'e.ng bad 
insisted upon a celebration, and he and 
Curly bad driven in town for a few need
ed liquid supplies. 

"Maybe I'm goofy!" he muttered aloud. 
"But I can't see any yeggs shooting us 
up for the bit of change we might have." 

"You're wrong there, kid," spoke up 
Curly. "Only a week ago a couple slugged 
Bert Jones, of the Fifth, in an alley and 
took him for his last five bucks. This 
war is a gold mine for the undenvorld 
rats-at least those that have evaded the 
first draft. Oh well, they missed us. So 
what the hell! Come on, a little more 
speed!" 

It was then that Dusty realized that 
he had unconsciously slowed down to a 
snail's pace. Feeding hop to the thirty
two small bore cylinders under the 
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streamlined hood, he sent the car rocket
ing down the broad highway. Driving 
with inborn ease, he slid around traffic, 
beat a dozen or so traffic lights by the 
fraction of a second, and eventually swung 
off onto the narrow dirt road that led 
directly to the field. 

Engine purring a song of mighty pow
er, and wheels spewing up a cloud of 
dust, Dusty swung the car around a sharp 
bend, straightened out-and it happened. 

Not forty yards ahead, a big car, of 
ancient vintage, shot out from behind a 
group of trees, bounced to the center of 
the road and came to a full stop. Curly's 
bellow of alarm deafened Dusty as he 
slammed on the brakes. And the shrill 
screaming of rubber tires striving fran
tically to grip the dirt, added to the bed� 
lam of sound. 

In the split seconds allowed, Dusty 
saw that the big car was empty, and that 
he had less than four feet of clearance on 
either side. A crash was inevitable. 

"Hang on, Curly-I'm going to the 
left!" 

Hands locked about the wheel, he swung 
it down hard, snapped off the brake, and 
thumped his foot on the gas. Rear end 
swaying crazily, the car shot half off ·the 
road, and roared straight ahead. A split 
second later there was a terrific roar of 
sound as the right front bumper smashed -
into the left front wheel of the car block
ing the road. 

The jar of impact flung Dusty side
wise, and for a fleeting moment his hands 
started to slip off the wheel. But he 
grabbed it again and hung on for dear 
life, as the heavy Group car knocked the 
other vehicle clear over on its side. They 
went crashing past amid the screaching 
sounds of ripping metal. 

"Clear!" shouted Dusty. "We're-,-" 

He never finished the rest. At that 
moment, just as they were about to tear 
into the clear, the swaying rear end of 
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their car slammed up against the other 
auto, and their right rear wheel buckled. 

Like a derailed express, the Group car 
fell off on the right side. Then, as though 
boosted by some invisible giant's hand, it 
careened over the opposite way and went 
plowing crazily into the woods. In the 
flicker of time left, Dusty flipped off the 
ignition, flung both arms up over his 
head and put every bit of his weight on 
the brake pedal. 

A tree trunk slanuned into the front 
wheels, and everything became a blurred 
volcano of thundering sound as the car 
went whirling over on its back ; over onto 
its crumpled wheels again-and over some 
more. A spinning world of darkness and 
sound. 

CHAPTER TWO 

Kidnap Pilot 

FROM a thousand miles away, Dusty 

heard Curly Brooks' shouting voice. 
"Hey, kid-hey ! You all right ?" 

The sound of the voice pried open his 
eyes, and it was then that he saw he was 
still sitting in the car. Or rather, still 
sitting in what was left of it. 

The top had been ripped off as though 
slashed by some great knife. The en
gine hood was like crumpled paper jammed 
around a split tree trunk. And the en
gine, itself, was resting crosswise on its 
bearers. But, thanks to armor plating, 
the sides of the car were intact. 

Dully, Dusty realized that the armor 
plating had contributed a good deal to the 
fact that they were still alive. He grinned 
cheerfully at his flying pal. 

"A couple of bumps here and there," 
he said. "But I guess that's all. And 
you?" 

The other cursed roundly. 
"I don't dare find out," he finished up. 

''Good God, who the hell do you suppose 
ran that car onto the road ?" 

The question clicked like steel in Dus
ty's aching head. Thankfulness at still 
being in one piece had made him mo
mentarily forget about the real cause o f  
the accident. Like a shot his hand flew 
to his gun. He bent close to Brooks. 

"He must still be around, Curly," he 
said in a low voice. "I've a hunch he 
wants to make sure. We'll nail him and 
find out a few things. Damned if this 
isn't getting to be a habit !" 

Making as little movement as possible, 
they eased out of the car, crept into some 
bushes, and waited. They sat there well 
over fifteen minutes before a · twig 
snapped some distance off to their right. 
Brooks started crawling, but Dusty 
grabbed him and shook his head. 

"This is good enough," he whispered. 
"Wait until he shows himself !" 

Bodies crouched and ready to spring, 
eyes narrowed and glued in the direction 
from which the sound had come, they 
waited another minute or so. And then 
a bush moved some twenty feet beyond 
the wrecked car and a checkered cap 
came into view. Below it was a face ! 

The mouth was thin and tightly drawn. 
The nose was mashed a bit to the left of 
its original position. And the skin was 
like faded yellow paper, pock-marked and 
taut. 

But it was the newcomer's eyes that at
tracted the two Yanks most. They were 
dark, deep-set, and glowing with a weird, 
fiendish light-the kind of light that comes 
into the eyes of a ruthless killer just aft
er he's got his man in the back. 

For a moment the checkered cap and 
the face beneath it were motionless. Then 
the bush parted, and a thin, flashily 
dressed man stepped out, and sneaked 
close to the car. Clutched in his grimy 
right hand was a big .38 revolver. 

"Hold it, you !" 

Dusty's words rang out like three dis

tinct pistol shots. The stranger froze �or 
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an instant. Then he whirled and jerked 
up the gun. Like a flash, Dusty dropped, 
and pulled his own trigger as he went 
down. Th� killer screamed, his gun 
leaped from his clawing fingers. But 
almost instantaneously Curly's gun roared, 
and the man spun around like a top, then 
fell flat on his face. 

"Hell !" snorted Brooks, as Dusty 
scrambled to his feet. "Trying for his 
shoulder, and I think I killed him." 
· In five seconds they found that out for 
sure. The man was stone dead. Dusty's 
bullet had smashed his gun hand wrist, 
but Curly's had plunked right through 
the heart. 

"Sorry, kid," he apologized. "I guess 
I didn't help much with my bum shoot
ing. He'll never tell us anything." 

Dusty didn't answer. Instead, he bent 
down, rolled the fast stiffening figure 
over and started a search of his pockets. 
He could well have saved his time. Apart 
from a few bills of low denomination, and 
a colored silk handkerchief, he found noth
ing. 

AS HE was getting to his feet again, 
there came the roar of a car tearing 

down the dirt road at terrific speed. Hard
ly had they both recognized it, than they 
heard the screeching of brakes. 

On mutual impulse they raced through 
the bushes just in time to see another 
one of Group 7's cars come to a dead 
halt a bare four feet from the wrecked 
car of the killer. A corporal driver was 
behind the wheel, and as he came jump
ing out of the door his face as white as 
brand new paper. 

Dusty recognized him immediately. 
"Corporal Sharron !" he yelled, break

ing into a run. 
The non-com spun around and stood 

gaping, eyes like saucers and jaw sag
ging. 

"Gosh, sir I" he gulped as Dusty pulled 

up. "W-w-what happened ? I damn near 
ran into it, sir." 

"We had a little trouble, corporal," 
the pilot answered. "Listen, our car's 
wrecked. I want you to take us to the 
field at once. You've got room to turn 
here." 

"Sure, sir," the other was still gasp
ing. "Was on my way to fetch you, sir, 
anyway," he continued. "You're wanted 
at the field at once. Major Drake sent 
me. Said I'd find you in town." 

"Anything wrong ?" asked Dusty, as 
he and Curly climbed in the back of the 
car. 

"Don't know, sir," the non-com told 
him. "But a couple of medicos--colonels, 
sir-landed in an ambulance plane 'bout 
fifteen minutes ago. Had an escort of 
four pursuits. Right after that, the major 
told me to hunt you up." 

Dusty scowled and leaned forward. 
"Ambulance plane ?'' he echoed. "Just 

repeat all that, will you, corporal ?" 
The man did, practically word for word. 

Dusty sank back and stared at Curly 
Brooks. 

"How in hell did they know we might 
be needing an ambulance ?" he grunted. 

His pal shrugged, gingerly fingering a 
goose egg on the side of his head, and 
sighed. 

"Think up your own answer," he grum
bled. "After what's happened so far
! expect most anything. But, I will say 
this. Someone's sore at you, or me-
or both of us. Damned if I know ! Ooh, 
my head !" 

With a groan Brooks leaned back and 
closed his eyes. Elbows on knees and 
doubled fists as a rest for his chin, Dus
ty stared s_traight ahead, searching for an 
answer. But, there was · none forthcom
ing. And by the time Corporal Sharron 
braked the car to a gentle stop in front 
of Group 7 H. Q. shack, all he had was 
a more painful headache. 
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He promptly forgot his head as he 
jumped out of the car and shouldered in 
through the door. Behind the desk sat 
Major Drake, and on his left were two 
moon-faced colonels of the medical corps. 

At Dusty's entrance, Major Drake 
glanced up, frowning. But his frown im
mediately vanished as he saw his ace 
pilot, and a look of alarmed amazement 
spread over his wind-bronzed face. 

"For God's sake, Dusty !" he e.xclaimed. 
"What in the name of all that's holy hap
pened to you ?" 

When Dusty had finished telling him, 
the e.'t.pression on the C. O.'s face had 
changed to one of marked consternation. 
The two medical officers were also 
alarmed. And although Dusty was not 
sure, he thought that they exchanged a 
swift glance of mutual agreement about 
something. 

"Good God !" gasped Major Drake 
when he found his voice. "I can't under
stand it. But, by the Lord Harry, I'll 
have a few words to say to the Police 
Commissioner, later. Heaven knows we're 
having enough trouble with the Black 
Invaders, not to be bothered with a lot 
of highway crooks and killers." 

"But what was there for them to steal ?" 
Dusty cut in. "I£ I was a paymaster, on 
the way back from the Area field cash
ier, I might understand. And if they 
had been Black agents out to win a medal 
or two, I could also understand. But 
they weren't. Both of the men I saw 
were common, every day gunmen. Just 
cheap killers, without much guts." 

"Pardon, major," one of the medicos 
suddenly broke in as Dusty stopped. 
"We're in a hurry, you know. And if 
you don't mind, we'd like to--" 

"Yes, certainly, colonel," the C. 0. 
nodded. And then to Dusty, "These gen
tlemen are Colonel Watts and Colonel 

· Standish, Dusty. They constitute a spe-
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cial medical boari1 sent up from Wash
ington H. Q. They want to examine you 
to see if you are ready yet for a renzm 
to active service." 

Dusty saluted and grinned. 

"I CERTAINLY appreciate Washing-
ton's concern over my health. sir," 

he smiled at the one introduced as Col
onel Watts. "But I guess they didn't 
know that I had a medical board exam 
at the hospital this morning, before I left. 
And I was pronounced in tip-top shape. 
The little experience I've just bad didn't 
do any serious damage. No, I'm perfect
ly fit, sir." 

The colonel addressed shrugged. 

"Nevertheless," he Said evenly. 'We're 
here to examine you. Now, if you'll just 
take off your clothes, we'll-" 

"But why all the trouble, sir ?'' Dusty 
questioned stubbornly. "I'm perfectly all 
right. And you said that you were in 
a hurry, so there is no sense taking up 
your time." 

"Our orders are to examine you, cap
tain,'' replied the other firmly. "Please 
take off your clothes." 

Dusty's jaw tightened. 

"But, it's ridiculous I" he exclaimed. 

"It's an official order, Dusty," Major 
Drake broke in smoothly. "Here, read 
it." 

He tossed a square of paper across the 
desk. Dusty grabbed it up an_d glared at 
the typed words. 

Major A. P. Drake, C. 0. 
H. S. Group 7. 
Sir :  

Colonels Watts and Standisli, of Staff 
Medical Unit, have been appointed a spe-
cial board to examine Captain Ayres and 
determine if he is physically and mentally 
fit for return to active service. 

You are hereby ordered to accept their 
judgment as final, and abide by any decision 
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they deem .oeces.sary ior the good oi Cap
tain Ayres, aod the service in genec.t. 

Signed, L. B. Bradley, 
General. 
Officer Commanding 
.U. S. Air Force. 

As Dusty read the nDte over twice a 
queer sensation rippled through him. Just 
why it was, he didn't know. There was 
no doubt that the order was official
he rec� General Bradley's signa
ture at once. 

But, why the hell go to all this bother, 
when Washington G. H. Q. must know 
that the Boston Military Hospital wouldn't 
have discharged hitn unless he was fit? 
Hell, didn't Bradley trust Boston medi
cos ? 

Wrth a �. he tossed the order back 
on the desk. 

"Very well," be sighed. Then he added 
grimly, "But I hope the couple of cracks 
I got on the bead, in that tar smash-up, 
won't mislsd you. I really £� better 
than I eYer ha...e before in my life." 

Three minutes later he stood befm:e 
them naked. Tbe two medicos took vari
ous instruments from a tittle black bag, 
and went silently to wotic. From head 
to foot they pounded and thumped him, 
and listaaed attentively thmugh binaural 
stethoscopes. They examined his ears, his 
eyes, his nose, and his mouth. Took blood 
pressure readings ; made him hop about 
on one foot, then on the other, and re
corded heart-beat fluctuation. 

In short, they couldn't have done any 
more if they'd cut him apart and exam
ined him piece by piece. And all the 
time they made notes and figures Qtl half 
a dozen different charts. 

Winded, a� all over, and getting 
madder by the minute, Dusty neverthe
less was patient. Finally they stepped 
back and nodded. 

"You can get into your clothes now, 
captain," said Colonel Watts. 

Then after a brief glance at Colonel 
Standish he turned to Drake. 

"We are taking Captain Ayres to the 
Washington Base Hospital for observa
tion," he said quietly. "Unfortunately, 
there is a peculiar heart and lung condition 
that will hear watching." 

Had a bomb exploded at that instant 
Dusty would not have been more startled. 

"What?" he roare<L forgetful of rank. 
"To Washington Base for observation �  
Litre hell I'm going to Washington Base ! 

Why, I-" 
Colonel Watts spun on him, and his or

dinarily quiet voice cradc.ed like a whip., 

• "Si1enee, captain t Y Ott forget yot.tl'
seH. We are here under ordeB from G. 
H. Q. and you will abide by OU1' com
mand� ! Is that cle!r Do yon think we 
have any personal desire to keep you 
away from active duty, after all the wnn
derful deeds you've accomplished? Of 
course not ! 

"You are a very Taluable man to the 
Service, and G. H. Q. does not wish to 
take any chances. Now please go and 
gather what few things you wish to take 
along with you. H 

"But, colonel," Dusty began, then 
stopped. "How long will I be confined 
for observation ?" he 6.nisbed with a 

groan. 
"That, I cannot say," Colonel Watts 

replied in a more kindly tone. "It .all 
depends on developments. A week, per
haps. Maybe more. Now, please hurry, 
captain." 

DUSTY hesitated, out as be caught a 
strange look and a short nod from 

Major Drake, he turned on bis beei and 
went out. Fists bunched, chin on chest, 
he plodded over to his hutment and stuffed 
a few things in a bag. Ten minutes later 
he �  out. 

The two medicos and .Major Drake 
were standing by the ambulance plaoe. 
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The plane's prop was ticking over slowly. 
Four staff pursuit ships were already taxi
ing out onto the field, preparatory to tak
ing off. 

Stopping a moment, Dusty watched 
them streak down the runway and zoom 
up into the blue. Taking his eyes off 
them he looked down the tarmac of his 
own field. His chin squared stubbornly, 
and a glint of sadness mingled with the 
anger in his eyes. 

Lined up wing
tip to wing-tip were 
the t w e n t y-one 
planes of H i g h 
Speed Group No. 
7. And the one 
nearest him was his 
own ship - Silver 
Flash III. His ship 
- and he hadn't 
even test flown it  
yet ! It was a spe
cial model of the 
Barling XFB type, 
in which were in
corporated several 
radical improve
ments that he him
self had recommended to the engineers. 

The Silver Flash III had been the only 
thing that had made him �tay that third 
week in the hospital. It hadn't been fin
ished at the end of the second week, and 
so he had succombed to the medicos and 
stayed. But those last seven days had 
been days of dreams-dreams of the Sil
ver Flash III and of the day when he 
would take it up and find out what it 
could do. And now-

He groaned a curse, tore his eyes from 
the sleek, glossy craft and shuffled over 
to the ambulance plane. Whe� he reached 
the group he saluted stiffiy. 

"Ready sir," he muttered to Colonel 
Watts. 

The senior officer nodded, started to 

19 

climb aboard when Major Drake stopped 
him. 

"I'd like to have a few last words with 
Captain Ayres, coloneL" 

And before Watts could reply, Drake 
took hold of Dusty's arm and led him 
out of earshot. 

"Listen, son," he said in a low voice. 
"Don't take it too hard. I think there's 
more to this than either of us imagine." 

Dusty stiffened. 
"I don't get yo1t, 

sir !" 
"T h e  n, listen," 

grunted the other. 
"Five minutes ago 
I got Bradley on the 
wire-G. H. Q. of
ficial wire. T o 1 d 
him about your ex
perience today, and 
said I didn't think 
it was a fair · time 
for you to be ex
amined. Incidental
ly, I wanted to 
check on that order 
of his-though I've 
heard of Watts, I've 

never met him. See what I mean ? 
"Well, anyway, when Bradley heard 

what had happened to you-the shooting, 
I mean-he hit the roof. Fairly yelled 
orders for you to be flown to Washing
ton Base Hospital at once. Wouldn't an
swer any of my questions-just kept on 
yelling for you to be flown there imme
diately. Then there was a click, and the 
line went dead." 

As Dusty listened, the queer sensation 
returned to him, only this time about two
fold stronger. He gave his C. 0. a search
·ing look. 

"And you think, sir ?" he questioned 
softly. 

The other shook his head. 
"I'm not thinking," he replied, tighten-
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ing his grip on Dusty's ann. "I've only 
got a hunch--a hunch that you won't be 
in  Washington Base Hospital for very 
long. So-no, don't question me, I don't 
know the answers. Just keep your chin 
up, and see the thing through. And, 
luck !" 

Dusty gripped Major Drake's hand, 
then went back to the ambulance ship, 
climbed in and took a seat just back of  
the sergeant pilot at  the control. The 
non-com grinned recognition, licked his 
lips in momentary nervousness at per
forming in front of Uncle Sam's top 
eagle, then steadied down and hand
heeled the twin throttles open. The en
gines picked up and the ambulance plane 
roared down the runway, gathered speed 
and nosed up into the clear air. 

Slouching back, Dusty gave the two 
medicos but a passing glance, then closed 
his eyes and silently mulled over what 
Major Drake had told him. Headed for 
\V ashington Base Hospital-and what ? 

He didn't know. Nor did he know that 
at that very second, far up above the 
cloud layer, a cruel-eyed figure was drop- { 

ping a pair of fog-penetrating binoculars 
back into their cockpit rack and enjoy
ing a harsh, rasping chuckle. 

CHAPTER TIIREE 

Vanished Patrol 

AFTER having been able to answer 
none of his own questions, Dusty 

finally opened his eyes. Leaning toward 
the compartment window, he stared down 
at the squared panorama of ground slid
ing by. Absently he noted that they were 
flying down across Connecticut and would 
pass New York City. 

A sudden desire to see what the great 
city looked like after the unsuccessful 
Black attack made him turn to the pilot 
to ask him to fly over it. But, as he put 
out his hand, the signal light on the radio 
panel blinked rapidly and the compart-

ment speaker unit cracked out words. 
"Lieutenant Barber calling Ambulance 

Sixteen ! Emergency ! Keep as low as pos
sible-enemy flight has been sighted. Will 
try and drive them off, but keep low al
titude in case they break through. They 
-oh, my God-what's that ?" 

A split second after the sharp exclama
tion, the speaker unit emitted a blood
chilling scream-weird and eerie, with 
a faint throbbing note to it. It was not 
like the scream of  a human being in mor
tal pain. There was something mechani
cal about it-more like the screaming of 
an over-revving generator grinding its 
bearings to shreds for lack of oil. Or 
like a high speed express racing around 
a sharp curve with all wheels locked. 

But regardless of what it sounded like, 
it came blasting out of the speaker unit 
and made the blood of every man in the 
cab.in run cold. For a second no one 
moved. They sat like stone images, eyes 
glued to the speaker unit, as though it 
·were some powerful magnet they could 
not resist. 

And then with a hoarse curse Dusty 
leaped to his feet and grabbed the ser

geant pilot. 
"Call him back full volume !" he 

snapped. "And find out what happened. 
Dammit, man, snap into i t !" 

Like a mechanical doll suddenly set 
into action, the non-com shot out his 
hand, spun the wave-length dial and put 
the transmitter tube to hi!r lips. His voice 
was almost blanketed out by the ear
splitting scream of sound that still came 
over the air. 

"Lieutenant Barber on seven-eight
ten !" he bawled. "Lieutenant Barber on 
seven-eight-ten. Message cut off. What 
has happened ? Signal back on wave
length four-two-five !" 

Three times the man repeated the mes
sage as Dusty and the now white-faced 
medicos, waited brea�lessly for Lieu
tenant Barber to speak again. But, as 
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the seconds dragged by, no human voice 
was heard, and the unearthly sound in
creased in pitch. 

On sudden impulse, Dusty reached out 
and snapped off the speaker unit, and 
turned to Colonel Warts. 

"Barber is leading that staff pursuit es
cort of yours, isn't he, sir ?" he asked. 

The medico gulped and nodded. 
"Yes, yes, of course, it's Barber !" he 

got out in a shaky voice. "Good God, 
what do you suppose it is ? I never 
dreamed we'd be attacked-! wondered 
why they sent an escort, too. Sergeant, 
head for Washington as fast as you can!" 

"Hold it !" barked Dusty as the non
com started to nose down for speed. And 
then to Watts, "What's one of the other 
pilot's wave-length ?'' 

"Wave-length ?'' echoed the other dully. 
"Why, I'm sure that I don't-" 

-

Dusty ignored him and snapped the 
question at the sergeant. He received the 
answer almost before he got the question 
out. 

"Lieutenant Kress is on ten-two-four, 
sir. And Lieutenant Stubbs is on three'
nine-seven. Shall I try them, sir ?" 

"No !" barked Dusty, taking hold of his 
arm. "Out of the seat, Sergeant ! I'll 
take over !" 

"Here, captain, stop that !" cracked 
Colonel Watts, suddenly coming to life. 
"I ordered the sergeant to fly to vVash
ington as quick as he could. Our orders 
are to-" 

"Orders be damned for the moment !" 
Dusty flung at him angrily. "There's 
trouble upstairs and my job is flying. You 
can take me to your blasted hospital la
ter." 

"You heard Colonel Watts' order, didn't 
you?" roared Colonel Standish, sticking 
his oar in for the first time. "My God, 
man, are you crazy ? There aren't any 
guns on this plane. You'll get us all 

. killed !" 
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"Who said anything about guns ?'' Dus
ty ripped back at him, reaching for the 
wave-length dial. "I£ those chaps are 
in trouble, it's up to us to notify the near
�st field and have help sent up. And 
I'm going to find out. Now, be quiet, all 
o f  you !" 

puLLING the nose up with a jerk that 
made both the medicos grab frantical

ly for support, he spun the dial to Lieu
tenant Kress' reading and snapped on the 
speaker unit. 

"Kress-emergency !" he yelled into the 
transmitter tube. "Report activity at 
once. What's your altitude ? Where are 
you ? Send report and we'll relay for help. 
Ambulance Sixteen calling you I" 

Once again every eye was unconscious
ly glued to the speaker unit. That is, 
every eye but Dusty's. He had snapped 
on the head-phones, and his eyes were 
glued to the signal blinker on the dash. 

But not once did the light blink, and 
not once did a voice sound in the ear
phones. Even the screaming noise was 
no more. On either side of the !eng nose 
of the ambulance ship the props clawed the 

· air and engine vibration transmitted a 
faint purr back into the sealed cabin. But, 
apart from that, there was dense silence. 

Four times Dusty called Kress, and 
four times he waited expectantly. Then he 
switched to Stubbs' reading and fran
tically repeated his call. But all to no 
avail. It was as though the escort planes 
above the cloud layer never really e..x
isted. 

"See here, captain, see here I" Colonel 
Watts shouted. "Perhaps you do not 
obey orders, but we do ! And our orders 
are to take you to Washington Base Hos
pital-and take you there at once. Now, 
I demand that you turn over the controls 
to the sergeant !" 

Fire in his eye, Dusty turned slowly 
and faced him . 

"I don't disobey orders, colonel," he 
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said evenly, "unless it's necessary for me 
to do so. And this happens to be one of 
those occasion&-! think. 

"Our �tscort has run into trouble. What, 

we don't know. But, it's our job, · at 
least, to find out. Now, if you don't like 
-well, there's a couple of chute packs 
on the cabin wall there. You and Col
onel Standish can bail out r 

Colonel Watts' jaw dropped and his 
eyes flickered over tD the chute packs in 
their wall racks. The sight of them seemed 
to further tumerVe b.i.m. White-faced, 
eyes wide. he sank down into his seat. 
Colonel Standish had preceded. him to 
his own seat by perhaps one half oi one 
second. 

Turning forward again. Dusty concen
trated on getting as much climb out of 
the ship as possible. The cloud layer was 
at twenty-five thousand. a good ten thou
sand above them. And the heavy ambu
lance pl:ane was struggling bravely toward 
it. 

Eventually the ship reached it, nosed 
into the misty whiteness. and presently· 
nosed aut again into. clear air. Hunch
ing forward over the Dep wheel, Dusty 
strained his eyes and carefully searched 
the surn�unding skies� but he saw noth
ing . 

Leveling off, he gave the sergeant pilot 
the nod to look, too. Between them they 
covered every square inch of air space 
within range. The result was the same
just empty air. 

For the want of something to do next, 
Dusty spun the wave-length dial and in 
turn cal1ed Barber, Kress and Stubbs. 
But the signal light on the dash panel re
fused to blink, and he received nothing 
but ringing silence. 

Completely mystified, and feeling not 
a little foolish for having taken things 
into his own hands, Dusty swung the 
plane around in a series of ever widening 
circles. And it was when he was half-

way around on the tenth circle that the 
signal light blinked and words crackled 
in the ear-phones. 

"Washington H. Q. calling Ambulance 
Sixteen--emergency ! Are you still in the 
air ? Report your position at once, and 
another escort will be sent from nearest 
local field. Ambulance Sixteen-report 
your position at once." 

SHOOTING out his hand, Dusty start-
ed 1!o spin the wave-length dial to the 

Washington H. Q. reading; when sud
denly he glanced at the directi<>nal re
ceiving-wave dial, and stiffened. The 
sinall, delicately balanced needle was point
ing a few degrees south� 

A glance at his dash told him that he 
was flying due east. That meant that 
according to the directional dial some sta
tion other than w ashlngton a Q. was 
on his wave-length. If it was Washing
ton, the directional needle. would be point
ing due south, if not just a few degrees 
east of south. 

Letting his band drop. Dttsty careful
ly rechecked his readings. He � right 
-Washington. v;as not on hi3 wave
length. Some other station that knew 
Ambulance 16's wave-length reading was 
faking a Washington H. Q. call. 

Besides, how did W ashl�on know that 
the e�ort ha<:i been destroyed-if, it had 
been destroyed ? There were four ships 
in the escort-four chances for an S. 0. 
S. signal to have been sent out. And 
as an S. 0. S. went out over every wave
length, Ambulance 16's set couldn't pos
sibly have missed picking it up-. That 
is-unless the ambulance ship. had been 
blanketed out. 

As the last raced through Dusty's mind 
he thought of the eerie screaming sound 
in the speaker unit. Had that queer noise 
been the blanketing out signals.? He 
shook his head vigorously. 

"Like heli it was !"  he grunted aload 
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to himself. "I've heard blanketing out 
signals. Tbat damn sound was caused 
by something else." 

"Answer them, captain ! Answer Wash
ington H. Q. What are you waiting for ?" 

Colonel Watts' voice rasped against 
Dusty's ear-drums like a file. The Yank 
spun around angrily to explain his doubts. 
But as he opened his mouth, he had a 
sudden inspiration, and he clicked his 
teeth shut. 

"In a minute, sir," he said instead. "I've 
got to check our position first." 

As he spoke the last, he nosed the ship 
down in a steep dive, and went slicing 
through the cloud layer. The instant he 
came into clear air he studied the ground, 
and checked with the roller map on the 
dash. Finally satisfied, he spun the wave
length dial to the Washington H. Q. read
ing and picked up the transmitter tube. 

"Ambulance Sixteen calling Washing
ton H. Q. !" he shouted. And before a 
check-back signal had time to come 
through, he continued. "We are still in 
the air, at map position K-Twelve and 
flying south by west. Please rush escort 
to replace one destroyed by enemy air
craft. Emergency ! Send escort at once !" 

With a quick movement, he snapped off 
the set and nosed back up into the cloud 
layer. A sharp exclamation to his right 
caused him to turn his head and stare 
into the puzzled eyes of the sergeant pilot. 

"But, skipper !" the non-com gaped. 
"\Ve're not at K-Twelve ! That's almost 
fifty miles west of us. Look, here, on 
the roller map I" 

"I know !" Dusty checked him in a low 
voice. "But that wasn't Washington H. 
Q. calling us. You just sit tight." 

"Not-" the other began, and finished 
with a nervous gulp. "But what are you 
going to do, skipper ?" 

"Find out a few things," replied Dusty 
calmly, as they broke through the top of 

· the cloud layer. "Some one wants to 
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know where we are, so we just reversed it 
and let Washington H. Q. know where 
they are--or where they'll be damn soon. 
It would be just my luck to be flying a 
lumbering crate like this !" 

"And no guns l" the non-com finished 
huskily. 

Dusty nodded grimly. Then nosing the 
ship down just a bit, so that it was al
most buried in the crest of the fleecy 
cloud layer, he sent it loafing in a south
westerly direction at half throttle. Hold
ing it steady with one hand, he picked 
up the cockpit binoculars with his other 
and adjusted them to his eyes. · 

Th en  began an eternity of waiting. It 
seemed as though the heavens themselves 
had ceased all motion and were waiting 
breathlessly for the unexpected to hap
pen. Three times Dusty felt Colonel 
Watts' hand on his shoulder, and heard 
him demanding the reason for such crazy 
flying. But he paid no attention to the 
senior officer. Simply shrugged off the 
hand and kept the binoculars glued on the 
distant and empty skies. 

Five minutes dragged by-and be1:ame 
ten, then fifteen. But still the skies re
mained empty of everything save thin blue 
air and endless, rolling layers of fleecy 
whiteness. 

Dusty's eyes ached from the strain of 
looking at the same spot for so long a 
time. He had to battle furiously with 
himself not to close them and give them 
the rest they needed. But he dared not 
--not even for an instant. 

From head to toe, he was gripped with 
a peculiar belief that something strange 
-6omething almost unreal-was hover
ing high up in the blue. And he wanted 
to be able to see it the very instant it 
showed itself. 

THEN suddenly, he spotted a tiny group 
: of dots far to the south. The dots 
had raced up through the cloud layer, 
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and as he peered at them, he saw them 
level off and swing in the general direc
tion of map position K-12. 

A few seconds later they took on the 
definite silhouettes of seven biplanes. Apd 
then, as the sun's rays glanced off the 
glossy fuselage of the plane in the lead, 
he saw the markings of the lOth Pursuit 
Group. 

Washington H. Q. had picked up his 
· call and relayed it to the lOth, located at 
Binghamton, N. Y.-the nearest drome to 
map position K-12. A fltght Df the lOth 
lads had gone streaking into the air. There 
they were now, swinging out into line for
mation, each pilot undoubtedly searching 
the heave11s . for a plane he couldn't see. 

Unconsciously, Dusty gripped the Dep 
wheel more tightly, his thumb feeling 
vainly about for the reassuring touch of 
a. trigger trip lever. At that moment, � 
heavy hand fell on his shoulder and the 
voice of the sergeant pilot rang in his 
ears. 

"Look, skipper, up there1 Black ships 
coming down !" 

Taking the binoculars from his eyes, 
Dusty glanced upward and to the right. 
Rushing down in a wing-whining dive 
were ten Dart monoplanes of the Black 
Invader Air Force. 

His eyes went agate as he saw them, 
but a moment later a perplexed frown 
creased his brows, and he unconsciously 
switched his gaze south and toward the 
American ships. He could see them clear
ly now without the binoculars. They 
were still in line formation and flying 
a westerly course-at right angles to the 
diving Blacks ! 

"What the hell !" he exclaimed in 
amazement. "Don't they see each other ?" 

That, evidently, was the case, for not 
a single plane in either o f  the two flights 
changed its course a hair. The Blacks 
went plunging down toward the north, 

and the Yanks still roared along to the 
west. 

Hardly realizing that he was doing it, 
Dusty spun the wave-length dial to the 
S. 0. S. reading and snatched up the 
transmitter tube. 

"Tenth on patrol !" he roared. "Tenth 
on patrol. Enemy planes diving north of 
you ! Enemy planes. . . ." 

He didn't finish the rest, for at that 
instant the. Yank patrol swung sharply to 
the north and closed up in att:acr forma
tion. But the Black ships kept right on 
diving down. 

They were at least a good seven or 
c;ight thousand feet above the American 
planes, and in an ideal position foc battle. 
Yet, they completely ignored the Yank 
ships and stuck rigidly to their original 
course. 

"Go get .'em, Ten !" Dusty howled. 
"They don't even see you. Oh, God
if I only had the Flash under me !" 

Their prey sighted, the Yank planes 
seemed to virtually leap through the air. 
In a twinkling of an eye they closed up 
the intervening distance. Then, in per
fect co-ordination-as though one hand 
held all of the throttles-the American 
formation zoomed up, and jetting flame 
spewed out from the stream-lined nose 
of every ship. As though anticipating the 
maneuver, the Blacks careened sharply off 
to the right and roared into the clear with 
less than a split second to spare. 

Around went the Yanks after them, 
props savagely clawing the air, and every 
gun pumping out a continuous stream of  
lead. 

Boiling with rage at not being able · to 
take part in the fight, Dusty was never
theless filled with pride at his flying 
mates' performance. Outnumbered by 
three planes, they were putting the enemy 
to wild and frantic rout. Like curs with 
their tails between their legs, the Blacks 
were "grabbing air" in a desperate effort 
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to break free from the bullet spitting 
eagles on their tails. 

"Get 'em, Yanks r' bellowed Dusty. 
"Close up-you can do it !  You-" 

He finished the rest in a choked cry of 
alarm. Frozen rigid in the seat, he gaped 
wide-eyed at a spot in the heavens above 
and behind the pursuing Yanks. 

Something--a crimson blur was rush
ing downward. It had no silhouette, no 
shape-just a streak of red cutting down 
across the sky. Powerless to move, he 
sat there watching it with eerie fascina
tion. 

Suddenly it happened. 

A long fan-shaped beam of yellowish 
green light spewed out from the front end 

of the crimson blur. The speaker unit of 

Dusty's plane emitted a blood-curdling, 

screaming sound, and before his horrified 

gaze, the two end planes of the Yank for

mation disintegrated into a million smok
ing pieces-went showering down into 
oblivion. 

CHAPTER FOUR 
Crimson Hell 

craft of the air Dusty had ever seen, or 
even dreamed of seeing. 

To begin with, it was a low-wing, twin
engined monoplane. The engines were 
£aired into the wing on either side of a 
pointed snout, and so close to the stubs 
that there was but a few inches of clear
ance between the prop-tips and the side 
of the nose. There was no landing gear 
axle ; single landing struts supported the 
wheels; each of which were encased in 
long stream-lined "pants." 

The fuselage and tail section were of 
conventional design. That is, with the 
exception of the turtle-back of the fuse
lage. And it was that part of the plane 
that jerked an amazed gasp from Dusty's 
throat. 

· 
Directly over the center of the wing

span, and three 
'
or four feet back of the 

engine, was a small turret such as one 
sees . on the top <?f annored cars. The 
front part was slotted, as though for a 
traversing machine gun. 

But there was no machine gun there 
now. Instead, there was what seemed to 
be a great, big, yellowish green eye that 
cast out a long fan-shaped beam. And 

· even as Dusty stared at it spellbound, he "GOOD God-what is that-look at saw it sweep from side to side, just as 
the thing I" Dully, Dusty was con- a human eye moves in its socket. 

scious of Colonel Watts' babbling voice A great, yellow-green eye, that cast 
in his ears. As a matter of fact, the its glance down across the sky and de
sergeant pilot and Colonel Standish were strayed all that it touched. Like a gi
also crying out frantic, incoherent ques- gantic blow-torch, it melted the Yank 
tions. But he paid not the slightest at- planes one by one. And all the time it 
tention to them. gave forth that horrible screaming noise 

Every bit of his attention was riveted that had been picked up on Ambuhnce 
on the eerie phenomenon of death which 16's radio and amplified to deafening 
was sweeping down from the upper al- proportions. 

titudes. To his dazed eyes it was still Suddenly, like the turning of a switch, 
only a blur of crimson out of the front of the great eye winked out. Instantly the 
which spewed the fan-shaped ray of light. screaming sound died away to an echo, 
B ut as a third American plane melted and with a thundering burst of speed, the 
apart in mid-air, the diving phantom al- strange craft zoomed high and lost it
tered its position and took on definite self to view in the sulrstrata zone. 
shape and outline. It was the strangest Save for Dusty's wit<! shout no one 
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made a. sound in the ambulance plane 
cabin. Like men drugged, they stared 
out at the smoking debris of seven Ameri
can planes slithering down out of sight. 
Then, as though by mutual signal, they 
all turned and gaped at each other. 

"You saw it ? They're gone-gone. 
And-we might have gone, too. They-" 

Colouel W ;.tts' mumbled words ended 
in a. chokitlg sob. _ Dusty took hold of his 
arm, and shook him none too gently. 

"Get hoid of yourself, colonel !" he 
barked. "This is no time to pass out !" 

The media> raised his bleary eyes. stared 
at him as though he were seeing a ghost. 

"You might have got us all killed !" 
he moaned thickly. "By God. I'll report 
yoo for this. Captain Ayres. Disobey a 
senior officer's orders, will you?" 

"And I shall most Certainly substm-• 
tiate the colonel's report 1" broke in 
Standish excitedly. 

Bust Dusty ignored them both. A great 
cloud of shame had enveloped him. He, 
Dusty Ayres, had been responsible for 
sending oi seven men to their deaths. He 
had sent them roaring after the bait in 
a. tem"ble sky trap t 

True, he bad done it unwittingly. He 
had only followed the course any other 
pilot would have under the circumstances. 
He had found mystery in the air, and had 
tried to solve the enigma of the lost es
cort. But, at the moment, he blamed 
himself for everything. 

H
EARTSICK, he let the loafing plane 
have its head, and stared out across 

the fleecy crest of the cloud layer. In
side his brain a thousand and one unan
swerable questions spun about. One mo
ment he tried to assure himself that he 
had simply awakened from a terrible 
nightmare. The next, he was filled with 
a sav:lge desire to ram his lumbering 
crate upward and search out the crimson 
destroyer. 
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But, before he had a chance to do ei
ther, the sergeant pilot yelled sharply, 
clawed at his shoulder with one hand and 
pointed upward with the other. 

"Skipper-look. It's spotted us-and 
it's coming down. For God's sake, skip
per-let's get out of here !" 

As Dusty jerk.ed his eyes upwar(i, he 
saw the cr imson plane s.licing downward. 
A split second later its fan-shaped beam 
spewed outward, the tip sweeping across 
the top of the cloud layer. toward them. 

Sight and action bec;.me one for Dus
ty. He thumped down on right rudder, 
;.nd at the s;.me instant flung his weight 
forward on the stick. 

"Hang onl" he roared. "We're going 
down I" 

Whether they heard him above the din 
from the speaker unit. he did not know. 
Nor did he pause to find out. He was too 
busy band-heeling both throttles open, 
and virtually throwing the big lumbering 
craft into a wing-screaming dive. 

As though chained to the top of the 
cloud layer, the ambulance ship bucked 
and sawed agairut Dusty's vicious move
ments. Then with a sudden lunge, · it 
mushed over on right wing and cut down 
into the enveloping mist. But, as it sliced 
in. a brilliant light hissed past its wing
tip, and to Dusty it seemed as though he 
had been plunged into a Wast furnace. 

"It's got us l" 
The sergeant pilot howled like a wild 

animal trapped in a landslide. He clutched 
wildly at Dusty's shoulders, and babbled 
like a maniac. With a curse, Dusty hit 
him under the jaw and knocktd him 
sprawling on the cabin floor. 

"Let go, you fool !" he panted. "Or 
we'll never get out !" 

Face grim and j&w set, he fougat to 
keep the big plane in its mad spin down
ward. The cloud layer had become a 
seething inferno, through which a finger 
of death groped for its victim. 
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Dusty realized vaguely that distance, 
and only distance, had saved them. Just 
the tip of the mysterious yellow-green 
beam had touched them. And undoubted
ly there had not been sufficient power in 
it to more than scorch them. 

