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time and full time opportunities—about my tested
training—about my students and graduates—what
they are doing and making. Get this book. Be a
Radio Expert. The Radio field is big enough to
absorb many more properiy trained men.

Many Radio Experts Make
540, sw’ $75 a Week

Mail Coupon
for FREE

Information.

You doa’t have to leave home and spend $500 to $1,000 to
dy Radio. and 1

practical experience—makes
fascinating, practical and rapid.
Many make $5, $10, $15 a week extra
in spare time while learning
My book shows how my special training, instruction mate-
iy ) helped students make
many
J a year quickly in their spars time.
Course is famous as ‘““the one that pays for itself.”
Your money back If not satisfied
T'm so0 sure you will be satisfled with my training that I
agree in writing to refund every penny of your money if
you are not entirely satisfled with my Instru
tion Service when you- finish.
Find out what Radio offers you

Act today. Mail the coupon. My 64-page book will
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$756 a Week
for Dobbins!

My graduate R. N,
Dobbins got a job
immediately af

Chief Insguctor at
an Aviation Bchool
New York!

Let Me Show €
You How to ¥

Earn $30.00 a Week
and UP in AVIATION!

Course gives you the ground work you need to get
fast-growing industry. Many of my
ut Aviation before they enrolled are
olding down fine jobs right now—in the air and on the ground. Get the facts
training, what it has done for others, and my Money Back

My up-to-date home stud
and keep a real job in this fascinating(,)
Emdnates, who didn’t know a thing a

about my practi
Agreement NOW,

I Teach You QUICKLY-at
Home in Your Spare Time

You don’t need to give up your present job—don’t need
to leave home, to get your training in Aviation. I've
made it easy for you. I've put my own sixteen years of
experience—backed by over 400,000 miles of flying—five
years of instructing in the Navy—all into my thorough,
quickly mastered home study Course. I have helped many
of my graduates get jobs. You get 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 school education—don’t have
to know anything about planes or engines to learn the
ground work of Aviation with my Course. Everything is
clearly explained—illustrated by hundreds of pictures,
drawings and charts—simple and easy as possible.

You Have Many Types of Jobs

to Choose From :
You have over 40 different types of jobe to choose from once you
have the necessary training, You get all the information you need
to pass the Government’s written examination for Mechanic’s or
Pilot’s Licenses, in a few short months. If you want to learn to
fly, I can save you many times ths cost of my Course on your
flying time at good all over the country.

. -
Aviation is Growing Fast

Aviation is growing by leaps and bounds. Don’t wait ind let the
other fellows get ahead of you. Think about your own future. Get
the FACTS. Mail the handy cou on the right today—right
now—wliuo?)kyou‘n %‘ 1;?:3 3 }'nt send you my big new
FREE —packed resting facts about portu~
nities in Aviation. Do it NOW. R

WALTER HINTON, Pres.
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1115 Connecticut Avenue, Washington, D. C.
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Walter Hinton, President
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1115 Connecticut Avenue, Washington, D, C.
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Opportunity.” I want to know more about my oppor-
tunities in Commercial Aviation, and your tested

method of home training. This request does not obli-

gate me. (Print clearly.)

Name ....... Ve irasusRREE ssaAs sebes s s e RS }

Address .l........... T T ooy ABCssvesee ]
]

ClY ssnnsisssnsrnsnsvenssionsios FOCTNE - - T — l



NO MORE
WHISKEY DRINKING

An Qietiess gnd Tasteiess Treatment
Whea Used as Divected

An mmummbnbmnlum.wuu'
y lady

food, and it cests nothing to try! IF yeu have a
son, brother, father or friend who is a vietim fwln'lby
beer or wins, send your name and address to r.[w
Haines Co., iT22 ®lemm Bldg., Oincinnati, Ohio, and they
mumﬂmmbkninﬁdnmm.ucﬂd
What t has dons for others
mlmu“ﬂ&hm Writa today and be
Mqﬂml!s