Now the pilot o f  that crimson plane 
was combing the cloud layer for them 
-searing the fleecy whiteness in an effort 

· to find them. 
Distance ! That was what he needed 

--as much distance as possible between 
the ambulance plane and the crimson de
stroyer. That the other ship could out
dive him, he knew. His only hope lay 
in losing himself in the clouds, and then 
scudding out when he had a chance. 

Had a chance ? God, when would that 
be ? They were flying through what 
seemed like liquid fire. The Dep wheel 
he grasped was red hot. He was breath
ing flame, and his lungs felt ready to 
shrivel u p  with the heat. 

At any second the fuel tanks might let 
go. Already, the engines were pounding 
dangerously on their bearers from the 
furious over-revving of the props. And 
with each flickering second he caught a 
glimpse of that weird, fused beam swing
ing about in the clouds around them. 
Now to the left, now in front, and now 
to the right. 

"There it is again dead ahead ! It's 
sweeping toward you ! Bank-bank ! No 
-the other way I It's swinging around. 
Too late--" 

Dusty choked back the babble of words, 
that spilled off his lips with a groan, he 
cut both engines and stared helplessly at 
the nght sweeping through the clouds. 

And then, at the very instant he bad 
steeled himself for the finish, the light 
faded out, and the screaming speaker unit 
went silent. 

L
IKE a half drowned man who has 

been pulled from inky waters at the 

last moment, Dusty sucked breath into his 
aching lungs, and leaned back against the 
seat rest. Sweat poured off his face, and 
every stitch of his clothing stuck fast to 
his clammy body. 

But the reaction that set in lasted only 
a moment. With an effort, he pulled the 
plane out of its wabbling spin and brought 
it up to a gentle gliding angle. A split sec
ond later-as though a giant hand 
smashed against it-the plane keeled over 
on left wing, and slid once more into a 
crazy spin. Again he pulled it out, and 
again it flopped right back into a &pin. 

Then, as it screwed down out of  the 
clouds and into clear air, Dusty saw the 
cause of the new danger that faced them 
all. A good two feet o f  the left wings 
had been mleted away, and both the upper 
and lower ailerons were gone. 

Even more important was the fact that 
half of the left elevator and a small part 
of the rudder had also been burned and 
melted away. In short, barring a miracle, 
the ship was doomed to crash. 

Dusty saw all that in the flash of a sec
ond. Steeling himself, he deliberately 
looked at the altimeter and then at the 
ground below. They were twenty thou
sand feet up and just a shade east of the 
foothills of the Appalachan Mountains. 

Position and altitude checked, he half ·  
turned his head. 

"Sergeant !" 
A hand touched his shoulder and a voice 

mumbled thickly. 
"Y-y-yes, skipper ?" 
"How many chute packs, sergeant ? I 

noticed only two." 
"That's all, sir," came the answer. 

"There should be more, but they-" 
Dusty cut him off with a curse. 
"Save it !" he snapped. "Sergeant, help 

the colonels get into those two chutes. 
And when I yell, jam open the door and 
let them bail out. Better open the door 
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first. I don't know how long I can hold 
this damn thing steady." 

As Dusty finished a figure bent over 
his left shoulder, and Colonel Watts' fear
'videned eyes glared into his. 

"What-what's that yuu're saying?" he 
shouted. "Bail out-I've never jumped in 
my life. Can't you land this plane ? Good 
God, captain--" 

"No, I can't !" Dusty shut him off. "The 
controls were burned away by--that 
thing. And we've only got two para
chutes. The sergeant and I are pilots, so 
you two officers can have the chutes." 

"But, good God !" the othe!' shouted, 
"I don't want to jump, and our orders 
were tG--'' 

''To bd1 with your orders l" Dusty 
roared at him. "My God, I'm trying to 
sa-re yoar life ! Get back there and let the 
sergeant help you into that chute. He'll 
tell you how to use it. Get back, I tell 
you. I'm in command of this plane, now !" 

Dusty �d half risen from his seat as 
he bawled out the order, and the look on 
his face must have impressed Colonel 
Watts with the belief that bailing out was 
the lesser of two evils. Foc, with face a 
shade mare chal.ky, he hastily stumbled 
back to where the sergeant was pulling 
the packs out of their wall racks. 

Calling upon every bit of his flying 
skill, Dusty battled the controls of the 
plane in a degperate effort to keep it from 
whipping into a tight spin. Time after 
time he pulied it out with split seconds to 
spare, and brought the nose up only to 
have it drop right back into a sluggish 
spin again. And then, after what seemed 
a li fetime, he beard the sergeant pilot's 
YOlCe. 

"Ready with Colonel Watts !" 
Without bothering to look back, Dusty 

pulled the nose up to a fluttering stall. 
"Out he goes !" he roared. 
He heard a yelp of fear, and then 

through the cockpit window he saw the 
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spread-eagled figure of Colonel Watts go 
skidding off into space. 

Seconds later, he saw the chute folds 
shoot up from the pack, and he grunted 
with relief. "Catching" the stall with a 
bit of engine, he sent the big piane slid
ing off on wing. 

"And again, sergeant !,. he shouted. 
Once more he heard a yelp, and once 

more he saw a flapping figure :mil out
ward and down. Then the chute silk 
spewed upward and LllUshroomed out. 

"What's our chances, skipper ?" 

DUSTY turned at the casual queMion 
and looked into the sergeant pilot's 

eyes . . They were steady and unwinking
not a trace of f�ar in their depths. He 
reached out his free hand and pressed 
the man's arm. 

"Set your own odds, sergeant.., he 
grinned. "I don't know, but I1l do my 
best." 

After he'd pulled the ship out of an
other two turn spin, he spoke again. 

"Sorry there were only two chutes, ser
geant. But the medico's rated them both. 
We're pilots, you know." 

The non-com gave him grin for grin. 

"Oke with me, skipper," he said. "I'll 
string along with you. But what do you 
suppose that damn thing was ? My God, 
those boys didn't stand a chance. That 
thing must have gotten the first escort, 
too. How can a guy scrap a thing like 
that ?" 

Dusty shrugged, and his face went hard. 

"I don't know," he muttered. "But, if 
I come out of this I'll  find a way ! I owe 
that much to those lads. Now, get aft, 
sergeant. Your extra weight on the tail 
may help. When I yell, grab hold and 
hang on. Luck, buzzard !" 

The non-com's face beamed as Dusty 
washed aside rank and called him the 
pilot-to-pilot nickname. 
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"And luck to you too, buzzarcfl" he 
sang out heartily. 

Dusty grinned, then turned and squinted 
at the ground below. What he saw didn't 
cheer him up any. They were over a 
range of rugged foothills-just the nasti
est sort of section in which to make a 
landing with a decent plane, to say noth
ing of a crippled ship. But the thought 
of the strange crimson aircraft fired him 
with grim determination. 

Hand steel-steady, he reached out and 
spun the wave-length dial to the S. 0. S. 
reading. 

"Emergency, all ground stations !" he 
yelled into the transmitter tube. "Ambu
lance Sixteen about to crash at map posi
tion K-Nine. Ambulance plane about to 
crnsh at map position K-Nine ! Controls 
badly damaged. All stations listening in, 
please send assistance at once to that point. 
S. 0. S. signals from Ambulance SL"<
teen !" 

Repeating the message three times he 
snapped off the set and steadied himself 
for the last five hundred feet. With luck 
he might be able to mush down into the 
trees, belly first. If he could do that, the 
branches would take up some of the shock. 
But if he couldn't- He shrugged and 
left the question unanswered. 

As he switched off the engine and pulled 
the throttles all the way back to check 
fuel leakage, the signal light on the dash 
panel blinked furiously. 'The thought that 
perhaps his S. 0. S. signals had been jum
bled, and ground stations were calling for 
a check-back, made him flip the switch 
and spin the dial. He did it with one 
swift movement, for there were only sec
onds left. Tree tops were reaching up 
toward him like spear-shaped fingers. 

"Ambulance Sixteen !" he yelled hastily. 
''We are crashing at map position-" 

He stopped with a gasp as a harsh voice 
in the ear-phones cut in on him. 

"Our regrets, Captain Ayres. We 

would much rnther have seen you die in 
the sky !" 

With a sharp click the ear-phones went 
silent. 

Dusty gaped at the radio panel. Then 
the slight jar of the right wing-tips 
"crabbing" on the topmost brnnch of a 
tree, snapped him back into action. 

"Hang on, sergeant !" he bellowed, and 
hauled back on the stick with all his 
might. 

The big plane quivered and trembled 
from prop to tail wheel. It seemed to float 
sidewise, then with a swo-o-o-sh it dropped 
like a stone. 

A world of firecrackers exploded about 
Dusty. A myriad of brightly colored balls 
of light danced and whirled before his 
eyes. And then a great curtain blotted 
out everything, and he went plunging 
down into a canyon of utter silence. 

CHAPTER FIVE 

Dead Man's Secret 

LIQUID fire passing down Dusty's 
throat pried open his eyes. He was 

sitting in a chair in a white-walled room. 
A young army medico was taping up his 

BlA(I\ HAWK 
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lett wrist, and someone was holding a 
whisky glass to his lips. 

He coughed, pushed away the hand 
holding the giass and looked at its owner. 
He foand himself staring into � sbaggy
browed eyes of General J. T. Horner, 
chief of U. S. A. Intelligence. He blinked 

"You. sir ?" he choked out. "Why, 
what-?" 

The other's eyes &shed a warning, and 
he stopped short. 

"Take it �. Ayres r• soapped the big 
man. "Don't talk. Here. have some moce 
of this." 

Obediently, Dusty took the whisky glass 
and slowly drained it to the bottom. The 
tingling liquid cleared his slightly fogged 
brain and filled him with a new and glow
ing sense of strength. 

Without a word the general took the 
empty glass from his hand, placed it on 
a nearby table, and then stood straddle
legged, hands clasped behind him, and 
watched the young army medico finish 
taping Dusty's wrist. 

Presently the medico grinned and 
nodded. 

"There, <:aptain," be said. "It's jwt a 
slight sprain, and I don't think it'll give 
you muclt pain." 

The pilot wiggled his fingers, twisted 
his hand. 

"Feels fine, Doc," he said. "Thanks. 
That the worst of the damage ?" 

"The worst," the other nodded. "You're 
a tough one all right, captain." 

"That's all, Smith," General Horner cut 
in gruffly. "You can go now. ;But, re
member-don't forget my instructions. 
I'll have your hide if you ever so much as 
breathe a word !" 

The young medico stiffened and saluted 
smartly. -

"It's not my practice to disobey orders, 
sir," he said. evenly. "You can depend 
upon me." 
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"Good !" the senior offi�r grunted. 
"Now, run along." 

And when the door dosed Horner 
turned to Dusty and fixed him with glar
ing eyes. 

"Well !" he boomed. "You would have 
to go and do it your own way, wouldn't 
you ?" 

Dusty stared at him. 
"Eh, sir ? I don't �nderstancL Do what 

my own way?" 
"Get yourself killed !" the senior officer 

snapped. 
"Well, thank goodness I didn't suc

ceed," grinned Dusty. "But by the way 
-you being here, you must know what 
happened-did the two medicos get down 
all right ? And what about that sergeant 
pilot who crashed with me ? I don't know 
his name." 

Horner snorted. 
"Except for a bad case of fright," he 

said, "Watts and · Standish are safe and 
sound. And Sergeant Collins got off with 
only a cut on his head. You were the 
only one killed." 

Dusty frowned at him as he detected a 
strange note in back of the man's words. 

"What do you mean, la1led, sir ?'' he 
blurted out. "I don't foU.qw you at all." 

"I mean just what I say, Ayres. You're 
killed. Here-this was sent out officially 
over the AP and UP wires over an hour 
ago." 

As he spoke General Horner fished a 
press dispatch- from his tunic pocket, and 
held it out. Dusty took it, glanced at the 
typed words, and started violently. 

OFFIOAL TO PRESS 

Wash. D. C. July 17***Captain Ayres, 
Special Emergency Courier, and former 
flight commander of H. S. Gro1lp 7, 
U.S.A.F., was killed this morning when a 
plane in which he was a passenger crashed 
in the Appalachian foothills just We3t of 
Nescopeck, Pa. Three other oa:apants of 
the plane escaped by paradwte, but Cap
tain Ayres went down with the plane and 
was killed instantly. 
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The cause of the crash has not been 
definitely est;ablished yet. According to 

the sun;vors the craft, which wa_, m route 
to Washington, where Captain Ayres was 
to be admitted to the Military hospital for 
observation as the result of a sudden re
lapse from previous injuries, was attacked 
and shot down by memy aircraft. How
ever this statement is doubted by General 
Staff as the location of the attack is too 
far behind the Front. Any enemy planes 
that might possibly invade that section 
would have been sighted by scouts. An 
official investigation is now underway. 

The death of Captain Ayres is a serious 
blow not only to the Air Force but to the 
country at large, for his record has • • •  

THE dispatch continued on for several 
1 more paragraphs about his record. 
Dusty didn't bother to read them. He 
simply swore softly and raised question
ing eyes to Horner's face. 

"What in hell-pardon, sir, but what 
. in hell is the idea of this bunch of tripe ? 
We were attacked I And dammit, Sergeant 
Collins stuck with the ship ! And-" 

"Of course it's wrong !" Horner cut in 
as the words raced off Dusty's lips. "But 
it's all for a good purpose. Good Lord, 
didn't you get some kind of an idea at 
the very beginning ? Or did you really 
think that Watts and Standish found 
something wrong with you this morning ?" 

"Then they were a fake ?" Dusty gasped. 
"But what was the idea ?" 

"The idea," replied General Horner
quietly, "was to make it appear, to all 
those who cared to find out, that you were 
not fit for active service. In fact, after 
a couple of days in the hospital it would 
have been officially announced that you 
had died. 
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"But, as usual, fate stuck trouble in 
your path. And, as usual, you tore head
long into it. Happily enough, though, you 
saved us time by getting killed two days 
in advance." 

"Just as plain as mud !" Dusty grated, 
as the other stopped talking. "So may I 
ask, why my death is so important, just at 
the moment ?" 

"You may," smiled Horner, "But 111 

not tell you. There is someone else bet
ter qualified to e.xplain. Someone else 
whose death has also been officially an
nounced. Now, just sit still a minute." 

With that the Intelligence officer walked 
out of the room. But before Dusty had 
time to untangle any of his thoughts, the 
general reentered. And following close 
at his heels was ·a tall, lean-faced man, 
whom Dusty recognized instantly. 

He was Jack Horner, son of the gen
eral. Except to a selected few, he was 
known as Ag�t 10, star operator of Un
cle Sam's Secret Service. 

Often had Dusty faced death with 
Agent 10, far behind the Black Invader 
lines. And the _ last time, shortly before 
the attack on New York, Dusty had seen 
Agent 10 die-<lie in his own anns. It 
had been a bitter moment, and he had 
pledged revenge to his dead comrade. 

But it had been just another one of 
war's peculiar twists. Death had been 
cheated, and Agent 10 had lived to escape 
once again from the Black Invaders. 

Now Dusty leaped to his feet, bounded 
across the room, and gripped the out
stretched hand. 

"God, but it's good to see you !" he ex
claimed. "They told me you had escaped, 
but-I hardly dared believe them. I-" 

He stopped for loss of words. Agent 
10 grinned and slapped him on the shoul
der. 

"Put it down to a miracle and a couple 
of lucky breaks, kid," he chuckled. "Any
way, I got away, and I'm still kicking. 
But you, you've been giving me more grey 
hairs than all the Blacks put together !" 

"Me ?" echoed Dusty. "Hell, I always 
come out on top somehow. Built that 
way, I guess." 

"Maybe," grunted the other as his face 
went deadly serious. "But you came too 
damn close to being a corpse, in a Spring
field gutter this morning, to suit me. 
And-" 
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"You heard about that ?" Dusty got out 
incredulously. 

"Heard about lt ?" echoed the other. "I 
knew it was going to happen-at least 
something like it. And I tried to get word 
through to you, but you'd gone to town 
before-" 

"Hey, hey, wait a minute !" Dusty ex
ploded. "Say listen, I've been shot at, 
and run into, and shot down, and cracked 
up and God knows what ! And it seems 
that I'm the only one who doesn't know 
the why or wherefore. Now, for the love 
of God, let's-" 

Agent 10 stopped him with a gesture. 

"Keep your shirt on," he said, motion
ing Dusty to a chair. "That's just what I 
intend to do right now. 

AT LAST General Horner, his son and 
Dusty all got seated comfortably. 

Agent 10 leaned toward the Yank eagle. 
"Now," he began, "I'll give you the pic

tures as they came off the reel. To begin 
with-No, wait a minute. First, I'm 
going to ask you not to question me as to . 
how I got some of the information. Fly
ing is your secret, and getting information 
is mine. Right ?" 

"Right !" nodded Dusty quickly. 
"Shoot !" 

"0. K. There has been offered a re
ward of half a million dollars, and a high 
position in the Black command, for your 
hide-dead or alive ! Through certain 
channels, that we unfortunately tapped 
too late, the offer of the reward was 
passed along to the American underworld. 

"In short, not only Black agents, but 
every rat gangster who can pull a gun 
trigger is after you. After you for the 
money and all that goes with it. And the 
reward was offered by none other than 
our old friend the Black Hawk !" 

At that Dusty jerked up straight in his 
chair. 

... The Black Hawk?" he said. ''Why 
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you're crazy, fellow. I killed the Hawk 
over three weeks ago. Shot him down at 
the New York show. I even landed and 
saw him die. !-Hell, don't shake your 
head like that. I tell you he did die !" 

"The Black you shot down did die," an
swered Agent 10 quietly. "But, he was 
not the real Black Hawk ! 

"Now wait. Think back, Ayres. Re
member the first time you were captured 
by the Hawk, just before the Duluth 
show ? The time when you and I busted 
up their hidden static-jamming power 
plant ?" 

"I get you !" broke in Dusty breath
lessly. "There were five of them-five 
Black Hawks, and they all looked the 
same. Sure, that's when I realized why 
the real Hawk was known as the man 
with a thousand lives. 

"But, there was a slight difference be
tween him and his doubles. He had a tiny 
V cut in the corner of his right eye. I 
saw it, and he knew I saw it. That's what 
made him get tough and start working on 
me. Gosh, and so-" 

"And so you got one of his doubles at 
the New York attack," finished Agent 
10. "I guess you didn't look for the cut, 
eh ?" 

Dusty frowned and shook his head. 

" No," he· grunted. "In the excitement 
I guess ·I just took it for granted that he 
was the real one. Besides, there wasn't 
much left of his face, anyway, after the 
crash. I- Say, I wonder if  he was the 
guy that made that crack-and flew that 
ship ?" 

Agent 10 leaned forward. 
"What do you mean by that ?" he !le

manded. 
In a few words Dusty told of the 

strange message that had come over the 
radio j ust before he crashed. Agent 10 
and his father exchanged understanding 
glances. 

"Unquestionably !" nodded the younger 
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of the two. 11 And that is the main reason 
why we went through this devious method 
of getting you here-and proclaimed you 
dead to the rest of the world. As a matter 
of fact, both things broke about the same 
time." 

"Both things ?" echoed Dusty. 
"The first, was the reward for your 

hide," replied Agent 10. "As I said, we 
found out about it too late to nip it in 
the bud. Through police cooperation we've 
found the lairs of the underworld's big 
bugs, in every city in the country. \Vord 
has gone out to them that your death by 
a gangster's bullet or knife will put a rope 
around all their necks, no matter what 
member of what gang gets you. 

It's a special war emergency measure, 
whereby warning in advance eliminates the 
necessity of proof of guilt. But, be that 
as it may, we were afraid that some dog 
would get you beiore his leader called him 
off. And our fears were damn near j usti
fied this morning. 

"Anyway, to be on the safe side we ar
ranged that fake medical exam. Those 
two colonels had their instructions, and-" 

Agent 10 paused long enough to smile. 

"And, I don't think you '\·e made two 
new friends, Ayres,'' he continued. ' 'But, 
the end has been attained, and that's what 
coWlts most, nmv. You are here , and save 
for a handful of men who can be trusted, 
you are dead to America-most important, 
to the Black Invaders." 

"BUT what about the other reason ?" 
asked Dusty as the Intelligence 

man stopped to get his breath. "What's 
the Hawk and that death ship got to do 
with it ?" 

"Plenty I" Horner's son answered in a 
hard voice. "That crimson plane you saw 
him flying-is an American plane. And 
that disintegrating beam is a sec;-et de
veloped by our own Bureau of Scientific 
War Research !" 

"Good God !" gasped Dusty. "then you 
mean--" 

"That the Blacks stole it two days ago, 
and have been using it against us." 

A lump rose in Dusty's throat, and he 
clenched his fists. 

"I should be put against a wall;' he 
grated. "But for me, those last seven 
ships would still be alive. I knew there 
was something up, so I thought I'd spring 
a trap and see what it was all about. Hell, 
it was a trap all right !" 

Agent 10 put a hand on his arm. 

"You're wrong, fellow," he said. "You 
didn't send those lads to their death. 
Washington H. Q. received your message 
and relayed it to the Tenth. But that 
flight was already in the air, doing a prac
tice patrol O\'er that area. Ten couldn't 
send them any orders because they were 
not equipped with radio. 

"They were all new ships on a test 
flight, and-well, it was just one of those 
things. They just happened to be flying 
in that particular spot. 

"The Tenth flight that did answer your 
relay call, was hardly off the ground be
fore they heard your S. 0. S. crash sig
nals. So, you see, it wasn't your fault." 

" Maybe not," said Dusty grimly. "But 
it might haYe been. And I 'll square up for 
those guys just the same. But, about that 
ship-how in God's name did they stea! 
it ?" 

"That's a short, but bitter, tale,'' replied 
Agent 10. "Because o f  the deadliness of 
the thing, and the possibility of injury to 
those not connected with its development, 
all of the work was conducted in a secret 
laboratory near a small town in the moun
tains of West Virginia. One of our ci
vilian scientists, Professor Schrouder, was 

in complete charge. He volunteered his 
services to the Government. In fact, the 
idea was originally hi9, so I understand. 

"Anyway, he was given four men from 
the Scientific War Research Bureau, aU 
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the funds he required, and told to go to 
work. All that, mind you, two months 
before the Blacks declared war on us ! A 
week after war was declared, a: couple of 
aeronautical engineers from the Dayton 
factories were assigned to him. And just 
four days ago the first unit was com
pleted. War department test were to be 
made the following day. But that 
night-" 

The agent paused and grated a curse. 
"I said it was being developed at a se

�et laboratory,'' he went on. ''But it 
wasn't a secret. That night Black agents 
fell upon the place, wiped it out, and stole 
the plane and its disintegrator beam. 
When War Department officials arrived 
the next morning they found only ashes. 
Those dirty rats had tested the beam to 
their liking !" 

As young Horner stopped talking, a 
heavy silence settled over the room. It 
seemed to Dusty that father and son were 
waiting for him to speak. They both sat 
· frowning at the floor. He was still for a 
couple of minutes, and then leaned for
ward. 

"And so," he said quietly, "you figure 
to have a dead man try and get it back, 
eh ?" 

Agent 10 shook his head. 
"No, Dusty. Two dead men-you and 

I ?" 
The pilot grinned at h.im, put out h.is 

hand. 
"That's swell," he said. ''Let's g<>-'-the 

sooner the quicker !" 

A GENT 10 laughed and raised a pro-
testing hand. "It isn't going to be as 

easy as all that. In fact," his tone grew 
serious, "I wouldn't lay a nickle 9n our 
chances. However, we have one thing in 
our favor-they won't be expecting us." 

"You mean you know where it is ?" 
asked Dusty leaning forward eagerly. 
"Hell, if you do, why ali this chasing 
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around ? Let's just barge ?n and blow it 
away from them. After what I saw to
day, I could go for that in a big way." 

"And we'd lose the most effective war 
weapon that we've ever had," spoke up 
General Horner. "You see, eon, only 
Professor Shrouder knew the !!ecret of 
the disintegrator beam. Now that sounds 
funny, but it's true. There is a secret for
mula that creates the destructive power. 
Even the Blacks can't find that out, al
though they have the one unit made. 

"However, an associate of Shrouder's, 
Colgan, worked with him on the early de
velopments, and he believes that with 
wha! he knows of Shrouder's early work 
that he can solve the secret formula i£ we 
can only get the thing back. But, as long 
as the Blacks have it, we are helpless
and at the mercy of whatever use thOse 
devils decide to make of it." 

The Intelligence chief paused .for 
breath. 

"Of course," he continued after a mo
ment, "destroying it would be tripping up 
the Blacks. And if we have to, then we 
will. But, the War Department has given 
my office the job of getting it back, so 
that Professor Colgan can carry on from 
where Shrouder left off." 

"In other words," broke in Agent 10. 
"The Intelligence Department ha_s been 
put on the spot. In a roundabout way we 
were responsible for guarding the West 
Virginia laboratory, yet-mind you, the 
War Department cautioned . us to keep 
away from the place so as not to excite 
suspicion. Nevertheless, now that the ap
paratus is gone, our department gets the 
blame. See what I mean ?" 

Dusty understood perfectly. It wa5n't 
the first time that governmental depart
ments had passed the buck to one another. 
It was just another case of that old army 
game, which will live as long as there are 
soldiers and officers. 

General Horner was in a tough spot. 
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He had called upon his ace operator, his 
own sOn and in turn Agent 10 was call
ing upon his comrade. 

"Yeah. I see what you mean," Dusty 
said. "And count on me right through. 
B ut you didn't answer my other ques
tion-<lo you know where the ship is ? 
Where they keep it, I mean ?" 

"That's the catch," answered the other 
grimly. "I do, and I don't. I mean that 
there is only. one place I think they'd keep 
it, wi:en it's not in the air-at a place 
near the lower end of Hudson Bay, on 
the Rupert River . . The Devil's factory, 
we call it." 

"The what ?" gasped Dusty. "What do 
you mean ? What's the place like ?" 

"No man has ever found out and lived," 
came the startling answer. "All we know 

. is rumor. But the place is some kind of 
a proving ground-like a gun arsenal, 
radio testing plant, and so forth. 

"Any>vay, no one, except B lacks oi the 
high command, can get within twenty-five 
miles of it. 'N e've been banging at it since 
the very beginning. Nine of our best ; 
agents died--died horrible deaths. Four 
different times, I just barely escaped with 
my own l ife. 

"But I didn't succeed in breaking 
through the cordon of steel they've flung . 
around the place. It's guarded on all 
sides, from the ground and from the air. 
A fortress, you might call it. Better yet, 

· a fortress of mystery." 

Dusty leaned further. forward. 

"And you mean to tell me that none 
of our lads have found out anything about 
it" he asked. "Hell, that sounds to me like 
a swell job for bombers." 

"And what would they bomb ?" replied 
Agent 10 quietly. "We don't even know 
what's there. Remember, it's just an area 
four hundred miles behind their lines. AU 
we know is that no man has found out 
what's there, and iived. The very fact 
that it is guarded so closely, must mean 

that it is the place where they develop and 
perfect their hellish war devices. That's 
why we call the place the Devil's factory. "  

"In short, Ayres," broke in  General 
Horner gruffly, as though he felt himself 
left out of the conversation, "that's the 
one place they would keep anything as 
valuable as the disintegrator beam." 

Dusty nodded, and switched his gaze 
back to Agent lO's face. 

"And your plan ?" he asked. 

T
HE man didn't answer for a moment. 

' He sat staring off into space as 
though searching for an answer. Presently 
he turned his head and looked Dusty 
straight in the eye. 

"I really haven't any plans, Dusty," he 
said slowly. "I think the best way to try 
and get into the place is by air. That's 
where you come in. And, incidentally, the 
reason I want you with me--well, you can 
guess easy enough." 

Dusty grinned. 

"Sure, and thanks. But, i f  this place is 
guarded, why won't they spot us when we 
slide in for a landing ?" 

"We're not landing," Agent 10 replied. 

" It ·wouldn't be worth the risk. Besides, 
if \Ve come OUt of there we'll be coming 
out in the disintegrator ship-! hope. I n  
other words-'' 

"We go in by chute, eh ?" Dusty fin
ished for him. 

"Right," nodded the other. "It's our 
only chance. It'll be up to you to get us 
over the place without being seen. And 
it'll be up to me to lead the way once we're 
on the ground-knowing their language 
and customs as I do. But both of us must 
get the ship-if it's there. How's it strike 
you?" 

"Swell," said Dusty. "Only it sounds 
to me like a one man job. Why not let 
me go it alone ? If the ship's there. I'll 
get it. You _haven't entirely recuperated 
from your last stay in Black territory." 
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"Forget it!" growled Agent 10. ''We're 
both going, and that's fiat. Just remember 
that niDe of my friends died trying to 
crash that place. That gives me a doable 
reason to go." 

"0. K.. have it your way�" Dusty 
laughed. "But-" . 

Gen.enl Horner suddenly gripped his 
arm. Eyes flashing a silent warning to 
them bot}\, the Intelligence chief rose from 
1-$ chair and tiptoed swiftly over to the 
door. For a second he paused listening at
tentively. Then with a quick motion he 
grabbed the knob and whipped open the 
<i4Jor. He sprang back with a sharp ex
clamation. 

U nabie to see anything because of the 
chief 's hage bulk, Dusty and Agent 10 
sprang tD their feet and leaped across the 
room. 

The general was staring down at a hud
dled figure just outside the doorway. It 
was the young medico who had taped 
Dusty's ,'¥Tist_ The gleaming handle of 
an operating knife protruded from the 
side of his neck, just below the right ear 
lobe, and the collar of his ward jacket : 
was stained a deep crimson. 

For neatly a full minute all three stared 
down at him, wide-eyed. Then Agent 10 
spoke. 

"Damn !" he grated. "It didn't work, 
after all" 

Dusty shot him a puzzled glance. 
"Meaning what ?" he demanded. 
Agent 10 didn't answer directly. In

stead he shut the door, leaned his bac.l( 
against it and scowled off into space. 

"One of them knows !" he said as 
though talking to himself.  "One of them 
knows that we're both still alive." 

"Oh that?" grunted Dusty. "Well, 
what do we care ? That's not going to 
stop us. Say, by the way, where are we, 
anyway ? What is this hospital'' 

"Washington Military," replied Agent 
10 absently. "Damn, I would have sworn 

that no one saw us bring you in from 
that crash. But someone must have got
ten a close enough look to know that you 
weren't dead--and he killed Smith. Prob
ably when the medico surprised him lis-
tening outside the door. Hell. that throws 
a monkey-wrench in the whole thing !" 

MISERY tlooded the man's fact: as he 
spoke. It was also reflected in the 

face of General Homer. Dusty stared at 
them borh a moment, then touched Agent 
10 on the arm. 

"I wouldn't say that fellow," he 
grinned. "After all, our main jop is to 
g� to the Devil's factory and recover the 

. crate." 
"I know," nodded the other gloomily. 

"But you see, I had arranged for us to 
slip out of here tonight, and plck up a 
plane near the Washington field. But now, 
that that rat, whoever he is, knows we're 
both alive he'll keep an eye on us. And 
when we leave he'll send word ahead. 
Then trust those damn Blacks to figure 
out what \ve're up to." 

"Well, let's go after him now," said 
Dusty. "He must be around the building 
some place." 

""I.Ne're in the morgue wing," replied 
Agent 10. "Only young Smith knew that 
\Ve were here. As far .as anybody else in 
the main hospital is concerned, we're just 
two stiffs awaiting burial." 

To the utter amazement of both father 
and son, Dusty suddenly laughed out loud. 

"Then what the ht!!l !" he chuckled. 
"That's perfect. Couldn't be bette d,. 

"Good God, what do you mean ?" 
gasped young Horner. 

"Just this," said Dusty excitedly. "You 
once told me that you were an expert at 
make-up, didn't you ? And this is the 
morgue wing isn't it? Well, you can just 
fix us both up so we'll look like dead men . 

And the general, here, can arrange for 
t\\'o coffins to be flown to � ew York to-
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night, for burial tomorrow. We'll be in 
those coffins. Once we're in the plane just 
leave the rest to me." 

"But-" faltered Agent 10. 

"Don't you see ?" Dusty cut in on him. 
"It's our one chance to keep playing the 
dead man idea. The Black who killed 
Smith will see two coffins going out of 
here, see us in them, and begin to think he 
was wrong after all. 

"And by the time he's able to check up 
at the New York end, why we should 
worry. We'll be way up north tackling 
the job. It'll be a cinch. Incidentally, we'll 
hide a chute in each coffin." 

Agent 10 gave him a long searching 
glance. Then slowly his lips curled back 
in a grin. 

"By God, I think you've hit it, Dusty !" 

Then turning to his father," I agree with 
Ayres, sir. I can do the make-up job all 
right. And if you'll get Agents Twelve 
and Fourteen they can carry us out. Then 
we won't have to bother with any of the 
hospital attendants." 

The senior officer frowned, pursed his 

lips. 
"Hum-m-m, it would be just like you 

two to get away with it," he said. "But, 
what about the pilot of the plane that'll 
take you to New Y ark ?" 

"Get anyone, sir," Dusty replied. "Only 
be sure he takes his chute along. No
wait a minute. This'll make it even bet
ter. Call my unit and order Lieutenant 
C. B. Brooks to fly down here for the job. 

"Curly-that's what we call him-is my 
best friend in the Unit, and in case the 
Blacks listen in on your call, it'll make 
our case stronger than ever. It'll look as 
though you're letting one of my old gang 
pay final tribute, and all that sort of 
thing." 

"But this Brooks ?" hesitated the gen
�ral. "Is he-" 

"Don't worry, sir," Dusty cut in quick-
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ly. "I'd trust Curly Brooks, farther than 
I'd trust myself !" 

The Intelligence chief glanced at his 
watch and nodded-nodded just a trifle 
reluctantly, Dusty thought. 

"Very well," the general grunted. 
"We'll take a chance. It's now almost six. 
'We'll make the take-off for nine sharp. 
That'll give us all plenty of time." 

He paused, started to say something 
else, but cut himself off. Then giving 
them both a long meaning glance, he 
turned on his heel and strode through the 
door. As the door closed Agent 10 took 
Dusty's arm and nodded to another door 
on the opposite side of the room. 

"My stuff's all in there, where I've been 
hiding out for the last five days," he said. 
Then with a happy sigh, "But thank God, 
I 'll be leaving soon !" 

Dusty chuckled. But it sounded 
strangely hollow and an eerie sensation 
shot through him. A sensation that he did 
not understand, and merely shrugged off. 

But he would have understood that mo
mentary flash of evil premonition had he 
known of that jet black eye that was 
watching him through a tiny, hair line 
crack in the wall, on the opposite side of 
the room. 

CHAPTER SIX 

Coffin Trap 

AT EIGHT-THIRTY �hat night, two 

poker-faced men in the white uni
forms of military hospital attendants care
fully carried two coffins out of the morgue 
and gingerly placed them in an ambulance 
van. To reach the van they had to pass 
between a double lane of soldiers and of
ficers drawn up at stiff attention. 

Thus, was every one permitted a swift 
glance at the death-chilled figures in the 
coffins. When they were placed in the 
van, the lids were laid gently on each. The 
two attendants closed the rear doors a:1d 
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climbed in front. Then, proceeded by a 
motor-cycle escort with wailing sirens, the 
ambulance raced across the city toward 
the military field. 

When the field was reached and the 
doors of the vehicle opened, the attend
ants took off the coffin lids, and carried 
each box over to the waiting military 
transport plane. A tall, helmeted pilot was 
at the controls up forward, but he did not 
even turn his head as the dead men were 
placed in, and the lids resealed. 

In the stuffy darkness of the interior of 
his coffin Dusty relaxed the stiff and ach
ing muscles of his face and grinned hap
pily. It had gone off just as he figured it 
would. 

Anyone who wanted to, had the chance 
to see them both. And with the perfect 
make-up job that Agent 10 had done, 
there couldn't possibly be doubt in any 
Black agent's mind that two dead officers 
had passed by. 

Yes, it had gone off perfectly. And once 
the ship got underway a dead man would 
arise and give good old Curly Brooks, up 
forward, the start of his life. Then later, 
when Curly had been pledged to secrecy, 
he would bail out and two dead men would 
carry on to the death venture that awaited 
them far to the north. 

Dusty steeled himself and waited for 
the quivering motion that would tell him 
that Curly was taking off. But in that 
dark, self-made prison the seconds 
dragged by like years . .  The air grew hot
ter and hotter, and his back and leg mus
cles began to ache from their cramped po
sition. 

A hunared times he was filled with an 
almost overwhelming desire to lift up the 
coffin lid just an inch or so and allow a 
lungful of fresh air to drift in. But with 
an effort he curbed the desire. There was 
no telling who might be looking in the 
door, or through the cabin window, and 

with success only minutes away nothing 
was worth the risk. 

Finally, when Dusty's air starved lungs 
seemed about to burst, the plane trembled 
violently and to his ringing ears came the 
faint throb of revving enginee. They were 
taking off. 

Realization was almost as good as fresh 
air. His blood surged throu2'h his veins, 
and his nerves tingled ·with a renewed 
strength. Then, as he sensed a �ooth 
swaying motion, he chuckled aloud. They 
were clear of the ground and Curly Brooks 
was nosing up for altitude. When he lev· 
eled off, then would be tbe time to go iDto 
action. 

Another eternity dragged by, and 
finally the motion of the plane told Dusty 
that they were flying level. Slowly he 
raised one hand, pressed it against the lid 
and eased it up enough to get a grip on 
it. Then working it off to the side, inch 
by inch, he finally got enough room in 
which to sit up. 

For a moment or so he sat there in the 
dim light of the cabin interior sucking in 
lungful after lungful of cool, fresh air. 

A slight movement at his side caused 
him to turn his head. Agent 10 was slid
ing the lid off his coffin. Reaching over 
Dusty removed it and grinned at the 
made-up face of his friend. Then giving 
him a wink he turned toward the dim out
line of the pilot forward. 

"Don't get heart failure, Curly !" he 
called softly. "But, I'm not as dead as I 
look." 

He expected to see his flying pal stiffen 
violently and whirl around pop-eyed. But 
instead, the pilot set the robot controls, 
then reached out and flipped on the cabin 
lights. Dusty was halfway out of the coffin 
when the pilot spun around. 

A CHOKED exclamation burst from 
the Yank eagle's throat as he stared 

at the man. His only resemblance to Curly 

• 
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Brooks was in stature. His face was 
hard, and sharp featured. And his eyes 
jet black, gleaming with a truel light. 

Though � was garbed in an Air Force 
lieutenant's uniform, Dusty knew instant
ly that he was not a Yank. And if he 
needed confirmation, the ugly, snub-nosed 
automatic gripped in the man's left hand 
was more than enough. 

It was si�ht of the automatic that made 
Dusty go rigid. Faintly, he heard Agent 
10 groan, but he didn't look at his friend. 
His eyes � glued on the pilot's face. 
For about two seconds, they all held the 
tableau. Then the Black's lips slid back 
over white, but uneven, teeth and he 
chuckled softly. 

"Rather a surprise for dead men, no?" 
he hissed at them both. But as Dusty 
started to move "Stop--don't move, Cap
tain Ayres. Or you either Agent 10 1" 

.As he spoke the words, "Agent 10," a 
marked sneer came into his voice, and his 
finger on the gun trigger tightened. In
stinctively, Dusty steeled himself , half ex
pecting to hear the sharp explosion of the 
gun. But the Black did not fire. Keeping 
them COTered he moved a step or two 
closer, smirked down at them and ab
sently fingered the vest harness of the 
chute pack he wore. 

"And who in hell are you ?" Dusty 
barked, merely to break the clinging spell 
of silence. 

"Whom am I ?" the other laughed at 
him. Then pointing his gun at Agent 10, 
"You might say that I'm his keeper. He 
has not once been out of my sight since 
he wa.S fortunate enough to escape us 
some three weeks ago. We have not for
gotten A� 10. And my commanders 
desire to see him again. They desire to, 
very much!" 

As the man paused long enough to in
dulge in another of his soft, rasping 
chuckles, Dusty started to speak then shut 
his lips tight. He bent his bead and 
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stared at his hands resting on either side 
o f  the coffin, in order to conceal the look 
he w:u; afraid had leaped into his eyes. 

Though he was not sure, he thought 
that, as the Black talked, he had seen the 
faint glow of engine exhausts through the 
window to big right. Unless his eyes had 
played him tricks another plane was bear
ing down on them out of night skies. 

Who it was he had no way of telling. 
He could only hope, and in the meantime 
stall this B lack as long as possible. 

" . . .  and there are sevet"al who desire 
to meet you again, Captain Ayres. True, 
the reward will be mine even though I 
kill you. But, I believe that the reward 
will be increased if I take you back aHve. 
Do not place your hopes on that, though. 
One false move and I will kill you both. 
Kill you as easily as I would a rabbit !" 

"Yeah !" Dusty snapped at: him. "In 
the back like you got that medico in the 
hospital." 

The other shrugged. 

"It was unfortunate for him that he 
came upon me when I did not expect 
him," he answered unemotionally. Then 
glancing at Agent 10, "Your plan was 
very stupid, my good friend," he sneered. 
"Your friends overplayed their part in 
transporting Captain Ayres from his 
crash. And once he arrived at your Wash
ington hospital it was easy for me to con
firm what my friends had communicated 
to me--that he was not dead. After that, 
patience and waiting rewarded me !" 

Again Dusty caught the flicker of an 
e."<haust through the cabin window, and it 
was all he could do to stop himself from 
turning his head and looking directly out. 

God, if it was only some Yank wonder. 
ing why a plane was tearing north with all 
cabin lights on full ! If it was, perhaps 
he might get some kind of a signal through 
to him-perhaps just an S. 0. S. gesture. 

As the thought came to him he uncon
!lciously raised his right hand. The Black 
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stiffened instantly and the gun � mmg 
dead on Dusty's heart. 

"Put your hand down I" he rasped. 
"Do not forget my words-! will kill you 
as I would kill a rabbit." 

Dusty grinned, but his eyes were agate 
hard. 

" Seeing it's your party," he said, "tell 
us how the hell you got the job piloting 
this plane ?" 

Once again there came the rasping 
chuckle. 

"Did you not suggest in the hospital 
room, that General Horner order Lieuten
ant Brooks down here ? Well, others took 
care of the lieutenant-and I reported in 
his place. A risk, that some one at the 
Washington field might know the lieuten
ant-but I was fortunate." 

Dusty strained forward, face red with 
anger under its death-mask make-up. 

"By God!" he roared, "if any of you 
rats harmed Curly Brooks, I 'll repay you 

. double, so help me. I'll kill you with my 
own hands, and love it !" 

T
HE Black's eyes blazed, and he moved · as though to slash Dusty across the 

face with his gun. But he didn't, for at 
that moment they all saw the silvery 
shadow that raced in close and went zoom
ing up over them. 

With a movement as quick as light, the 
B lack . whipped out his free hand and 
snapped off the cabin dome lights. And 
in the dim glow of the glimmer lights he 
held the gun straight in front of him. 

"Don't move !" he hissed fiercely. 
"Don't move, or-I'll kill you both !" 

But though Dusty did not move, he 
barely heard the Black's deadly order. 
His heart was pounding with trip-ham
mer intensity, and his brain was filled with 
dumbfounded amazement. He had had 
only one glimpse of that silver shadow as 
it \vent scudding up. But that one look 
was all he needed. Beyond all question 

of doubt, he knew that the strange p!an� � 
was his own-the Silver Flash III ! 

The Silver Flash ! Who in the name of 
God was flying his ship ? And what were 
they doing way down here, anyway. 

The questions raced through his head 
unanswered. But though there were no 
answers, he felt exultant. Some one-
some one of the boys was checking up on 
this plane roaring north with full cabin 
lights. And he might-

He didn't finish the rest of the thought, 
for just at that instant the radio speaker 
unit, close by the Black's head, crackled 
sound--and the voice of Curly Brooks 
came booming out 1 

"Hey you, military transport four ! 
Who's the pilot and why are you run
ning with full lights ? Check me back at 
once I" 

Dusty inwardly heaved a huge sigh of 
relief. Curly Brooks was out there in the 
Flash, and checking them ! He glared at 
the Black, whose face was twisted with 
rage. 

"Weil l" he roared. 'What are you go
ing to tell him ? Better make it good, 
because he's the best shot in the army ... 

The Black didn't answer. Instead he 
stood rigid waving the gun barrel from 
one Yank to the other. Dusty heard 
Agent lO's breath coming in strained 
gasps but for the first time in hours he, 
himself, felt perfectly calm and collected. 

Sure, the Black might plug them both. 
But that thought was lost in the relief that 
Curly Brooks was still alive, and out there 
circling about them in the night skies. 
Good old Curly I 

And then Brooks' voice came booming 
through the speaker unit again. 

"Military transport four I Land at 
once ! I'll give you one minute to nose 
down before I open fire. That's relayed 
orders from G. �- Q., so you'd better 
land at once." 

As the set clicked off the Black hissed 
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something-through his clenched teeth, shot 
one wild glance at the raido set, then fas
tened murderous · eyes on Dusty. 

"You will speak to him. Captain 
Ayres !" he said in a voice that was little 
more than a whisper. "You will tell him 
who you are, and that everything is all 
right. Speak or I'll kill you !" 

Dusty snorted aloud, scornfully. 

"KiD, is your pet won:i, isn't it? Well 
go ahead. Kill me, and my pal out there 
will get you." 

The Black's face almost ceased to be 
human it became so horribly distorted 
with rage. The gun bore yawned at Dus
ty's heart, and the finger curled about the 
trigger tightened. 

"Half a minute to go, transport four !" 
boomed the radio. 

"God, Ayres-the beam ship !" 

Dusty just barely heard Agent lO's 
groaning whisper at his side but realiza
tion came like a bomb bursting in his 
head. GOO. yes ! He had forgotten all 
about the beam ship ! I f  they died, who 
\Vould-

"Wait, wait !" he gasped wildly. "Don't 
shoot-I'll talk to him. I'll do as you 
say !" 

Air whistled out of the Bhck's lips, and 
his eyes blazed up in mad triumph. He 
gestured slightly toward the radio panel 
with his gun, and moved so that his hack 
was against the side of the cabin. 

• ''Then be quick !" he rasped. "And 
watch your words, my friend. It is never 
too late to shoot you !" 

Dusty didn't even look at him as he 
legged stiffly out of the coffin, and moved 
toward the transmitter tube. A wild and 
desperate thought was taking pla.ce in his 
mind, but he forced a hopeless and for
lorn look to his face. 

Sliding into the seat, he spun t� wave
length dial to the reading of his own ship, 
the Silver Flash. Brooks had called them 
on the emergency wave-length, but be did 
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not want what he had to say to go over 
a general wave-length. 

Then, when the red signal light blinked, 
he put the. transmitter tube to his lip. 

"This is Dusty calling you, Curly ! Snap 
off your set and beat it. I'm on a special . 
job, and I don't want anyone to know 
where I am. Counting on you, Curly, to 
keep mum !" 

"My God, you Dusty ?" the booming 
speaker unit cut in on him. "They said 
that you were killed in a crash. It's on 
the official bulletin. What the hell's the 
game ? I want to take a hand in it !" 

"You got your orders, Curly !'' Dusty 
said in a hard voice. "Snap off you.r set 
and clear out. We don't want company 
this time. Beat it I"  

"0. K. !"  snarled the radio. "But I think 
you're all kinds of a bum, Dusty ! So help 
me, I do !" 

A moment later the speaker unit clicked 
off. Dusty groaned loudly, and got slowly 
to his feet. 

"Well, does that suit you ?" he mum
bled thickly as he slouched forward. "He 
won 't bother us any-" 

The rest was lost in lightninglike ac
tion. In a flash, the Yank ace straightened 
up and hurled himself, hands grabbing 
for the Black's gun. The man cried out 
and leaped back, jerked his gun clear from 
Dusty's clawing grasp. 

Still moving forward. the Yank crashed 
into him and slammed him up against the 
side of the cabin. The Black tried to slap 
down with the gun, using it as a club. 
But in that he made his fatal error, for 
Dusty's hammerhead fist slicing upward 
struck the fellow's wrist. and the gun went 
flying out of numbed fingers. 

With a pain-maddened bellow, the 
Black tried to lurch for it, but Dusty's 
left, already swinging around, crashed 
into his chest and sent him staggering 
backward. Almost before the man had 
started back, Dusty piYoted and went div-
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ing across the cabin for the loose gun. 
Scooping it up, he scrarrbled over just 
in time to see the Black hurling his weight 
against the cabin door. 

"Stop, you rat t" be roared. 
But mortal fear had keyed the Black 

into a frenzy, and he flung himself out 
into the night. Off balance as he was, 
Dusty nevertheless was able to pwnp two 
quick shots through the door, and a wild 
scream came floating back to him. 

Getting slowly to his feet, he rubbed a 
sore elbow and grinned at Agent 10 who 
was still sitting pop-eyed in his coffin. 

"Corne on, dead man I" he said. "Now, 
we really do go to work I" 

CHAPTER SEVEN 

A GENT 10 made no attempt to move. 
Like a man in a trance, he stared at 

Dusty. His lips moved but no words carne 
from between them. Then, suddenly, he 
found his tongue. 

"Great guns," he choked. "God, I 
thought he was going · to get you, sure. 
But that scream-you must have winged 
him !" 

"Don't know," called Dusty as he slid 
into the seat. "But he's gone, and that's 
what counts. We'll just have ·to take a 
chance on him not getting word ahead." 

By now Agent 10 had climbed from 
his coffin and was dropping into the spare 
seat beside Dusty. He grabbed the pilot's 
arm excitedly. 

"We'll have to take a chance?" he 
echoed. "Hell, you don't mean that you're 
going through with it now ?" 

Dusty stared at him in amazement. 
"Of course we are !" he said. "What's 

there to stop us ? We've got to get that 
beam ship, haven't we?" 

Agent 10 swallowed and nodded. 
"Yes, of course," he said. "But good 

heavens, Dusty, this is no ship to try and 
crash through with. We wouldn't be able 
to get enough altitude to get out of their 
searchlights going over the lines. Besides, 
our key plan is shot. Didn't you hear 
that Black ? They know we're both alive. 
Knew it .all the time, damn them I" 

Dusty grinned and gave him a playful 
punch in the ri�. 

"Hold on," he chided. "'t's 11ot as bad 
as you think it is. Look-see the way 
the robot's set ?" 

The agent leaned forward and scowled 
at the old fashioned solnoid type of plane 
control. Once set on the intended course, 
magnetic electric fields, connected by slide 
solnoid devices to the controls, held the 
ship on an even keel and automatically 
counteracted any slight deviation from 
the course, save when on a vertical plane. 
At the moment, the fixed compass read
ing was a few degrees west of magnetic 
north. 

He glanced up questioningly at Dusty. 
"It's set £01" a general northerly course," 

he grunted, "So what ?" 
"Simply that our boy friend was plan

ning to fly us right through," Dusty re
plied. "Fly us right through in a Yank 
transport I Which means, unless I miss 
my guess, that the Blacks are expecting 
this plane to pass over their lines !" 

"Perhaps you're right I" exclaimed the 
Intelligence man. "At least we may be 
able to get behind their lines without being 
bothered. Yet dammit, fellow, the idea 
that they know we are alive gets ·under 
my skin. It's obvious that he signaled our 
plans up north. And when he doesn't 
show up, well-" 

The agent left his sentence unfinished. 
But Dusty only chuckled more. He had 
released the robot device, and the thrill of 
flying was tingling through his hands on 
the Dep wheel. Added to that was the 
sense of relief that Curly Brooks was 
still alive. 
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"Forget it, kid," he said, turning to 
Agent 10. "Just think of what's ahead. 
In the meantime you can be getting those 
chutes out. And ·watch your step because 
I'm going to kill all lights, and fly my 
own way for awhile.'' 

TWO minutes later, though, the dark. ness into which he had plunged them 
both was broken by the red signal light 
on the radio panel winking rapidly. It 
was on a special wave-length, otherwise 
the call wonld have come in over the cabin 
speaker unit. 

He scowled at it a moment, then 
reached out his hand and slowly turned 
the wave-length dial knob. And as he 
reached the halfway recorder, the speaker 
unit blasted forth with the strangest bab
bling of sound he had ever heard. The 
only thing it reminded him of was a 
barnyard. 

He started to turn it· off when Agent 
10 clamped a hand down on his arm. 

"Don't !" the man breathed hoarsely. 
"That's the radio signal officer at Black 
G. H. Q. I'd know that rat's voice any
where." 

Dusty almost leaped out of his seat. 
"What ? Black H. Q. you-" 
"Shut up !" hissed the other tightening 

his grip. "It's in their vocal code. I 
know a little of it. Maybe I can pick 
something up !" 

The jabber kept up for· fully three 
minutes, and during that time Dusty ex
perienced the tortures of the damned. 
That Agent 10 was getting some of it, he 
knew by the way the man's hand trembled, 
and the sharp intakes of breath. But he 
dared not ask what it was all about for 
fear something would be missed. Then 
finally, the speaker unit clicked off into 
silence. 

"Well, what was it ?" demanded Dusty 
breathlessly. "You understood some of it 

didn't you ?'' 

Agent 10' s fingers were dosing on his 
arm like a vice. He swore softly and shook 
his ann free. 

"Snap out of your trance, kid !" he 
grated. "What the hell was it all about ?" 

"Turn back, or go down and land, 
Ayres !" husked Agent 10. 

"Why ? What for ?" 
"They were calling this ship !" was the 

excited reply. "Calling the Black who 
should be piloting it. He's to fly at thirty 
thousand toward some spot I didn't get. 
They are sending out an escort. Ten 
pursuits-and the beam ship !" 

In spite of himself , Dusty stiffeued. 
"The beam ship ?" he echoed. "You're 

sure ?" 
"Positive ! It's no use, Ayres. We 

can't buck that thing. You'd better land 
while there's still time." 

"Sure you didn't hear where we're sup
posed to meet them ?" Dusty countered. 

"No. I think they said some place south 
of the Montreal area. But I could easily 
be wrong. Their vocal code is extremely 
difficult unless you're an exr:;ert. Our best 
bet is to land, Ayres." 

"And miss tllis swell chance ?" Dusty 
scoffed, snapping on the dash cowl-light. 
"Like hell ! See that roller map ? Well, 
Montreal area is way the hell and gone 
northeast of us. All we have to do is 
veer a bit west, then straight north and 
smack into this Devil's factory area. \Ve'll 
miss them by a couple of hundred miles, 
easy. It's a break we didn't expect. What 
do you say ?" 

There was a moments silence, then 
Agent 10 nodded. 

"All right, you damn fool," he said 
quietly. "I started out with you, and I'll 
finish up with you." 

"Atta boy !" Dusty crowed. "Now hand 
me my chute, and climb into yours. No 
sense in taking chances we don't have to." 

Q
NE hour later they were high above 
Lake Erie and sneaking northward at 
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half throttle like a ghost bird. Far below 
them was the central theatre of war with 
its west and east wings stretching to Du
luth and the Maine seaboard, respectively. 

They were too high to see anything 
clearly, even though the sky was cloud
less. But past experience told them both 
that on the north eide of the lake, engine 
detector units were tuning in on the throb
bing beat of their twin power plants, and 
that soon great pencils of fog and cloud
piercing radium li;hts would be shooting 
skyward to "ring" them for the benefit of 
defending skymen. 

The heavy plane was as high as it 
would go, and for the ne.""<t half hour it 
would be nip and tuck as far as success 
was concerned. But although Dusty knew 
full well what their chances were, far bet
ter than Agent 10, his face was set in 
grim determination and his hands on the 
Dep wheel were steady as rocks. 

One half hour of blasting hell, and, i f  
luck stayed with them, a chance t o  crash 
the unknown after that. 

But as the northern reaches of Lake 
Erie slid past beneath them, not a single 
beam leaped skyward. Instinctively, Dusty 
cut one engine to lessen the amount of 
noise for the ground detectors to pick up. 

As for escaping 

stars above them, they were absolutely; 
alone in the air. 

And that fact sent a tiny chill rippling 
up and down Dusty's spine. If only one 
searchlight would leap up their way, he'd 
feel a lot better. This damn sliding 
through skies that should, by all rules of 
warfare, be packed with defense planes, 
and mobile ground light units, was very 
sinister. 

A thousand times he strained his eyes 
in all directions, mostly downward, and 
saw nothing to ease the tension of his 
position. The Blacks just weren't going 
to put up a scrap, and that was that. 

Then, suddenly, Agent 10 gripped him 
savagely. 

"There--off to the right !" he rasped 
in a startled voice. "What the devil is it ? 
See there it goes again !" 

Leaning toward the right, Dusty nar
rowed his eyes and peered out into the 
darkness. At first he saw nothing, and 
then a yellow light blinked three times 
rapidly. He could not tell exactly how 
far away it was, although he judged it 
to be well over fifty miles. 

In a minute it blinked again but this 
time there were four distinct blinks fol
lowed by two long ones. Body rigid he 

kept his eyes glued 
radium cloud-pierc
ing beams, he might 
just as well have 
opened up both en
gines wide, a n d . 
gained that much 
more f o r w a r d 
speed. There were 
no streamers of 
light, and no ex
haust flickers from 
bat patrol planes 
combing the heav
ens. It w a s as 
though, save for 
the carpet of dim 
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on the imaginary 
spot in the dark 
heavens. And when 
there came more 
blinks at the end of 
a minute or two he 
was filled with the 
eerie conviction that 
the queer light had 
drawn considerably 
closer. 

It was still far 
east of them, and 
just a shade to the 
north. But that it 
was coming clo� 
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he was positive, and he unconsciously 
veered the nose of their own ship in a 
more northwesterly course. 

Then, as the blinks came for the fourth 
time, the blood froze in his veins and a 
startled gasp slid off his lips. There had 
been j ust a touch of green in them this 
time. Just a tiny flicker, but the sight of 
it sent horror flooding back to him. 

"God ! I wonder !" he breathed fiercely. 

"Wonder what ?" came Agent lO's ex
cited question. 

Dusty didn't answer. -Instead he reach
ed up and snapped on the cabin speaker 
unit. Then holding his breath, he stared 
toward the spot yvhere he had seen the 
blinking light. · -. 

Seconds ticked by, more seconds, and 
finally the light blinked again. Three times 
it blinked, and with each flash the cabin 
speaker unit gave forth a short, high
keyed squeak. Had any of them been pro
longed, Dusty knew that he would have 
heard an eerie metallic scream ! 

"We're in for it now, kid," he said in 
a steady voice to Agent 10. "Every dime 

. I own bets that that light is coming from 
the disintegrator beam ship !" 

A low whistle was the Intelligence 
man's only comment. That and a reassur-
ing pressure on Dusty's  arm. 

-

"Yeah I" grunted Dusty as though talk
ing to himself. "I think that they've 
known we were here for some time. That's 
why they haven't done anything on the 
ground. Those blinks are to let the other 
Blacks know that the beam ship is around 
-just in case they get in the way. And 
that mean!r-" 

"Means what ?" Agent 10 asked softly, 
as Dusty stopped short. 

"It means," answered the pilot, "that 
yours truly has guessed wrong again. In 
other words, the lad I thought I winged, 
must have sent word through to his boy 
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friends. And they guessed that we'd take 
this route north.'' 

"Well, it's been a swell war," grunted 
Agent 10, as he sat staring at the instru
ment board. 

Dusty shot him a quick side glance and 
frowned. 

"And it's going to be even better !" he 
got out grimly. "They haven't licked us 
yet !" 

AS HE spoke, Dusty opened up both 
engines and swung the plane due 

west. Five minutes later he veered to the 
north and looked back. vVhen he saw 
the blinks again his lips went back in a 
tight smile. The little points of light were 
southeast of him, and seemed to be no 
nearer than the last time he'd seen them. 

Turning front, he flew a zig-zag course 
again. Then cutting both throttles, and 
opening the compensator to kill every 
trace of exhaust flame, he nosed the ship 
into a long, gentle glide to the northwest. 

Seconds dragged by and his heart 
pounded against his ribs furiously. Every 
part of him was concen�rated on the game 
of hide and seek he was playing. Though 
there was no way of making sure, he was 
positive that a d•th trap was being spread 
about him. 

At regular intervals, the speaker unit 
made little high-keyed squeaks-some 
long and others short. The more he 
thought about it, the more he became con
vinced that the pilot of the beam ship was 
using the ray's sound as a means of sig
naling other planes. But, what planes ? 
He had virtually searched every square 
inch of the heavens, but not one single 
moving blur had he spotted. 

Then, when he had the feeling that 
he had outwitted his silent pursuers and 
was gradually drawing away, the blurred 
carpet of ground beneath him became 
alive. A great ring of white lights shot 
straight up past him on all sides. 
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So suddenly had it sprung into being, planes above, bat to searchlight units on 
that for the moment he sat frozen w the the ground. While he · thought he was 
controls. But as a yammering fire poured easing clear .of the beam ship, it had 
d�"-'11 f rom above, he galvanized into ac- actually been forcing him straight into 
tion and belted the controls with every this damn light trap. And now-
ounce of his strength. He uttered a savage curse, and wildly 

" Grab that floor gun, and hang on !" flung the plane up on _ wing to avoid the 
he bellowed � Agent 10. "Let her rip at deadly cross-fire of two Black Darts that 
anything you see moving. I'm going to had streaked down out of nowhere. As 
try and get clear of this light !" he went rushing into the clear, he sud-

As he shouted the words, he flupg the denly realized that since the searchlights 
big craft into a tight power spin, grabbed had gone into action he had not heard a 
the wheel with both hands, and jammed single signal from the beam ship. 
his thumbs against the elC{;tric trigger The thought gave him a clammy feel
trips. Down they went, a hundred metallic ing, for he knew at least thought he knew, 
streams of death beating against the dural the reason. With Black planes in the air 
wings of the ship. At the end of three the pilot o f  the beam ship would not risk 
complete spins, he yanked the plane out, closing in on the Yank�. The deadly ray 
and roared toward the western side o f  might strike o n e  of the ' Darts. Aud so 
the ring of searchlights. the great ship was lurking outside the 

A black shadow tore past in front of circle of light, ready to make its kill once 
him. He kicked rudder and jabbed the he broke through. 
trigger trips forward. The twin guns, With a hoarse cry o f  rage, he hauled the 
faired into the center section of the top . plane around in a wing-quivering turn 
v-ring j ust above his head, chattered sav- as the side of the light ring l oomed up 
agely, and he had the exultant satisfac- in front o f  him. A few more seconds and 
tion of seeing the black shadow nose up' he would have gone through. But now, 
sharply and go . cartwheeling off out of · his one chance for life lay in remaining 
sight. within the ring-and battling the fire-

Cursing and shouting aloud he zig· spitting Darts that swarmed about him. 
zagged this \vay and that toward the west· Then, as one came thundering in to
ern rim o f  the light. Though he didn't take ward him, swerved sharply and blasted a 
time out to turn, he knew by the sound shower o f  steel into the tail SC{;tion, the 
that Agent 10 was fighting off an attack last bit of truth came to him. These 
f rom below. hl.-isting, turning devils were not trying 

One half of his brain concentrated on to shoot him down. They were endeavor
breaking through the ring of light, the ing to cripple his ship so that he would 
other half cursed himself for a blunder- be forced to land. Trying to snip a con
ing fool. He hadn't had a chance from trol cable or two, and hammer the twin 
the very beginning. And now that he •v-a.s engines so that they would conk out cold. 
caught in the trap, he realized how simple As thottgh Dusty's thought had been 
it had all been. spoken aloud, the harsh, rasping voice o f  

Naturally h e  hadn't seen any other the Black Hawk came blasting out o f  
planes in the sky. They had stuck high the speaker unit. 
above him, undoubtedly watching him "Land, Captain Ayres, and both your 
with night glasses. And that signaling lives will be spared ! It is impossible for 
'from the beam ship had not been to the you to escape us. And as it is a mattet: 



THE SCREAMING EYE 

of honor with me to capture you alive, I 
offer you your chance. Why continue to 
be a fool ?" 

"It's a trick ! That damn rat would 
never take either of us alive. Or if he 
did, we wouldn't last long. I say, let's 
go down fighting !" 

Agent 10 had left his gun, and was 
roaring wildly in Dusty's ear. The pilot 
nodded and thrust him away. 

"Of course we're not quitting !" he 
thundered. "Get back to that gun, quick !" 

Snatching up the transmitter tube, he 
spun the wave-length dial to the emergen
cy reading with the other hand. 

"Offer refused !" he yelled. "Come in 
and try to get us I"  

The reply came back to him in a voice 
that trembled with rage. 

"Very well, Captain Ayres. I come to 
wipe you both out !" 

CHAPTER EIGHT 

Floating Cadavers 

A MINUTE or so after the Hawk had 
ceased speaking to Dusty the cabin 

unit gave forth more sound. It was the 
same, strange babble that the Yank eagle 
had heard not more than an hour ago. He 
turned to rap Agent 10 on the shoulder, 
but the man was already close beside him, 
eyes glued to the speaker unit and face set 
grimly. 

When the babble stopped short he 
looked at Dusty. 

"He is coming in, son !" he whispe(ed. 
"He's just ordered all the Darts to quit 
us and clear out. Hey, what the hell are 
you doing ?" 

"Oearing out too !" shouted the pilot, 
as he flung the plane into a screaming 
half-roll that made the wings groan aloud. 
"Never thought that the Blacks would 

. protect me, but they're going to do it 
this time !" 

Sl 

"Huh ?" Agent 10 yelled back, grabbing 
frantically for support. "What do you 
mean ?" 

But Dusty didn't answer. His keen 
eyes had seen the Darts swinging into a 
V formation, and he was thundering down 
straight for the middle of the V. The 
Blacks didn't realize his crazy action until 
it was too late. 

They tried desperately to spread out 
and leave him alone in the air. But, for 
every turn they made, Dusty made two. 
Speed was in the favor of tlte Blacks, but 
Dusty was tops in flying skill. And as 
they all went plunging through the ring 
of light the Yank transport was still pro
tected on all sides by a flock of twistinl:', 
turning Darts. 

The babble that spilled out of the 
speaker unit shook with rage, and as 
Dusty plunged through the ring of light 
he turned in his seat and glanced back. 
There, a quarter of a mile behind, and 
considerably above them, was the crimson 
murder ship streaking down with the fury 
of a comet. But no yellowish green eye 
spewed fan-shaped light from the slot in 
the turret atop the nose. Had it done 
so, three Black Darts behind Dusty would 
have become smoking metal. 

As that mad-flying Yank raced through 
the bath of brilliant light and out into 
the gloom beyond, he hauled back on the 
Dep wheel with every ounce of his 
strength, and thumped down on left rud
der. For one horrible second the plane 
refused to respond. Then like a bird shot 
on the wing it careened up and over. 

As the ship plunged downward, Dusty 
got a flash glance of three black objects 
racing toward him. For a moment he 
closed his eyes, waited for those three 
Darts to slam into him. But when he 
looked again, he saw them jerk madly 
off to the side and go whamming past 
him ,with bare inches to spare. 

A shout of exultation ri!)ped off his lips, 
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and he promptly forgot all about them. 
So far so good. No\v for the final test. 

Eyes steady, muscles braced, he 
straightened out his dive, and pulled the 
Dep wheel once more i nto the pit of his 
stomach. Up came the nose. He ca�ght 
it half way, leveled off, and as Agent 
10 let out a cry of alarm, the transport 
plunged right back into the ring of light. 
Head back, Dusty hung grimly to the 
wheel and riveted his eyes upward, shield
ing the lower part of them with his free 
hand. 

Two, three set:onds 'vhipped by and 
then the plane rushed into the interior of 
the circle. At that moment, Dusty gave 
a shout o f  triumph. For there, less than 
five hundred feet above him was the beam 
ship tearing down in the opposite direc
tion. It was under side to him, and Dusty 
knew instantly that its pilot had not seen 
him double back on his course. 

Hands and feet moving the controls, he 
banked sharply east and slightly down
ward. As the beam ship tore through the 
light, he hugged the inside of the ring 
for fifteen set:onds, and then plunged into 
it for the third time. The instant it e�
gul fed him he cut both throttles ,  and 
stuck the nose down in a long, racing 
glide. Presently, he shot out into the dark
ness again. Tapping rudder, he veered 
sharply to the northeast. 

TURXING in the seat, he glanced back. 
The light circle was breaking up, and 

each individual beam was beginning to 
grope about the heavens. One of them 
actually caught the crimson ship in its 
glare, but dropped it immediately. But 
not be fore Dusty was able to see that the 
crimson ship was still racing through the 
skies in the opposite direction from his 
own plane. 

"Worked !" he gasped as he leaned 
back. "By God it did work after all !" 

Hardly had the words left his mouth 

than the speaker unit babbled forth with 
Black vocal code signals. Dusty glanced 
around at Agent 10 j ust as the man 
thumped him on the back. Young Hor
ner's face was beaming. 

"You fooled them completely," he 
choked out. "That was the Hawk order
ing them to cover the southern side. He 
thinks you're trying to get back over the 
lake.'' 

Dusty grinned. 
"He would !" he chuckled. "And, I 

figured he would ! Boy, there is a bit of 
life i n  this old crate, after all ! 0. K., 
get your breath, kid. It should be clear 
sailing now." 
• "Yeah, until •ve get there !" 

Dusty said nothing to that. Now that 
they had smashed through the last bar
rier, and the path seemed clear to the 
mystery area far to the north, a sense of 
doubt was creeping over him. For, the 
Yery thing they were after, the beam ship, 
was far behind them tearing around 
through midnight skies. 

They were flying away from it-flying 
north toward a hidden area where both 
young Horner and his dad believed the 
Blacks kept their captured ship. But did 
they keep it there ? 

Hell, if he only had the Silver Flash 
under him, he'd take a chance on trailing 
the Hawk to his lair. But he didn't dare 
do it with this crate. Luck had been 
stretched to the limit on the double-back 
trick. There was no sense in going back 
and asking for another close call. Yet, 
hell-

He cut off the thought, and put his 
mental question into words. Agent Ten 
didn't answer at once. For a minute or 

. two he sat scowling at the instrument 
board, almost as though he expected to 
find what he wanted to say printed there. 
Then finally he spoke, slowly, choosing 
his words with care. 

'"My answer IS yes, Dusty. And for 

., .  
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this reason, I know the Blade territory 
like the palm of my hand. That is, all 
except this Devil's factory area. I cannot 
think of a single other place where they 
would keep the ship. And why ? Because 
I'm pretty sure that area is devoted to ex
perimental laboratories. Naturally they're 
going to try their damnedest to figure out 
Professor Shrouder's basic formula for 
generating the power." 

The man paused a moment, before con
tinuing. 

"But whether we get that ship or not," 
came the words with a sudden rush, "if 
we can tear the veil of mystery from the 
Devil's factory and get back with what 
we learn-we'll be accomplishing a great 
service for our country." 

Dusty started to speak, but held his 
peace as he glanced at the altimeter needle. 
They were getting too close to the ground 
for comfort. Bending over, he flipped up 
the switches, caught the engines and eased 
the nose up in a gentle climb. 

There were still three hundred miles of. 
wild country ahead of them, and he need
ed every inch of altitude he could get. 
But, as soon as the ship was climbing 
smoothly, he turned and fixed his pal 
with a keen look. 

"Never mind the recruiting talk," he 
said sharply. "Spill it ! What's in the � 
of your head ?" 

The other glanced at him startled, then 
slowly grinned. 

" No secrets, eh ?" he grunted. "0.� K. 
I'll tell you. But remember, it's personal. 
My best pal in the department-Agent 
Four-was on the trail of a Black gas 
secret just after the outbreak of the war. 
Well, they caught him, and used him as 
an experiment. They didn't finish him 
off then and there. The devils sent him 
back to us to die. 

"It was horrible. They'd used a flesh
eating gas, but pumped enough stimulant 
in him to keep his heart and b�ain still 
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functioning. Just before be died in my 
anns, he told me that a Black known as 
Shan had done it. 

"I've been after Shan ever since, and 
from what little I've learned, he's up at 
this Devil's factory. If  I find him, he'll 
never develop another ga.S, so help me !" 

The last words sounded like steel 
against steel, and Dusty gasped in amaze
ment. Many times had he seen Agent Ten 
in action, and he thought that he knew 
all sides of this nerveless man. 

But he was seeing a new angle now. 
Through the man's eyes he could glimpse 
a seething volcano of almost unbelievable 
hatred hidden there. Nothing would be 
able to help this Shan, if Agent Ten did 
find him ! 

To break the spell of silent fury that 
seemed to grip the man, Dusty reached 
out and slapped his knee. .. 

"0. K., kid I" he said. "Just wanted 
your views. We're going through for a 
touchdown, this time !" 

�TH that, he promptly forgot the 
I Intelligence agent and centered all 
his concentration on working the plane up 
through the night skies. 

One hour later, the craft was mushing 
along at thirty eight thousand, its nvin 
engines striving desperately to keep it up 
in the thin air. And at the end of the next 
half hour a bit of rapid air-log-<iistance
less-wind-drift calculation told Dusty that 
they were a little less than fifty miles 
southwest of their destination. 

Throttling a bit, allowing the ship to 
sink down, he leaned forward and stared 
hard at the distant horizon. He could just 
faintly see the southern end of James 
Bay. But as he looked to the east, at the 
point where the Rupert River ribbons off 
across the rugged wilderness to connect 
up with Lake Mistassini, he could see . 
nothing but murky darkness. 
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For a good ten minutes he stared at the 
surrounding territory. For all he could 
see he might just as well have been look
ing down at the frozen wastes o f  the polar 
regions. There was not a light anywhere, 
not even the flicker o f  a campfire. 

Frowning, he turned to Agent Ten, 
who was also staring down at the place. 

"Still think you're right ?" Dusty mut
tered. "Damned if I don't think it would 
be worth a try at a flare landing. It11 be 
a hell of a walk back, if we let this crate 
go." 

In the dim light he saw his pal's face 
go granite. And a moment later he spoke. 

' 'I 'm so certain, I 'll chance it alone !" 
"Like hell you will !" snorted Dusty. 

"We'll both- !" 
He left the sentence hanging in mid

air as he suddenly saw a shaft of glowing 
red light belch upward. It was gone al
most as soon as it appeared, but the sight 
of it brushed all doubt from Dusty's brain. 
i\Iany times had he seen a similar sight 
when flying over the blast furnaces of 
Pittsburgh. 

Action crystalized in  his mind, he 
promptly cut both switches, and nosed 
down in a glide. Way back in the \V ash
ington Base Hospital, while Agent Ten 
had made them both up to look like dead 
men, they had discussed this moment and 
those to follow. 

They had planned to glide in from 
maximum angle \vith dead engines. And 
then, when they were low enough so that 
the air wouldn't bother them, they were to 
start up both engines and j ump together. 
In that way they hoped to be drifting 
down in the darkness, while ground 
searchlights, or air patrols, went to work 
on their plane. 

In case the plane crashed the resultant 
fire would destroy it beyond recognition, 
and any Blacks who found it would be-

lieve that its occupants had been wiped 
out by the flames. 

Yeah, that's the way they had planned 
the thing. And i f  it went off all right, 
they would be sitting pretty. But-

Dusty swallowed hard as he e."q>erienc� 
ed a peculiar sensation. Would things go 
off as they planned ? For the second time 
in as many hours he became obsessed with 
the feeling that things were too damn 
quiet belo\Y. Though they floated down 
through inky darkness, he felt that a mil
lion cruel eyes were riveted upon them
waiting, waiting for the moment to reach 
up and snatch them from the st...-y. 

, And to top the situation a second or 
too later something sv,:ished by directly 
underneath him. So clo;e did it come that 
Dusty actually felt the plane rock in the 
backwash. Eyes steely, he stared through 
the cabin window, could have swore he 
saw a great shadow streaking away from 
him, and then was not so sure as it 
seemed to dissolve in the darkness. 

For the millionth time the Yank eagle 
wished he were in the Silver Flash. Then, 
as the spell passed, he gritted his teeth 
and savagely held the plane in its down
ward glide. 

Again-quite a while later-another 
shadow swished by. Tlus time close to the 
left wing-tips, and through his fingers, 
Dusty felt the Dep wheel move. Move, 
just as though some unseen hand had 
pushed up on the left ailerons. Agent 
Ten must have felt it too, or seen it per
haps, for he suddenly gripped Dusty's 
left arm. 

WITHER of the men spoke a word. 
There was nothing to say. With their 

lives resting in the lap of fate, they were 
sliding down into a mystery area from 
y.rhich orily one American had ever return
ed alive. At sucll a time no man dares 
speak his thoughts, for fear that his 
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tongue may betray him. And so those two 
Yanks sat like statues of stone, aching 
eyes staring down into the unknown. 

Suddenly, for the third time, something 
brushed passed, but overhead. A split sec
ond later the plane jerked crazily in the 
air, and a loud snapping sound came to 
them above the whistling of the wings. 

Hardly realizing that he was speaking, 
Dusty' gasped. 

"\Ve snapped a cable I We've been miss
ing the balloons that hold them up. But 
now we're down in the cables. Get ready 
ki�ver 'by the door. I think \ve're bail
ing out soon !" 

"Ready when you say the word, 
· Dusty," was the steady reply. 

Risking disaster, the pilot snapped on 
the cowl dash lamp for one fleeting sec
ond. One look was enough for him to 
check air distance and the altimeter. Air 
distance placed them five miles south of 
the Rupert River, and the altimeter needle 
told him that they were a little less than 
seventeen thousand feet up. 

Half rising from the seat, he reached 
out to flip the switches and catch the en
gine, but his hand froze half way there. 
At that moment the speaker unit gave 
forth a terrible scream that was like a 
death knell in · Dusty's ears. 

Whirling, he bent toward the window 
and stared out. He saw nothing, leaned 
toward the opposite window and choked 
out a wild cry. 

Far off across the heavens a long, fan
shaped beam of yellowish green light was 
piercing the darkness. It was shining 
nearly at right angles to the line of their 
glide. Like an eerie finger, it was sweep
ing from side to side. Then suddenly, it 
changed and started swinging up and 
down vertically. 
. Fascinated, Dusty watched the phe
nomenon in the night. Then Agent Ten's 
hoarse voice snapped him out of his 
trance. 
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"The beam ship, Ayres I For God's 
sake, man, bail out with me I" 

Dusty spun around and leaped for the 
seat. · 

"No,''_ he roared. "\Ve've got to stick 
for a moment. We can't go now I"  

"Are you mad ?" the other thundered 
back. "He hasn't spotted us yet. Bail out 
while you have the chance !" 

"Don't be a fool !" snapped Dusty as he 
fumbled with the throttles, and pushed 
them to wide open positions. "He may 
catch us by accident, as we go down. I've 
got to make him go after the plane." 

Agent Ten yelled something else but 
Dusty wasn't listening. Fingers working 
with lightninglike speed, he lashed the 
Dep wheel back in a climb position. Then 
edging out of the seat, he set himself to 
bolt for the door Agent Ten had already 
jammed opened, and reached back for the 
switches. Up he flipped them, and his 
heart went down into his boots as both 
'!ngines coughed once and died out. 

A quick glance through the cabin win
dow showed the disintegrator beam not 
more than a mile away, a few thousand 
feet above them. But it was gradually 
swinging around in their direction. Like a 
street sweeper covering every square inch 
of the pavement with his broom, so was · 
the Hawk sweeping every square inch of 

. the heavens with his death ray. 
Jerking his eyes from the terrible sight, 

Dusty reached to the upper, right-hand 
corner of the dashboard and swung down 
the contact handle that hooked in the re
serve inertia starter. Then bracing himself 
he stuck out his left foot and clamped it 
down on the gear meshing plunger. A wild 
whirring filled the cabin, and one second 
later both engines roared into full life. 

With a catlike movement Dusty leaped 
for the door, flung both arms around 
Agent 10 and let momentum carry them 
out into crisp, cold air. 

"Don't pull yet I" he yelled against the 
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terrific rush of air. "Wt! must drop down 
a little, first !" · 

"Right !" came the mu.ffied answer in 
his ears. "Say when I" 

"Pull when I let go of you !" bellowed 
Dusty. 

coUNTING slowly, he stared upward. 
Far above him he could see the e...'C

hausts o f  the transport cutting red paths 
through the night. And swinging down 
on it from the left, was the shimmering 
beam of light. For a chill moment Dusty 
thought that its side glow would strike· 
them, Lut the ray swung far clear and 
slapped down on the transport. 

In the great blaze of light that followed, 
he saw the transport streaking up in a 
crazy zoom. About its wings were tangled 
a mass of thin cable wires, but with both 
engines wide open the American craft was 
ripping through them as though they were 
merely pieces of string. 

Just a flash glance, and then the trans
port seemed to shrivel up. From the wing
tips inward, and from the tail fonvard, it 
grew smaller and smaller in that smoking 
shaft of yellow-green light. Then, as the 
terrible ray reached the fuel tanks, what 
was left of the transport disappeared com
pletely in a great shower of flaming em
bers which seemed to belch out in all di
rections· and fill the entire heavens. 

A second Tater, the great yellow-green 
eye winked out and a curtain of inky 
darkness once more engulfed everything. 
It was then that Dusty wrenched one hand 
free and grabbed his rip-cord ring. 

"Pull with your free hand !" he yelled. 
"Hang onto mine with the other. We'll 
land together.'' 

Agent lO ·must have thought of the 
same thing, for the very instant Dusty 
pulled his rip-ring, he felt Agent 10 jerk 
up and away. Desperately, he tried to 
cling to the hand his grasped. But a 
strength far greater than his, the strength 
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of Agent lO's chute · cheCking the fall, 
pulled the hand away, and he went swing
ing off into space alone. 

Two seconds later his own downward 
plunge ceased as the shroud lines went 
taut and the vest harness dug into him. 
Swaying gently from side to side, he flung 
back his head and stared up into the dark
ness. He was not sure but he thought he 
saw the faint whiteness of Agent lO's 
chute. But with the wind watering his eyes 
it might have been his own chute that he 
saw. Cupping his hands to his mouth, he 
called. 

"Ten ! 0. K. ?" 
There was no answer. Nothing save the 

faint snapping o f  the shroud lines as they 
twisted his body like a free-swinging 
plummet. Sucking in his breath, he called 
again. 

"Ten ! Are you all right ?" 

Silence, deep, black and heavy came 
back to mock him. He tried to tell him
self that he had fallen so far free of 
Agent 10 that the man couldn't hear him. 
But in his heart he knew that that could 
not possibly be the case. When his chute 
opened he couldn't have been more than 
a hundred feet lower than the other man. 