Clarsuce A. O'Briem, 46-H, Avams Bidg., Washiagten, D, C

How To Find Gold Sont et

Teor Prospectars and Treasurs Hunters
b3 o«mb«-v!‘c!’- P-t-n-hmh bard times. Nothine te weery
L Lets of -“. ..odhndu. l-rnp( oeining.
How To Make Your Own GOLD DETECTOR

106 now rich locationes :a
ST e Inc{nunlvmk;:vlu“: '"" ' Eh-dh'
1
by wilver, Wm

e-mn nu Mm 3-8, 7 Strut sau Fmelno. cun

SKKIN

PSORIASIS — ECZEMA

and otheor obstinate skin eruptions
Is i necesasry to suffer from these unsigh nhn
irritetions? PSORACINE, a wonderful new
ery now reflieving many stubborn cases where oeher
trestments failed. Try i¢ no master how long ai-
flicted. Write for sworn proof and free information.

EDWARD U, KLOWDEN
$19 N. Central Park, Chicage, i1,

New!
Blood-Chilling!
DifferentV

Stories of black magic, esoteric midnight
rites, werewolfery and weird monsters!
Of mystery and fear and death!

In This Issue

Village of the Dead
Feature-Length Mystery Nove!
by Wyatt Blassingame

! .3 Mystery-Terror Novelettes
Death’s Loving Arms
by Huagh B. Cave

Satan’s Roadhouse
by Curl Jacobi

The Langhing Corpse

by James A. Goldthwdite

Plus thrilling short stories and fentures, all
in the October issue of—

TERROR
TALES

Out Now!

SUCCESS"&5« LAW

“I find mostpositionscommanding $10,000
a year or more are filled by men who have
studied law,” writes a prominent Eastern
manufacturer. Use your spare time train-
ing your mind to deal with problems from
the practical standpoint of the law trained
man. He is a leader of men—in and out
of business. Standard Oil of N.J., Packard
Motor Co., Mutual Life Insurance Co.,

hundreds of corporations, are headed by
legally trained men. Law is the basis of
all business—large or small. A full law

course leading to the degree of LL.B.,
or shorter business law course under
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home study. 14-volume
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Cost low—terms easy.
If you are adult, in
earnest, ambitious,
write today for FREE
64-page ‘‘Law Train-
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and full information.
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THE WORLD 1S MOVINE!

THESE DAYS IT TAKES A SPRINTER TO KEEP UP

* CRASH ... there goes a tradition.

* BANG...It’stheendofaregime./

* BOOM... another failacy passes.

You can’t stand still today! Things
are happening. Old ways are losing
out. New metbods are coming in.

And this applies to you—and your job!

What are you doing about It—just standing still?

Wake up, get In action] Equlp yourself today—in
spare time—for the sprint that leads to success—
to security=to a better job—to more moneyl|

The race is on. Many of your competitors (they
may be closefriends, too, but they’re earnest compet=
itors, don’t forget) are In serious training—they’re
devoting every possible moment to the mastery of
International Correspondence Schools Courses. This
is real training—It’s not for slow-pokes and quittersl
Only men who mean business In a fast-moving world

‘need apply. The coupon Is your application blank.

“The Universal University” BOX 3309, SCRANTON, PENNA.
* Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins *
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ORDER FOR 2 JIRES

CASH FOR OLD GOLD

LISTEN in on station WEAF or WRITE for informa-
tion on how to get CASH for broken or discarded
jewelry, wutches, goid teeth or bridgework. medals, lockats,
rings and anything containing gold . . . white gold or plau-
num. Recent Act of Congress sent prices highest since Cirvil
War. No assay charges. Write . . .

EMPIRE GOLD BUYING SERVICE

Empire State Bldg. NEW YORK. N. Y.

BE WARNEDY

Each night with the setting of the sun the
giant Tarantula spider will spin his web across
the Front. Airplanes that fly into his web he
will eat whote! »

This species of spider, genus Gratus Arach-
nida, was reported by the ancieats and i3 the
most dangerous and largest of the mammoths.
He has been tamed by us and now does our
bidding.