Rubbing the water out o f  his eyes, he 
peered again and again up into the canopy 
of inky darkness-and saw nothing. 
Something brushed against his opened 
chute. With a jerk he stopped falling. 

.Instantly there came a ripping sound, 
and the next moment he was dropping 
again, but at twice the speed of his origin
al descent. And he was bearing off to the 
right, too. 

In a flash, he_ realized that the mush
roomed chute folds had fouled on. one 
of the balloon suspended cables, and his 
weight had ripped it free. At the speed he 
was falling now his legs would be driven 
up through his skull when he struck. 

His only chance lay in pulling himself 
up the shroud lines on the split side crimp-
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ing the folds in-just as a professional 
jumper slips his chute when he wants to 
obtain lateral direction. 

Reaching up, he curled his fing�rs about 
the taut lines, sucked in his breath and 
pulled himself upward. Hanging by one 
hand �1e snapped the other one up and got 
a new hold. Inch by inch he pulled his 
dead weight up the lines. To his spinning 
brain it seemed as though he were falling 
faster than ever. 

The lines cut through the skin of his 
hands like sharp-edged knives, and his 
bum wrist felt as though it was going to 
split in two. His breath whistled shrilly 
from between his lips, and a conglomera
tion o f  spinning balls of colored light 
danced before his eyes. 

But the fighting instinct within him re
fused to let go. Teeth clenched, he forced 
himself higher and higher by sheer will 
power. 

And then without warning something 
smacked up against the bottom of his 
dangling feet. The shock buckled his 
knees and he pitched forward on his face. 

In  the nick of  time he released his 
hands from the shroud lines and flung 
them out in front of him. It was as though 
his hands slapped down on a great pin 
cushion, for a hundred sharp pains shot 
through his fingers and palms. 

And like a battered boxer' down for 
the count of nine, he crouched on his 
hands and knees, swaying from side to 
side, mumbling incoherent curses that his 
stunned brain didn't even know he was 
saying. 

CHAPTER NINE 

Satan's Drome 

HOW long he remained that way he 
didn't know. But as reaction set in he 

slumped down, rolled over on his back 
and !ay there fighting for breath. 

It came back little by little and with it 
a renewed sense of strength. True, he 
seemed on fire from head to foot, and 
when he put the palms of his hands to
gether he knew that they were both 
drenched with blood that oozed from 
countless jagged cuts and scratches. But 
one thought was crystal clear in his brain 
-he was still alive, and still in one piece ! 

Unsnapping his chute harness, he 
slipped out of it. He tried to gather in 
the silken folds, but they seemed to be 
caught on something in the darkness off 
to his left. After a couple of attempts he 
gave it up, and getting slowly to his hands 
and knees he stared about him. 

Black night and silence greeted him. 
Hopefully he strained his ears for some 
sound that might tell him where Agent 
10 had landed. But as he suddenly 
thought of his own experience, clan1my 
dread gripped him. Perhaps his pal's chute 
had also fouled on the cables, and the man 
�ad dropped to his doom. 

Suppressing a shudder, he started feel
ing about with his hands. Sharp thorns 
scratched him, and he had the feeling that 
he'd dropped into the center of a bramble 
patch. 

The ground upon which he crouched did 
not feel like ground at all, but more like a 
bed of sharp stones and bits of glass. As 
he groped about he suddenly felt what 
he was sure was a brick. Then he felt an
other and another, fitted snuggly side by 
side, and seemingly covered with a layer 
of broken-up cement. 

Moving so as to make as little sound 
as possible, he wormed his way through 
the bramble bushes toward the right. Each 
time he put down a hand or a knee he 
hac! ' " bite his tongue against countless 
stingiug pains. But he kept doggedly 
onward. He was sure that Agent 10 
could not be very far from him, and he 
was determined to find the man, even if  
it  took the rest of the night. 
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Then suddenly, he froze motionless, 
and strained his ears. His "tight hand 
had dislodged a stone, and the stone was 
falling away from him in the darkness. 
Tap, tap, tap-each sound a bit fainter 
than the one before, until it died out al
together. 

Cautiously he put out his hand, felt the 
lip of a crumbled wall, and beyond it
thin air. To see anything was impossible, 
but as he put his head out through the 
brambles, he felt an up-draft of air against 
his face. It was as though he were ly
ing face down on the edge of a cliff. 

Wiggling back, he reversed his direc
tion, and a few minutes later he expe
rienced the same thing. A stone fell away 
from the touch of his hand. But this 
time there was not the tap-tap-tap 
sound. There was simply a dull plunk 
somewhere far below him. 

Relaxing, he scowled into the inky dark
ness and tried to picture his position. But 
apart from the belief that he was on a 
bramble bush covered cliff, he could pic
ture nothing. 

His wrist-watch said two hours after 
midnight. Another two and a half hours 
and it would be dawn. Should he wait 
for daybreak, or should he try to work 
his way along this wall-shaped formation 
of ground ? 

Rolling over on his back he stared up 
at the stars, studied them a couple of  
minutes and guessed that the wall ran in 
a general east and west direction. Another 
guess gave him the belief that he was 
somewhere south of the Rupert River. 
How far south there was no way of tell
ing. After all that had happened, he 
might be a good hundred miles south, for 
all he knew. 

But dammit, what bad happened to 
Agent 10? 

THE question burned through his brain. 
' At the very last moment, Fate bad 
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knocked their well-laid plans into a cocked 
hat. Agent 10 was going to take charge 
once they reached the ground . .  One of the 
first jobs was to procure Black Invader 
uniforms for them both. Another, to 
stain their faces with stuff he carried in 
a little make-up pouch cleverly hidden un
der one armpit. Yeah, and a few other 
things, too. But now- ? 

Dusty bunched his fists. For all he 
knew, Agent 10 might be dead, or per
haps dangling high in the air, with his 
chute folds snubbed around one of the 
cables. 

If Agent 10 were dead, then it was up 
to him to carry on alone. But he had to 
make sure. Yet, in this sea of utter dark
ness about him, it was a hopeless task 
to even begin to try and find his friend. 
At least he'd better wait until dawn when 
he could see what the hell it was all 
about. 

His mind decided, he settled down as 
comfortably as his unknown landing place 
would permit, and started to wait out the 
remainder of the night. But at the end 
of a scant two minutes he was mentally 
forcing his body to remain quiet. 

Every part of him quivered with a wild 
desire to get into action. Any kind of 
action, just so long as it was action. How
ever, sane judgment made him stay right 
where he was. He glanced at his wrist
watch every five seconds, and vowed each 
time that the damn thing had stopped. 

Fifteen minutes later he was at the end 
of his rope. He couldn't stand waiting 
another minute. He had to do something. 

He got to his hanas and knees, checked 
the stars once more, and started crawling 
through the bramble bushes in an easter
ly direction. But at the end of perhaps 
ten or twelve yards, he suddenly stopped 
short, straightened up and stared up "into 
the heavens to his left. 

The faint purr of airplane engines had 
been caught by his keen ears. And as he 
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waited, the sound grew louder and loud
'er, until it came from directly overhead. 
Though he stared up until his eyeballs 
ached, be didn't see a single sign of an 
exhaust flicker. 

That however, did not surprise him. 
The pilot undoubtedly had his compen
sator throttle open and was smothering 
all exhaust flames before the e:"<ploded 
gases met the open air. 

But the thing that sent a ripple of e."<
citement tingling through him was the 
finn belief that the pilot aloft was cir
cling about as though getting bearings be

fore coming in for a landing. 

Then suddenly, the engines died out, 
and there was the faint whisper of gliding 
wings sliding down through the air. Plac
ing the sound which now came from in 
back of him, Dusty listened to it coming 
lower and lower. 

A moment later the bushes became sil
houetted against a faint yellow glow of 
light. It seemed that the glow was per
haps half a mile away, and on the far 
side of a slight rise in the ground. 

But Dusty paid little attention to it. 
His brain automatically figured it as tam
ing from the landing lights of a drome. 
What interested him more was the mov
ing blur that he could just faintly see 
sliding down out of the sky. 

For several seconds it was just a mov
ing blur, and then as it slid within range 
of the glow he saw the sleek, crimson 
wings, the twin propellers, and the queer 
looking turret mounted atop the fuselage 
and just back of the nose. The beam 
ship ! 

He almost shouted the words aloud. 
Tense with excitement, he watched the 
death plane slide down behind a curtain 
o f  thin cables, and disappear from Eight 
beyond the rise in the ground. 

And then, as be leaped to his feet for 
a flash glance survey of his own surround
ings, the glow of light snapped out, and 

the blanket of inky darkness engulfed 
him again. He cursed softly, and called 
himself a fool for having spent so much 
time watching the beam ship. 

But he hesitated for only a moment. 
Then he reversed his direction and start
ed crawling westward. The blood pound
ed against his temples and his hands and 
knees were raw and pained. But his brain 
was too occupied with more important 
things to notice pain. 

ONE hope of his had come true-he 
had found the drome of the beam 

ship. Young Horner and his dad had 
been right. The Blacks were hiding their 
deadly prize in the Devil's factory area. 
And he was in that area. The fear that 
perhaps he had drifted south of it was 
unfounded after all. Here he was-may
be right in the very middle of it. 

And then, suddenly, as his brain tingled 
with grim e."<ultation, the ground seemed 
to fall away from his hands, and he 
plunged downward into space. Before he 
was able to realize the danger, instinctive 
action had made him whip his hands 
around behind him. Oawing fingers 
clutched thorny branches, hung on, and 
checked his fall. 

Gritting his teeth against the excruciat
ing pain, he managed to worm backward 
on his stomach onto solid ground. For 
several moments he lay there, fighting 
for breath as great drops of clammy sweat 
trickled down his brow. 

Then slowly, he groped around with 
his hands, and eventually hooked them 
over the edge of a stone slab. Inching 
forward, he reached down and felt noth
ing but the smooth, perpendicular side 
of a huge rock. Fumbling about, he 
found a small stone, and tossed it over. 
Although be strained his ears, he didn't 
hear it strike anything. 

"Where the hell am I ?" he grunteg 
aloud. 
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The sound of his own voice in the 
heavy darkness startled him, and he un
consciously wiggled back through the 
bramble bushes. Cursing his sudden re
treat, he checked himself,  and lay prone, 
tl"};ng to figure out this new predicament. 
This did him little good, and brought him 
even less comfort than had been his be
fore. He was on some kind of a long 
wall formation that ,..,.as blocked by a 
sheer drop to the north, south and west. 

Perhaps there was a way off the damn 
thing to the east, behind him. Yet, he 
was reluctant to turn about and find out. 
The secret drome with its beam ship was 
there ahead of him. To the west was 
where he wanted to go. But, dammit, 
he-

Perhaps it was just by accident, or per
haps it was that certain thing that science 
likes to call the sixth sense, but at any 
rate, he suddenly banished all thought and 
lay motionless, air clamped in his lungs. 

Seconds ticked by, rather they dragged 
by, and then he sensed rather than heard 
a slight movement to his right. A mo
ment later he heard definite sound, like 
doth brushing against doth - heavy, 
ribbed cloth. It came from the right, yet to 
his keyed ears it seemed to come from be
low his position. And then suddenly it 
stopped and he heard nothing but the 
ringing in his ears. 

Tingling all over, he inched his body 
around, and like a mountain panther 
stalking its prey, he oozed himself over 
the sharp-stoned ground, and under the 
thorny brambles, until his groping fingers 
felt the lip of the wall. Slowly flatten
ing down, he lay as one dead, eyes rivet
ed on the darkness ahead and below. 

Perhaps five minutes passed when there 
came a scratching sound, that to his ears 
was akin to the roar of a naval gun. A 
tiny flicker of flame came to life below 
him and not five feet to his right. But, 
it was not the flicker of flame that made 
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his heart loop over. It was what that 
tiny flame brought out in clear relief
the sharp, cruel features of a Black In
vader infantryman with a cigarette stuck 
between his thick lips. 

As the man touched the match to it, 
Dusty could clearly see the rifle slung 
carelessly over his shoulder, and the' ugly, 
bulb-shaped gas-gun hanging from his 
belt. And then detail was lost as the Black 
blew out the match. But the glowing tip 
of the cigarette remained to mark the spot 
where be stood. 

Here was a bit of luck-here was a 
perfect chance to get a Black Invader 
uniform that Agent 10 had insisted they 
both should have. If only the man would 
move closer, he'd drop on him, and that 
would be that. He realized now why the 
stone he'd dislodged had dropped with 
a plunk. 

In the second allowed, be had seen the 
partially soggy, moss-covered grpund 
about fifteen feet below him. The place 
where he now lay must be a wall after 
all-a wall along the edge o f  a cliff. He 
shuddered when he thought of how close 
be had come to spilling off the side of it. 

But he suddenly cut off his silent mus
ings as the glow of the cigarette started 
to move away from him. Hell, the Black, 
a guard on patrol obviously, was contin
uing on his way. Another second or two 
and a perfect chance would be lost. 

Thought and action became one. Pick
ing up a brick over which his fingers were 
curled, Dusty tossed it straight down in 
front of him. The sound it made as it 
hit was like the smack of a cockpit seat 
cushion against the side of a hangar. 

Instantly the glowing cigarette tip 
stopped moving. Another second and it 
disappeared. Then there came the soft 
click of a rifle bolt sliding into place 

HOLDING his breath, Dusty slowly 
braced his legs under him and waited. 



62 DUSTI AYRES AND HIS BATTLE BIRDS 

During the ne.'Ct few seconds it ·was as 
though he were in a world of the dead. 
There wasn't a sound ; not even the soft 
whisper of wind in the bramble bushes. 

And then, his straining ears caught the 
faint scuff-scuff of ribbed clothing rub

. bing together. It was directly below him. 
A moment more and he was positive that 
he could see a blurred hulk crouched mo
tionless. When it suddenly moved, he 
was sure. 

Like a shot his coiled body streaked 
downward. His out-flung hands smashed 
into massive shoulders and slid off before 
he could get a grip. The stillness was 
blasted by a rasping grunt, as the dark 
blur jerked violently. And then the weight 
of his body crashed against it, and air 
whistled from his lungs. 

Fists doubled, he swung blindly as the 
hulk beneath him crumpled and went 
sprawling on the ground. Sharp pain 
shot up his right arm, but his heart leaped 
with joy as his ringing ears heard a gur
gling gasp. 

And then the ground seemed to zoom 
up and pound itsel f against the base of 
his skull. His head throbbed and a thou
sand pin-wheels of colored light zipped 
around inside. But, subconsciously, he 
knew that his arms were locked about a 
struggling figure, and he hung on with 
every bit of his strength. 

But he simply closed his eyes, held his 
breath, and worked his hands upward 
over coarse cloth. Inch by inch they 
moved upward, but · as a battering ram 
crushed into the pit of his stomach, and 
two fingers of steel dug into his eyes, 
he had to release his grip and jump back. 

The moment he let go, a harsh voice 
snarled words he did not understand, and 
before he could brace himself a whirling 
tornado slammed into him. With a furi
ous effort he jerked to one side, tripped 
over something-the Black's rifle, his 
brain flashed-and fell sprawling on his 

face. But with his surprise advantage 
. lost, he realized instinctively that he was 

now fighting for his life against an un
known killer of tremendous strength. And 
so, even as he hit the ground, he rolled 
quickly to the side and kicked out with 
both feet. As they smashed into some
thing yielding, his blood danced. 

THERE was a gurgle to his left. He 
pivoted and blindly lashed out. Knuck

les crunched against bene. Again he 
smashed, this time with the other hand, 
and he had the impression that his arm 
had buried itself in something clear to the 
elbow. But as he swung again with the 
other fist, the blurred hulk seemed to 
clear the ground and fall upon him. 

The crushing weight toppled him over 
flat on his back. Before he struck, steel 
clamps fastened about his neck. His eyes · 
smarted, and his chest seemed ready to 
cave in. No matter how he twisted or 
squirmed, the steel clamps grew tighter 
and tighter. 

His head began to pound and heaven 
and earth took on the light of day ; a light 
tinged with crimson. He couldn't breath, 
and his tongue seemed to be forcing the 
roof o f  his mouth up back of his eye
balls. 

And then, suddenly, the steel clamps 
fell away from his neck, and the great 
weight on him went limp. His throat 
made weird husking sounds as he gulped 
air into his bursting lungs. Little by lit
tle, the crimson glow faded from in front 
of his eyes and merged into inky dark
ness. 

Then he became conscious of an ach
ing pain in his left arm and right wrist. 
He tried to move them, but couldn't. 
They appeared to be locked about the 
great limp weight that still bore down 
upon him. 

Presently, as his brain cleared, he re
alized the reason for the strange pain. 
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He had obtained a hammer-lock on the 
Black, and broken the man's neck. The 
thought engulfed him, and it was all he 
could do to push the limp hulk off his 
chest, and roll out from under it. Pres
ently be pushed himself up on his hands 
and knees, and began fumbling with the 
dead man's uniform. 

At the moment it v.-as a gruesome task. 
But finally, not knowing how long it took 
him, he got the Black's uniform stripped 
off. And then, after resting a moment, 
he slipped it on over his own uniform. It 
was several sizes too big for him, but a 
perfect fit over his own. That done, he 
picked up the rifle, but on sudden thought, 
tossed it aside. · 

"Too much to lug around.'' he breathed 
softly to himself. "My own, and this gas 
gun will be plenty." 

Ten minutes later, he was creeping 
stealthily across soggy ground, and· in the 
general direction where he had .seen the 
crimson death ship slide down to a land
ing. The going was painfully slow, and 
at the end of every ten yards or so he 
iank down on the ground and strained 
his ears for the slightest sound ahead . . 
What he might meet between there and 
the drome he did not know. 

All he knew was that somewhere ahead, 
there in the distance, was a plane that 
belonged to the U. S. A. On that plane 
was an instrument of death-an instru
ment of secret death-that belonged to 
his country. He had seen it kill ; kill his 
own comrades of the air. It had even 
tried to kill him. And the man who flew 
it was his most hated enemy-the Black 
Hawk. That was more than enough to 
make him go forward. 

Too bad Agent 10 wasn't with him. 
Too bad his own H. S. Group 7 gang 
were not with him. But they weren't
that was fact. And there \vas a job to 
be done. 0. K., he'd do it alone. Do it 
alone or-
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At that instant his crazy, rambling 
thoughts went flying as a fountain of 
crimson light belched up into the heavens, 
perhaps half a mile straight in front of 
him. Like a giant tongue of flame lick
ing skyward, it flickered for several sec
onds and then faded out. But the glow 
it had cast in all directions brought out 
many things in clear relief to Dusty's 
straining eyes. He was able to see the 
double row of low-roofed buildings that 
ran along the base of a small hill range. 

Each was fitted with a tall brick chim
ney. And it was from one of the chim
neys that the belch of flame had . come. 
To the left of the low-roofed buildings, 
and in the center of a wide valley, he had 
seen the silhouetted shapes of more build
ings. In the seconds allowed, they had 
appeared to be one story barracks. He 
instantly guessed them to be living quar
ters for the Blacks who worked in the 
chimney-topped buildings. 

BUT the one thing that made his blood 
- dance as he lay hugging the ground, 

was the memory of what he had seen 
on the far side of the valley. He had 
had only time for a glance, but he knew 
that his eyes had not played him tricks. 
He had seen the faint outline of the crim
son death beam ship, resting with dead 
props close to a make-shift hangar. And 
in back of the hangar there was a tiny 
hut built into the base of a tall radio mast. 

At least he was headed in the right di
rection. B ut he frowned in the dark
ness as he calculated his chances of reach
ing that ship. 1t was beyond the blast
furnaces and the barracks ; at the far end 
of the valley and at least a mile and a half 
away. 

To get to it without going straight 
through the blast-furnaces and barracks, 
be would have to either skirt the southern 
side of the hill range. or detour to the 
north through country. 
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His watch said exactly four o'clock. 
Two hours had passed since he had landed 
on the cliff wall. Another half hour and 
it would be dawn. Already there was a 
faint streak of light low down en the 
eastern horizon. 

One thing was certain. He had to move 
from his present position. In the mo
mentary glow of the blast-furnace light, 
he had seen that he was in the middle of 
a large square of moss and scrub growth
covered ground. In daylight a blind man 
would be able to see him-and the Black 
uniform he wore wouldn't help any i f  
others started to get curious. Only a half 
hour left in which to do something. 

Oamping down hard on the tiny tingle 
of panic that shot through him, he got 
to his feet and started for an imaginary 
point to the right of the valley. What 
he would meet, he didn't know. But, 
for some reason or other, he felt that it 
was better than wasting precious time in 
skirting the southern side of the hill 
range. 

Moving swiftly and silently, he cov
ered a good two hundred yards in the 
next five minutes. And then, suddenly, 
as though by magic, a small building 
loomed up right in front of him. So 
completely had it been hidden in the dark
ness that he almost ran into it. As a mat
ter of fact, he actually halted his forward 
progress by putting his hands against its 
stone side. 

Pausing a second to quell the suaden 
start it gave him, he then began to inch 
along to the right. As near as he could 
tell in the darkness, the building was per
haps twenty feet high. Though he strained 
his eyes, he could not see either door or 
window on his side. But as he edged 
around a comer and worked along an
other side, his groping fingers touched 
a barred window. And a moment later, 
he found himself in front of a small door. 

;He started to reach out for the knob, 

when suddenly instinctive alann shot 
through him. Were his jumpy nerves 
playing tricks, or did he actually feel 
someone close to him ? He hadn't heard 
anything, or seen anything. 

Holding his breath, he slowly turned his 
head and peered into the darkness. N oth
ing there. He looked the other way, and 
got the same result. And then, sudden
ly, a new thought struck him-had he sub-

. consciously sensed the presence of some 
one on the other side of the door ? 

Beat it ! 
The command flashed through his brain. 

Beat it while he had the chance ! How 
did he know what was on the other side 
of the door ? For one crazy moment he 
had picked this seemingly deserted build
ing as the place to hold up until dawn. 
Why, he didn't know. He put it down 
to a sudden desire to get out of the open. 
But now, the idea struck him as sheer 
madness. Hell, he might be walking 
straight into a trap. 

Dropping his outstretched hand, he 
turned and started to steal away. But 
he had taken but two steps when some
thing sprang out of the darkness, off to 
his left, and crashed down upon him. 

CHAPTER TEN 

The Devil'• Paaory 

CAUGHT flatfooted, he didn't even 
have the chance to swing up a 

clenched fist before he was felled to the 
· ground by a stunning blow on the side 
of the neck. Half conscious he flung out 
both hands and ripped and tore at a 
squirming weight that was struggling to 
pin him helpless. And then, out of a fog 
two half hissed words came to his ears. 

"Damn rat-" 
Like flood waters bursting over a dam, 

truth swept through him. With a furi
ous effort, he tore clawing fingers from 
his neck. 



:rHE SCREAMING EYE 

"Ten !" he whispered hoarsely. "For 
God's sake-stop !" 

Instantly the weight on him stiffened, 
. then rolled off as lips sucked in air sharp-

ly. 
"Good God-you, Ayres ?" 
Dusty sat up and gulped. 
"Yeah !" he got out softly. "Where the 

hell did you come from ?" 
A hand found his arm, and pressed 

hard. Lips whispered words dose to his 
ear. 

"Been following you for the last ten 
minutes. Thought you were a Black. I 
just got a snap glance at your uniform the 
last time that blast-furnace shot up flame. 
Where'd you get it ?" 

Dusty told him in a couple of short 
sentences. Then added, 

"Boy, this helps plenty. Thought you'd 
. gone. I tried to find you, but couldn't. 

Landed on a cliff wall or something. But, 
didn't you hear me call ?" 

"No," came the soft answer. "My 
chute fouled, too. Hung there for a hell 
of a while, and then it suddenly let go, 
and I came down all right. Been prowl
ing around ever since. And then I spot
ted you, and took you for a Black." 

As the joy of meeting his pal again 
faded away, Dusty leaned close to the 
blurred figure beside him. 

"So what, now ?" he breathed tensely. 
"I spotted where the beam ship is--about 
a mile up the valley. But, it'll be dawn 
soon-think we'd better try it ?" 

· 
There was a moment of silence. Then

" And what do you think ? From what 
little I've been able to find out about this 
place, we're living on borrowed time no 
matter what we do." 

Dusty stiffened at the strained note in 
the man's voice. 

"Meaning what ?" he asked. "What have 
you found out ?" 

"They know that we're here," was the 
startling reply. "At least, they know 
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that one of us is here. They found my 
parachute." 

"They ?" gasped Dusty as his heart 
started to do looping tricks. "What do 
you mean ?" 

"One of their guard patrols found it," 
whispered the other hurriedly. " Before I 
had the chance to hide it, I heard foot
steps coming my way. I pulled out fast, 
then waited. Five of them, and an offi
cer. I saw them in the glow of their flash
lights. 

"Damned if they didn't stumble over 
the thing. They scooped it up and went 
off on the run somewhere. To their H. 
Q. probably. And, unless I miss my 
guess, they're going to go over this area 
with a fine-tooth comb, as soon as it's 
light enough." 

Dusty \vas too busy with his own 
thoughts to make any comment at the 
moment. It seemed as though by some 
queer trick of fate they no sooner over
came one obstacle than they ran right 
smack into another and more difficult one. 
Was it a thousand years ago that they 
left Washington Base Hospital ? Anyway, 
here they were, virtually within pistol shot 
of their objective. Yet-perhaps farther 
away from it than ever. 
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Dawn was beginning to ooze up. In 
other fifteen minutes the Blacks would 
begin to hunt for them. Perhaps the hunt 
had started already. That they'd find his 
parachute was a foregone conclusion. 
And when they did, the Hawk would 
easily fill in the answers. Dammit, may
be the dirty bum would play safe and 
fly the beam ship off to some other se-
cret drome. _ 

·with that last thought, there came sud
den decision for action. He leaned to
ward Agent 10. 

"\\' e'II have to chance reaching that 
ship," he whispered. "They may get the 
wind up and fly it away. Got a gun ?" 

"No," the 0ther replied grimly. "Have 
you ?" 

For an ans,ver Dusty shoved the gas
gun in his hands. 

"Come on !" he breathed. "Let's go. 
Stick in back of me and be ready to run 
for it, if we have to." 

THE pressure of Agent lO's fingers on 
Dusty's arm told him that his pal 

was ready. Getting slowly to his feet, 
he started once again in his original di
rection, toward the right side of the val
ley. Without bothering to see if Agent 
10 stuck to his heels, he went forward at 
a fast clip, eyes straining through the fad
ing shadows of night. 

\Vith each passing second it seemed as 
though the light doubled in intensity, and 
that each waving shadow ahead was a 
Black soldier with his rifle trained on 
them. But every time it proved to be 
only a bit of scrub growth swaying gent
ly in a light ground breeze. 

Eventualty, he saw a small woods to 
his right. Instinctively, he swerved 
toward it and increased his pace. The 
ground was flooded with pale light

_ 
now, 

and he could just barely see the blast-fur
naces and the barracks, a half mile to the 
left. And even as he glanced toward 

them, the still air was shattered by the 
crack of a rifle, and an invisible messen
ger of death whined past overhead. 

To Dusty, the shot was like the pressing 
o f  a hidden key inside of him. In the 
next second he tossed all caution over
board and broke into a mad dash for the 
woods. Though he didn't look around, 
heavy panting told him that Agent 10 
was sticking close. 

No more shots rang out, and as Dusty 
plunged into the shadowy shelter of the 
woods, he breathed the fenrent hope that 
the single shot had been just an acci
dent. And that they had not been sight
ed. But it was no time to trust in the 
value of a slim hope, so without check
ing his speed, he cut sharply to the left 
and beat a general course up the northern 
side of the valley. 

At the end of a half mile or so, he 
pulled up short and sank down on one 
knee. So sudden had his action been that 
Agent 10 almost fell sprawling o,·er him. 
In fact, it was Dusty's out-flung arm that 
saved the man. \Yith a choked gasp, he 

,· crouched dO\vn. 
"\\'hat's the idea ?" he wheezed. ""We'd 

better keep going. That shot-" 
Dusty checked him with a gestttre, and 

pointed ahead. 
"Take a look ! "  he grunted grimly. 
A dozen yards in front, the ":oods 

ended abruptly. And from there on was 
a smooth strip of ground that led right 
up to the crimson beam ship resting be
side its hangar. On the left were various 
odd looking buildings. Odd in that they 
had no windows. Skylights in the slant
ed roofs sen·ed the purpose. 

And to the right, and behind the hangar, 
was the tall radio mast with the queer
shaped building built into its base. And 
farther back was a long rugged slope of 
ground covered with heavy undergrowth. 

A sharp intake of breath caused Dusty 
to turn and s�are at Agent .10. In the 
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dim light the man's face was not pleasant 
to look upon. His dead-man make-up was 
smeared all over his face, and tinged with 
blood that trickled down from a long nas
ty scratch on his forehead. The Ameri
can uniform that he still wore was ripped 
in a dozen different places, and blotched 
with blood and sticky mud. 

In fact, it would take · an extra look to 
make sure that it was an American uni
form he wore. But all that, Dusty saw 
in a glance. What caught and held his 
attention were Agent lO's eyes. They 
were like two live coals of fire. As though 
fanned by the wind, they seemed to ac
�ually blaze up and die down with eerie 
regularity. 

Reaching out his hand, Dusty tapped 
him on the shoulder. 

"Snap out of it !" he gruntea. "What 
the hell's the matter with you ?" 

The Intelligence man didn't even look 
at him. Simply raised a hand and point
ed toward the group of odd-looking build
ings off to the left. 

"Testing laboratories !" he breathed 
fiercely. "That's where I'll find that rat, 
Shan !" 

Dusty jabbed him in the nos. 
"Hold it, fellow !" he grated. "One 

thing at a time-and that beam ship comes 
first !" 

Agent 10 stared at him in a glazed eye 
sort of way. It was almost as though 
he hadn't heard. Then slowly he nod- · 
ded. 

"Sorry," he mumbled. "You're right. 
I forgot for the moment. 0. K., you're 
still leading. Where do we go from · 
here ?" 

Dusty shrugged, and asked himself the 
same q�estion. Where the hell could 
they go from there ? On three sides was 
bare ground, and behind them the woods 
they'd just come through. It was get
ting lighter by the second. As a matter 
of fact, he could see moving figures in 
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the distance. And the beam ship-so 
near, yet so  far. ;Hell ! 

THEN, something happened that caused 
him to make up his mind. The door 

of the small building at the base of the 
radio mast opened, and the tall, lean fig
ure of the Black Hawk came outside. He 
paused a few feet beyond the door, light
ed a cigarette, and then walked over to 
the beam ship. Five seconds later, half 
a dozen mechanics came tumbling out of 
another building and joined the tall fig
ure. 

It was the moment Dusty feared most. 
The Hawk was making ready to take the 
beam ship aloft. He grabbed Agent lO's 
arm and pulled him to his feet. 

"Come on !" he grated. "We've got to 
stop him. Don't know how-but we've 
got to !" 

"vVait, son, wait !" the other hissed back 
at him. "Look there-to the left !"· 

Dusty turned and stared in the direc
tion Agent 10 was pointing. Over half 
a mile away, beyond the testing labora
tories, a mass of Black soldiers were slow
ly spreading out in fan-shaped forma
tion. 

One glance and Dusty knew that the 
search for them was getting underway. 
And his heart sank as he saw that they 
were moving toward the far end of the 
valley-toward the beam ship. 

"See ?" came Agent lO's excited whis
per. "They've guessed right-guessed 
that we'll try to get close to the beam 
ship. Perhaps if we double back we can 
slip through them, and then wait until 
they clear out." 

Dusty made no reply. He had been 
thinking the same thought. Like human 
gates swinging closed, the Black soldiers 
were slowly boxing in the entire Valley 
and its buildings. Already a detachment 
was moving toward the woods where they 
crouched. If they startal at once they 
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might slip around the end of the line of 
searching soldiers and r .:: behind them. 

Yet on the other hand, i f  they hugged 
the fringe o f  the woods and moved to 
the right, 'vith a bit of luck they might 
be able to dash across a narrow open 
strip and reach the heavy growth, covered 
slope behind the radio mast and hangar. 
In that 'vay they'd at least gain gr:;'.md. 
And it would take the I3lacks a long time 
to thoroughly search that slope. 

Perhaps it was calm reasoning, or per
haps it was the sight of the Hawk sud
denly climbing into the beam ship, that 
made Dusty make up his mind. Anyway, 
he shook his head at Agent l O's question
ing look, and jerked a thumb to the right. 

"'Ve go this way," he said grimly. "If 
I can only get close enough to plug that 
rat, it'll be something. \Ve've got to 
stop him from taking off ! We've got to." 

T h e  I nt'e l li g e n c e  m a n  h e s i t a t e d ,  
frowned, then shrugged resignedly. 

. . 0. K.," he murmured. ''Everything's 
haywire now. One idea's as good as an
other. Lead on." 

J(EEPING well within the shelter o f  
the trees, Dusty moved rapidly along 

the edge of the woods toward the right. 
At that point there was but a sixty 
yard strip of bare ground between the 
woods and the shrub-coyered slope. He 
realized that the strip of  ground had been 
cleared as an additional take-off runway 
for the small field. In fact, it had been 
so laid out that a ship in the hangar could 
streak right out on a take-off and its pilot 
not have to bother about taxiing into the 
wind. 

The very location of the range of hills, 
and the long slope on the opposite side 
of the valley, made possible a constant 
take-off wind from the north. In other 
words, no matter what the direction of 
the wind beyond the hill  range might be, 
it was always from the north as far as 

this small narrow drome in the valley was 
concerned. 

And as Dusty shot quick side glances 
at it, he noted another reason why the 
drome had been laid out in a north-south 
direction. He hadn't sighted them before, 
but now that dawn was lighting up the 
earth he could see the maze of cables that 
stretched high up in the air. 

They were spaced about fifty yards 
apart, anchored to rings embedded in 
granite blocks, and bowed upward to their 
mooring balloons aloft. But where the 
drome was there were none. They stopped 
abruptly on the west side, and began 
ag'\in on the east side. Thus. the drome 
formed not only an unobstructed strip 
between the hills and the long slope, but 
it was also the base of an air canyon cut 
through the suspended cables. 

Thus a pilot, even at night, had only 
to hit the area between the hill range and 
the slope, keep his course due north and 
he could make a landing without fear o f  
striking the cables. 

It was a trick arrangement, but Dus
ty only gave it a thought. He was mostly 
concerned with reaching the narro\v strip 
and the wild dash to the slope sixty yards 
or so beyond. He dared not let himself 
weigh the chances of getting across with-

. out being seen. Perhaps it was because 
there was nothing to weigh. 

In the distance, behind him, he could 
hear voices calling back and forth to each 
other-the soldiers of the searching party 
maintaining contact with their left and 
right flanks. As he unconsciously quick
ened his pace, a crazy thought flashed 
across his brain-he knew now how the 
fox must feel when the hounds pick up 
his trail and start baying ! 

And then, as he reached the narrowest 
part of the take-off strip, he dashed the 
crazy thought from his brain and dropped 
down on all fours. \Vith a grunt, Agent 
10 dropped down beside him. 
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"We'll never make it, Ayres !" whis
pered the man hoarsely, as he st�red out 
through the shrub branches at the open 
space. ''They're on the far side of the 
drome now. We'll be in clear view. We 
won't have a chance. There's still time 
to double back and slip around to the 
north of them." 

Dusty shook his head doggedly. 
"Wouldn't get us a thing," he grunt

ed. "They'd only come back and smoke 
us out eventually. No sense delaying the 
risk. Might just as well take it now. Be
sides-" 

The sudden throaty roar of twin air
plane engines cut off the rest. Edging 
forward a bit, he peered around a scrub 
bush and down the length of the take
off runway. The twin props of the crim
son beam ship were spinning over, and 
heavy exhaust smoke was spewing back
ward in the wash. 

Flying knowledge told him that the en
gines would have to be revved up first. 
By the heavy exhaust smoke, he knew that 
they were cold, and would require a bit 
of warming before a take-off. Perhaps 
five minutes ; maybe ten at the most. 

Ten minutes in which to reach that 
plane without being seen ! 

The ridiculousness of his hopes gave 
him the sudden desire to laugh out loud. 
Ten minutes in which to reach that plane ? 
Then what ? Just ask the Hawk to step 
aside and let him take charge ? Oh, sure, 
certainly, the Hawk would be glad to Eio 
that little favor for him. The-

He finished the rest with a smothered 
curse, and turned to Agent 10. 

"Sure, I'm nuts, kid," he grunted. "But 
I'm going to try and reach that ship. Go 
right through the whole damn lot of 
them, if  I have to. I haven't any plans. 
Just banking on luck- ·when we reach 
the slope-if we do-keep down low and 
head for the top. That bit of jagged 

· rock up there. See it ? Oke. Meet you 
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there in two minutes. An idea just came 
to me. Maybe we can put one over on 
these babies, at that. Stop the damn 
take-off, anyway. · Ready ?" 

Agent 10 started to speak, then closed 
his lips, and nodded. 

"Ready," he grunted a moment later. 
"You always were crazy, so what the 
hell !" 

Dusty grinned, gave him a playful 
punch in the ribs, and then wormed out 
to the very fringe of the woods. 

"Here we go !" he called softly. "Zig
zag-and run like hell !" 

AS THE last word slid off his lips, he 
bent his head down and shot out 

into the clear. The slope seemed a hun
dred miles away. Lead weights were tied 
to his feet, and he- wasn't even traveling 
at a snail's pace. And then as a rifle 
cracked, his heart seemed to burst inside 
of him. 

The inevitable had come to pass. The 
searching party had spotted them, and 
were opening fire. A dozen metallic wasps 
whined about his ears as he furiously zig
zagged this way and that. Twice he 
stumbled and very nearly fell sprawling 
on his face, but by a miracle he caught 
himself in time and kept plunging madly 
toward the protecting shrub growth on 
the slope ahead. 

Something pecked at the collar of the 
Black uniform he wore, and little gobs 
of dust bounced off the ground a bare 
ten feet in front of him. He thought he 
heard Agent 10 yell out. But he wasn't 
sure, and he didn't dare take the time 
to look back. 

All hell was raging about him. The air 
was filled with the roar of voices and the 
savage crack-crack-crack of rifle fire. 
He half expected at any second to feel 
the bite of hot steel ripping into him. 

But the hand of the airman's god seemed 
to be directing those rifle bullets, and 
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covering the last ten yards in a wild burst 
of speed, he flung himself headlong into 
the scrub grmvth. The instant he hit 
ground he was scrJlllbling madly upward. 

B ranches caught at his clothing_ and 
tried to pull him back. B ut with the fury 
of an enraged tiger he clawed past them 
and upward, every second keeping his 
body low and hidden in the sun-parched 
growth. 

Behind and below him rifles still spat, 
yet he could not hear any bullets whin
ing overhead. \Vas .\gent 10 still in the 
open ? \Vere those rats shooting at him ? 
Damn, he was a fool to have let Agent 
10 come with him. 

It would have been better, perhaps, i f  
they'd split up-if Agent 10 had doubled 
back so as to keep one of them safe for 
a little longer. And besides, Agent 10 
looked half dead. The man was traveling 
on nerve alone. He had no damn right 
to be out of a hospital , anyway. 

As a jagged rock loomed up in front 
of him, Dusty caught short the jangled 
train of thoughts and stopped dead. Turn
ing around, he slowly stood up and peered ; 
through sun-baked branches and leaves 
down into the valJey. The lower end of 
it was swarming with Black soldiers, all 
coming forward on . the run and firing 
their rifles blindly in the general direction . 
o f  the slope. 

They were still a good quarter of a 
mile away, and with a little sob of relief 
Dusty realiz<?d that imagination had 
played him tricks. At that range noth
ing short of a lucky bullet could have 
found Agent 10. In those hellish sec
onds ,  he had mentally visualized the sol
diers practically stepping on his heels. 
But, they hadn't been, and Agent 10 must 
have reached cover. 

But, as the seconds dragged by and 
Agent 1 0  did not appear, little fingers of 
dread began to clutch at his  heart. The 
searching party had spread out in line for-

mation and were little more than a hun
dred yards from the base of the slope. 
And out of the barracks , across the valley, 
poured more soldiers, some of them armed 
with portable machine guns. 

\ few seconds later, the mighty roar 
of airplane engines made Dusty jerk his 
eyes upward. Sweeping up from the 
south were two squadrons of Black Darts. 
They, too, had taken up line formation, 
and their pointed noses were slanted down 
toward the slope where he stood. 

He stifled a groan as memory of Agent 
lO's words flashed back to him-"N o 
American has ever come back from the 
Devil's factory alive !" He'd taken it with 
a grain of salt then, but now he realized 
how true it must be. By ground and by 
air, hordes of merciless killers were 
searching them out. Every element of 
secrecy was gone now. The B lacks knew 
that they were there. They had been 
seen. Hell, living on borrowed time was 
right ! 

"God, if he'd only show up !" he 
groaned aloud. "There's still a chance 
to fool 'em. Damn, i f-" 

He stopped short, and choked out a 
gasp of relief as the shrubs off to his 
right crackled dryly and Agent 10 plunged 
close to him. The man was panting 
hoarsely and fresh blood dripped from 
the fingers of his left hand. Dusty grabbed 
him. 

"Hit bad ?" he asked an..'{iously. 

"Just a nick in the arm," came the tight 
lipped answer. "I 'm 0. K. Now what ? 
Stick here and fight it out ? Maybe we 
can last a couple of minutes." 

"Stick, hell !'' snapped Dusty. "Got 
matches ? Good ! Now listen, you work up 
the slope, and I'll work down. Set this 
dried brush afire. The wind will sweep 
it down toward them. And we'll make 
a dash for that radio hut down there, un
der the smoke screen." 
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And as Agent 10 gulped and started 
to speak, 

"Save it, kid. Let's go !" 
One minute later the slope was a roar

ing inferno of flame. A stiff wind whip
ping up over the crest from the nonh 
drove the Barnes down toward the val
ley and blanketed out everything in great 
rollers of heavy smoke. 

Above the roar of the flames, Dusty 
could hear the wild bedlam of shouting 
below him. And the whine of wings 
rushing through air told him that the ad
vancing Darts had zoomed up into the 
clear for fear of running into the cables 
in the blinding smoke. 

His last match used up, he waited a 
moment in the stifling heat until he saw 
Agent 10 stumbling down toward him. 
Then motioning speed with his hand, he 
turned and started racing down the slope, 
veering to the right as he went. It was 
like running through the very pit of hell 
itself. Countless tongues of flame licked 
out at him. Soot-filled smoke half blind
ed his eyes, and the terrific heat seemed 
to sear his lungs. But shielding his face 
as best he could, he ran, slipped, stum
bled and slid downward. 

pRESENTLY, when he was within a 
dozen yards of where the shrub-cov

ered slope ended and the smooth, level 
drome began, he jerked to a halt and 
waited for Agent 10 to catch up with 
him. Peering ahead, he could j ust bareiy 
see the crimson death ship. It was per
haps fifty yards away. His heart leaped 
as he saw that its engines had been 
stopped. 

Part of his plan had worked. The 
Hawk was not going to chance a take-off 
in the smoke-filled valley. But as his 
heart leaped with joy, so did it sink with 
dismay when he saw that a cordon of 
Black soldiers had been thrown clear 
around the plane. There were at least 
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twenty o£ them. Two against twenty
they'd never make it. 

Agent 10 must have seen and guessed 
the same thing, for the man grabbed 
Dusty's arm and shook his head sadly. 

"We might have expected this, Ayres !" 
be grunted. "They know what we're aft-
er !" 

Dusty made no reply. In fact, he hard
ly heard the other speak. His eyes were 
riveted on the radio shack. A Black sol
dier was just coming out through the 
door, and in his hands he clutched a sub
machine gun. 

To that crazy Yank, thought and action 
became one. He jerked up the automatic 
he had taken from the Black agent, held 
it steady for a split second and pulled the 
trigger. The Black clutching the sub
machine gun spun around like a top and 
fell on his face. 

The instant the gun had cracked, Dus
ty grabbed Agent 10 by the arm and 
started tearing out across the scant twen
ty yards that separated them from the 
fallen Black. Oblivious to the hoarse 
cries that burst from the throats of those 
about the death ship, he bent over low, 
scooped up the sub-machine gun on the 
dead run, pivoted sharply and plunged into 
the radio hut. A blurred figure spun as 
he tore inside. He tried to shift the sub
machine gun to his other hand so that 
he could fire his automatic, but the end 
caught in the coarse cloth of the B lack 
uniform he wore and made him stumble 
sidewise. 

As he pitched over, he saw the blurred 
figure raise a snub-nosed gun, and his 
heart seemed to stop beating. But an in
stant later there was a sharp hiss close 
to his right ear, a thin jet of purple smoke 
streaked passed him and spewed into t�e 
face of the blurred figure. He didn't see 
the man topple over, . for at that instant 
he hit the floor himself. 

But up he bounced like a rubber ball, 
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his gun-hand free at last, and his crooked 
forefinger ready to j erk the trigger. And 
then, with a grunt, he relaxed and' lowered 
the gun. A Black radio sergeant lay stiff 
and li feless on the floor, and Agent 10, 
the gas-gun still clutched in his right hand, 
•vas slamming the door shut. Dusty 
grinned tightly. 

"Thanks, kid. That was close-and 
how !" 

Agent 10 grinned back at him. 
"Forget it," he said. "You've done the 

same for me enough times. Now what ?" 
Even as the man asked the question, 

hell-fire broke loose outside and count
less rivets smacked against the stone walls 
of the hut. The glass in the two >vindows, 
one on either side of the door, melted into 
oblivion with tinkling sound, and a burst 
of hissing wasps zipped through and 
slapped into the rear wall. Instinctively, 
both Dusty and Agent 10 threw them
selves on the floor, and lay there grin
ning sheepishly at each other. 

Presently, Dusty sat up and glanced at 
the sub-machine gun he still clutched. 
There were roughly a hundred shots lef't 
in the butt clip. But as he looked about 
the room he saw a dozen more clips, fully 
loaded, stacked on a shelf in a corner. 
He jabbed a thumb toward them and 
grinned at his pal. 

"That'll hold us awhile," he said. "If 
they try t o  rush the door, it'll be just to 
bad." 

Agent 10 frowned, and shook his head. 
"Hell of a lot of good that'll do us !" 

he growled. "We can't hold out for
ever." 

"Of course, we can't !" snapped Dusty. 
"But, you're missing our best trick-our 
best bet." 

"Huh ?" 
Dusty pointed across the room at the 

huge radio panel. It was one of the most 
powerful sets he'd ever seen. 

"What do you think that is-a piano ? 

You just keep the door covered, and I'll 
send out an S. 0. S. that'll bring enough 
bombers up here to blow this damn place 
off the map. \Ve've done enough for 
awhile, now we'll let some of the other 
boys in on the party." 

Agent 10 started violently. 
"By God !" he gasped. "Never thought 

of that ! I only hope to God they can 
break through the Black's blockade !" 

Dusty snorted, handed the sub-gun to 
Agent 10 ·and started to crawl across the 
floor. 

"Wait until you see my gang go to 
work on them," he said proudly. "They'll 
take these rats into camp like nothin5 
at all. And we'll-" 

He suddenly stopped short, and snapped 
his lips shut. The firing outside had 
ceased abruptly, and a booming voice 
came rolling in to them. It was the voice 
of the Black Hawk, and sounded as 
though he were talking through a mega
phone. 

"Captain Ayres ! I advise you both to 
surrender at once. I f  you doubt such 
wisdom, look outside. I pledge my word 
that you will not be fired upon fbr the 
next two minutes !" 

For a second, Dusty didn't move. He 
lay hugging the stone floor and looking at 
Agent 10. The Intelligence man returned 
the look with an expression of marked 
distrust. He even shook his head slight
ly. 

"Don't, Ayres !" he grunted. "He'll 
plug you, through the window." 

Dusty hesitated, clammy beads of 
sweat forming on his brow. Then with 
a curse, he got to his feet. 

"Got to !" he grated tensely. "I've a 
hunch what that rat means. And I've 
got to make sure." 

"You damn fool, stay down !" snapped 
Agent 10. 

But Dusty paid no attention to him. 
Sliding over to the front wall, he edged 
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toward one of the shattered windows. Two 
inches from it he stopped and braced him
self .  Behind him Agent 10 was cursing 
him savagely, but he hardly heard. Two 
inches more ! Dammit, he had to take the 
chance. He had to get one quick look 
through the \vindow. He-

"I am waiting, Captain Ayres. I pledge 
my word not to fire. And I will keep 
it." 

As the booming voice died away to 
the echo, Dusty sucked in his breath, 
moved his head forward the last two 
inches and looked around the corner of 
the window-jamb. What he saw froze 
him motionless. If a hundred rifles had 
opened fire at that moment, he wouldn't 
have been able to move. His hunch had 
been right. 

There, thirty yards away, was the beam 
ship. Its tail had been jacked up to fly
ing position. The tv.·in props were slow
ly ticking over-and the nose of the plane 
was pointing directly at him ! 

CHAPTER ELEVEN 

Blade Armada 

THRc:>UG� glassy
_ 

eyes, 
. 

he stared · straight mto the Wide slot m the beam 
turret atop the fuselage. It was dark 
inside and he could see nothing. But 
his spinning brain imagined that he was 
seeing a smouldering yellow-green eye 
looking straight back at him. 

Absently, he noted that a horde of 
Black soldiers were grouped together in 
back of the plane. They were standing 
in a semi-circle formation that extended 
back beyond his range of vision on either 
side. They carried their guns carelessly 
in their hands, but their 11odies were stiff 
and every face was turned toward him. 

' 

But the one thing he could not tear his 

eyes from, was the turret slot. To his 
'vhirling senses it all seemed like a great 

red face, and the dark slot was a mouth 
drawn back in a savage grin. At any mo
ment it would laugh, and horrible death 
would come spewing out at him. 

"Do you understand now, Captain 
Ayres ?" 

The booming voice snapped Dusty 
loose from the paralytic spell that had 
gripped both mind and body. He jerked 
back from the window, and turned blazing 
eyes on Age�t 10. 

"As I figured !" he said in a voice that 
seemed to come to his own ears only as 
an echo. "The beam ship-they've got it 
trained on us !" 

The only change of expression on the 
other's face was that his eyes seemed to 
sink back in his head, and the tip of his 
tongue ran slowly across the width of his · 
bottom lip. 

"Guessed it just now, myself," he said 
slowly. "Well ?" 

He left the question hanging in thin 
air. Dusty guessed it and shook his head 
savagely. 

"I'll go to hell before I'll give that rat 
a break !" he choked out. "Maybe we're 
done, but by God, I'm going to get word 
through to the gang. They'll square up 
for us." 

· 
Before Agent 10 could stop him, Dus

ty darted over to the radio panel, slapped 
down the power switch and reached for 
the wave-length dial. 

"Thirty seconds left, Captain Ayres ! 
\Vhat is your answer ?" 

"Tell you in thirty seconds !" the Yank 
roared back defiantly, and spun the dial 
to the S. 0. S. emergency reading. 

With the other hand he snatched the 

. transmitter tube from the stiff fingers of 

the Black crumpled on the floor, and 

jammed it to his lips. 
"All American stations stand by !" he 

shouted breathlessly. "Emergency I Send 
bomb and pursuit units to map reading 
H-27 at once. Prepare to demolish en- . 
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tire area. Strong resistance can be ex
pected. Area must be demolished. Cap
tain Ayres calling ! Official S. 0. S. or
ders-send all bomb and pursuit units to 
map position H-27. Send all bomb and 
pursuit units to map position H-27 ! Send 
all-" 

"Ayres !-Ayres !-Ayres ! Listen, man 
-listen-we got a break. We got a 
break !" 

Dusty cut himself off short as Agent 
10 pounded him on the back and shouted 
in his ear. He spun around to shove the 
man away, then jerked up straight as the 
thundering clatter of aerial machine-gun 
fire came blasting down from above. For 
an instant he gaped stupidly at Agent 10. 
The Intelligence man was jumping up 
and down and shouting like a madman. 

"Our planes- ! Hear them ? They've 
broken through ! They're here no\v, straf
ing the place. Hear them ?" 

"Can't be--" bellowed Dusty as he 
leaped to his feet and raced toward one 
of the windows. "No one knows where 
we are--I just sent the message. It can't 
be-'' 

�e finished the rest in a wild howl of 
joy as he reached the window. The horde 
of Black soldiers were scuttling away in 
all directions, like rats quitting a sink
ing ship. And slamming down on them, 
twisting, turning in between the cables, 
were the boys of High Speed Group N um
ber 7. 

In the lead was the bullet-spitting, glis
tening blur of the S ilver Flash III ! 
Tangling with them was a swarm of jet 
black wings. And with all guns blazing, 
the air had taken on a great wavy web of 
criss-crossed tracer streams that blended 
in with the last wisps of smoke from the 
dying out brush-fire on the slope. 

But as Dusty jerked his eyes down 
from the glorious sight and looked straight 
in front o f  him, a roar o f  rage burst 
from his throat. In a flash he spun around, 
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snatched the sub-gun from Agent lO's 
hands, and went tearing through the door 
outside. 

The instant he hit open air his finger 
crooked on the trigger and he sent a hail 
of singing steel zipping after the c rim
son death ship racing down the runway. 
But he was too late, and before he could 
bear down on any vital part, the crimson 
plane streaked off the ground and went 
screaming up into the heavens. 

An instant later his heart seemed to 
shrivel up, as he saw the terrible yellow
green beam spew out from the turret slot 
and start sweeping around toward the 
7th gang's ships. 

And then, hardly realizing what he was 
doing, he whirled and raced back inside 
the radio hut. He crashed into Agent 
10, who was gaping at him wide-eyed. 
Catching himself, he shoved the sub-gun 
in the man's hands. 

"Outside !" he roared. "Get any stray 
rats on the ground that you can." 

And without waiting to see if the man 
obeyed, he leaped over to the radio panel 
and spun the wave-length dial to the 
Group 7 reading. 

"Group Seven-Group Seven !" he 
roared at the top of his lungs. "Keep 
clear of the crimson plane ! Keep clear 
of that crimson plane. Retreat-retreat ! 
It's fitted with a death beam. Keep clear 
of it, for God's sake. Stick close to the 
Darts-it's your only chance. Keep clear 
of the crimson plane !" 

Over and over again he bellowed the 
warning up into the air to his pals. Above 
his own voice he could hear the savage 
clatter of aerial guns. And blending in 
with it, the rapid bark of high speed anti
aircraft guns striving to pick off any iso
lated American planes. And then, as a 
sudden thought crashed through his brain, 
he reached down and snatched the ear
phones from the dead Black's head. Be-
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fore he got them to his own ears he 
choked out a groan of utter dismay. 

JN THE e..'{citement of the moment, he 
had forgotten all about the possibility 

of the death beam's screaming sound blot
ting out his signals to the 7th boys aloft. 
There in the ear-phones he could hear its 
terrible, eerie song now. 

Hurling the phones away from him, he 
leaped up and dashed outside. The sky 
was gray with archie smoke and tracer 
streams, but he Sa.w the crimson ship spin
ning and twisting around to slap its dead
ly beam down on a Yank plane. Seconds 
later the crimson ship won and the Yank 
plane melted apart in thin air and went 
slithering downward. 

A roaring curse of helpless rage blasted 
out of Dusty's throat, but suddenly 
changed to a surprised shout as he saw 
the Silver Flash III  come racing down, 
straight toward the drome upon which 
he stood. Seconds later it banked sharp
ly away from him, cut around in a dime 
turn, and slid into a fish-tail landing. 

As the wheels braked--sending up lit
tle eddies of dust, the glass cowl slid back 
and Curly Brooks leaped out. His long 
legs were working like piston rods the 
instant his feet touched the ground, and 
before either Dusty or Agent 10 could 
move, the lanky pilot skidded to a halt 
i n  front of them. 

"Heard a bit of your voice before the 
set was blanketed out !" he panted. "Fig
ured you in this hut. Come on-let's get 
out of-" 

He stopped short and glanced at Agent 
10 as though suddenly seeing him for the 
first time. 

"Hell, there's not room for three !" he 
gulped. 

"Never mind me !" cut in Agent 10. 
"You two beat it, while you have the 
chance." 

" S av e  i t ! "  s nap p e d  D usty,  then 

grabbed Brooks. "No time for questions, 
Curly !" he rapped out. "Stick with this 
lad. The rats are too scared to rush you. 
Most of them have holed up, anyway. See 
you later." 

Curly B rooks stiffened, opened his 
mouth. 

"Hey ! What- ?" 
But Dusty didn't hear the question. He 

was already racing over to the Silver 
Flash. FOQt barely touching the wing
stub, he vaulted into the cockpit, and 
rammed the throttle wide open. With his 
other hand, he shoved the stick forward 
and kicked rudder hard. Around the 
plane spun on its right wheel, and then 
like a shell leaving the bore of a naval 
gun, it shot forward and streaked up into 
the air. 

The Flash-the Flash under him, at 
last ! 

Realization made Dusty's heart leap 
with joy, and for a moment he forgot 
about the practically hopeless task that 
lay before him. But only for a moment 
did j oy rule supreme, for as he j erked 
his eyes upward he saw the crimson ship 
tear straight for two American planes. 
Out shot the terrible yellow-green beam 
and caught the two Yank planes in its 
fan-shaped trap. Smoke belched upward, 
wings melted off and went side-slipping 
away. 

A radial dropped like a stone. A crum
pled figure with chute pack unopened 
tumbled out of one ship, but the pilot 
of the other plane did not move. from 
his twisted cockpit. Dusty got a flash
glance of one upraised arm through the 
greenish black smoke, and then he saw 
no more as the smoldering fuselage spun 
earthward like a rocket gone crazy. 

The terrible sight seemed to cause 
something to snap inside his head. A 
babble of unintelligible words rippled off 
his lips. He hung the Flash on its prop 
and spewed hot steel up toward the crim-

., 
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son plane. It was too far above him for 
any hope of hitting it. But that didn't 
matter to him nO\v. I f  he could on)y at
tract the attention of its pilot-give the 
Hawk a chance to see him flying the Sil
ver Flash, then perhaps he could pull the 
rat away from the rest of the boys. 

They had done their job. They had ar
rived in the nick of time to save him, 
and Agent 10. Now it was up to him to 
return the compliment. Undoubtedly, 
they didn't know \Yhat it was all about, 
and the death ship was melting them out 
of the air as though they were so many 
planes made of wa."\:. 

"Keep clear, keep clear !" he howled as 
he saw another 7 plane spin around and 
charge head on toward the · crimson 
ship. 

But even as his wild shout died out to 
the echo, the deadly beam trapped an
other helpless victim, and sent it smok
ing down into all eternity. Banging the 
throttle and cursing like a madman, Dus
ty virtually lifted the Flash up closer to 
the death ship. 

His twin Brownings, mounted forward, 
clattered out jetting streams of flame, and 
grim joy rippled through him as he sensed 
that his continuous shower of steel was 
at last biting through the tail section of 
the other ship. 

"Come on--<:ome on, you rat !" he 
roared aloud. "Try me for a change. 
Let's see if  you can make good this time !" 

AS THOUGH at that moment the pilot 
of the death ship realized that he 

was being peppered from a blind spot, 
the crimson plane suddenly slapped up 
on wing and started to swing down. But 
Dusty's tensed muscles were waiting for 
just that moment. 

With a lightning-like movement, he 
slapped the stick forward, then whipped 
it to the side and jammed on rudder. Down 
and around under the crimson ship's nose 

he raced. Then instantly he jerked up 
his own nose and sprayed the belly of the 
other ship from props to rudder fin as 
it thundered past overhead. 

"Lousy !" he jeered, a s  he caught a 
quick glance of the hawk-faced figure in 
the cowled-over cockpit working frantical
ly on the controls. "Lousy, you bum. 
I thought you could fly. Here's some 
more for you !" 

Slapping around, he dived under the 
tail of the crimson ship, zoomed up and 
blazed away with both guns at the port 
engine. That the ship was armored, he 
had realized the instant his first burst had 
struck home. He had a savage desire to 
take a chance and spin over it and down, 
and blast the glass cowl to splinters and 
get the man beneath it. But he checked 
the urge for two very good reasons. As 
a matter of fact, there were three. 

First, because the risk \Vas too great. 
With the crimson ship under him, there 
was too much chance of the Hawk nosing 
up and catching him with the beam. Sec
ond, he had seen that there were two men 
in the ship. The Hawk was aft in the 
cockpit, but there was a second figure in
side the turret. That doubled the risk. 
because the turret man could operate the 
beam regardless of how poorly the Hawk 
handled the plane. 

But, the third reason for keeping be
low and out of line of the beam was the 
most important one of all. That crimson 
plane was American property. It held 
one of the greatest secrets of present day 
warfare. 

If the plane were destroyed, then that 
secret would be lost to America. The 
death of Professor Shrouder and the oth
ers would all be in vain. There would 
be nothing for Shrouder's former asso
ciate to work on-no hope of his carry
ing on from where Shrouder left off. 
"Destroy it only as a last resort." Those 
had been General Horner's orders. 
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S H A N  

"0. K., general ! ' '  grunted Dusty grim
ly as he stuck right underneath the tail 
of the other plane. "Just for you, we'll 
go all the way, or bust a leg doing it." 

The Hawk must have sensed Dusty's 
plan to stick out of range and peck at 
the engines and tail section, for the plane 
began to twist and zoom and spin furious
ly about 'in the air. But as though he 
had actually tied the nose of the Flash to 
the fuselage belly, Dusty hung on stead
fastly to his position and pumped burst 
after burst into the £aired-in humps of 
the twin engines. 

"Land,  you big tramp, land !" he thun
dered over and over again. "This time 
I'm giving you the break I" 

But thought of landing must have been 
the thing farthest from the Hawk's mind, 
for he continued to hurl his craft about 
the sky, and all the time the yellow green 
beam spewed out its fan-shaped ray of 
death. And when suddenly it clamped 
down on a lone pursuit plane and melted 
it into obliYion, Dusty jerked up straight 
in the seat and yelled in wild excitement. 
He had got but a flash look at the plane 
as it went down. But it had been enough 
to tell him that it was not an H. S. Group 
7 ship. It was painted a brilliant orange, 

and had a large number 5 on the fuselage. 
Relaxing for a second, he turned in the 

seat and stared about him. The sight 
brought a shout of joy to his lips. There 
were a dozen Yank squadrons in the air. 
And low down on the southern horizon , 
groups of dots were rushing northward. 

His S. 0. S. call had gone through ! 
The death beam screaming sound had only 
blanketed out his signals locally. Yank 
stations ha� heard them, and now a skyful 
of eagles were winging their way to bat
tle. 

But the joy that was his lasted but a 
moment. The Blacks had also heard his 
sigrials, it seemed. Because from the west 
and from the east, black wings were rac
ing toward the Devil's factory. And be
low on the ground, flame guns and archie 
units were swinging into position to give 
savage resistance. 

And then suddenly, Dusty let out a 
roar of alarm and flung all his weight for
ward on the stick. The Flash virtually 
groaned aloud, and then zipped down like 
a bullet just as a spear of blistering hell 
sizzled past above it. 

So intent had Dusty been on searching 
the surrounding sky, that for a moment 
he had relaxed his vigilance and allowed 
the crafy Hawk to double back upon him 
in a lightning maneuver. And only by 
the very skin of his teeth had he saved 
himself from being trapped by the death 
beam. 

"You damn fool-you crazy fool !" he 
howled at himself, and j erked the nose up 
and cut back in as the Hawk tried fran
tically to repeat the trick. "Stay awake 
-where the hell do you think you are ? ' '  

The sound of his own blasting voice 
fired him to a fevered peak, and blotting 
out everything else from his brain, he 
tore in and up at the crimson ship. Ham
mered its tail control-wires section with 
burst after burst of singing steel. Twice 
he saw the whole plane -tremble violently, 
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and his heart leaped, only to sink down 
into his boots as the plane slapped around 
1n another wing-screaming effort to get 
at him. 

A thousand other Yank eagles would 
ha\·e been trapped and destroyed a hun
dred times OYer, but each time the deadly 
beam came within an ace of engulfing him 
Dusty possessed enough of that natural 
born airman's skill to skid out of dan
ger, and go zooming up to blast away 
again at the underneath side of that twist
ing, whirling crimson blur. 

But as he saw his burst of steel rip 
and tear into the craft, and seemingly do 
little damage, his hands went clammy on 
the stick. and hope o f  complying with 
General Horner's orders to the letter fad
ed farther and farther away. 

Grim fear took its place. Fear that 
he had over played his hand. And that 
it was but a matter of time before the 
Hawk would catch him once and f or all. 
Three times he had actually felt the heat 
of the beam as it sprayed past him a good 
fifty yards in the clear. And the mem
ory of it was like a knife twisting in his 
brain. 

What \Vas happening all about him he 
did not know, nor did he dare risk even 
a snap glance to see. He kept his eyes 
riveted to the belly of that ship twisting 
aboYe him, and simply breathed a fer
,·ent prayer that the Yank reen force
ments were holding their own with the 
mighty armada of black wings he had 
seen streaking tO\\'Clrd the area. 

And then, suddenly, an unseen hand 
grabbed at his left wings and jerked back 
\\·ith such a terrific force that he smashed 
up against the instrument board before 
he had a chance to fling up a protecting 
arm. An explosion like that of a gun 
went off in his head. Balls of light 
danced before his eyes, and everything 

· became a crazy mixture of spinning blurs. 
With effort he forced himself back in 
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the seat, and dashed a hand across his 
aching eyes. As sight returned, he stared 
out at the left wings, and groaned. The 
Hawk had been playing a game of his 
own. 

Without his realizing it, the rat had 
forced him dO\m among the cables. At 
terrific speed he had flown right smack 
imo one of them. In snapping the cable, he 
had smacked the Flash off balance, and 
now it was careening crazily down to
v;ard more cables. 

But even worse than that, the beam 
ship above was pivoting about, and the 
sizzling yellow-green ray was swinging 
down around toward him ! 

CHAPTER TWELVE 

Shan 

THOUGH i t  seemed to him a thousand 
' years, Dusty saw and grasped the full 
significance of the situation in the flicker 
of an eyelash. The result made his body 
go cold all over. Yet, at the same time, 
his brain clicked over at lightning speed. 
There was one chance. One chance in a 
million. 

Thank God, the wings were not too 
damaged by contact with the cable. If  
they could hold out long enough for an 
outside loop, he could double back un
der, and perhaps pull the Hawk-

He finished the thought with a mad 
curse. 

"I'll do it, by God !" he thundered. 
"Damned if I won't !" 

Hardly had the first words rushed off 
his lips than he braced himself with his 
f ree hand and jammed the stick all the 
way up against the instrument board. The 
Flash quivered from prop to tail, and for 
one awful moment seemed to buck and 
refuse to take the controls. Then, like 
an arrow released from a bowstring, 
the nose whipped down to the vertical, 
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swept past, and the plane thundered down 
and up in the bottom half of an invert
ed loop. 

Head throvm back, Dusty . caught a 
glimpse of the crimson plane trying to 
cut down. Its yellow-green beam sprayed 
across three cables and they disappeared 
in mid-air. One, two, three seconds Dus
ty held the ship steady on the upside of 
the inverted loop. Then he jerked the 
stick back, jammed on the rudder as best 
he could and braced himself harder than 
ever with his free hand. 

For a second, nothing happened. The 
plane kept right on climbing up out of its 
loop. And the death beam swung closer 
and closer. Then suddenly Dusty's head 
snapped back as the Flash corkscrewed 
in its own length and shot off at a com
plete right angle to the direction of its 
loop. Blinded for an instant, he groaned 
a prayer that he had gauged it right. 

Then through a filmy blur he saw a 
cable sweeping toward him. Kicking over 
on wing, he skidded around it, dodged to 
the right of a second cable, and then shot 
right straight up in a vertical zoom. Sec
onds later he kicked off the top in a slic
ing wing-over, cut out into clear air above 
the small drome and looked back. 

\Vhat he saw brought a mad shout of 
triumph to his lips. 

"How do you like it, rat ?" he bellowed. 
"A little o f  your own backwash for 
you !" 

His crazy trick had worked ! In a des
perate effort to trap his enemy the Hawk 
had tossed all caution overboard, and had 
tried to follow through with Dusty's wing
ripping maneuver. 

The result \Yas that the Hawk had come 
down so low that he had trapped himself 
in the maze of cables. True, the deadly 
beam spewing out from the turret slot 
had melted several of the cables. But the 
wing-spread of the crimson plane was 
far greater than that of the Silver Flash. 

Before the Hawk could bank to one side 
and bring the beam upon it, a lone cable 
had slapped right smack into the port en
gine. 

In a split second contact had snapped 
it in two, but the flaying end had wrapped 
itself about the spinning propeller so 
tightly that the shaft jammed and the 
engine died out cold. 

With one engine dead, the crimson 
plane flipped and flopped about in the 
air like a half-drugged bird. The Hawk, 
at the controls, tried desperately to hold 
the nose up, but it was a task too great 
for a single engine. Little by little the 
big plane floundered earthward. 

"Keep on going down, bum !" Dusty 
roared. 

And as the words raced off his lips, he 
whipped up in a mad wing-over and went 
streaking straight down on the top of the 
crimson plane. Underneath the heavy 
glass cowl, he could clearly see the Hawk 
tugging on the stick in a frantic effort 
to zoom up in a half loop and nail him. 
But he simply laughed and jabbed the 
trigger trips. Jetting flame leaped from 
the muzzles of his guns and sprayed the 
turtle back of the crimson ship just back 
of the cowled over pilot's cockpit. 

Dusty howled. "Take the break I'm giv
ing you, and !and--or it'll be j ust too 
bad !" 

As though in reply, the crimson ship 
suddenly banked east and tried to slip 
through the cable barricade. Once again 
its deadly beam melted several of them. 
But again, a lone cable slapped into its 
wings and threw it over on its side. 
Sticking close to it, Dusty sent another 
burst slicing downward, and this time he 
aimed the burst for a point barely two 
feet in front of the glass cowl. 

"Last call !" he thundered. "The third 
time you get it, and to hell with the ship !" 

A
ND he meant what he said, too. Out 

the corner of his eye he had seen 

0 
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a flight of Darts striving to close in and 
help their beaten leader. Another min
ute or so and they would be up•m him. 
Then he would be forced to quit his prize, 
and save his own neck. 

And while doing that, the Hawk would 
have a perfect chance to limp away on 
one engine to some point of safety. Last 
call was right l He could no longer 
waste time trying to save the death ship. 
If the Hawk didn't land now, at once, he'd 
fill his thick skull with made-in-America 
slugs and let the damn ship crash. 

But, perhaps the Hawk did not see the 
Darts clawing air to his rescue. Or per
haps, Dusty's warning burst brought out 
the yellow in him. At any rate, however, 
the death beam suddenly winked out, and 
the crimson ship went streaking down 
toward the far end of the runway strip. 
Right straight for the narrow p"art that 
Dusty and Agent 10 had raced across. 

Shouting \Vith triumph, Dusty throt
tled the Flash and slid down after it. It 
was a tricky job keeping clear of the 
cables, but to him that part was a cinch 
after what he'd gone through. Just what 
his plan would be once the crimson plane 
touched earth, he did not know. 

In a way, it was difficult to plan any
thing. The Hawk and his partner might 
stick in the ship, and fight off any effort 
to capture it. Then again, Dart pilots 
above might come down and strafe the 
area so that he himself could not land. 

But one thing was certain, anyway. The 
crimson plane and its deadly beam \vas all 
washed up for the present, and i� was 
sliding down to earth. That was plenty 
for the moment. 

Feeding a bit of hop to the twenty-nine 
hundred horses cowled into the nose of 
the Silver Flash, Dusty edged in closer, 
and set himself for a quick fish-tail, wind
break landing, if necessary. With his 
free hand be pulled the Black agent's gun 
'from the pocket of the coarse cloth uni-
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form he wore and curled his fingers about 
the butt. 

"Half a million dead or alive, eh ?" he 
gritted as he glued narrowed eyes to the 
crimson plane. "Well, just stick your 
vulture beak out of that crate, and you11 
never make the off�r again I Not by a 
damn sight !" 

And then, suddenly, he jerked up 
straight in the seat and stared down to 
the left. Like two greyhounds, Agent 
10 and Curly Brooks were racing up the 
side of the drome toward the spot where 
the crimson plane would touch ground. 
The Intelligence man was in the lead, and 
be still clutched the sub-machine gun. 
Curly Brooks had drawn his service au
tomatic, and he held it pointed straight 
out in front of him as he ran. 

Dusty cursed them both aloud. The 
darn fools-they couldn't possibly reach 
the ship in time. And even if they did, 
their very presence would block off any 
attempt on his part to get the Hawk and 
his pal from the air, in case they bolted 
from the ship. He had already shoved 
his gun back in his pocket, because he had 
suddenly realized that he wouldn't have 
time to land and make use of it. 

If the Hawk and his pal quit the crim
son ship and bolted for the nearby woods, 
which seemed to be what they were plan
ning to do-he 'd have to depend upon his 
Brownings to cut them down. A slaugh
ter, perhaps, but a couple of dead Black 
rats, anyway. 

The crimson plane was touching ground. 
Down went the tail, and the craft rolled 
forward to a jerky stop. A split sec
ond later a door on the right side opened 
and two black uniformed figures leaped 
out and started racing for the woods. Dus
ty kicked rudder, swung his plane to the 
right and stuck the nose down. 

"Not a chance, you bums !" he thun· 
dered. "Not a-" 

He left the rest hanging in maid-air. 
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Rather, he choked it off with a gasp of 
surprise. To the left, Agent 10 bad sud
den1y cut diagonally across the field, and 
gained a good fifty yards. In fact, he 
was so close to the running Blacks that 
he was practically in line of Dusty's fire, 
should he jab the trigger trips. 

Yet, strangely enough, Agent 10 was 
not firing his sub-machine gun, though 
he was within easy range of the two dirt
pounding Blacks. To Dusty, it seemed 
that Agent 10 was yelling to them to stop. 

A moment later he was sure of it, for 
the smaller of the two Blacks suddenly 
halted, spun around and jerked up an 
automatic. Dusty stiffened. 

"Down, 10 !" he roared. "Down, and 
shoot, for God's sake 1" 

But Agent 10 neither dropped fiat, nor 
pulled the trigger of his gun. Instead, 
he skidded to an abrupt halt and went 
through the crazy motions of pointing at 
his own chest with his free hand. 

A SPLIT second later, a flame spat 
from the automatic in the Black's 

hand. But, at the same instant, Agent 
10 ducked low, and a stream of jetting 
flame leaped from the muzzle of his sub
machine gun. 

It was as though an unseen fist smashed 
into the Black's face. His head jerked 
back, and his body arched. Off balance, 
he seemed to pivot one full tum on his 
heels, then over he went on his face and 
crashed down onto the ground. 

As he hit, Dusty snapped out of his 
trance and kicked rudder savagely. The 
Hawk had not stopped running, and he 
was but a few feet from the . protecting 
woods. Cursing, Dusty jabbed the trig
ger trips and slapped singing steel down 
at the man. But the god of Hell must 
have been with the Hawk, because he 
did not crumple up and pitch forward on 
his face. In fact, be virtually flew the 
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last few feet and plunged out of sight 
into the woods. 

Jerking his thumbs away from the trig
ger trips, Dusty whipped the nose of the 
Flash down, wind-breaking violently and 
settled to earth a bare twenty feet from 
the crimson plane. Face twisted with 
annoyance, he leaped out and ran over 
to where Agent 10 was toeing over the 
dead Black. 

"You fathead !" be rapped out. "Why 
did you waste slugs on him ? Didn't you 
know the other rat was the Hawk ? I 
didn't dare fire because you were in line !" 

Agent 10 looked up, and his expression 
was one that made Dusty start involun
tarily. A mixture of expressions that 
included hate, sadness, grim triumph, and 
a few others. 

· 
"He's the one I wanted !" came the sur

prising words. "And I got him ! He died 
knowing who got him, too, damn hi� rot
ten soul. I even gave him first crack 
-and still got him !" 

Dusty grabbed the swaying shoulders 
and shook hard. 

"Hold it, kid !" he barked. "What do 
you mean ?" 

Agent 10 pulled himself free and point
ed a trembling finger down at the dead 
Black. 

"Shan !'' he said, tight-lipped. "I rec
ognized him as he jumped out, and start
ed running." 

Dusty swallowed, and nodded slowly. 
"Oh, I see," he grunted. Then, "Con

gratulations." 
"Hey, never mind the pink tea ! We've 

got to get out of here fast !" 
Dusty turned to stare into Curly 

Brooks' wide-eyed face. The pilot was 
pointing excitedly up into the air. He 
looked up and realized the reason f�r his 
pal's excitement. The sky was a solid 
mass of flashing wings, and most of them -

were jet black. For every Yank plane 
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that had clawed air north, there were 
three Black planes to combat it. 

American bombers were striving des
perately to smack eggs down on the Dev
il's factory area, but the ground defenses 
were little short of fountains of flame and · 
bursting steel that spewed up and drove 
them off. And the few that did break 
through were being blasted apart by a 
horde of steel-spitting Black wings. 

One look and Dusty snapped into ac
tion. He grabbed Curly by the arm. 

"Up in the Flash and fly cover over 
us till we get this other crate going !" he 
barked. 

His pal swore. 

"You can't, Dusty !" he obj ected. " It 
landed \vith one engine. There's a cable 
tangled about the prop shaft." 

"Can't, hell !" Dusty roared. "Think I'm 
leaving the thing, now ? Get upstairs, 
pronto, and beat off _a strafe if they try 
it. I'm going .to get this thing function
ing, i f  I have to bust a lung to do it !" 

Curly started to object some more, but 
Dusty didn't wait to listen. He simply 
grabbed Agent 10 and started running 
over to the crimson ship. 

"Move, kid !" he snapped. ";I:Iere's 
what we came up here for !" 

Agent 10 had gotten over his spell of 
triumph and was ready for whatever came 
ne�1:. Without a word of question, he 
raced shoulder to shoulder with Dusty 
over to the death plane. But as they 
reached it and saw the cable coiled about 
the prop boss and shaft, Dusty's heart 
sank. It was a job for a couple of me
chanics with tools, not one for a couple 
of men with nothing but their bare hands. 

However, grim determination gripped 
him from head to foot, and he savagely 
k-illed all idea of failure at this last mo
ment. They had suffered too much, and 
endured too much, to give in now. 

· .. Under the wing !" he snapped at Agent 

10. "Hold off any rats that may try to 
rush us, while I go to work." 

WTHOUT waiting for the other's re-
. ply, he dashed around the edge of 

the wing and in through the fuselage door. 
It brought him into a short passageway 
directly between the cockpit and the tur
ret compartment forward. Though speedy 
action was the one important thing, he 
could not help but pause and sta.re at the 
turret compartment. 

It e..xtended like a round cell straight 
down to the armored floor of the fuse
lage. Fitted by brackets to the fonvard 
wall of the cell was an instrument that 
looh.-ed like a cross between an aerial 
camera and a gigantic acetylene torch. 
The camera part was the top-a long tele
sc()pic box-shaped snout that e..xtended 
forward to the edge of the eighteen inch . 
high slot opening. 

The acetylene torch part was the bot
tom-a tall cylinder tank, of some kind 
of special metal or composition, that ex
tended from the rear end of the tele
�copic proj ector down to within a few 
inches of the floor. About the cylinder 
were coils of half-inch corrugated pipe, 
e'·ery third coil fitted with what seemed 
to be a two-way valve. The entire in
strument was balanced on the brackets 
which formed a tripod, and at the top 
rear of the cylinder were two hand 
grips. 

Thus, the operator could stand up in 
the cell, grasp hold of the hand grips and 
S\ving the beam projector from left to 
right in the slot. The slot being high up 
in the turret enabled the beam . to clear 
the spinning blades on either side and the 
nose of the plane. Dusty noted what 
looked like rows of mica shields that 
flanged out from the edges of the slot, 
and guessed them to be protection against 
side rays of the beam. 

But the thing that held his eye the 
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longest, was the control panel, or dash
board, fitted to the bottom right side of 
the slot. At least he believed it to be 
the control panel, for he noted that it 
contained one master switch and a large 
segmented rheostat unit. After the in
tricate beam machine, the obvious sim
plicity of control surprised him. 

Up to now one tiny spark of dread 
had been flickering within him. It had 
been the fear that even though he cap
tured the ship, he and Agent 10 would 
be unable to work the death beam. And 
work it they would have to, if they were 
to wipe out the Devil's factory. But 
now-

He cut off the happy thought and 
ducked back into the pilot's cockpit. A 
quick movement of his band to snap off 
the ignition switch of the port engine, 
and he was out through the door again, 
scrambling up on the left wing. 

Working forward .on the wing-stub, he 
reached the engine. Its cowling was hot 
and burned his hands as he crawled over 
it to the cable snarled about the prop 
and prop-shaft. But he hardly felt the 
pain. A terrifically difficult job confront
ed him, and that was all he thought about. 

Sprawling out on his stomach, he tugged 
at a loose and frayed cable end. About 
six inches of it came free, but the rest 
stuck fast. So tight was it wrapped about 
the prop-shaft, that it seemed to be al
most a part of it. And the more be tugged, 
the tighter it snubbed itself in its own 
coils. 

Sweat poured off his brow and trickled 
down to smart his eyes. He was dully 
conscious of the continued roar and clat
ter of the battle raging in the air above 
him. And from under the wing came 
the yammer of Agent tO's sub-machine 
gun. Even as he heard it, a <:ouple of 
metallic wasps whined close to him and 

. !nade sharp popping sounds as they 
, 
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smacked up against the fuselage side to 
his left. 

Instinctively, he flattened himself 
against the hot engine cowling, but not 
once did he pause in his frantic effort 
to unwind the snarled cable and yank it 
free. Let them shoot, and be damned ! 

Seconds whipped past and seemingly 
became an eternity of hellish suspense. 
His hands were raw and bleeding, and 
he had tugged only three feet of the cable 
clear. A shower of bullets sprayed the 
wing and the ground in front of the plane. 
Part of his brain was filled with certain 
belief that the next burst would come 
slicing down to rip and tear into his back. 

He became obsessed with the crazy de
termination to take the ship into the air 
with only one engine. The hell with this 
one ! But there was just enough reason 
left in him to squelch that idea, and make 
him realize that he wouldn't even be able 
to get the ship clear. The runway, even 
with its addition strip, was not long 
enough for a one-engined take-off. 