YOU DO NOT BELIEVE THIS?

Then send out your ships tonight to bomb us

and see what happens!
G-8 was puzzled at this melodramatic mes-
sage, which a Fokker dropped across the
lines. Surely the enemy did not expect
Yank headquarters to believe such an im-
possible tale.

Several hours later, the master spy was
staring in horror at the weirdest spectacle
he had ever seen. Across the illuminated
midnight skies, as far as his eye could
reach, was stretched a great web. In the
center of this web four Yank bombers were
ensnared, half consumed by flames. And
half crawling, half leaping toward them
was a mammoth Spider!

What was this ghastly Thing? How

could Yank bombers hope to get past

its net of death? Be sure to read this
great G-8 adventure—

The Spider
Staffel

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

G-8 AND HIS BATTLE ACES
October Issue . On Sale Now!
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COMPLETE COURSE
ON ARM BUILDING

sical desires. I have taken weaklings
whose arms were scrawny pieces of
skin and bone and in a very short time de-
veloped them into men of powerful pro-
ortions with bulging biceps and brawny
orearms. He-men with strong, solid arms of
power that are respected by men and admired by
women! I don’t mean just a 16-inch bicep but a2
15-inch forearm and a powerful 8-inch wrist.
PROVEN, SCIENTIFIC TRAINING! 3
This course is specially planned to build every
lnnslc(led in ytgur ﬂ;a:m! It asl&::n sfc':ientiﬁalilg
worked out for that purpose. y of my pup
have developed a pair of triceps shape! fike a
horseshoe, and just as strong, and a pair of biceps
that show their double head formation. The
sinewy cables between the biceps and elbow are
deep and thick with wire cable-like ligaments.
The forearm bellies with bulk, the great supina-
tor lifting muscles become a column of power,
and their wrists are alive and writhe with cordy
sinew. Start now to build a he-man’s arm!i

THE SECRETS OF STRENGTH REVEALED
You can’t make a mistake. The reputation of the strongest
armed man in the world stands behind this course. I give you
my secret methods of strength development illustrated and

explained 2s you like them. Mail your order now while

you
can still et this course at my introductory price of only 25¢.

X

MOULDING A\ oot \THIS BOOK

MIGHTY ARM\ ¥~
ONLY

GET AN ARM of might with the
power and grip to obey your phy- 2 c

SHOWS HOW TO BUILD
A MIGHTY ARM AND
A 16 INCHBICEP

T will not limit you to the arm. Try any one of my
test courses listed below at 25¢. Or, try all of them
for only $1.00. -

Rush the Coupon Today!

I will include a FREE COPY of
“NERVES OF STEEL, MUSCLES
LIKE IRON”, It is a priceless book
to the strength fan and muscie build-
er. Full of pictures of marvelous
bodied mea who tell you decisively
how you can build symmetry and
strength the Jowett Way! Reach
Out...Grasp This Special Offer!

BOOK WITH PHOTOS
OF FAMOUS STRONG MEN

JOWETT INSTITUTE
OF PHYSICAL CULTURE
Dept. 109Ke, 422 Poplar S.
Scranton, Pa.
George F. Jowett: Sead, by tetura
mail, prepaid, the courses checked
belowfor which I 2am €0cl0Sin g

Moulding & Mighty Arm, 250
Moulding & Mighty Back, 256
GEORGE F. JOWETY Moulding & Mighty Grip, 250
**Champion Moulding & Mighty Chest,
- of many cogs Strong M. e::t: lud?‘ M 2Se
an
tests for strength ¥
physical perfectionl All 6 Books for $1.00,
Name Age
Address
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A Gripping Account of the Next War

"It lanced actoss the skies—a deadly green ray that disintegrased every-

thing it touched—men, planes, cities! What was its secret? How could

- man defy its awfal power? Death rides over America as Dusty Ayres

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

CHAPTER ONE
Phantom Murders

I \OR the fifth time in the last two

blocks, 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 he did the tiny frown on his brows
deepened, and his lips came 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 impulsive decision Dusty watked
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,” grunt-
ed the pilot.