No, he had to stick and get the prop 
free, or stay there for the rest of his 
natural life. 

And so with renewed and slightly ber
serk effort, he tore at the cable and 
wrenched it this way and that. When 
one end stuck fast, he wiggled forward 
and tugged and pulled at the end wrapped 
about the prop-tips. · A dozen times he 
nearly lost his balance and went pitching 
headlong over the leading edge of the 
wing. But each time he caught himself 
and wiggled back over the cowling. 

"Only a couple of bursts left Ayres. 
And they're coming in bunches, fast !" 

Agent lO's shouted warning was like the 
roar of naval guns in Dusty's head. For 
an instant he turned and stared across the 
valley toward the laboratory huts and 
the barracks beyond. Black troops in 
prone skirmish position were slowlY, 
working their way toward him. 
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Above, Curly Brooks in the Silver 
Flash was spewing steel death down upon 
them. But he wasn't holding them all 
back. He couldn't, for two Black Darts 
were forcing him to stop the strafe at 
inten"a!s and give aerial combat. 

' 
And then, as though it \Vere an advance 

notice of what was to happen in the next 
few seconds, something tugged at the 
back of Dusty's tunic and whacked into 
the armor-plated side of the fuselage. A · 
sense of momentary panic gripped him. 
With a wild curse he clamped down on 
his jangling nerves and tore harder than 
ever at the snarled cable. His fingers 
were numb with pain and seemed like 
bleeding stumps attached to his wrists. 

Through a clattering fog he heard 
Agent 10 shout again, but his brain was 
unable to catch the words. Suddenly, he 
saw the Intelligence man standing in front 
o f  the plane. The man was waving his 
arms like the blades of a windmill and bel
lowing at the top of his voice. 

"Drop i t, Ayres !" he howled. "Drop 
i t ! They're going to use their twenty 
pounders ! \Ve'll have to run for it !" 

Dusty gulped, snapped his head around 
and looked across the valley. Agent 10 
was right. The Blacks, unable to break 
through on the ground, \Vere wheeling 
a couple of blank-range-fire, twenty 
pound field pieces up into position. They 
\\"ere less than two hundred yards away. 

A second later, smoke puffed out from 
one oi them, and he had the crazy sen
sation that the ground beneath him had 
split open, and was swallowing him up. 

CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

The Screaming Eye 

A THUNDEROUS roar still ringing 
in his ears, he saw through filmy eyes 

that the first shell had actually hit about 
thirty yards off to the left. There was a 

gaping hole in the ground, and the wing 
of the plane was covered with a layer of 
powdered dust. 

"Come on, Ayres ! Come on you damn 
fool ! The hell with it !" 

"Nothing doing !" snarled Dusty, tug
ging and pulling at the cable. "I'm tak
ing this crate with me !" 

His brain tingling with certain expec
tation that the next shell would blast him 
out of the war and the world for good, 
nevertheless he gritted his teeth and stuck 
to his job. About three quarters of the 
cable was free, now. Another two min
utes and the job would be done. 

Two minutes ! \V ere there two minute:; 
of life left for him ? The question burned 
across his brain. A roar straight in front 
of him announced the arrival of a second 
shell. And the blinding shower of dirt 
that poured down upon him was definite 
confirmation. But he didn't even bother 
to look up, or even duck. One minute to 
go. Damn his fingers ! They were all 
thumbs. 

"Ayres-Ayres ! For God's sake, man, 
: we've-" 

"Shut up, blast you ! Get in the ship ! 
In the turret compartment ! \Ve're leav
ing, pronto !" 

As Dusty roared out the order, he 
. called upon every ounce of strength left 

in him and jerked sidewise and downward 
on the last coil o f  the cable. It refused 
to budge, and then suddenly tore loose 
as though it were not snubbed at all. 

Dusty flung out his hands to save him
self, but the momentum of the effort 
was too great, and he went pitching over 
the leading edge of the wing and crashed 
down onto the ground, just as a third shell 
buried itself in the exact spot where the 
first shell had landed. 

His lungs and eyes clogged with di!i:, 
Dusty scrambled choking and gasping to 
his feet. Pausing a second to dig knuckles 
into his eyes and clear his vision, he raced 
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around the wing and virtually threw him
self in through the fuselage door. A flash 
glance as he ducked back to the pilot's 
cockpit told him that Agent 10 was al
ready in the beam compartment 

"Get it going once we clear !" he roared. 
"The switch and the rheostat is the-" 

"I lmow, I lmow I" the other's bellow 
choked him off. "I've got it figured. Let 
go, for God's sake !" 

By the time Agent 10 had yelled his 
first two words, Dusty had booted the port 
engine starter, caught the prop nicely and 
was taxiing the plane around on one 
wheel. The instant he straightened out, 
he rammed both throttles wide open, and 
prayed. 

The prayer was answered. Without so 
much as missing a single rev the twin en
gines took all the hop and the plane raced 
down the narrow strip. Once it swerved 
crazily as a shell belched up a shower of 
dirt just off its left wing. 

But Dusty's steel grip on the Dep 
wheel checked it in time. _After a couple 
of dizzy bounces the wheels cleared and 
the ship nosed skyward. Ducking his head 
down, Dusty cupped a hand to his mouth. 

"Let her go, 10 I" he roared. "I'm go
ing to strafe. Watch out for Yank plan�s !" 

For an answer there came a high-keyed 
whining note to his ears, and the next 
instant he saw fan-shaped yellow-green 
light spew out from the turret front 
Instantly, he slammed the plane around 

· on wing and shoved the nose down. 
The cluster of test laboratories was di

rectly ahead. That is, they were directly 
ahead for perhaps a split second or two. 
Swinging the beam from left to right 
Agent 10 raked the lot, and in a great 
burst of flame ang smoke they melted into 
oblivion. 

Tearing his eyes from · the horrible 
sight, Dusty glanced upward and stiffened 
in his seat. Racing down toward him was 
� Bight of six Black Darts, their pointed 
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snouts spitting continuous streams of jet
ting flame. With a lightninglike move
merit he yanked back on the stick, and 
pointed the nose up. 

"Hey I" came Agent lO's roaring voice. 
"Darts !" shouted Dusty kicking rud

der. "Get them ! Let's see how the rats 
like it !" 

Eyes agate, face grim, he raced the 
crimson plane straight up into the shower 
of singing steel tearing down across the 
sky. And Agent 10 did the rest Too late 
the Black pilots realized that their sur-

. prise attack had failed. Each tried des
perately to wing-over and thunder down 
into the clear. But Agent 10 caught them 
square in the beam, and one by one they 
melted into oblivion. 

BY NOW, every Black on· the ground 
· lmew that the death ship was in the 
hands of the hated Americans. And as 
Dusty swung around and down in a wing 
moaning dive, all hell itself was let loose 
toward him. It was as though he were 
diving down into the very vortex of a 
seething inferno of hell-fire. 

The ship rocked and pitched like a rud
derless boat in a raging sea. But not once 
did he pull out Instead he kept right on 
thundering down. Up forward, Agent 10 
was striving desperately to slap the beam 
down on archie units and flame throwers, 
but the crazy motions of the ship were 
throwing him from one side of the com
partment to the other. 

"Don't try to swing it !" shouted Dusty, 
as he saw the beam shoot up and miss the· 
line of blast-furnaces by a good fifty 
yards. "Just hold her steady, and I'll do 
the rest !" 

Agent 10 must have heard ana under
stood, because instantly the beam stopped 
moving and spewed out dead aheacL And 
then Dusty went into action. Using the 
beam as though it were a mounted ma
chine gun, he maneuvered his plane ac- ' 
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cordingly. Sawing rudder, he swung the 
nose from side to side and raked the row 
of blast-furnaces from one end to the 
other. 

With a roar that made both heaven and 
earth tremble like wind-whipped leaves, 
the buildings disappeared in a swirling 
sea of flame and smoke. Like molten lava 
from an erupting volcano, the flame mush
roomed out over everything within a half 
mile radius. So great was the explosion, 
that for a moment the Dep wheel tore it
self free from Dusty's grasp, and the 
plane went skyrocketing heavenward. 

"Cut off--<:ut off !" howled Dusty, as 
he battled to regain control o f  the :Aane. 
"Yank planes--" 

But Agent 10 had also thought of the 
danger of catching American planes aloft, 
and before Dusty could finish the warn
ing the beam fused out. Pounding the 
Dep wheel and rudder pedals, he finally 
got the ship back on even keel. Instinct
ively he started to roar into another dive, 
but checked the maneuver almost in
stantly. 

The work below was finished. There 
was nothing down there now but an area 
of raging hell that lapped farther and 
farther out over the surrounding country
side like blood red waters of a flood tide. 
Buildings, guns, troops, everything was 
completely swallowed up in a whirling sea 
of flaming death. 

In spite of himself, Dusty shuddered 
and tore his eyes away from the horrible 
sight. The Devil's factory, and its hordes 
of black uni formed killers were doomed 
to Satan's charge. 

Aloft, howeYer, war still raged furi
ously and sa\·agely. Every one of the hun
dreds of Black pilots in the air must have 
seen and realized that their secret >vas no 
more. Yet, rather than discourage them, 
it seemed to fire their murderers' l ust to 
even greater limits. ·with reckless, sav-

age abandonment, they hurled themselves 
down upon their enemies. 

Because of the Black's superior num
bers American planes began dropping like 
flies. From horizon to horizon the heav
ens seemed filled with countless three to 
one aerial combats-each being three 
Black killers agair,st a lone, bullet-spitting 
Yank. 

The joyous satisfaction of destroying 
the Devil's  factory area that had been 
Dusty's, was blotted out by the sight of 
the aerial slaughter above. And as thought 
and action became one, he sent the crimson 
plane zooming up into the raging battle. 

, "Start up and hold it steady !" he 
roared at Agent 10. "Don't let it swerve 
an inch, for God's sake !" 

"Steady she stays !" came back the roar
ing answer. 

And as the fan-shaped beam leaped into 
being again, Dusty hurled himself into 
the most delicate and dangerous task of 
his entire career. So great was the chance 
of wiping out one of his twisting, turning 
pals of the air, that for a moment he was 
almost overwhelmed by the urge to slam 
away and make for the American side of 
the lines. 

Hell yes, wasn't his job done ? Hadn't 
he and Agent 10 recaptured the ship ? 
Dammit, why waste time ? \Vhy chance a 
lucky burst through the glass cowl un
doing all that they had accomplished ? 
Sure--

"Like hell you'll pull out !" he roared 
at himself. "Those lads came to help you. 
Now, dammit, you help them !" 

The shouted words blasting away the 
urge to retreat, he thumped down on the 
right rudder pedal and tore straight at 
three Black planes that were 15oxing a 
Group Number 7 plane, and closing in 
for the kill. Iron grip on the Dep wheel, 
he edged in and nailed one Black plane. 
The other two saw what had happened 
and tried to dive into the clear. A shove 
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on the stick and he caught a second one. 
But as he swung toward the third, he 

groaned in alarm and flung his plane into 
a screaming dive. The lone H. S. 7th 
Group plane had slammed down after the 
retreating Black, and for one hellish in
stant it seemed as though he couldn't pos
sibly miss flying into the death beam. 

As a matter of fact, .Dusty closed his 
eyes so that he would not see one of his 
own pals die. But as he opened them a 
second later, a moan of relief gurgled off 
his lips. By a miracle, he had succeeded 
in diving the beam away from the battle
crazed 7th buzzard. 

CLAMl\IY with sweat, and trembling 

from the reaction of the hellish mo
ment, he kept the crimson plane in its 
dive. And then, suddenly, he snorted 
harshly and thumped his free fist against 
the side of the cock-pit. 

"Dummy, dummy ! " he grated at him
self. "\Vhy the hell don't you use your 
head ?" 

Bending over, he cupped his hand to 
his lips. 

"Ten !" he shouted. "Cut it-got a bet
ter idea !" 

And as soon as the beam winked out he 
snapped his hand to the radio panel 
turned on full power volume, and spun 
the dial knob to the S. 0. S. emergency 
reading. Then he snatched up the trans
mitter tube. 

"All American planes, attention !" he 
yelled. 

And as soon as the red signal light on 
the dash began to wink rapidly, "All 
American planes retreat south ! This is 
Ayres in the beam ship. I ' ll handle them. 
Get out of my way. Retreat south. All 
American planes retreat south !" 
.., The red signal light winked rapidly 
some more, and he knew, or rather 
guessed, that his pals were trying to con
tact him for questioning, but he made no 
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move to clamp on the head-phones. He 
simply repeated his order, and started 
gaining altitude. 

For a few moments he had the impres
sion that his signals had been blotted out, 
and that the American pilots had not 
heard. Not one of them broke and 
started south. As a matter o f  fact they 
continued scrapping the overwhelming 
numbers just as though they planned to · 
stick until they dropped. 

Fuming with rage, Dusty cursed them 
up '<nd down, and repeated his order for 
the fourth time. But he added a few 
choice words this time, and with a growl 
of relief he saw several Yank planes slam 
into vicious spins and go cutting off 
toward the south. Presently, the entire 
Yank armada was clawing air southward. 
And slamming after them, pointed noses 
spitting fire, raced the horde of black
winged vultures. 

But it was the one maneuver upon 
which Dusty banked his hope, and with a 
wild howl he hurled the crimson plane 
around on wing-tip and whammed right 
down in among them. 

"On, 1 0 !" he thundered. "And hold it 
steady !" 

A high-keyed whine, and the beam 
spewed outward. Too late, the nearest 
Blacks realized that they were trapped. 
Whether or not they had heard his order 
to the other American pilots, there was 
no way of telling. But whether yes or no, 
the lust to kill had forced them to tear 
after the retreating Yanks, regardless. 
And now they were paying for that lust. 

Sawing rudder savagely, Dusty swung 
th� nose from left to right and let thl! 
death beam do the rest. The result was 
horrible. Dusty's stomach kicked over the 
traces, and his mouth went dry as Dart 
after Dart melted into uhlivion. But he 
did not relent for one single instant. 

The memory of the Staff escort and the 
seven planes of the Tenth Unit was a pic-
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ture of flame in his brain. And so, curs
ing and shouting at the top of his voice, 
he ripped into the skyful of Black wings 
and sprayed them mercilessly. 

Subconsciously, he knew that some of 
them had skidded into the clear and had 
circled about and were now flaying his 
ship from props to tail fin with shower 
after shower of singing steel. Dully he 
beard Agent 10 bellowing a warning to 
him. And through blood-glazed eyes, he 
saw the engine cowling shake and shiver 
under the deadly hail of steel. 

But in those wild, insane moments he 
forgot all about his own ship. Let the 
crackling shower finally break through 
the armor plating and smash him down. 
To hell with them. At least the Yank 
planes were all clear, and now he was 
paying a debt-a debt to sky pals who bad 
died just as he was making these rats die. 

And then suddenly, without any warn
ing, there was a grinding sound up for
ward, and the death beam flickered out. 
Instinctively he whipped over in a sizzling 
half roll and cut downward. 

"Ten !" he bellowed. "Don't cut it off, 
damn-" 

"I didn't !" came back the blood chilling 
answer. "Went off by itself. The tank's 
emptY: Wait a minute ! That's right ! 
The discharge gauge is at zero. We're 
sunk !" 

Dusty made no comment. What com
ment was there to make ? The beam 
power stored in the vertical cylinder bad 
been used up. Obviously the instrument 
was one that necessitated recharging at 
stipulated intervals. Why or how, he 
didn't know. But the fact remained that 
at the moment of moments the death beam 
4ad passed right out of the picture._ 

And as the truth crashed home to him, 
he realized for the first time that the ship 
contained nothing but the death beam 
unit. There wasn't a single gun in his 
cockpit or forward i n  the beam unit com-

partment. And a swarm of Black killers, 
who had undoubtedly seen and guessed 
the truth, were smashing in at him. 

Even as he saw them out the corner of  
his eye, the heavens clattered sound, and 
a thousand metallic darts smacked into 
the plane. Jerking his eyes toward the 
south he stiffied a groan. The Yank 
planes were obeying his bellowed order 
to the letter, and were clawing away from 
the area as fast as their thrashing props 
could take them. 

"Hang on, 10 !" he roared. "Going to 
make a run for it--our only chance !" 

BEFORE the last words spilled off his 
- ·  lips, he slammed the Dep wheel over 

and thumped down with all his weight on 
the right ruddered pedal. Bullets ham
mering against its plated sides, the crim
son ship seemed to moan aloud as it 
whipped over, around and down. Head 
spinning, Dusty clung desperately to the 
Dep wheel, and counted. At the count of 
seven, he hauled the Dep wheel back and 
put on opposite rudder. 

For one hellish moment the plan re
fused to come out of its spin. And then 
like a shot it went screaming heavenward. 
Two Black planes directly in its path, 
darted off to the side as their pilots tried 
frantically to get clear. But each had for
gotten the nearness of the other and with • 
terrific impact their wings tangled and 
they went skidding off and down. 

So sudden and so utterly foolhardy had 
Dusty's maneuver been, that the swarm of 
Blacks were caught flat-footed. In fact 
the very idea of such an unexpected 
maneuver in that situation was the one 
thing that saved Dusty's life for the mo
ment. 

Like a rocket, lie went right straight up 
through the spinning, whirling fire spit
ting mass of Black wings. And the very 
instant he reached the top of the zoom, he 
flattened out and slammed the plane into 
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a long, racing dive toward southern skies. 
But the surprise that had been the 

Blacks' was but momentary, and like a 
pack of screaming wolves they went 
smashing after him. Crouched over the 
Dep wheel, every muscle in his body 
tensed to the very limit, Dusty silently 
cursed the ship onto greater speed. 

To his ringing ears came the hellish 
sound of steel darts biting into the tail 
section and the turtle back of the fuselage. 
And the back of his neck crawled with 
the eerie sensation that already hot steel 
was smashing through the cowl glass and. 
digging into him. But he made no move 
to pull his crazy maneuver again. Luck 
had been with him once. He'd be a fool 
to chance it a second time. 

Speed was his only hope now. Nothing 
else but speed. And if that failed, well

"Don't think about it, you fool !" he 
snarled at himself. "Don't think of it !" 

But his words were only a waste of 
breath. The thought stuck in his brain. 
As he sensed, rather than heard, the 
deadly hail of steel move up the turtle 
back of the fuselage, dread began to curl 
about his heart and squeeze tighter and 
tighter. Any minute, now !-any minute 
no\v, and he would hear the tinkle of the 
glass cowl as the hand of death smashed 
through to touch him. 

But, it was not the tinkle of broken 
glass that he heard a moment later. In
stead it was the roaring voice of Agent 10. 

"Another break for us, Ayres ! Another 
break. Your gang has come back ! By 
God, we'll make it yet !" 

The shouted words made Dusty jerk up 
his head. Through filmed eyes he saw fif
teen planes of the Seventh Group go 
slamming down into the swarm of air
cia wing Darts. And in the lead was Curly 
B rooks in the Silver Flash III. 

Good old Number Seven ! The gang 
had obeyed his order, but they had also 
kept and eye on him. And now that he 
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was in trouble, racing with death itself, 
they had returned to make damn sure 
that their ace of aces won that race. 

Like men gone completely mad, the 
Number Seven gang piled into the Blacks 
with a savageness that brought a gasp 
from Dusty's lips. But it must have 
brought more than just a gasp from the 
lips of the Black pilots who got in their 
line of fire. Like the shutting off of a 
water faucet the hail of steel stopped beat
ing against Dusty's plane. It was turned, 
instead, on the zooming, spinning and 
rolling ships of the Seventh gang. 

But, as far as those crazy eagles were 
concerned, the hail of steel was just so 
many powder puffs to them. Outnum
bered though they were, they ripped and 
tore in like fifteen metallic demons, and 
in the matter of less than a minute the 
Blacks began to give air. 

That only served to increase the in
tensity of the American attack. Into that 
swarm of black wings they tore harder 
and more furiously than ever. Presently, 
Black morale broke entirely, and like 
frightened sparrows they busted apart 
and went racing away toward the east. 
Number Seven followed them for a few 
miles, smacked a couple for good meas
ure, and then swung back and took up 
escort position around Dusty's plane. 

Across the air space he saw the grin
ning face of Curly Brooks and the rest 
of the boys. And in that moment his heart 
seemed ready to explode with pride. Good 
old Seven-the best damn brood of scrap
ping, north, east, south and west 9.f any
where. 

THE rest of the flight south was a sort 
of crazy dream chocked full of con

flicting emotions. He cursed some, 
laughed some, and babbled to himself in 
between times. 

With hands steady on the controls, he 
sticked the crimson plane down to a gen-
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tie landing, less than a dozen yards from 
the hangar line. 

Half falling out of the seat, he stum
bled forward and climbed out the fuse
lage door. His first impression was that 
everyone in the world was crowding about 
the ship. Hands grabbed him, and voices 
shouted in his ears. 

But he ignored them all, shouldered 
through the shouting mob and ran over 
to where the Silver Flash was braking to 
an easy stop. And as Curly legged out 
and grinned Dusty grabbed him by the 
shoulders. 

"Thanks, kid, thanks !" he choked out. 
"But tell me-now I've got time to ask 
you-how the hell did you know I was up 
there ?" 

Curly Brooks' grin widened. 

"Simple," he said. "Remember when 
you ordered me to beat it, last night ? 
Well, I didn't. I knew something was 
wrong. You see I'd received word that 
I was to fly a couple of dead men to New 
York. But before I got started somebody 
socked me and I passed out. 

"When I came to, I took your ship. At 
Washington, Horner' damn near fainted. 
Said something about a spy must be at 
the controls. So I went looking for you, 

and found you in a crate with all lights 
on.'' 

"Oh, then Horner told you where we 
were headed ?" grunted Dusty as the other 
stopped. 

"Nope," said Curly shaking his head. 
"He simply said that you and Agent 10 
were dead, and that an unknown pilot, a 
spy probably, was flying you to New 
York. I didn't get half what he said, he 
was so excited and jabbering so fast. 
Nope, he didn't tell me where you were 
headed. This did !" 

Brooks held up his doubled fist. Dusty 
frowned, shot a questioning glance. 

"Huh ? What do you mean ?" 
"Said I stuck around, didn't I ?" Curly 

answered. "Well, I saw that guy jump, 
followed him down, and caught him. And 
then-well, guess I got kinda rough, but 
he told me enough before I eased up. 
Just a bum who couldn't take it, if you 
know what I mean." 

Dusty nodded and grinned at Agent 10 
who had joined them. 

"Do we buy him a drink, kid, or do we 
buy him a drink ?" 

"Just give me time to see that the ship 
is turned over to the department," the In
telligence man chuckled, "and we'll split 
a case among us !" 

. '-' 



Buy it 
Today! 

ON SALE NOW ! 

�aga.zine 
that's :packed 

with stirring 
mystery • • .  

blood · rais
ing chills 

• • •  fast, 
g r i p 

J> i n  g 
action! 

The dapper little man was working at the lock of King's cell. Scratch . • .  scratch. "Read 
louder, Bishop," he hissed. "I'll get it open in. aMtll�r second. I'll have to see tilt' governor 
one of these day.r abo11t keeping these locks oiled better." 

The Bishop read on and on from his prayer book. Scratch • • •  scratch. The dapper fellow 
gave a short Md and pulled on the cell doar. It swung opm heavily. King stepped through. 
Tl1e Bishop thrust cs gmt into his hand, another into the hand of the littlt' man. 

"And may the best man win," he said. "The guns, by tile way, are not--er-loaded." 

That's how this smashing story begins-with a spectacular break from a 
State's prison Death House, just ten minutes before one of the trio, King, 
was to have been electrocuted for a murder he didn't commiL And that's 
also the beginning of the greatest band of· crime hunters in mystery fic· 
tion-the Secret 6. 

No one except the Six knew who each was. And yet-their real identity 
was a secret even to themselves. Their headquarters was an island hide
out close to New York. Their purpose to wipe out crime--in particular 

T H E R E [) . S H A [) O W, 
It's a co mplete detectit7e-mystery novel 

by Robert J. Hogan . 

BUY A COPY OF 

THE SECRET 6 
AT YOUR NEWSSTAND TODAY ! 

93 



Wing-tips almost touch
ing the water, be cut 
back in at the port side 

of the sub • •  
He had crashed twelve planes trying to make rough-water landings. 

But hell, a crazy peelot like Dizzy couldn't be satisfied until he had 

made it a lucky thirteen-on the Black! 
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TilE ROUGH WATER ACE 

M
AJOR Buswell, C. 0. of the lOlst 

coastal patrol group, leaned back 
in his chair and dug knuckles in

to work-tired eyes. 
"Man, what a day !" he grunted. "What 

the hell H. Q. wants so many reports for, 
sure does beat me. Nothing but routine 
flying every day. No action at-" 

He didn't finish the rest. At that mo
ment the siren, mounted on the signal 
officer's tower near the landing ramp, 
wailed forth its eerie announcement that 
something was haywire. For a moment 
Buswell stiffene<,i, then rela.."<ed and cursed 
softly. 

Snapping up the contact switch of the 
inter-base phone he leaned toward the 
built-in speaking tube. 

"C. 0. calling signal officer !" he bark
ed. "'What's wrong, Carson ?" 

The box-like instrument made a clicking 
sound, and then a voice came through. 

"Plane number Six tried to land out
side the break-water, sir, and capsized. 
Rescue boat is on the way out now. I 
can see the pilot through the glasses. 
Seems all right, sir. He's climbed up on 

· the wing." 
"\Vho is flying number Six ?" demand

ed the C. 0. 
"Lieutenant Dooley, sir. He's been out 

there for an hour, practicing landings." 
Buswell shot a foot up from his chair. 
"Dooley, you say ?" he roared. "Car

son ! As soon as the boat brings him in, 
tell Lieutenant Dooley to report to me at 
once ! At once, understand ?" 

"Yes sir ! I '11 tell him, sir !" 
With a \vrathful snort, Major Buswell 

slapped up the contact switch, and fell to 
pacing rapidly up and down the length 
of  his small office. From ear to ear his 
face was red, and in his eyes was a flam
ing light that had months ago earned him 
the nickname of "Buzz-Saw" Buswell. 

For perhaps fifteen minutes he stamped 
up and down, muttering to himself and 
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kicking at imaginary specks of dust on the 
thin carpet. And then, presently, the door 
opened and a lanky pilot stepped inside. 

From the hips down he was soaking 
with sea water. His freckled face was 
smeared with spattered oil, and there was 
more of it mi.xed up in his fire-engine 
hair. 

"You wanted to see me, sir ?" he asked 
meekly. 

Buswell said nothing. For some thirty 
seconds he stood glaring at the pilot ; 
scorching him right through to the back 
bone. 

"Dooley !" he finally got out in a voice 
that shook with anger, "some day, so help 
me, I'm going to risk the consequences 
and break you into small pieces and throw 
them down the drain t What in hell do you 
think I'm running-a repair depot, or 
somethi�g ?" 

. 

The pilot shifted his feet, and ran the 
tip of his tongue over his lower lip. 

"I'm sorry, sir," he gulped. "But-" 
"Sorry, and be damned to you.!" the 

C. 0. thunderr..J. "This makes the twelfth 
time that you've been sorry. Twelve planes 
you've put out of commission ! And why? 
Because you think that you're a hum
dinger in rough water. Well, Dooley, I'm 
not going to let thirteen be your lucky 
number. Your unlucky number is twelve." 

"But I wasn't trying to land that last 
time, sir !" explained the pilot in pleading 
tones. "The engine konked, and I had to 
come down !" 

'"Then . why the devil weren't you up 
high enough to glide into smooth water ?" 
the C. 0. cracked down. 

"I was just taking off, sir, when she 
went cold. I didn't have a chance to get 
up." 

"Of course you didn't !" the other cut 
in on him. "You've been practicing rough 
water landings for an hour, and it never 
occurred to that two-cylinder brain of 
yours that sea spray might get in the air 
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vent and be sucked into the fuel line. Did 
it ?" 

"She seemed to be running sweet 
enough, sir," countered the other weakly. 
"I didn't think-" 

"Exactly, Dooley, exactly ! You didn't 
think ! Dammit, man, you haven't got any
thing to think with, from the way you've 
been busting up my planes." 

The C. 0. suddenly cut himself off 
short. And when he spoke again a moment 
later, his voice had softened considerably. 

' 'I 'm sorry Dooley. Personally, I like 
you. But I 'm in charge of this Group, and 
responsible direct to H. Q. Lord knows 
when we may be needed for emergency 
work, and I can't afford to have half our 
ships laid up for repairs because of bum 
landings you've made. Twelve ships is a 
lot, Dooley. You're a land pilot-not a 
rough water one. And I 'm going to have 
you trans ferred to land duty, at once !" 

The pilot's face paled. 

· •y ou-you really mean that, sir ?'' he 
gulped. "Hell, most of my time has been 
spent on pontoon ships. I hate land crates.  
They are-" 

"Sorry, Dooley," interrupted the C. 0. 
with a shake of his head. "I've given you 
twelve chances. It'll be better for us all, 
if I transfer you to land flying. You'll be 
hot stuff at that, I'm sure." 

Dooley started to speak, then checked 
himsel f. 

''Very well, sir," he grunted. "\Vhen do 
I leave ?" 

"First thing tomorrow," answered the 
other. "You'd better go now and start 
packing your stuff. I'm sorry, son, but I 
have to do it. No hard feelings ?" 

The C. 0. put out his hand. Dooley 
stared at it a moment then grasped it and 
grinned. 

"Of course not, sir," he said in a husky 
voice. ' ' I  understand. But just the same, 
I'll show you that I'm a rough water pilot 
some day !" 

Buswell smiled, and gave him a pat on 
the back. 

"And I'll be tickled pink the day you 
do, son," he said. 

"Until then-the very best o f  luck !" 

"Thanks," murmured the pilot, and 
snapping a trick salute he turned on his 
heel and went through the door. 

0 UTSIDE he paused and stared sadly 
out at the choppy waters o f  the At

lantic beyond the breakwater. A snub
nosed salvage boat was towing his plane 
in-shore. 

He watched it for a moment, then turn
ed and made his way to the hutment row 
behind the three big metal hangars that 
fronted the take-off ramps. Chin sunk 
down on chest, he did not see the runt
sized pilot until he almost fell over him. 

"Hey, watch your course, Dizzy, me 
lad !" called the small one, known as Pee-

• 
Wee Watts. "Say ! What's the matter? 
Buzz-Saw bawl you out for smacking up • 
number Six ? I hope so. You sure rate 
one ; you and your trick rough water 
landings !" 

"Not only bawled me out, but threw me 
out !" grunted Dizzy. "I'm all washed up, 
Pee-Wee. Being transferred to a land 
plane Group." 

"What ?" the small one exploded. "A 
water pilot going to a lousey land Group ? 
Hdl, you're kidding, Dizzy." 

Dooley shaking his head stopped him. 

"Gosh, kid, I 'm sorry ! But wait a min
ute-listen, go park in the mess and wait 
for me. I 'm going to do a little pleading 
with Buzz-Saw. He owes me something 
for getting that damn sub the other week 
You just keep the old chin up." 

Dizzy Dooley smiied sadly and nodded. 
And as Pee-Wee went dashing away he 
plodded over to the mess building and 
went inside. It was empty save for the 
orderly behind the bar. Somehow he was 
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glad of that. He didn't feel like talking 
to anyone just then. 

So after having the orderly mix him a 
stiff drink he slouched down in a chair 
and gloomily awaited Pee-'Wee's return. 

One hour later he was sipping his 
fourth drink and still waiting. The sun 
was starting to slide down the western 
side of the sky, and as Dizzy watched it 
through the window he had the feeling 
that the sun represented his most cherish
ed hope-that of some day getting an 
enemy submarine-and it was sliding 
down into oblivion. 

Suddenly · the roar of engines pulled 
him out of the chair in a startled leap. In 
two more leaps he reached a window fac
ing the waterfront and stared out. 'What 
he saw brought a shout of surprise to his 
lips. 

The entire Group, fourteen strong, was 
rushing over the placid waters inside the 
breakwater and zooming up into the air. 
Spellbound, he watched them. Then with 
a wild yell he spun around, raced across 
the mess lounge and tore out through the 
door. 

He didn't stop running until he reached 
the C. O's. shack. As a matter o f  fact 
he really didn't stop until he skidded to a 
halt inside. 

"Major ! What-" 

_He finished the rest with a gulp as he 
reahzed he was talking to an empty office. 
Outside he bounded and over to the radio 
and signal building. There, he almost col
lided with Signal Officer Carson. 

"Hey I Hey !" he panted. "What's the 
idea ? Why are they taking off ? Something 
up ?" 

Carson, phones clamped over his ears, 
motioned him to one side. But Dizzy stood 
his ground. 
· "Dammit, bum, tell me before I wrap 

those things around your ears !" he thund
ered. 

"Shut up, dummy ! Wait a minute !" 
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Seething with wild curiosity, Dooley 
managed to refrain from carrying out his 
threat as Carson jotted down figures on a 
pad of paper. ' A  moment later the· op
erator spun around, twisted a couple of 
dial knobs, and grabbed up a transmitter 
tube. 

"Carson calling Major · Buswell. Just 
got a report from The Texas, sir. Raider 
is believed to be changing course to twen
ty-two south, position K twelve. Repeat
ing . . . .  raider is believed to be changing 
course to twenty-two south position K 
twelve. Will keep on your wave-length. 
Good luck !" 

As the man spoke the last word, Dooley 
grabbed him. 

"Snap it up !" he barked. "What's it  
all about ?" 

"Plenty !" the other flung at him. "The 
Black sub-raider, HX, slammed a couple 
of 'fish' into the Norfolk Base an hour ago 
and blew hell out of two transports tied 
up at the outer dock. They were loading 
for Maine. God knows how many of the 
poor devils caught it. Our lads are out 
trying to smoke it down, now. So's every 
other coastal Group within range." 

"And me left here flat ?" howled Doo
ley. 

"That's your fault !" Carson told him 
curtl:;. "Maybe, i f  you hadn't smacked up 
number-" 

"Go to hell !" thundered Dizzy. "Every 
pilot's needed !'1 

"Hey ! Come back here ! You can't-" 
But Dizzy wasn't listening. Like a 

streak o f  light he went out of the signal 
building and across the cement apron, 
ov�r to the hangars. 

"Sergeant ! Base sergeant !" he roared 
as he rounded the corner of the first 
hangar and ducked inside. 

A grease-smeared figure turned and 
regarded him questioningly. 

"Yes sir ?" 
"That spare ship !" shouted Dizzy, 
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pointing to a lone plane far back in the 
hangar. "Roil it out pronto. I'm taking 
off !" 

The sergeant shook his head. 
"Can't do that, lieutenant. Th� major 

said that-" 
"I'm giving you an order, sergeant !'' 

Dizzy cracked down on him. "Roll that 
ship out now, and float her !" 

"But she haan't got bombs on, sir !" 
cried the other. "And there's only a few 
rounds in her guns. She's no use." 

"I don't give a damn what she's got, 
or what she hasn't got !" yelled the p ilot. 
"Roll her out, and float her, now !" 

The sergeant jumped into action, and 
as Dizzy legged up into the cockpit, half 
a dozen mechanics pushed the ship on its 
float dolly down the ramp and into the 
water. 

By the time it took water Dizzy bad 
the prop turning over. Taxiing a zig-zag 
course out toward the breakwater, to en
able the engine to warm up a bit, he fin:dly 
straightened out and opened up the 
throttle wide. 

WITH a thunder of sound, the engine , 
turneci over maximum revs, spray 

swished backward as the ship went up on 
the pontoon "step, "  and a few moments 
later Dizzy pulled clear and zoomed up 
into a fading sky. At ten thousand he 
leveled off, gave the ship its head and 
bent over the compass and roller sea map. 

"Believed to be changing course to 
twenty-two south, map position K t.velve, 
eh ?" he murmured aloud. "Now let's see. 
That would pla<:e her at about K-ten just 
about now. If I fly-" 

He suddenly stopped with a gasp, turn
eel the roller map a notch or two and 
studied the many lettered and figured strip 
of coastal chart. 

"Dy God, I wonder !" he said aloud. 
Kicking rudde�, he swerved the ship 

around so that it was flying a northerly 

course parallel with the coastline some ten 
miles off his port ·wings. Reaching out his 
free hand, he spun the wave-length dial 
on the radio dash panel and picked up the 
transmitter tube from off its hook. 

"Calling Tenth destroyer squadron !" 
he said. "One zero one coastal plane call
ing Tenth destroyer squadron !" 

A second later the signal light winked, 
and the ear-phones he had clamped over 
his head crackled words. 

"Tenth Destroyer on your wave-length. 
Go ahead l" 

Dizzy hesitated a moment then sucked 
in hi� breath sharply. 

"Report your position, please !" he said. 
"Emergency reasons ! Also please give 
sound detector report !" 

Holding his breath he glued his eyes to 
the signal lig!lt. Seconds clicked p!LSt, but 
it did not blink, nor did \vords snap in the 
ear-phones. 

\Vould they answer, or were circum
stances such that they dared not reveal 
their position ? It was an unusual demand 
that he had made. A demand entirely be
yond his rank and authority. 

A hunch was burning fiercely in his 
brain. A hunch that, for the first time 
since joining the 101 he was doing some
thing right-using the brains the Lord had 
given him as they should be used. 

But it all depended upon getting an an
swer from the Tenth Destroyer squadron 
at sea. I f  the "Old Man" in command 
refused, he was sunk. 

The signal light blinked. 
''Tenth Destroyer calling One Zero One 

Coastal plane on wave-length four, two, 
seven !" 

Dizzy was so excited that he almost 
dropped the transmitter tube. 

"Go ahead, go ahead !" he fairly 
screamed. 

"Re, your inquiry," intoned the voice in 
the phones. "Our position is t\�enty-four 
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north, position K-Nine. Nothing recorded 
on the detector chart for the last two 
hours. Commander requests report on HX 
raider. Have you sighted it ?" 

"No !" Dizzy called back. "Not yet
but I 've got hopes. Many thanks Tenth. 
Signing off !" 

Before the operator aboard the flagship 
far at sea had a chance to say anything 
more, Dizzy snapped off the set and bent 
once more over the sea roller map. The 
red signal light on the panel winked 
furiously but he paid no attention to it. 

"You're right, Dizzy I" he grunted. 
"You've just got to be right tllis time I" 

Jerking· his eyes up he riveted them on 
the shoreline far ahead. With one hand 
he held the stick steady, and with the 
other he nursed the throttle and air com
pensator in a desperate effort to get every 
additional rev possible out of the thund
ering engine cowled into the nose. 

Then followed an hour of hell in the 
air for Dizzy. His air speed-ground speed 
indicator told him that he was making 
maximum knots, but the burning e.."cite
ment within him made it appear as though 
he were loafing along. 

It was not only a race against time but 
also a race against the sun. Already 
the sun was low down on the western 
edge of the world. 

"Get going, get going !" he shouted at 
his air-clawing propeller. "We've got to 
make it in time.'' 

Presently the long finger of land, 
known as Cape Lookout, N. C., slid up in
to his vision. Bending forward he strained 
his eyes to the left of the Cape, toward 
the naval base at Beaufort. 

In the outer harbor half a dozen mighty 
ships of the line rode placidly at anchor. 
The sight brought a great sigh of relief 
from his lips, and tapping rudder and stick 
he swung eastward straight out over the 
Atlantic. 
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"Thank God for that !" he muttered. 
"At least I seem to be on time !" 

Thundering eastward at full throttle he 
studied the choppy waters below V�.-ith 
burning eyes. A hundred times he thought 
he saw a dark shadow gliding along be
neath the spray-flecked waves. But each 
time when he went streah.-ing down, it was 
only to find out that his imaginati�n was 
playing him tricks. 

And then, suddenly, like the cra�h of 
doom, all hell dropped out of the sky on 
top of him. The air virtually trembled 
with savage clattering sound, and before 
he could move a muscle a crazy pattern 
of small holes had been poked in his 
wings. 

wrTH a sharp cry he thumped down 
! on rudder and slammed the stick 
over. 

For a moment the pontoon ship refused 
to take it. But suddenly it flipped over, 
and kept right on nipping. 

A thousand tiny hammers beat a stac
cato serenade against the dural covering 
of the wings, and the armor plating of the 
fuselage. But v.--lth teeth clenched hard, 
and face set grimly, he plowed right 
through. 

Then and then only, Clid he take a split 
second of time to turn in the seat and look 
at his attackers. What be saw sent his 
heart looping over. 

Ten tapered-winged high-speed scout 
amphibians were churning air to get at 
him. 

Instinctively he slid his thumb up to 
the trigger trips, and started to cut back 
in and give battle. But a glance at the 
ammo boxes, and memory of the base 
sergeant's words, made him change his 
nlind instantly. . 

He had less than a hundred rounds 
abroad. To waste them in a one-to-ten 
scr..ap was plain suicide. Better to save 
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them until the very last minute. Until then 
he'd have to depend upon flying skill. 

Slamming the controls, he whipped the 
ship into a reverse maneuver, and went 
tearing between two Black ships that were 
trying to box him in a deadly cross-fire 
attack. 

Not one in a thousand pilots would 
have tried such a cockeyed maneuver, but 
as a result the two Blacks closing in were 
caught off guard and were forced to tear 
into power spins in an effort to avoid 
smashing into each other. 

But they were only two o f  the ten, and 
as Dizzy leveled off and swung . around, 
two more Black planes thundered down on 
him and plast:aed his ship from prop to 
rudder fin with singing steel. To get clear 
he was forced to slam into a spin, and in 

· so doing he enabled the whole brood to 
swing down after him. 

For the next. five seconds, each one 
seemed certain to be his last. The glass 
cowl over the cockpit disappeared in a 
shower of splinters that cut cruelly into 
his cheeks and the back of his neck. 
Through blurred eyes he saw the choppy 
waters of the Atlantic swirling up toward 
him. 

But praise God, it was not because it 
had been hit, but because of the terrific 
speed. 

And then, when it seemed that the very 
nose of the pantoon was about to plunge 
into the water, he hauled back on the 
stick, aad rammed the throttle open the 
extra notth. In that instant heaven and 
earth stood still. Then up shot the nose, 
and like a rocket gone crazy the plane 
careened up in a gigantic half-loop. 

As he neared the top, Dizzy caught the 
flash glance of a Black ship closing in 
from the left. Instinct told him that he 
was in a cold meat position. The stream
lined guns of the Black ship were pointing 
straight at him. 

Hardly realizing it, he kicked left rud
der with every ounce of his strength. 
Like a bird caught in mid-flight his plane 
flopped over on v.>ing. And as it fell he 
jabbed both trigger trips and sent a burst 
of his precious ammo zipping across the 
air space. The Black, taken by surprise, 
and undoubtedly believing that more sing
ing death would follow, cut around in a 
dime turn and went streaking off. 

Cursing, Dizzy started thundering after 
him, and almost let loose another burst. 
But he checked himself in time, and in
stead went tearing up for more altitude. 

�hat took him into free air for a mo
ment, and after a quick glance down at 
the black killers fighting air up toward 
him, he spun the wave-length dial knob 
to the S. 0. S. emergency reading. 

"All planes within call, attention !" he 
shouted. "Am being attacked by ten enemy 
aircraft over map position K 7 !  Ammo 
low, and it is impossible to land. Will try 
to hold them off as long as possible. Please 
.hurry assistance. Dooley of One Zero One 
·
Coastal talking. S. 0. S. emergency !" 

Three times he repeated the call, and 
then suddenly the red signal light blinked 
and the voice of Major Buswell thunder

-ed in the earphones. 

"Dooley ! Message received. What the 
hell are you doing in the air ? Coming 
your way at full throttle !" 

The C. 0. roared some more words 
at him, but Dizzy wasn't listening. At that 
moment he had spotted a dark blur sneak
ing in-shore far beneath the rolling waters. 

As he twisted and· turned in a frantic 
effort to keep clear o f  the Black ships he 
had dully wondered where they had come 
from, and why they happened to be over 
this particular map position. 

But now, as he stared at that long nar
row shadow ·beneath the waves he under
stood perfectly. 
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THE Black planes were from the sub-
base ship and were acting as decoy 

for the sub itself. Not only decoy, but an 
escort as well. With the planes to attract 
attention above, and give battle to any 
American planes that were in the area, 
the sub could slide in  close to shore, re
lease a couple of its deadly fish, and then 
skip out to deep water before it could 
be attacked. 

His hunch had been right. He had fig
ured where the HX would be found, and, 
by God, there it was right down there be
low him. Yet-he granted a curse as the 
truth came to him. Yet, the rest of the 
cockeyed plan that had taken shape in his 
head was knocked haywire by the presence 
of these damn Black amphibians. He 
hadn't figured on them at all. And-

"Damned if  I won't do it, yet I" he 
howled, as he cut around from a Black 
pilot who was striving to nail him with a 
belly burst. "Bombs or no bombs-I'Il 
still do it l" 

He turned on full radio power, and 
grabbed the transmitter tube. 

"Emergency, One zero One Coastal !" 
he bellowed. "Raider HX right below me. 
Heading in for Beaufort base ! Emer
gency-Emergency !" 

"God, if they can only make it !" he 
breathed fiercely, as he snapped off the 
set. "I£ they can only get here in time to 
handle these damn bums, I'll take . that 
sub, so help me !" 

And then, as though the Black pilots 
had actually listened in on his S. 0. S. call, 
they came swarming in on him with all 
guns blazing. 

It seemed to his whirling brain that not 
a square inch of his plane was spared. 
Twice, red-hot fingers touched him. 

His whole body felt doubled up with 
pain, and it was all he could do to move 
his arms and legs. They were just bars 
of lead attached to his body. Before his 
eyes a skyful of black dots spun and dart-
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ed about. That he was letting go some of  
his ammo, he  only realized when the 
clatter of his guns drifted back to him. 

The next second would surely be his 
last. No ? Then the next or the next, or 
the next. Hell, which did it matter ? He 
was sunk. The gang were too far away 
to get here in time. 

Damn him for the dummy he was I 
Why hadn't he contacted them in the very 
beginning ? Told the major what he be
lieved · to be the truth. But no, he had 
wanted it to be his little party. He wanted 
to prove to Buzz-Saw that he really was 
hot stuff in a rough-water crate. 

He choked off the rest of the tantalrz
ing thoughts with a savage curse, and 
flung himself at the nearest Black ship 
with berserk recklessness. Trigger trips 
jabbed forward, he slammed bullet after 
bullet into the twisting plane. Then he 
howled with joy as the right wing of the 
Black plane, weakened by his fire and un
able to stand the additional strain of fran
tic ·maneuvering, tore itself free from the 
stub and went slithering off and down. 

"One, anyway !" he babbled wildly. "I 
got one, anyway. And !11 make it two, 
by God !" 

· 
But as he kicked his bullet-riddled plane 

around, and went tearing blindly into a 
second Black plane, Fate laughed harshly. 

His thumbs had jabbed the trigger trips 
forward, but the twin guns, streamlined 
into the engine cowling, spoke not a word 
of death. One glance was all he needed 
for confirmation. Both ammo boxes were 
as empty as anything could possibly be. 

With a bitter groan of dispair he 
slapped the plane into a full roll, and then 
pulled it up in a zoom. The remaining 
Black ships had slid into perfect box-at
tack formation and \Yere closing in on him. 

At that moment something seemed to 
snap inside his brain. He deliberately cut 
around in a dime turn and roared straight 
at the advancing Blacks. 
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"Like hell you 'll get me in the back !" 
he thundered. "Spread damn you, spread 
-if you want to keep flying !" 

Engine roaring full out, he went 
slamming across the sky in a suicide 
charge. F Qr a moment the Blacks held 
their positions. But as they realized that a 
crazy man was bent on crashing right into 
them, they wavered and split apart so as 
to slam in on a double flank attack. 

But they never made the attack. Dizzy, 
thurn::l.ering down past their whirling pro
pellers, steeled himsel f  for the fatal _blast 
that never carne. 

From above came a mad chatter of 
aerial machine-gun fire, and as he jerked 
dazed eyes upward he saw a swarm of 
101 Coastal ships pi ling down. 

In the bat of an eyelash the sky was 
virtualiy covered with a great sagging net 
of criss-crossed threads o f  tracer smoke. 

s PELLBOUND for the moment, Dizzy 
was unable to tear his eyes from the 

glorious sight. As memory flashed back, 
he let out a yell, slammed around toward . 
shore aod stuck the nose down. The rest ' 
was up to him now. 

Hunching forward he strained his eyes 
down at the water. For hellish seconds he 
feared that the sub had done its job and 
had fled to deep water. But suddenly he 
saw it, a little more than a mile ahead and 
in close to the shore. It was breaking sur
face to release its deadly fish on the un
suspecting naval base ! 

He could clearly see the white trail of  
foam that the observation mast made in  
the water. h was still four miles off the 
naval base, but Dizzy knew that subs of  
the HX type carried fi s h  that were good 
for a seven mile target. And what a 
target the Beaufort base was ! The sub 
couldn't possibly miss. 

Of course, once it  broke surface it 
would be spotted. But before guns could 
be trained on it and fired, it would have 

released its cargo of concentrated death, 
and be crash-diving down to safety. 

Bullet-riddled wings whining and flut
tering dangerously, Dizzy nevertheless 
held his plane in its mad dive seaward. 
He knew, or rather he hoped that he 
knew, the sub crew would be too intent on 
firing their fish to pay much attention to 
the air fi.ght above and behind him. That 
job was for their decoy and escort planes. 

Therefore 'vith luck-yeah, a barrel
full of it-he could carry out the last act 
of his crazy plan. 

Steepening his dive, he raced down un
til his pontoon step was practically bounc
ing off the crests of the choppy waves. 
Then, leveling off, he flew dead on toward 
the submarine. Its coning tower was now 
above water. 

A moment later the forward deck guns 
broke surface. But as the ship was trim
med, the deck guns went under water 
again and only the coning tower showed. 
And then as the propellers churned water 
in reverse the long dull black shape be
came motionless in the water. Up went 
the coning tower hatch cover and a dark
uniformed figure appeared ; put binoculars 
to his eyes. 

Steeling himself, Dizzy cut away sharp
ly at right angles to the craft. With wing
tips almost touching the water, he cut back 
i n  at the port side. 

At that moment the figure in the con
ing tower saw him. It ducked out of sight, 
and the hatch cover started to slam down. 
But Dizzy had gauged his distance to 
per fection. 

Bracing himself as best he could, he 
flipped off the ignition switch and rammed 
the stick forward. Ahead and down shot 
the nose of his pontoon. A second later 
there was a thunderous roar o f  sound. A 
million lights blazed up in his head. 

A giant unseen hand grab hold of him 
and flung him up against the dash panel. 
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Then another giant hand grabbed him and 
slammed him back into the seat again. 

His body seemed dead. Only his brain 
was alive. 

Through a maze of nvisted and 
crumpled wreckage in front of him, he 
saw the head and shoulders of a cruel
faced Black poke up past the nose of his 
pontoon that was jammed against the open 
lid of the coning tower. 

Something in the man's hands spat 
flame, and white hot spears cut through 
his left shoulder. 

The next thing �e realize� he was jerk
ing the trigger of his own autmnatic and 
howling at the top of his voice. The Black 
in the coning tower seemed to jwnp up, 
and then like a wet sack of meal he fell 
over the crumpled pontoon, and the port
able machine-gun in his hands went plop
ping down into the water. 

Reeling around like a drunken man, 
Dizzy kept popping slu�s at the opened 
coning tower hatch. 

"Come on, another one of you bums !" 
he roared. "Come on up and get it !" 

Out the corner of his eye he could see 
the water being churned up by the sub's 
propellers, as its crew tried desperately to 
back-water and pull clear of the plane 
crumpled about it. 

But Dizzy only laughed wildly and kept 
shouting taunting invitations for the sub 
crew and officers to show themselves. 
He'd done the job perfectly. He knew 
that. And any attempt on the part :Of the 
Blacks to pull clear, would only spill sea 
water down their jammed ·open coning 
tower hatch. 

As he started to brace himself against 
the trembling motions of the sub and his 
crashed plane, the last bit of strength i n  
him faded out. He spilled over o n  hi:> 
bullet-shattered shoulder. 

The next thing he realized, Pee-Wee 
Watts was pouring whisky down his 
throat. He choked and gurgled and stared 
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about. He was in bed in his hutment, and 
the room was filled with a sea of grinning 
faces. The voice of Major Buswell spoke. 

"Well, you crazy Indian, i f  you've got 
a tongue in that thick head of yours, let's 
hear the story. How in the name of God 
did you find that sub?" 

Dizzy finished the glass of whisky. 
"Just got an idea, sir," he said. "Fig

ured that the HX wouldn't be heading to
ward K-Twelve because the Tenth De
stroyers patrol that area. Checked posi
tion with them, and found that their detec
tors hadn't picked up a thing. Then I fig
ured that the HX was pulling a slick one 
-faking a K-Twelve run but really 
cutting down the coast for a crack at the 
Beaufort naval base. 

"It would be clear sailing because all 
our planes had been pulled up north and 
out to sea. W eli-well, my hunch was 
right. But, thank God, you fellows sho'!Ved 
up. For awhile I didn't think I'd have a 
chance to crash the thing." 

Major Buswell shook his head and 
sighed. 

"Is that one for the book I" he grunted. 
"No bombs, no nothing, and he still goes 
out and gets a sub that fourteen of us 
can't even find ! Huh, all we did was to get 
a couple of planes, and then watch while a 
destroyer picked you up, and collared the 
sub !" 

Dizzy swallowed hard, chewed his lower 
lip in hesitation. 

' 

"Say, major," he got out slowly. "Do I 
still have to--" 

"Go to land planes ?" the C. 0. fin
ished. "No. Your pal here, Pee-Wee had 
practically talked me out of it when the 
alarm came through. And after what 
you've done we'll keep you on for exhibi
tion purposes, if nothing else. Yup, I guess 
H. Q. will figure that the HX is at least 
worth thirteen crashes. Probably a medal, 
too !" 



--..-----.r .. .-..... ing . \Ultures 

No pilot ever joined Unit X
Devil's Island of the ait·-and 
left it alive. Yet as Alec Wat
son saw the gates of that killers' 
drome closing behind him, he 
vowed to crack its mystery wide 
open-to ride a free man's hel
lion trail against Black death 

wmgs. 
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The da,.ing prop ram

med into the tail section 
of the spy'!! ship. 

.. 



VANISHING VULTURES 

W
ITH easy, born-to-the-stick move
ments, Alec Watson, B Flight 
skipper o f  the 84th shock pursuit 

Unit, swung his Bolling F4D around in 
a dime tur!1 and stuck the nose down for 
a dive through the cloud layer below. A 
look of annoyance was stamped on his 
wind-bronzed face, and his hand on the 
stick tightened spasmodically in tempo 
with his thoughts. 

For two hours, now, he had been wing
ing around over Black territory just north 
of the Vermont-Canada line. Winging 
around at half-throttle, and openly dar
ing an enemy pilot or two to come up
stairs and go into their dance. 

But the only thing that had come his 
way had been anti-aircraft shells. And 
dam few of them. To Alec it seemed 
that every blasted Black on the whole 
North American continent had the wind 
up, and was refusing point blank to take 
the air until he beat it for other parts . 

Time and time again he had slammed 
down to within a couple of thousand feet 
of the ground-twice, right smack over 
a black drome. But it had been no soap, 
and with each passing minute his temper 
had gone up a degree or two. 

Had he seen any action lately, it would 
have been different. But that he hadn't 
was the very reason he'd disobeyed Major 
Johnston's orders for pilots not to fly solo 
patrols, and had gone tooting off by him
self. 

O f  course there would be hell to pay 
when he got back. Johnston was hell on 
wheels when his charges didn't toe the 
line. But punishment would be worth it 
if only he could get a little action. 

"Damn right !" he grated. "Two weeks, 
and all I've done has been to use up gas 
and oil. What the hell's the matter with 
these bums, anyway ?" 

The last words had hardly slid off his 
lips when two Black pursuits came 
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screaming out of the cloud layer and 
veered sharply toward him . 

An instant later twin streams o f  flame 
spewed out from the sleek, pointed snout 
of each . ship , and unseen fingers poked 
a pattem of holes in the Dural covering 
of his wmgs. 

He tore into action. Brain and mus� 
cles working in perfect co-ordination, he 
slammed his ship into a half-roll and 
smacked the throttle wide open. His Boll
ing took air like a spirited race horse 
leaving the barrier, and in the bat of an 
eye lash he had corkscrewed down and up 
in a thundering zoom, and was writing 
his name in singing steel along the belly 
of one of the jet black ships. 

"How's that for apples ?" he roared 
joyously. "Come on and show papa your 
stuff !" 

And that was just what the two Black 
pilots proceeded to do. In less than two 

seconds Alec realized that he was not up 
against any fledglings. Each was a sky 
vulture with plenty of experience under 
his belt. 

But he tore into them as though the 
very fate of the war between the Black 
Invaders and the United States depended 
upon the outcome. 

Keeping the trigger trips jabbed all the 
way fonvard, he caught one of the B lack 
ships as its pilot tried to duck out o f  a 
hal f loop, and sent a ton of hot steel 
smashing straight through the glass cowl
ing over the cockpit. 

Undoubtedly the pilot underneath never 
knew what struck him. One moment he 
was frantically trying to "stick" his plane 
out o f  danger. The next, he was j ust so 
much bullet-riddled flesh and bones roar
ing earthward in a runaway plane. 

"One down !" shouted Alec triumphant
ly. "Now for you, baby !" 

Slamming around, he went tearing for 
the remaining Black ship. But its pilot 
was obviously no fool. He had seen his 
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comrade go down, and no longer desired 
any part of this crazy American. He 
spun around in a dime turn and clawed 
air northward. 

"Oh no, you don't !" roared Alec as he 
took up hot pursuit. "You started it, 
didn't you ? Okay, you're sticking to the 
finish !" 

But as he started to line up the fleeing 
Black in his sights, the signal light on 
the dash radio panel blinked rapidly and 
a voice crackled in the ear-phones. 

" Eighty-fourth calling Captain Watson ! 
Emergency ! Return to this field at once. 
Major Johnston's orders. Return at 
once.!" 

Alec hesitated a split second, then spun 
his wave length dial, and snatched up the 
transmitter tube. 

" Message received Collins !" he said. 
"\Vill return later. Just got a Black, and 
I'm closing in on another. Call you in 
fifteen minutes !" 

The ear-phones grunted. 
"Better come now, Alec," they said. 

"It's the major's orders. Something came 
through from Corps H.Q. Don't know 
what, but the major · said for me to get 
you pronto t" 

Alec scowled at the radio panel and 
tried to make up his mind. Johnston 
wanting to see him was one thing, but 
maybe Corps H.Q. had something sweet 
all cooked up. 

Colonel Barker, C.O. o f  Corps H.Q., 
was an old friend of his, and had prom
ised not more than three weeks ago that 
if ever anything big broke, he'd give Alec 
a crack at whatever it was. 

Suddenly he realized that there was 
but one thing to do-go back to the field. 
During his moments of hesitation the 
fleeing Black had slipped up into the cloud 
byer and was lost to view. 

Mentally kicking himself for missing 
a golden opporttmity, he swung the ship 
south. 

"Okay, Collins," he mumbled into the 
transmitter tube. "I'm coming in now !" 

THREE-QUARTERS of an hour later · he slid down to a perfect three-point 
on Eighty-four's field jest outside Rut
land. As he ta.xied into the line and 
legged out, a tall signal lieutenant ran up 
to him. 

"Congrats on the one you got, Alec,'' 
he grinned. · "Just got confirmation from · 
the Second Tanks. But hold that temper 
of yours, kid. Johnston's fit to be tied. 
Something haywire, i f  yon ask me." 

Alec stared at him, frowned. 
"Any idea, Collins ?" he asked. 
"No," he said. "Unless it can be that 

he listened in as I called you, and heard 
you try to stall off an emergency order. 
He's in the shack waiting. Better take it 
on the run." 

Giving the signal officer a nod of 
thanks, Alec shuffled over to the Unit 
office. Behind the desk sat a thin-faced, 
mustached major. As he jerked his eyes 
up at Alec's entrance they virtually spat 
fire. 

"Well, Watson," he barked, "what the 
devil's the idea of not returning at once 
when I send you an emergency order ?" 

"I was in a fight, sir," replied the pllot 
evenly, "and I couldn't leave. I came as 
quick as I could." 

The other snorted. 
"And who gave you permission to make 

a solo patrol against my orders ?" 
"No one, sir," answered Alec evenly. 

"But I couldn't stand the inactivity any 
longer. However, I'm willing t o  take my 
punishment." 

"Oh, is that so ?" sneered the C.O. 
"Well, that's just what you're going to 
get. I don't want pilots of your type in 
my Unit, but while your friend, Colonel 
Barker, was C. 0. of Corps my hands 
were tied. However, Watson, you'll be 
interested to learn that Colonel Barker 
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has been recalled to \Vashington for spe
cial duty. And the man who has taken 
his place is Colonel Arron !" 

Alec took it without a singte trace of 
emotion on the outside, but inwardly his 
heart sank. 

Colonel Arron-"Leavenworth" Arron, 
they called him. He was a slave driver 
from the old army school, and the de
faulrers that he had broken and sent to 
the military prison at Leavenworth were 
!Il()re than the fingers of a dozen hands. 

Just why G.H.Q. allowed him to re
main in the service was a mystery to ev
eryone. But they did, and whenever 
Leavenworth Arron took over a command 
it meant that all those under him would 
live in a heU upon earth. 

Colonel Barker gone, and Leavenworth 
Arron in his place ! 

Alec swallowed hard in  spite of him
self, and MaJor Johnston's eyes lighted 
up triumphantly. 

"I imagine that you can guess, Wat
son," he purred softly, "but I'll tell you 
just the same. Colonel Arron sent through 
a request, an hour ago, that all undisci
plined officers be reported to him at once. 
I have only one undisciplined officer in 
my Unit. You, Watson ! And so you will 
report at once to Corps H.Q. for-shall 
we say-a course in military etiquette. 
You will leave your plane here. A car 
will take you to Corps H.Q. That's all. 
Dismissed !" 

Alec hesitated. Without realizing it, he 
swayed forward on the ball.s of his feet. 
Major Johnston's sharp voice jerked him 
up short before he could slam out with 
his fist. 

"Careful, ·Watson ! That'll get you a 
firing squad, so belp me God !" 

The pilot relaxed, then saluted smartly 
and retreated out of the office. He walked 
stiff-legged over to his hutment, jammed 
a few necessities in his kit bag, and then 
went over to the motor transport depot. 
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There, a sad-eyed corporal driver was 
waiting fur him. 

"Taking you to Corps H.Q., skipp�. 
ain't I ?" he rmnnhled . . "Heard that this 
Arran had taken over. Gosh, I'm wishing 
you luck, skipper." 

"Thanks, corporal," Alec replied in a 
flat voice as he climbed in front. "Let's 
go !" 

All the way to Corps H.Q. Alec sat 
like a man of stone, eyes fixed steadfastly 
on the road ahead. But his brain was 
spinning over at a feverish pace. Hell. i f  
he  had known this, damned i f  he  would
n't have gone chasing that second Black 
clear up to the North Pole. Better to take 
his chances against a dozen Blacks than 
against that slave driver, Arran. 

"Oke, skipper. And I'm still wishing 
you plenty .of luck !" 

The corporal's words snapped Alec out 
of his reverie. The car had braked to a 
stop in  front of Corps H.Q. shack. Giv
ing the non-com a nod he got out, walked 
over to the door and went through it. 

"W:::A T the hell do you mean by en-
tering without knocking ?" The 

words boomed from the heavy-set figure, 
seated behind the desk, like rolling ·thun
der. Alec stopped short and saluted. 

"Sorry, sir," he got out thickly. 
"Like hell, you're sorry !" roared the 

other. "Just damn thoughtless, that's all. 
Who are you, anyway?" 

"Captain Watson, Eighty-four Shock, 
reporting on Major Johnston's orders !'' 

The change that took place in the ex• 
pression on the other's face made Alec 
blink. Like the drawing of a curtain, 
anger faded away. Small eyes sparkled 
pleasantly and thick lips curled back in 
a smile of welcome. At least, so it seem'ed. 

"I'm Colonel Arran, captain," said the 
big man in a well modulated tone. ''W el
come to my command. I had qnite a long 
talk with Maj or Johnston about you." 
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The very faint trace of silkiness that 
crept into the man's words as he spoke, 
sounded a hidden note of warning in
side Alec. Unconsciously he braced him
self. 

"Yes, sir ?" he encouraged. 
"Yes, indeed," nodded the Corps H.Q. 

C.O. Then motioning with his pudgy 
hand, "Sit down, captain, I want to have 
a little talk with you." 

Alec sat down and waited, body tensed. 
The colonel took a moment to rub his 
hands together, then spoke : 

"Yes, quite a talk," he repeated. "It 
seems that you and Major Johnston do 
not get along very well together. Mostly 
your fault, captain, I'm sure. From what 
I know of him, Johnston is a very splen
did officer. Admirably suited for his job, 
as a matter of fact. But take that little 
incident this morning-your rank dis
obedience of Major Johnston's no solo 
flying order. Why did you do it, cap
tain?" 

The last came out like rifle bullets. Alec 
took it, and met the other's look eye for 
eye. 

"I  wanted action; sir,'' he said evenly. 
"I admit my error, but Major Johnston 
has kept us on the ground too much of 
late. I wanted action, and so I went after 
it." 

Colonel Arran arched his brows, and a 
queer shimming look seeped into his small 
eyes. 

"Ah !" he breathed. "So it was action 
y.ou wanted, eh ? You have a special crav
ing for action, captain ? Is thlt why you 
took matters into your own hands today, 
and on several other times ?" 

Alec stared at his folded hands a mo
ment, then raised agate eyes. 

"No, sir !" he snapped. "Only. because 
I got tired of Major Johnston's powder
puff tactics. Since he took command four 
months ago !_le's been after a no casualty 

record. We haven't been worth a hoot in 
hell to the Air Force. He won't let us 
scrap-actually avoids fights, for fear 
that one of us may be shot down and the 
record of his Unit spoiled. 

"I tried a dozen times for a transfer 
-so did some of the others. Application 
was denied each time. I didn't enlist to 
waste gas and oil. I'm s.orry for my lan
guage,· sir . .  But I think you wanted it 
straight, so I gave it to you that way." 

"I see, I see," mumbled the Corps H.Q. 
as he finished. "Well, I think we can ar
range the matter of transfer, captain. 
You seem so eager to serve your country, 
that I'm going to give you full oppor
tunity to do that very thing. By the way, 
have you ever heard of Unit X ?" 

The question smacked against Alec's 
ears like the clang of fire gongs. Heard 
of Unit X ?  Who hadn't ? 

To be sent to Unit X was to say fare
well forever to life and liberty, because 
release from Unit X was by one method 
only-death. Called X, because its where
abouts was always a mystery to everyone 
except a certain group in G.H.Q., and 
its activities never broadcast or published, 
the members lived and died in their own 
little hell unsung and completely for
gotten. 

Yet from a military standpoint its ex
istance was justified. Every available bit 
of man-power was needed in the war 
against the Black Invaders, and rather 
than send pilots, condemned of the most 
serious militarJ clime, to the scaffold, they 
were sent to Unit X to get �lled for a . 
cause. 

The one crime that sent a man to Unit 
X was murder, and murder only. And as 
Alec realized that truth his eyes flashed. 

"�S, sir, I've heard of it," he said 
tight-lipped. "But, you don't mean 

that you're-" 
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"I most certainly do !" the other cracked 
down on him. "By special dispensation 
granted me by G.H.Q. I have the right to 
mete out punishment according to my own 
judgment. And you, captain, seem to be 
very good material for Unit X. So that 
is exactly where you are going. O f  course, 
if you prefer a drum-head court martial
available to you under the law-and its 
ultimate sentence to Leavenworth, your 
request will be granted." 

Virtually trembling with rage, Alec re
alized the neatness of the trap that Major 
Johnston had sprung. A drum-head court 
martial would be a farce. He had dis
obeyed a superior officer in time of war. 
That in itself could very possibly rate 
ma.'{imum punishment. And Johnston, 
knowing his military law, had simply 
passed the word along to Colonel Arion. 
That the two of them were friends was 
obvious. And one Alec vV atson was being 
shuttled off to where he would no longer 
give any trouble to a medal-seeking Unit 
commander. 

He shook his head. 

"I withdraw my right for a dnun
head," he said evenly. "I accept your 
punishment." 

Colonel Arran looked both surprised 
and disappointed. Surprised perhaps, be
cause he didn't expect Alec to take it on 
the chin. And disappointed because he 
would not be able to go through all the 
fuss of a drum-head court martial. But 
he soon wiped off his expression and 
smiled grimly. 

"Very wise," he said. "At Unit X you 
will at least get as much action as you 
desire. From a special report I've just 
received, there seems to be quite a mys
tery at the Unit. Several of its pi!ots have 
died during the last week. Shot down by 
enemy planes they don't even see." 

The senior officer paused as though al
lowing time for his words to sink in. 

"Just a bit of ·instruction and a warn-
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ing, captain," he said. "There is  n o  com
manding officer of Unit X. Orders for 
patrols are sent through each evening in 
code form. Unit X is a bat squadron
daylight patrols are forbidden. You will 
be given a uniform without rank or in
signia of any kind. To try to escape is 
simply asking for additional punishment. 
You will receive no mercy from the 
Blacks. And you will be hunted down, 
and found, if  you attempt to hide in this 
country. Another thing, your plane will 
not be equipped with radio, so you might 
just as well get out of your head any 
idea of trying to communicate with the 
outside world. Is that all clear ?" 

" Perfectly," he said shortly. "But where 
is the drome ?" 

The senior officer smiled. 
"You'll find that out later." 
As he finished, he reached out his hand 

and j abbed one of a row of buttons on 
the desk. A moment later an armed guard 
entered and saluted. Leavenworth nodded. 

"Take charge of this officer ! "  he 
barked. " See that he's fitted with a uni
form for service with Unit X. And tell 
the transport corporal to be ready to leave 
at four sharp." 

The guard nodded, shot Alec a hard 
look, and then motioned with his hand 
toward the door. 

"Ahead of me, you !" he grunted. 
Alec whitened at the man's lack of re

spect, then shrugged when he realized that 
the guard probably considered him a con
victed murderer. He turned toward Col
onel Arran, and his voice was like steel 
against steel as he spoke. 

"I'm coming back, Colonel Arron. I 
have yet to commit the crime, you know r· 

And be fore the senior officer had time 
to recover from that one, Alec turned on 
his heel and walked through the door, the 
guard right after him. 

At five minutes of four he was waiting 
alone in a small room of the guard house. 
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In place of his regulation uni form he was 
clad in plain fatigue OD from head to 
foot. His hair had been clipped convict 
style, and a thin steel bracelet had been 
locked about his left wrist. 

Two guards had done the job on him, 
and though it had taken them the good 
part of an hour and a hal f, not once had 
they so much as looked him in the eye, to 
say nothing of speaking to him. 

Why he had been as meek as a lamb 
about it all, Alec did not know. It might 
possibly have been because of any one of 
several reasons. 

One was because he guessed the hv:o 
guards to be thugs in Arran's pay, and 
to resist would "Only get him a broken 
head. Another, because of a sudden de
sire to see the thing through to the end. 
That he was being· railroaded to a con-

. viet unit seemed m�believable. There must 
be something fishy somewhere. 

Another, and perhaps the most impor
tant reason why he had let things run 
their course, was a burning desire to see 
action. 

Alone in the world since the age of fif
teen, he had enlisted with the grim satis
faction that the�e were no relatives to 
mourn his death. He had only himself 
and his new job to think about-that job 
was to fly and fight for his country. It 
was the one thing he wanted to do more 
than anything else in the world. Here 
was the chance-fair enough. 

Mulling over the multitude of thoughts, 
suddenly jerked his head up as the door 
opened and Colonel Arron and a guard 
stepped inside. 

The Corps H.Q. C.O. gave him a 
searching glance, and seemed to be satis
fied with what he sa.w, for he rubbed his 
palms together and nodded. 

"Time for you to leave, \Vatson," he 
said shortly. "But remember my warn
ing about attempting to escape Unit X. 
It would simply be suicide." 

With that the senior officer nodded his 

head toward the door where the guard 
stood rigid, automatic gripped in his big 
right hand. Slowly Alec got to his feet 
and walked outside. A closed car was 
waiting a few yards in front. 

At a sign from the guard he climbed in 
back. The guard got in beside him and 
grunted to a second guard behind the 
wheel. Gears meshed softly and the car 
moved off. Face expressionless, Alec 
le<lned back and closed his eyes. N e.."t:t 
stop, Unit X. 

fOR six long hours the car raced for-
ward in what he guessed to be a gen

eral northeasterly direction. The side cur
tains had been drawn, also the curtain 
between the front and rear seats, but by 
watching the tiny crack of sunlight that 
seeped through, he was able to guess the 
destination. 

Beside him on the seat, the guard sat 
like a man of granite, not once tal�ing his 
eyes off his prisoner. 

Finally, long after the sun had gone 
down, the car rolled to a halt. The driver 
got out and in the darkness Alec could 
hear him talking with someone. 

A. few minutes later the right door was 
opened, and a hand reached in and took 
hold of him. 

" Get out and watch your step I" ordered 
a gruff voice. 

Alec got out, and allowed himsel f to be 
lead along a night-shadowed road and 
shoved into a second car. Someone 
climbed in beside him and the car moved 
off. Another two hours and it slid to a 
stop in front of a dimly lighted building. 
The man beside him leaned over and gave 
him a little push. 

"End of the line, killer !" he growled. 
"Go inside and make yoursel f  at home. 
Hope you like it !" 

Stumbling out onto the ground, Alec 
paused and took a moment or two to look 
around. He couldn't see much, but what 
he did see gave him the impression that 
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he was on a flat square of ground com
pletely surrounded by rugged hills. 

To his left were three battered hangars 
of ancient vintage. And to the right was 
a cluster of small huts, the largest one 
with dim light seeping through its four 
or five windows. 

"Waiti•g won't get you a thing, guy !" 
snarled the voice from the car. "Get in
side and like it !" 

Like a IJlall in a trance Alec obeyed the 
.order, walked up to the door and shoul
dered through. He entered a smoke-filled 
room in wWch ten or fifteen figures, clad 
just as he ""as, were lounging about. 

Haunting eyes fastened upon him as he 
paused for a moment. Then a giant of a 
man heaved himself up out of a nearby 
chair and came shuffling up to him. He 
stopped two fe&t away, placed fists akimbo 
of hips and regarded him with sneering 
eyes. 

"Another sucker for the death mill, 
eh ?" he snorted. "Don't look like a killer 
to me. Who'd you get, huh ?" 

Instant dislike surged up in Alec. 

"That's my business !" he snapped. 
"Where d0 I get my ship ?" 

The other broke into roaring laughter. 

"Just: like that, eh ?" he boomed. 
"Where do you get your ship ? Listen, 
bimbo, you don't get one unless I say the 
word, see ? I'm running this outfit, and 
what I say �oes." 

Alec made no answer. He let his eyes 
rove about the room, and stiffened slightly 
at what he saw-it was haunting f�ar on 
every face. He had the sudden dizzy im
pression that he had entered murderers' 
row at Sing Sing and that each o.f these 
men was awaiting his call to walk the 
last long mile to the ele<:tric chair. 

He had half expected to meet a gang 
of tough birds-men hard as nails, and 
not caring a damn whether they lived or 
died. But nothing like this. 
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"You hear me, or do you need a clout 
on the nose !" 

The big man in front of him leaned 
forward and dug steel-daws into his 
shoulder as he boomed the words. The 
tension that had gripped Alec for hours 
snapped in that second. In a lightning
like movement he twisted aside and flashed 
up with his right fist. 

It caught the big man square on the 
jaw. Back went his head, and his mouth 
popped open. For a split second he seemed 
to halt pivot on his heels, then he crashed 
down onto the floor, rolled over once and 
lay still. 

Absolute silence f olLowed. Suddenly, a 
thin man leaped to his feet. 

"VI elcome buzz�rd !" he shouted. "You 
gave Butch just what he's needed for the 
last week. Shake ! My name's Barrows. 
Yours ?" 

"\Vatson," grunted Alec as he took the 
hand. " Now, if its O.K. with everyone, 
let's have the story !" 

AS HE spoke he walked forward and 
slumped down into a chair. The 

others stared at him a moment, then cast 
furtive glances at each other. 

"'What do you mean, the story ?" mur
mured the man who had introduced him
self as Barrows." 

Ale<: waved his hand to include them all. 
"Something's got you," he said. ' '\Vhat 

is it, this bum I just planted, or what ?" 
"Oh hell, Butch is 0. K. in his \""ay," 

spoke up a short, stocky lad. "It's-it's 
the vanishing vultures. They got ten of 
us in the last week. And they'll be getting 
more tonight. To hell with it. I'm going 
to blow ! I'd rather get the rope, than 
wait for i t  this way !" 

The man fairly screamed the last, ana 
his body trembled like a leaf in a gale of 
wind. Barrows leaped over to him and 
smashed him across the face with the palm 
of his hand. 
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"You damn fool !" he barked. "Take 
your chances with the rest of us . Don't 
I fly top cover every patrol ? Don't I take 
the biggest risk ? And am I quitting ? 
Hell no ! I know it's no use. The guards 
would get me i f  I went by ground. And 
i f  I took my crate, where the hell would 
I land, looking like this ?" 

The stocky one made no answer. Face 
buried in his hands his body shook with 
silent, dry weeping. Alec caught Bar
rows' eye. 

"What did he mean by the vanishing 
vultures ?" he asked. 

The other shrugged. 

"Spy work somewhere," he said blunt
ly. "The Blacks know of every patrol 
we make. When we least expect it they 
pile down on us, get all they can, and 
keep right on going. Before we know 
what's happened, they're gone." 

"But don't you see them coming 
down ?" questioned Alec. 

"Nope. They bang upstairs out of 
sight, then drop on us." 

,,_But hell, man !" Alec shot at him. "If 
you can't see them, how the hell can they 
see you?" 

Barrows shrugged. 
"Answer that for me, buzzard ," he 

grunted, "and I'll sleep a damn sight bet
ter at night. We fly without lights, but 
the tramps know just where we're going 
to be. I'm telling you it's spy work." 

The man paused and ran agate, nar
rowed eyes about the room. It seemed to 
Alec that they rested longest on the pros
trate Butch. 

"I've said so for a week !" grated Bar
rows. "There's a rat in this outfit-a 
rat spy." 

"How come ?" asked Alec quickly. 
The other pointed to a radio panel in 

the corner. 
"Our orders come over that from Ar

ran, and-" 

"Arran ?" echoed Alec stiffly. "He 
sends orders through ?" 

"Sure ! Didn't you know this was his 
pet outfit ? He's the bum who started it. 
Special permission from G.H.Q. Any
way, as I was saying, the orders come 
from him in code out of that thing. Only 
us guys hear them. None of the grease
balls. We de-code them and fly the pa
trol ordered. 

"Well, fo"r a week straight there has 
been a surprise attack, and we've lost ten. 
Figure it out for yourself. Someone in 
this roo:-�1 tips off the Blacks. And I'm the 
guy that's going to find him, so help me !" 

As the man finished and glared at the 
rest they all bent their heads and stared 
at the floor. That is, all except Alec. His 
eyes were fastened on the one known 
as Butch. 

And as though his gaze actually pene
trated the man's brain and revived him, 
the big pilot groaned, opened his eyes 
and sat up. 

"What happened ?" he mumbled thickly. 
When no one answered him, he slowly 

staggered to his feet, and stood rocking 
back and forth on his heels. Eventually 
his eyes focussed on Alec. 

"There's another day corning !'' he 
growled. "I'm not the one to forget. All 
right, you bums, get ready to fly. We take 
off in half an hour. vVho wants top-cover 
tonight ? You again, Barrows ?" 

The thin pilot nodded and flickered a 
scornful look at the others. 

"Sure !" he snapped. "Damned if they 
can make me show yellow." 

To Alec it seemed that everyone, Butch 
in particular, heaved a sigh of relief. As 
they all got slowly to their feet, he walked 
quickly over to Butch and fixed him with 
a steady eye. 

"Guess you can answer my question 
now," he clipped out. "Where do I get 
my ship ?" 

The other's face went red, and his 
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hands bunched. But something in Alec's 
look made hifn suddenly relax. 

"Spare crate in B hangar I" he growled. 
"Number Seven. Take it, but keep out 
of my way, see ?'' 

"Thanks," said Alec quietly. "Maybe 
I will. And then again, maybe I won't." 

Before the big pilot could say anything 
he turned on llls heel and walked over 
to where Barrows was climbing into flying 
kit and chute pack. 

"By the way, Barrows," he said. "Not 
that it matters, but just where is this 
field, and where do we fly the patrol to
night ?" 

The other grinned. 

"No soap if you're thinking of lighting 
out, flyer," he said. · "We're a hundred 
miles from nowhere. To be exact� we're 
smack in the mountains at map position 
M-Four, just we!t of the New Brunswick 
line. But we change dromes every two 
days-just something extra for us to do, I 
1,;uess. As for tonight's patrol, stick with 
the bunch. We're headed for M-Three 
to be on the lookout for Black bombers 
coming over. Sure you want to try it ?" 

"Positive," nodded Alec grimly. "And 
I've got a hunch I'm going to like it." 

The other gave him a queer look. 
"Okay then. And good luck, buzzard." 

HALF an hour later Alec rammed open 
the throttle of Number Seven · and 

sent it racing · down the narrow, flood
lighted take-off strip. With easy motions 

he lifted it into the night sky and dropped 
into position at the rear right of a large 
V formation. 

Before taking off, Butch had ordered 
him to fly at number three on the left. 
But for reasons of his own, Alec had 
faked trouble with his engine long enough 
to enable him to be the last ship to take 
off. 

Now as he winged eastward, eyes glued 
to the blurred shadow just ahead and to 
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the left, Iris face was set in grim deter
mination. 

"Maybe I'm wrong," he breathed soft
ly. "But they're a bunch of saps not to 
have figured it out for themselves." 

Glancing earthward every now and then 
he could make out the rugged mountains 
of northern Maine, and a lake or two here 
and there. But ahead was nothing but 
blurred darkness. 

From past e.."\:perience he knew that this 
sector of the war was the quietest of t...;e 
entire line. That is, from the standpoint 
of ground activity. Because of the ter
rain fonnations ground troop movements 
were practically impossible and both sides 
had to depend upon their air forces to 
keep each other in check. 