“Certainly, captain. And perhaps you'd
like—"

Dusty didn’t hear the rest. Out of the

9
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DUSTY AYRES AND HIS BATTLE BIRDS

corner 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.

“Why—er—yes, of course.
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, nevertheless.

“Certainly, captain,” he said in loud
tones. “If you'll just step this way, I'll
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.

“Tt’s over there, sir,” he said.
be of any help?
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.

Is there

“Can I
I don’t quite under-

“Waiting for someone?”’

At the sound of the voice the ecivilian
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!”
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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 seemed to shrivel up under
the policeman’s glare.

“I ain’t done nothing!” he whined. “I
ain’t done nothing, and that’s the truth!”

Dusty handed 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 with dumbfounded
amazement.

“Well, T'll be a—" he gasped. He turned
to the short man, “Back on stick-up work,
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

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.ll

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

“Shake it 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, he 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 floor,
spitting flame zipped out from a doorway
thirty 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
built door that was
securely locked.
And as he was de-
bating the idea of
shooting away the
lock, a siren wailed
its eerie note and
a radio police patrol
car jerked to a
screaming stop at
the curb.

“Hey, what’s this
all about? Whatcha
doing with 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.”

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 lum-
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 grufily.

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
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face. Anyway, the
sergeant nodded to
the beat-men "and
told them to smash
in the door. A min-
ute or so later the
hinges gave way,
and the wood
crashed in.

“Just a minute,
captain!”  snarled
the  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 his
uniform.

“Doesn’t mean anything,” he grunted.
“Lots of bums 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 gap-
ing crowd and were on their way out to
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the /th'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-
vader agents, but dismissed the idea as
ridiculous. To begin with, Hicks was
not a Black. He was an American
crook; a mative of the lower strata.

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 gang had
insisted upon a celebration, and he and
Curly had driven in town Ior 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 underworld
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

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 slammed 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 of
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 for
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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. The 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 /’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!” 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—
I expect most anything. But, I wiil 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 straight 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 exclaimed.
“What in the name of all that's holy hap-
pened to you?”’

When Dusty had finished telling him,
the expression 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
gomething.

“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. “If 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. O.
nodded. And then to Dusty, “These gen-
tlemen are Colonel Watts and Colonel
" Standish, Dusty. They constitute a spe-

cial medical board sent up from Wash-
ington H. Q. They want to examine you
to see if you are ready yet for a return
to active service.”

Dusty saluted and grinned.

GGI 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 leit.
And I was pronounced in tip-top shape.
The little experience I’ve just had 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
2 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!” 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 and glared at
the typed words.

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

Colonels Watts and Standish, of Staff
Medical Unit, have been appointed a spe-
cial board to examine Captain Ayres and
determine if he is physically and meatally
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 necessary for the good of Cap-
tain Ayres, and the service in general.
Signed, L. B. Bradiey,
General,

Officer Commanding
U. S. Air Force.

As Dusty read the note 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 recognized 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 him unless he was fit?
Hell, didn’t Bradley trust Boston medi-
cos?

With a shrug, he tossed the order back
on the desk.

“Very well,” he sighed. Then he added
grimly, “But I hope the couple of cracks
I got on the head, in that car smash-up,
won't mislead you. I really feel better
than I ever have before in my life”

Three minutes later he stood before
them naked. The two medicos tock vari-
ous instruments from a fittle black bag,
and went silently to work. From head
to foot they pounded and thumped him,
and listamed attentively through binaural
stethoscopes. They examined his ears, his
eyes, his nose, and his mouth. Toak 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 on half
a dozen different charts.

Winded, aching 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 bear watching.”

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

“What?” he roared, forgetful of rank.
“To Washington Base for observation?
Like heil I'm going to Washington Base!
‘Why, I._‘"

Colonel Watts spun on him, and his or-

dinarily quiet voice cracked like a whip.:

« “Silence, captain! You forget your-
self. We are here under orders from G.
H. Q. and you will abide by our com-
mands! Is that clear Do you think we
have any personal desire to keep you
away from active duty, after all the won-
derful deeds you've accomplished? Of
course not!