As a result air activity was aoubled, 
and hundreds of Blacks and Yanks had 
made their last flight over the Maine-New 
Brunswick line. Yeah, a perfect sector 
for Unit X !  

Holding position perfectly, Alec 
thought of Leavenworth Arran, and 
seething rage surged up within him. So 
Unit X was Arran's pet outfit, eh? How 
in the name .of God did G.H.Q. permit 
such a man to control the destinies of 
these condemned pilots ? Or were they 
condemned ? Was it not possible that a 
lot of them had been sent up here just 
as he bad been ? 

"Can't escape, eh ?" he muttered. "vVeil, 
I'm going to, Leavenworth Arran. After 
I clean up a little job tonight-i f I have 

luck-I'm going to slam right through to 
Washington H.Q. and blow the lid off !" 

As the last slid off his lips, he reached 
out his hand and eased back on the throt
tle. A shadow ahead of him was poking 
out of formation position and sliding off 
to the left. 

Though Alec could not see it clearly, he 
knew that the shadow was the plane that 
Butch was flying. He grinned and eased 
the nose up. 
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" Not lea.Ying us are you, Butch ?" he 
grw1ted. ''Getting yellow, or is there 
something more important on your 
mind ?" 

1\.[aking no attempt to follow Butch's ' 
p lane . he opened up his engine again and 
clawed :..ir for altitude. For one horri
ble moment he thought that he had lost 
sight of the rest of the formation. Then 
he saw them winging eastward far below. 

Though it was taking a chanc\! of los
ing them completely, he nevertheless 
climbed higher and higher. Eventually he 
leveled o ff, 1;sked the dash light long 
enough for a snap glance at the compass 
and roller map, and then set a dead-on 
course for map position M-Three. 

The next llalf hour was thirty minutes 
::�f torturlng hell. A thousand times he 
lost faith in the plan that had been slowly 
taking form jg his brain. And a thousand 
times he clamped dmvn on his jflngled 
nerves and forced himself to see the thing 
through to the end. 

S uddenly he saw something that his 
aching ey� had bean straining to see. 
With a beliow o£ rage he plunged down in 
a roarif:!g dive and jabbed both trigger 
trips forward. His twin Bro,•:nings clat
tered savagely and a shower o f  singing 
death went ripping off into space. 

Seconds later the night sky f>ecame a 
criss-cnlis pattern of j etting flame . Sleek 
shadow'S da.ted and looped about. Across 
Alec's sigkts raced a thin-winged mono
plane. He did not have to see its mark
ings to know that it was a Black Dart. 

Sight a!'ld action became one. His guns 
smashed out steel and the monoplane went 
careenin! up\•tard as though struck · by 
some �reat uuseen hand . 

Alec followed it up, pouring burst a fter 
burst into its corkscrewing blur. And then, 
a great tongue of ftame leaped .out and 
flooded the entire heavens. 

In the seconds allowed. Alec got a flash 
g-lance of a swarm of twisting turning 

planes. half of them Yank and the other 
half Black Darts. 

And j ust be fore the crimson glow fused 
out to a smouldering blot of wreckage 
tumbling earthward, be saw the Darts 
careen off toward the north and lose 
themseh·es in the darh:ness. 

But so intent was he on watching 
them and trying to smack a tail ender, 
that he didn 't notice the blurred shape that 
came rushing ·down upon him from above. 

A white-hot coal ripped through his 
glass cowl and slid across his left shoulde1: 
blade before he was able to slam his slrip 
into a half roll and tear into the clear. But 
as l;e j erked it out of its mad dive and 
v;ent thundering up he was unable to dis
tinguish one shadow from another. 

For a moment he cursed savagely. Then 
he checked himself and chuckled harshly. 

" Now that I know you, rat !" he grated, 
"I can wait !" 

As he spoke, he saw a green flare arc 
out from one of the Unit X ships. It had 
come from Butch's ship, and it was a sig

,.nal to abandon the patrol and return tC" 
the field. 

T
AKING up his original pOiition on thf 
rear right, Alec throttled to cruisin� 

speed.and winged westward with the rest. 
Slumped hack against the head-rest he 
hummed a little catchy air and kept time 
by tapping the fingers of his free hand 
against the · side of the cockpit. 

Eventually the landing order flare 
spewed out from Butch's plane, and one 
by one they sl id down onto the field. Alec 
maue sure that he was the last to land, 
and \\·hen he legged out Butch pounded 
over to him. 

"You opened fire first !" he thundered. 
"How the hell did you see them ? I didn't." 

"Didn't you, Butch ?" echoed Alec, as 
he shrugged off the other's hand. " �faybe 

it's because you pulled out of the forma
tion !" 
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In the glow of the hangar lights, 
Butclr's face went purple and the cords of 
his neck stood out like steel wires. 

"What the hell do you mean ?" he 
roared. "By God, I'll break you in two 
if you try to pin anything oti me !" 

By now the whole Unit had gathered 
around. Alec swept them with a glance, 
looked at Butch. 

"Start breaking any time you're ready 1" 
he said in a Meely voice. "But get this 1 
Barrows was right. One of us is a rat 
spy." 

Everyone gasped and pressed closer. It 
was Barrows who found bis tongue first. 

"For God's sake tell us, ·watson !" be 
exclaimed. "Who is it ?" 

Alec hesitated, glanced at Butch out 
the corner of his eye. 

"I'm not sure--yet,'' he said in a low 
voice. "Maybe, I can tell you tomorrow 
morning. How about a drink right now ?" 

Like magpies they pestered him with 
questions. All except Butch, who watched 
him with smouldering eyes. 

"Nothing doing fellows !" Alec cried 
f.or the hundredth time as he went inside. "I tell you, I'm not sure. And I'm not 
going off half-cocked. Maybe tomorrow 
morning, I don't know." 

Two hours later they got tired of trying 
to pump him, and one by one they shuf
fled off to their hutments. Alec went out
side too, but he did not go over to the 
hutments. Fi rst making sure that Butch 
was no longer watching him he slid off 
into the darkness, and made a round-about 
detour that finally brought him close to 
the end hangar. 

Hugging the wall for a few minutes, he 
waited until the hutment lights ;vinked 
out. Then cautiously·he crept around the 
comer of the hangar and stole inside. 

It was so dark inside that he couldn't 
see his hand two inches in front of his 
face. But it wasn't necessary for him to 
see. Straight as an arrow he made his 
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way to one o f  the planes, legged into the 
cockpit and felt about with his hands for 
the cowl-light switch. 

Shielding the bulb with the other hand, 
he snapped it on and sat there, eyes dart
ing over every square inch of the cock
pit's interior. Sud<ienly he gasped, snapped 
off the cowl &witch and &tood up on the 
seat. 

Three minutes later he legged out and 
down onto the dirt floor. His heart was 
thumping excitedly. 

"Thought so !" he breathed softly. 
Stealing out of the hangar, he turned 

toward the hutments. Suddenly a ton of 
brick crashed down upon him in the 
darkness. He tried to j erk back, tripped 
and fell over sidewise. Steel fingers 
clawed for his throat. He tore them away 
and smashed out with his clenched fist. 

A wild thrill raced through him as he 
felt his knuclcles crunch against jaw bone. 
A voice grunted, and then before he could 
slam out with his other fist, the figure 
squirming on top of him, leaped up and 
raced off in the darkness. 

B ut by the time Alec coold stagger to 
his feet, it was gone. 

"So he knows I know, eh ?" he panted, 
rubbing his throat. "Oh well, I might have 
e..'Cpected he would. Didn't he take a crack 
at me up there tonight ?" 

Moving softly, he walked over to the 
mess, went inside and snapped on a light. 
At first he thought the place to be empty, 
but a second later he saw Butch sitting in 
a chair in the corner. 

The big pilot was rubbing his jaw and 
glaring at him through narrowed eyes. 
Right next to him was the radio panel, 
and the head phones were not more than 
three inches from his other hand. 

It suddenly struck Alec that he'd possi
bly slipped them off and laid them there as 
he entered. 

Without giving him a second look, Alec 
deliberately walked over to the bar, went 
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behind it and mixed himself a drink. 
Testing it, he then went over to an easy 
chair and dropped into it. 

Then Bu�h muttered a curse, heaved 
himself out of the chair, walked over and 
con fronted Alec. 

"\\'ell, wise guy ! "  he grow !eli. "Got it 
all figured out �y nmv ?"' 

Alec grinned . 
"I have," he said shortly. 
"Then �pill it !"  barked the other. 
Alec didn't auswer. A smile on his lips 

he stared out tl:lrough the window. Dawn 
'yas breakin� in the east, and the first rays 
o f  a blazing sun '�ere inching up over the 
surroundir.� mountain peaks. He switched 
his eyes back tG B utch. 

"I'll teH the whole gang at fue same 
time, "  he slrid quietly. "Get them :in 
here, a!'ld I 'll gQ into my dance." 

Butch glared, hesitated a moment, then 
nodded shortly, 

"Damned i f  I ''"on't call your bluff !" 
he snarled over his sho).l.lder. 

ALEC grinneti, got up and mixed him- ,. 
self another drink. By the time he'd 

finished it, every member of the Unit was 
in the room. Some of them were still a 
bit groggy from sleep , but all of them 
\Yere ri�id with attentiveness. 

"All right � "  boomed B utch , planting 
himsel f in front of Alec. "Let's hear how 
clever you are." 

" I 'm not clever," replied Alec, shaking 
his head. "It's j ust that you bi rds are 
dumb, or else you don 't give a damn. 
::\ow, l i sten, \\'C fle\\' the patrol last night 
\\:ith l ib'hts out, toward a destination 
known only to us. For that rat spy 
among us to �igt!al to the I31acks OYer 
the radio , \\'Oc:ld be too dangerous . There
iore, he must si�nal in the air. By flare ? 
::\o. You other chaps woul d see it. So 
what ? By signal lights that we wouldn't 
see ! " 

".You're crazy !" broke in Butch. ''\\' c'tl 

see signal lights, how could we miss 'em ?" 
" Certainly, \Vatson !" chimed in Bar

rows. "\Ve couldn't help but see them." 

"Think so ?" echoed i\ lee in a flat voice. 
' ' Supposing they had been cleverly fitted 
inside the top wing, so that they were 
visible only from above ?" 

Barrmvs' j aw dropped. 
" But I'd see them, flying top cover ! "  
Alec grinned tightly. 

"No, rat !;, he snapped. "Because they 
were i n  your top wing ! You played your 
hand to.o well last night. Too much talk 
about spy work. And you were too eager 
to fly top cover. I got a hunch about you , 
Barrows, or whatever the hell your right 
name is. So I flew higher than you. I 
saw your signals. That's why I opened 
fire. To warn the rest of the lads that 
some of your friends were on the way 
down." 

He stopped short, whirled on the others . 

"Think I'm crazy, eh ?" he roared. 
"Then go take a look at his ship. I did, 
and I found the wires leading up from 
the generator right smack up to bulbs fit
ted under perforated wing covering." 

He never finished the rest. With a 
moYement quicker than lightning, Barrows 
�pun around, smashed against the gawk
ing Butch and sent the big pilot crashing 
into Alec. Down they \Vent in a sprawling 
heap on the floor. 

Cur9lng, Alec shoved Butch off ancl 
leaped to his feet just as Barrows raced 
through the door. 

"_-\fter him, you dummies ! "  he howled. 
\Vithout wa iting to see \Yhether or not 

they followed. he cla&hed outside. Bar
rows was ducking into the end hangar. 
Be fore Alec had traveled fi fty yards, the 
sti llness of dawn was blasted by the roar 
o f  an engine. Like a shot a plane zipped 
out of the hangar and went streaking 
across the field . 

Skidding to a halt, Alec pivoted sharply, 
d:1shed into the first ha:1gar and hurled 
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himself into the cockpit o f  tlie nearest a mighty effort he slammed the ship aver 
plane. Slamming down on the electric on wing and down. 
starter, he rammed the throttle wide open. Quick as a flash the Black tried to cut 

Two seconds of hell dragged by, and in on him. But it was that one trick 
tlien the engine caught. Hunched over maneuver upon which Alec staked all. 
the stick he let the plane have its head Around and up he thundered, like a 
and went roaring out into the dawn air. shell from the bore of an anti-aircraft 

Through slitted eyes he saw that Bar- gun. Too late the Black saw the trap. As 
rows had already cleared ground and was he tried desperately to skid away, Alec 
tearing around to the north. Kicking rud- rammed his clawing prop straight up 
der he swerved his take-off in that direc- into the tail section of the other ship . 
tion. There was a terrible ripping and tearing 

For a moment his heart stuck in his of metal and wood. Something seemed 

throat when the right wheel crabbed to slam against the base of Alec's skull. 

and the plane lurched over on wing. But Stunned by the impact, he fumbled for 
with steel hands on the stick he righted the ignition switch and snapped it off. 
it before the wing touched. Then he raised up in the seat and pulled 

Banging the throttle with his free fist his body half over the edge of the cock

he cursed the plane on to greater speed. pit. 

Perhaps it was because he had the faster Heaven and earth were swimming 

cra ft, or perhaps it was because of his around in one great blur of light and 

greater flying ability, but anyway, foot darkness. Something whipped into his 

by foot he crawled up on the plane ahead. cheek with a stinging sensation. His stem

Then ·with a wild shout he nosed do"�A-"11 ach looped over, and the blood seemed to 
and jabbed the trigger trips forward. turn to water in his veins. 

But nothing happened. Neither of the Through a red haze he saw the tangled 

two guns mounted on the engine cowl wreckage of both planes. The prop of 

fired a single shot. Barrows' ship was still spinning over, and 

A flash glance at the ammo boxes and the pilot was striving frantically to push 

his heart slumped down into his boots. through a folded back wing and hurl him

Without realizing it he had grabbed a self clear. 
spare ship, and there wasn't a bullet in For a moment he lost sight of him as 

either gun. he threw his mvn weight outward and 

A th h tl fl · Bl ck dd 1 went tu..�bling off into space. But as he 
s oug 1e eemg a su en y . . 

liz d th 
. . 

h 
. . fumbled for the np cord nng, he saw the 

rea e e sttuatwn, e came spumtng Bl k' h b.ll . . ac s c ute 1 ow out. 
around on wmg and plunged straight at _ 

A . did h h A I  both bl · s tt so, owever, t e two crum-
.-. ec, guns azmg. 1 d 1 d d · ·d · d p e p anes veere aroun m m1 -atr an 

Banging the stick over, �ec s�ammed hopelessly fouled the silken folds. There 
down on left rudder and sktdded mto the · was a horrible ear-splitting scream. And 
�lear. In the seconds allowed he wriggled then Alec's chute caught air and snapped 
mto the harness of the seat-chute pack, short his spinning tumble earthward. 
and snapped the clamps in place. As he looked down he gasped and 

"I don't need guns !" he howled. flexed his knees. He was too low, how-
Hauling the ship up in a crazy zoom, he ever, for the billowed chute to permit him 

deliberately e.xposed himself to a blasting an easy landing. With the roar of a 
fire from the other's guns, and then with thousand cannons blasting away inside his 
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head, he smashed into the rugged side 
of a hill� !lnd went spinning head over 
heels into a great pit of black and silent 
oblivion. 

WTHEN l!e ne."rt opened his eyes he 
; l'V found himself propped up in a chair 
in the Unit X mess. A sea of faces floated 
before his eyes . But presently: his vision 
cleared anti he sa\T one face that brought 
a gasp o f  

. 
dumb founded surprise to his  

lips. It w:l.S that of Colonel Barker. 

":lviy God. you, sir ?" he choked out. 
';How the i�eu did-" 

The senior officer grinned. 

"Save your breath, \Vatson," he cut 
in. "I'll e.""<pl.ain." 

The colonel paused and his eyes got 
hard. 

"Damne'dest piece of spy work ever 
pulled off !" he snapped. "The real Col
onel Arran was mmdered over a week 
ao-o and a Black trained for the J. ob took � ' 
his place." 

"What .?" cried Alec, his eyes popping. 
"You mean-" 

"Shut up anti let me finish ! vV e didn 't 
'fi iscover the truth tmtil yesterday. ·when 
the fake Arren relieved me I went to 
Vl ashington to raise hell about it. They 
didn't even kMw of the transfer. That 
devil had :faked all the papers. 

"However, in the meantime-less than 

a week ago-G. H.Q. had become suspi
cious about the activities of this Unit. It 
was Arran's originally, but he ahvays 
made comp!J:,te reports to \\'a�hington 
ahout new pilots . None have been made 
for the last ten days, yet w.ord got through 
that pilots were being sent here. Crack 
pilots liki! youraelf. So G.H.Q. sent Lien
tenant \Vilion up here to check up-

The colonel pointed at Butch. 
The big pilot grinned. 
"Guilty," � said. "But I \vas just a 

waste of time-tough guy part and all 

the rest of it. You were the one who 
doped it out, \Vatson." 

"As I was saying !" Colonel Barker cut 
in sharply. "Vi"ilson recognized you. 
Early this morning he got me on the 
radio and suggested that I come up at 
once . I did. But be fore I got there you 
had solved the other half of the mystery 
-how the P.i lots were going west. God. 
it's a yarn fit for a story book. The fake 
Arran was fixing it so that crack pilots 
'"ere being sent here, and the spy · on this 
end, who died this morning, was fixing 
it so that they didn't live long." 

"liiaj or Johnston !" said Alec suddenly. 
"\Vas he in on it ?" 

"t\ o,'' replied the senior officer. "He 
>vas just another C.O. fooled by the fake 
Arran. However, Johnston is going to be 
replaced. ot because the fake Arron 
fooled him, but-well perhaps you under
stand ?" 

"Yeah !" Alec grunted. ":\t[y God, what 
I "  f mess . 

''Right !" exclaimed Barker. "But 
we're going to straighten it out right now. 
As far as I can determine, there isn't a 
single pilot left who really belongs here . 
Tlus Unit will be wiped out and all o f  
you will be re-assigned to others. And 
how about taking over the Eighty-fourth, 
\Vatson ?" 

"Nope ," he said bluntly. "If  it's all the 
same to you and G.H.Q., Colonel, I 'd like 
to see this outfit carry on. I 'm getting 
to like the climate. and the action is swell 
-lots of it .  How about it buzzards, shall 
we refuse to go back, and see it through 
together ?" 

"And how !" they all shouted. 

Colonel Barker swept them all in a 
glance, shrugged and gestured surrender 
with his hands. 

"I guess it can be arranged," he £lin
ned. " Let's have a drink on it, anyway." 
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OWDY, fellows, and is everybody 
happy ? Swell ! But, anyway, here 

we alt are together again, and we 
might just as well get down to brass tacks. 

At the last meeting I started to tell you 
chaps about the many, many letters that 
the old Skipper has been receiving, but 
I got so interested in a couple of long 
ones, that I didn't get much done. So 
this time, I'm going to dive right into the 
mail bag, and get a lot off my chest. 

Now let's see. 
Oh yeah, here's one from Calvin Polivy 

who lives in that little vi!lage often re
ferred to as New York. Cal puts over a 
crack that makes me feel good around the 
edges. He says-

"It's about time someone got the idea of 
making an up-to-date air-war magazine. 
\Ve young squirts that didn't see the last 
fracas don't like the stories as much as we 
enjoy these modern yams. 

"By the way, why haven't we heard more 
about Dusty's pals ? And as this is an up-

) . 
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to-date mag, how about running a feature 
about the modem planes of all nations ?" 

Then he sticks in this P. S. 
"I'd like i<lme airminded model makers 

of my own age ( 15) to write me a few let
ters. I promise to answer all the letters 
that I receive. Come on, youze guys and 
youze gals, write me a few lines about all 
this and that." 

Well, Cal, now it's up to you. And in 
case some of you model builders want to 
get together, Cal's address is : 1070 Fox 
Street, New York City, N. Y. But 
whether you drop him a line or not, let the 
old skipper know what you think of his 
"modern planes o f  all nations" idea. 

Ah, here's a question for me to answer. 
It's from B ob Barr way out in that beauti
ful land where all movie stars brush their 
teeth twice a day and see their dentist 
twice a year. Bob asks me "What makes 
a cracked cylinder head in a II]Otor ?" 

Well, B ob, you can crack a cylinder 
head in several ways. I f  the engine is too 
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cold and. you let her out at full reYs and 
keep her that way the tr.rrific change o f  
temperattrre is liable t o  crack the cyl inder 

head. Then, if you have a water-cooled 
engine, and let it f reeze up, it's ten to ont:. 
you'll kn<Jck the tripe out of the cylinders . 
( It's the same result as when you run 

your car on a cold night without anti
freeze. ) 

Another 1!hing that'll crack it (a water
cooled job) is to run the engine without 
water in the radiator-she"ll over heat and 
p robably crack a cylinder or two. The 
same thing is liable to happen should your 
oil pump go on the blink, and stop supply 
oil to the en.gi.ne. However , if you really 
want to crack a cylinder head, why I 'd 
say to take a sledge hammer and let  drive. 
( Try thet Bob and I'll j ump down your 
thro�t ! )  

Another question for all you lads to 
l isten in on. It's from J. Harold Behy
mer way out in Indiana where men are 
n en and usnally get married. Harold 
asks , '·How does the pi lot control his 
stick, fire his machine guns, advance his 
throttle or retard it, aud work his feet, all 
at the same time ?" 

\Vell , of course, I conld simply say that 
it was coordination of the bands and feet 
and let it go at that. B ut Harold W::!nts 
an an swer he can san'y, so here it  is. 

We'll begin by saying that you are 
seated in tJ.<e cockpit. Good.  Your feet 
:;.re on the rudder bar. Your left hand 
is on the stick, which is between your 
legs and attached to the control joint in 
the fl oor of the fusebge. And your right 
l1<1nd is free . You are sl iding- along at, 
,:oy.  cruising speed. I3an;::-o, yon sight an 
enemy pl ane ahead, and j ust a bit to yonr 
right. Here's what you would do. 

\Vith your right hand you shove the 
throttle (attached to the right side ' o f  the 
cockpit ) all the way forward. A.t the 
<:>.me t ime you pu�h on t he right side o f  
the n:dder bar with your right foot, and 

with your left hand (the one on the stick) 
you move the stick to the right. At the 
same time your le ft thnmb is pressing 
against the trigger trips which are at
tached to the top o f  the stick ( the part 
you grip ) .  

Now that 's the general idea. However, 
you real ly wouldn't open fire until you 
were aiming your guns at the plane. So 
what you would actually do, would be to 
shave open the throttle witl1 your right 
hand, and at the same time operate the 
stid.:: with your left and the rudder bar 
with your feet. By that time your right 
hand would be back on the stick, and you 
would be flying two-handed , and therefore 
have a thumb for each trigger trip once 
you got the enemy ship lined up. Now 
you aim simply by p<:>inting your p lane at 
the enemy ship, as your machine guns on 
a pursuit plane are stationary. 

But suppose you missed ? \Veil, you 
simply release the pressure of your two 
thumbs against the trips, and use both 
hands and both feet to maneuver your 

;plane into position again, then jab the 
trigger trips once more. 

Yes, yes. I know-<Jn �orne ships the 
throttle is on the left side of the cockpit. 
\\'ell , in that case, you simply fly with 
your right hand and keep your left hand 

· free to work the throttle. 0. K., Harold ? 
I f  not, just let me know and I'll try and 
do better. 

_\1 !  right. all you tough eggs, j ust pic!< 
on me and see what happens. \Vhat ? 
\\'ell, I\·e got a pal who won't let any
body take a poke at me while I"m in my 
wheelchai r, sec ? :\nd it's none other than 
\ "ictor Currier >vho eats three meals a 
day up there in :!\ew Hamp:;hire where 
t hey paint the mountains white. And he 
says-

' ·Ii you find anyone who does not like 
Dusty Ayres and His Battle Uirds, let me 
know because I am ready for a heavy argu
ment or a scrap at any time or place. So, 

let her rip-contact !" 



HANGAR FLYING 

Apd here is another lad who wants to 
shoot krters back and forth with some o f  
you chaps. He i s  Phil Berkowitz, and he 
lives at 1 1 1 2  South 5th Street, Terre 

Haute, Ind. Phil says that he's twelve 
years old and is  j ust plumb nuts about 
anything that files, and a lot of things that 
don't. So, if you lads c:m fill the bill ,  
there it is.  

Oh boy, oh boy-listen to this one ! 
Here's a lad who can stand on I-.is two 
feet and get a load off his chest any day 
in the week. :\nd believe me, that's the 
way I like 'em. Old Dick McDonald, 
dovm there in Penn. 

"In that yarn 'Crimson Doom' I think 
Dusty was a fool to j ump irom his plane to 
the Crimson Doom, and ruin the Silver 
Flash, even though the President's son was 
aboard. I wo1ild have scrammed out of 
there when I had the chance, and taken the 
Silver Flash with me instead of smashing 
it up. 

"And beside�. when you look at the pic
ture on the outside of the book, no man 
could have turned the Crimson Doom away 
from the Capitol building without hitting 
the dome of the building." 

Well, Dick, I'll tell you. You see, at the 
very beginning of the war General Horner 
said to me--" Skipper, i£ Dusty smacks up 
a crate or two, don't lo3e too much ·sleep. 
I reckon we can get him another one. 
l\faybe a better one." \Yell ,  knowing that 
Horner "·ould come through, I told Dusty 
it was 0. K. 0 f course. being a regular 
p ilot, he hated like heck to let the Fbsh 
go. But wRen I reminded him that I hat! 
done him fanlr or two in the past, he 

ag-reed to go through with it. So you see, 
Dick, I'm rea.Hy the guy to blame. 

And as for it being imposs4ble for any 
man to turn the Crimson Doom away 
from the CaJ)itol building without crack
ing against the dome, well-well D usty 
did it, didn't he ? So what can I say ? 

Anyway, Dick, that sure was a swell 
letter. And I'm looking forward to the 
next one. Don't let me down ! 
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Now, here's a question that was put 
up to me, and being a generous sort of 
fellow, I'm going to turn right around 

and put it up to all of you. It's from 
Jack Bottomley who does his sleeping up 
in i:VIassachusettes where the natives run 

around shouting ' ;Bang-Bang, here come 
the British !" 

Jack says--

"Now, about the Silver Flash, why not 
have a retractable landing gear put on when 
i t's built ? That would reduce wind resist
ance and increase the speed. 

"And say, why can't all the pursuit planes 
in the U. S. A. F. be like the Silver F1ash ?" 

Vl ell, gang, what do you think ? Me, 
I'm ready to do anything that's 0. K. 
with you birds. S o, let me ktiow how 
Jack's suggestion strikes you. 

Now, to get down to discussing the 
Battle Birds club. 

Well, every day out of the 195,678 let
ters I receive (A w-right, call it four let
ters-what do I care ? )  there are several 
from lads saying that they like the maga
zine and want to know how they can join 
the club. So, I'm going to repeat what 
I 've said a couple pf times before. 

If you want to j oin the club send m 

twenty-five cents in cash or in stamps to 
Skipper Sid Bowen, Popular Publications, 
Inc., 205 East +2nd Street, New York, 
New York. 

The twenty-five cents is to cover the 
cost of the club pin. And even though I 
do say so mysel £, I think it's a pretty 
ni fty pin. 

However, the Battle Birds club h..as 
been thriving fm a long time, and anyone 
who j oined it before the Dusty Ayres 
yarns appeared is still a member. 

I\·e got swell plans for the club, that I 
hope to get underway at an early date. 

And now I wiii buzz off. S leep tight 
and eat lots of spinach until we all gang 
together again. 



Pa�t.· 
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Blank Cartridge Pistol 1o 

CHAMELEONS 
25 Cents Each. Shipped By Mail 

UVE, SAFE DEUYERY GUlWITEID 

•. 

. TH E FAN DAN CE 
HIT of U.. CEN'tURY tif PROGRESS 

Who will ror��:et the famoua FAN DANC£ epaode o( 
the Century of Procre;a Exposicioa iD Clriaco? Here it 
;., humorously, cleanly presented in vest pocket form .  
Y o u  Rip th e  pa��:cs and HODY TOTS\" comes to life 
and whirls through her dance. provoking not a sly satile, 
but a wholeso m e l auflh from au. e.ren the moat fastidious. 
It is a most innocent fun maker that will cause you end 
your friends no enol of fun an I amusement. HOTSY TOTSY the FAN DANCI:R measures only 2 x 3 inches 
- 6 square inches of spicy, piquant entertainment for one 
and all. PRICE 10c. Add3dor postage. B•g C:"'�10c. 
Johnson Smith & Co., D!ll. 605, Racine, Wis. 
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As the red signal light on the 
radio panel blinked, Dusty spun the 
wave-length dial and grabbed the 
transmitter tube. 

"Captain Ayres o£ the • • •  " 

He cut off the rest with a curse, 
and shoved the phones off his ears. 
The instant he'd spun the dial knob 
a shrill, staccato whistling sound 
had blasted over the air. It was like 
the highest note of a police siren. 

Toning dawn reception volurn'e, he gingerly eased one of the phones 
back on his ear. The whistling was still quite loud, but as he listened 
to it he realized that it ceased at intervals, and that during the pauses 
the air crackled with dots and dashes of the secret Black Invader high 
speed wireless code. 

-
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And then without warning . • . 

The 

Strange signals from out of night skies. Little 
did Dusty realize that A me rica was on the brink 
of one of the most bloodthirsty and diabolical at
tacks on civilization in the history of the world. 
Read about it in-

GREE� THU�UERI30LT -
lUake � note now, not to miss 
the next dramatic issue of 

UUSTY AYRES 
and his 

EATTL E 
E I R U S  
Out on October 10 



• • 

NOW I CAN TELL YOU THE·  TRUE fACTS ABOUT 

'!lJants/;, q.eae anJ Sex 9gnot:ance q}ot:wet:! 
SEX IS NO LONGER a mys[erious 

sin, mentioned only in the 
conversational gutters - it is the 
most powerful force in the world 
and can be made the most beau· 
tiful. Thanla to this bravely 
written book, it is no longer 
necessary to pay the awful price 
for one moment of bliss. Science 
now lights the path to knowledge 
and lifelong sex happiness. 

LOVE MAKING IS AN A!Tl 
Are vou an aU>kward notrice in the art 

of love•making or a master of its difficult 
tedmiquo l The ;ut of loveomakio; takeo 
skill and knowledge. The sexual embrace 
aa practiced bv tboae ignorant of its true 
scientifu: Importance ia cn1de. awlcward 
nnd often t<:rrifyinlf to more sensitive 
n:.rures. Nanna! ICX•!ulted people nrc 
torn apart because thev lack the know!• 
edge that makes for a happy sex life l 

Sex Facts for Men and Women 
Twilkrht Slu-ECW� Chlldbitth 
Sex ExccosCI 
The Cri11c of Abortlon 
lmpotcncc and Sex \VaakMII 
SccretJ of the Honaymoon 
T eachl,. Children S.x The Dan.-n af Petting 
What Ev.,., Man Should Know 
The Tn�th aboat MastiUbatiOft 
Venereal D!Mates The Sexual E11brace 
How to Build Vlrllltv 
How to Gain GreGter Delight 
What to Allow a Lover To Do Birth Control Cbort for Married Women 

S EX y 
• 

WOULD YOU like to know the 
whole truth about sex ? All 

o f  the startling facts tha[ even the 
fra.nkcst book.. have be.-etoforc not dared 
to print are expU..lned in clear, scientific 
manner, vividly illustrated. in the revo
lutionary book.- "Tne New Eu:enica" .. 
Here at la.ot, the naked truth ota.nd.l forth, 
stripped of all prudery and narrow pre· 
judice. Old f:.ahioncd taboos are discard· 
ed and the oubjcct of !ex io brou�ht ou: 
into the bri!lht li11ht of medical sciwce 
bv Dr. C. S. \Vhitehead M. D. and Dr. CharlO! A. Hoff, M.D., the authors 1 

SEX ATTRACTION I 

Sex appeal and sc:tt oatisf:.ction are the mo•t powerful fo-rces in your life. To re
main in i.anorance is to remain in danger 
of lifelong sufferin��o h is the purpose 
of tha great book: to ahow sex-ignorant 
men and women how to enjoy aafdy the 
thrilling experiences that arc their birtlv 
richt. h not only tella you bow to attTaa the oPtxuiu sex, but aiao how to hold the 
IO<Je of ,.,... mau throusbout a blu,fw IJI4J'!Vd 4/c. 
DANGEitOUS1 • • •  Unle.u yoN 
kno<U the tTue 
facu about sex! 
i�orancclea.U to •hame, OO• pair, worry and 
remonc. 

Do you know how to odd varietv to 
your love• malting ? The mo!t innoc:enc kisa may lead to tragedy i£ you are 
Q:nora.nt of sex relationa. 

Will FEAR 
grit> you on yOU>' 
weddinlf nightl . . .  or wiU it be the tenc!c, thril• 
ling extu�ri£1\Ce t h a t  i •  :your birthright! 

SEND NO MONEY! 

You send no monev - juot fill out the 
coupon below and then when it arrives1 
in plaiu wrapper, pay the postman S 1.98. 
Keep the book five days, then if you are 
not satisfied send it back and we w;u 
refund your money immediately and 
without question. Thia book NOT sold 
to u;inore. 

Send me tb• '"The New Eoqentcs" In plaiD 
:;:tg��-�i �·�"!;,��� f�:n��� c$;;!�����y; :.��!: 
fted, l ean return the book within five day•and 
the cntirt! pric:a will be refanded immedi• 
at.&l.y. Alao send me, PR£1-: o! CHAUGE. 
YOW' book "Tho Pbllooopby of Lito". 
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Watch For This Seal On The 
Magazines You Buy 

Your 
Fiction ! 

Quit Tobacco 
�t66�ab ��!:!'t::.hu.nta�7a ., ua. �LQ � toud l\ ...,. to .Gl&: 
KEELEY TREATM ENT FO R 
TOBACCO HABIT ����':"';� 
k�s� :..c:ou�=z. '- n£C ltoOOI( aDd ..r . 

1:.:'.=::-:::-..!t.� ' ��c::4= 
KEEI.@_INSTJTUTE. O.R, T-:JC12 Dwldat. lllnols 

EPILEPSY-EPILEPTICS ! Detroit lady finds 
eomplete relief for husband. Speeialist&, home
abroad, failed. Nothing to eell. All letters answered. :Mrs. Geo. Demp&ier, Apt. 16, 6900 La.f:Jyette Blvd. Weet, 
Detroit. Mlch:•:...._ ________________ _ 

LONESOME? 

11M llrrli'ill��l 
Use SANITUBE to prevent inft'ction. As.k your drug

' gist for the "genuine"'SA1'-HTUBE, the original Navy 
Prophylactic. � . .  Write for 

SE N D  1 1 .00 - : �=-. I --, 
FOR 3 .. -- Free Bool<!et 

7HE SANITUBE CO. Dept. A. NEWPORT. R. I. 

L O N E S O ME ? 

en/ Stimulate Energy, Pep, 
Ph sica/ Powers! · 
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Regain Lost Vitality This Easy Way ! 
For � :":�tr�,�ll'ze1����a�Jo�·� �� .... ������� 
D A Glandular St!ruulllot Cor Calllnlf !'hysical Powero, IIOITT, oTmrorl<, Denestrain. UO, t..-'0<1 
.-ep Tltal!tJ, llu!ld up neno, Coree. and v!�or. Tooe up JOUr nuire 170tem. A. normally beedthJ 

Vitality body It D&lurall7 lull of """· •!cor and rDOrt:7. Tboutlltldo or tDOil hiTO round the l!IIWft ID 
Plty.ict�l ��;'!�.J:��WhJ..""�..,<�O�saletre!� t= �r.A.s���/r.oo� 
Power• !rol'En·li'l'RE:'IOTIT Oftly U.84. TWO BOXES $5.00, 8eiWl Cull or � Orde. C.o.D. lSe onra. ORDER NOW! 
DOKAL DISTRIBUTORS, INC., Dept. L-17, 103 WNt 42Dd St., New Yo� City 
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STOP Your Rupture 
Worries! 

Wb7womand .mferwitb that�� longer? Leamaboutlll)'pec� inYentiao. It baa broudlt ease,. comfort and happiness 
to thousanaa by assisting in relieving and curing many ca.. of reducible hernia. It baa Automatic Air Cushions which bind alld clraw tbo broken parts tocothor 
as y�u would a brokea limb. No obnoxious springs or pads. No salves or 

& - - plasters. Durable, cheap. Sent on trial to 
Pro'l'e tt. Beware of imitations. Never sold in stores nor by agents. Write today :for full information sent free in Plain. suJed envelope, 

H. C. BROOKS. 5�H State St.. Man hall, Mlcbl ... 

LET'S GO PLACES 
AND DO THING$ 

Feel young aula-full of youthtul am
bition n.nd "DtP.'' Take Rico .. 8f"asU 
M ate'. It picks YOU ri,ht up. :-llkoe 
you feel Ul<D QGino PI"""' and doing thlnaa. Ez'eltes •oscular actiYlty, Keeps 
your sratem tree from the pois.ons tba.&: 
slow you DJJ, No noed to oet 0 LO ar ,_ ... . ; . ; O LD lr 1011 """ Bleo-Bra.sU !Ute'. 

'Im:orO.M.ent oot!oed In 24 houn. Ea-
.appJ,. tor: u.oo b:r maa. ga.tpai:.om��'r33::!?�:��0��1! Pre�.�, 
B RA S I L C O M P A N Y, DOlt. I I ,  147 E. 4;th St .. N. Y. City 

STOP here, N"" Stull:, C:\Ztcon Cardi. A.dTentureJ or a new�.�> 
ma.n•ed couule.. :lla.id.en's Dreams, Th& T1ckler. The Nuv� N!ghi, Only a Girl, Tlu> Bride's C:onfo&<!on. P\lepi.n� Tom. Secrtts or Manhood. The B11ttenu·, A Nt•ut ill o. 

ll!oori;lt Harem. 3J FreMh t:n>e )lhotoo, all lor 60c (IDOlle¥ ordu). 
Spe<:bl D>Ck $l.OQ. 
D. M A I LWAY, 331·14tll St.. Brooklyn, N . Y. 

C ET ACQUAINTED CLUB 
E>.t:tbU..,Iled. Bcli.a.bla, iliembers e<en.,..bere UlUIJ '1\ea.lt.hy.) U 

lon&ly, write for sealed p&N!eulaxs. 
P. 0. BOX 1251 D E N V ER. COLO RA DO 

Don't be dl..srounged or alanned when D&&l1l 
t&U.' rou. You can nnw depend on our n.tw 
0. J. 0. IU:LU:F COUPOW!'o"D (& l'erlodlc 
lkilll&tor) double stre!lgt.b.. Otten rdleres un· 

a&tural lrrecuJarlllk. �ai\ci: cases or lona oven1ue delau. &Uem rellered nl'!' ctnlcl:t • AbsohrtelJ' not dAllcerous. o 1oeoovt"nitnce. liJd .. 11 rocoll>melldad aDd ll3ed b7 thouAnda of W0081 �or reYet. We ruanntee to ibip orden same day 
re:eln<l ID ol&l.ft ..,..pper eealetl. Send $2.00 bnx diJDblo �lr£l ��.00. TrkJI• 11tzw:�� a.6o. Tr1al"atu25o. Duu't d.elu. Seo.d or• O�rj. 0. MEDI�-��GUl mD:;l•:zt;l.t• IQ4 N. Wels. Ch� 

Brand New StuH 
T I L L I E & M A C  
AJ:l.d7 Gump and l!in. lJOf"8 and Hubhtes. Poa-ches and Bmwninr .. 
Dumb Doro . .l:lllg.:ie aud JIIUIO. l'l:F:.'I;Cff S'£F.NOGHAl'llEU. b. 
Bo.oholor's Dr...,, Adam an<l Bre, Kip and Alice. A �lodel's .Lira. 
ete. (.)ir1ginal-N11fht in Pilcls. A Coacbma.n'9 Dau�tb.ter. Toots &nd Cuoar. and OYer lPO mere. Also 72 mdi'PY Froench type pictures .t.N'I> In addition 30 Photos Thrilling a.od Daring Montm:s.rtre tsoo 
l.nduding 1 set men ond women in i&r1ous love pot;e.<;. Also '"·omen 
:=:.ln,�e�� �;on�14d�� ir!, b���h�f!c�� 'bnd:3s·· A:t:O 
•<Ntibt Lira In Paf'l•" &Dd some sltort stori.... You will receive .U tbtl .tton. lmm.edJiaill abi�t.. 3eod cub. mooe-r otdu or al.&mpa. 

SPECIAL-All for $1.00 
PARIS I MPORT CO. 

U 58  PARK AVE., DEPT. Z.l, NEW YORK CITY 
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P I O N E E R  P U B L I S H I N G  
Ikpt. 1080 1!70 Sheth Ave •• New York. N. Y. 

f#lt:ue send me. "SeX liarmony anti t::ugcn'ics'" In �tal"·' wn&p):lll!r. I wilt pay tht postm3n $2.98 (plus postqeJ on delivery. If J ara not completely s:�.tisfled I ean retum :the book and the entire purc�ase price wih bf' refunded 
lmmediat.oly. Also send me •. fREE OF CHAKGE. your 
l>ook DD "Wily Birth C<liUiol!'• • 
N4m�·-------------------------A 
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