“You are a very valuable 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.”

“But, colonel,” Dusty began, then
stopped. “How long will I be confined
for observation?’ he finished 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, but as he caught a
strange look and a short nod from
Major Drake, he turned on his heel 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 came out. .
The two medicos and Major Drake
were standing by the ambulance plane.



THE SCREAMING EYE

19

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 twenty-one
planes of High
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 IIT had been the only
thing that had made him stay 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. When he reached
the group he saluted stiffly.

“Ready sir,” he muttered to Colonel
Watts.

The senior officer nodded, started to

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 yon,
sir!”

“Then, listen,”
grunted the other,
“Five minutes ago
I got Bradley on the
wire—G. H. Q. of-
ficial wire. Told
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. O. 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 arm. “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 conmtrol. The
non-cam grinned recognition, licked his
lips in momentary nervousness at per-
forming in frent 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
Washington 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 THREE
" 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
cabin run cold. For a second no one
moved. They sat like stone images, eyes
glued to the speaker unmit, 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 it!”

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 his 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 breathlessly 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 Watts.

“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—I 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 Wash-
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. Youll get us all
" killed!”

“Who said anything about guns?” Dus-
ty ripped back at him, reaching for the
wave-léngth dial. “If those chaps are
in trouble, it’s up to us to notify the near-
est field and have help sent up. And
I'm going to find out. Now, be quiet, all
of you!”

PULLING the nose up with a jerk that

made both the medicos grab franticai-
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!”

Once again every eye was unconscious-
ly glued to the speaker unmit. 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 leng nose
of the ambulance ship the props clawed the
air and engine vibration transmitted a
faint purr back into the sealed cabin. But,
apert 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 ex-
isted.

“See here, captain, see here!” 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 occasions—1I think.

“Qur eseort has run into trouble. What,
we don’t kmow. 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!”

Colonel Watts’ jaw dropped and his
eyes flickered over to the chute packs in
their wall racks. The sight of them seemed
to further unnerve him. White-faced,
eyes wide, he sank down into his seat.
Colonel Standish had preceded him to
his own seat by perhaps one half of 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 plane was struggling bravely toward
it.
Eventually the ship reached it, nosed

into the misty whiteness, and presently:

nosed out again into clear air. Hunch-
ing forward over the Dep wheel, Dusty
strained his eyes and carefully searched
the surrounding skies, but he saw noth-
ing.

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

For the want of something to do next,
Dusty spun the wave-length dial and in
turn called 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
i)nto 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.”

SHOOT ING out his hand, Dusty start-

ed to spin the wave-length dial to the
Washington H. Q. reading, when sud-
denly he glanced at the directional re-
ceiving-wave dial, and stiffened. The
simall, delicately balanced needle was point-
ing a few degrees southwest,

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 Washington H. 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 hand drop, Dusty careful-
ly rechecked his readings, He was right
—Woashington was not on his wave-
length. Some other station that knew
Ambulance 16's wave-length reading was
faking a Washington H. Q, cail.

Besides, how did Washington know that
the escort had been destroyed—if, it had
been destroyed? There were four ships
in the escort—four chances for an S. O.
S. signal to have been sent out. And
as an S. O. 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 sigmals? He
shook his head vigorousty.

“Like hell it was!” he grunted alond
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to himself. “I’ve heard blanketing out
signals. That 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.
“We're not at K-Twelve! That's almost
fifty miles west of us. Look, here, on
the roller map!”

“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

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!” 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.

Then 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 became
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
—something 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. And
then, as the sun’s rays glanced off the
glossy fuselage of the plane in the lead,
he saw the markings of the 10th Pursuit
Group.

Washington H. Q. had picked up his
‘call and relayed it to the 10th, located at
Binghamton, N. Y.—the nearest drome to
map position K-12. A flight of the 10th
lads had gone streaking into the air. There
they were now, swinging out into line for-
mation, each pilot undoubtedly searching
the heavens 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, 2
heavy hand fell on his shoulder and the
voice of the sergeant pilot rang in his
ears.

“Look, skipper, up there! Black shxps
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 of 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. O. 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 attack forma-
tion. But the Black ships kept right on
diving down.

They were at least a good seven or
eight thousand feet above the American
planes, and in an ideal position for 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 throttes—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!” 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—ijust 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

e 1OOD God—what is that—look at

the thing I’ Dully, Dusty was con-
scious of Colonel Watts’ babbling voice
in his ears. As a matter of fact, the
sergeant pilot and Colonel Standish were
also crying out frantic, incoherent ques-
tions. But he paid not the slightest at-
tention to them. :

Every bit of his attention was riveted
on the eerie phenomenon of death which
was sweeping down from the upper al-
titudes. To his dazed eyes it was stll
only a blur of crimson out of the front of
which spewed the fan-shaped ray of light.
But as a third American plane melted
apart in mid-air, the diving phantom al-
tered its positton and took on definite
shape and outline, It was the strangest

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
faired 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 of armored 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
saw it sweep from side to side, just as
a human eye moves in its socket.

A great, yellow-green eye, that cast
its glance down across the sky and de-
stroyed all that it touched. Like a gi-
gantic blow-torch, it melted the Yank
planes one by one. And all the time it
gave forth that horrible screaming noise
that had been picked up on Ambulance
16’s radio and amplified to deafening
proportions.

Suddenly, like the turning of a switch,
the great eye winked out. Instantly the
screaming sound died away to an echo,
and with a thundering burst of speed, the
strange craft zoomed high and lost it-
self to view in the sub-strata zone.

Save for Dusty’s wild 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—"

Colonel Watts’ mumbled words eaded
in a choking sob. Dusty took hald of his
arm, and shook him uone too gently.

“Get hold of yourseif, colonel!” he
barked. “This is no time to pass out!”

The medico 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
you for this, Captain Ayres. Disobey a
senior officer’s orders, will you?”

“And I shall most certainly substan-
tiate the colomel’'s report!” 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 of seven men to their deaths. He
had sent them roaring after the bait in
a terrible sky trap!

True, he had 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.

HEARTSICK, 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 savage desire to ram his lumbering
crate upward and search out the crimson
destroyer.

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—lock. It's spotted us—and
it’s coming down. For God’s sake, skip-
per—let’s get out of here!”

As Dusty jerked his eyes upward, he
saw the crimson plane slicing 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 became one for Dus-
ty. He thumped down on right rudder,
and at the same instaat flung his weight
forward on the stick,

“Hang onl” he roared. “We're going
downl!”

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 hand-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 against 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 blast furnace.

“It's got us!”

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 knocked him
sprawling on the cabin floor.

“Let go, you fool!” he panted.
we'll never get out!”

Face grim and jaw set, he fought 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,

“or
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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 of 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 up 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! 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 light 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.

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 spin.

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 of 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-
widened eyes glared into his.

“What—what’s that you'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 other shouted,
“I don’t want to jump, and our orders
were to—""

“To hell with your orders!” Dusty
roared at him. “My God, I'm trying to
save your 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 had half risen from his seat as
he bawled out the order, aud the look on
his face must have impressed Colonel
Watts with the belief that bailing out was
the lesser of two evils. For, with face a
shade more chalky, 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 desperate effort to keep it from
whipping into a tight spin. Time after
time he pulled it out with split seconds to
spare, and brought the nose up only to
have it drop right back inta a sluggish
spin again. And then, after what seemed
a lifetime, he heard the sergeant pilot’s
voice.

“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

spread-eagled figure of Calonel 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 plane slid-
ing off on wing.

“And again, sergeant{” he shouted.

Once more he heard a yelp, and once
more he saw a flapping figure =il out-
ward and down. Then the chute siik
spewed upward and urushroomed out.

“What'’s our chances, skipper?”

DUSTY turned at the casual question

and looked into the sergeant pilot’s
eyes., They were steady and unwinking—
not a trace of fear 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 I'll 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.

“T 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, buzzard!” 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 crimsan aircraft fired him
with grim determination.

Hand steel-steady, he reached out and
spun the wave-length dial to the S.O.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
crash 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 Six-
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. O. 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 rather 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 branch 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-0-0-s% it dropped
like a stone.

A world of firecrackers expladed 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

BLACK HAWK;



THE SCREAMING EYE

31

left wrist, and someone was holding a
whisky glass to his lips.

He coughed, pushed away the hand
holding the glass and looked at its owner.
He found himeeif staring into the shaggy-
browed eyes of General J. T. Horner,
chief of U. S. A. Intelligence. He blinked
in amazement.

“You, sir?” he choked out. “Why,
what—2”

The other’s eyes flashed a waraing, and
he stopped short.

“Take it easy, Ayres!” snapped the big
man. “Don’t talk. Here, have some more
of this.”

Obediently, Dusty took the whisky glass
aad 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, captain,” he said. “It’s just a
slight sprain, and I don’t think it'll give
you much 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 grufly. “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.”

“Good!” the senior officer grunted.
“Now, run along.”

And when the door closed 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 ?l,

Dusty stared at him.

“Eh, sir? I don’t understand. 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, kiiled, sir?’ he
blurted out. “I don’t follow 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,

OFFICIAL TO PRESS

Wash. D. C. July 17***Captain Ayres,
Special Emergency Courier, and former
flight commander of H. S. Group 7,
U.S.A.F,, was killed this morning when a
plane in which he was a passenger crashed
in the Appalachian foothills just west of
Nescopeck, Pa. Three other occupants of
the plane escaped by parachute, 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 established yet. According to
the survivors the craft, which was en 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 enemy 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 . ..

FTHE dispatch continued on for several
'* 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! 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. '

“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 I'll

not tell you. There is someone else bet-
ter qualified to explain. 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 Agent 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—die in his own arms. 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.
Aﬂd——”
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“You heard about that?”’ Dusty got out
incredulously.

“Heard about it ?” 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.

T 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!”

“O. 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

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. I—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 de-
manded.

In a few words Dusty told of the
strange message that had come over the
radio just before he crashed. Agent 10
and his father exchanged understanding
glances.

“Ungquestionably !"” nodded the younger
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of the two. “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. Word
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 before his leader called him
off. And our fears were damn near justi-
fied this morning.

“Anyway, to be on the safe side we az-
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've made two
new friends, Ayres,” he continued. ‘‘But,
the end has been attained, and that’s what
counts most, now. 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.”

¢ePPUT 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!” 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 secret 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 over that area. Ten couldn’t
sead 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.O.S. crash sig-
nals. So, you see, it wasn’t your fauit.”

“Maybe not,” said Dusty grimly. “But
it might have been. And I'll square up for
those guys just the same. But, about that
ship—how in God’s name did they steal
it

“That’s a short, but bitter, tale,” replied
Agent 10. “Because of 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 his, so I understand.

“Anyway, he was given four men from
the Scientific War Research Bureau, ail
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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-
cret laboratary,” 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 Departmer& 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 s0,” 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 him, put out his
hand.

“That’s swell,” he said. “Let’'s go—the
sooner the quicker!”

AGENT 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 on 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 all this chasing

around? Let’s just barge in 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, son, only
Professor Shrouder knew the secret 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
what he knows of Shrouder’s early work
that he can solve the secret formula if 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 has 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 wasn'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.
But you didn’t answer my other ques-
tion—do 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, wien 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.

“Anyway, no one, except Blacks of the
high command, can get within twenty-five
miles of it. We’ve been banging at it since
the very beginning.
agents died—died horrible deaths. Four
different times, I just barely escaped with
my own life,

“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. All
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

Nine of our best:

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 10’s face.

“And your plan?” he asked.

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, if 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 we come out of there we'll be coming
out in the disintegrator ship—I hope. In
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 flat. Just remember
that nize of my friends died trying to
crash that place. That gives me 2 double
reason to go.”

“O. K., have it your way,” Dusty
laughed. *But—"

General Horner suddenly gripped his
arm. Eyes flashing a silent warning to
them both, the Intelligence chief rose from
his cheir and tiptoed swiitly over to the
door, For a second he paused listening at-
tentivety. Then with a quick motion he
grabbed the knob and whipped open the
door. He sprang back with a sharp ex-
clamation.

Unable to see anything because of the
chief’s huge bulk, Dusty and Agent 10
sprang to their feet and leaped across the
room.

The general was staring down at a hud-
dled figure just outside the deorway. It
was the young medico who had taped
Dusty’s wrist. 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 nearly a full minute all three stared
down at him, wide-eyed. Then Agent 10
spoke.

“Damu!” he grated. “It didn’t work,
after all.”

Dusty shot him a puzzled glance.

“Meaning what?” he demanded.

Ageat 10 didn’t answer directly. In-
stead he shut the door, leaned his back
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. Helf, that throws
a monkey-wrench in the whole thing!”

ISERY flooded the man’s face as he

spoke. It was also reflected in the
face of General Horner. Dusty stared at
them both a moment, then touched Agent
10 on the arm.

“I wouldn't say that fellow,” he
grinned. “After all, our maia job is to
get 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 pick 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 we’re up to.”

“Well, let’s go after him now,” said
Dusty. “He must be around the building
some place.”

“We're in the morgue wing,” replied
Agent 10. “Only young Smith knew that
we 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 hell!” he chuckled.

“That’s perfect. Couldn’t be bettec!™

“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
two coffins to be flown to New 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 York?”

“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-
eral. “Is he—"

“Don’t worry, sir,” Dusty cut in quick-

ly. “T’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,
T’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

T EIGHT-THIRTY that 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 and
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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 hundred 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 engines. They were
taking off.

Realization was almost as good as fresh
air. His blood surged through his veins,
and his nerves tingled with & renewed
strength. Then, as he sensed a smooth
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 the time to go into
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.

CHOKED exclamation burst from
the Yank eagle’s throat as he stared
at the man. His only resemblance to Curly



THE SCREAMING EYE

43

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

Though he 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 sight of the automatic that made
Dusty go rigid. Faintly, he heard Agent
10 groan, but he didn’t look at his friend.
His eyes were 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 101"

As he spoke the words, “Agent 10,” a
marked sneer came into his veice, 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 covered 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 was fortunate enough to escape us
some three weeks ago. We have not for-
gotten Agent 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 head and

stared at his hands resting on either side
of the coffin, in order to conceal the look
he was 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 hig 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 Black as long as possible,

“. .. and there are several 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 alive.
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
exhaust 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. Q. S, gesture.

As the thought came to him he uncon-
sciously raised his right hand. The Black
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stiffened instantly and the gun ¢ wung
dead on Dusty’s heart.

“Put your hand down!” he rasped.
“Do not forget my words—I 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 theré 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!”

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
Black. 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—1I'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 went scudding up. But that one look
was all he needed. Beyond all question

of doubt, he knew that the strange plang
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!

“Hey you, military transport four!
Who's the pilot and why are you run-
ning with full lights? Check me back at
oncel”

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.

“Welll” 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 10’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!

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

“Military transport four! Land at
once! T'll give you one minute to nose
down before I open fire. That’s relayed
orders from G. H. 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, scorniulty.

“Kil, is your pet word, 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 10s
groaning whisper at his side but realiza-
tion came like a bomb bursting in his
head. God, yes! He had forgotten all
about the beam ship! If they died, who
would—

“Wait, wait!” he gasped wildly. “Don’t
shoot—I'll talk te him. I'l do as you
say }”

Air whistled out of the Black’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 back
was against the side of the cabin.

e ‘“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 place in his
mind, but he forced a hopeless and for-
lorn look to his face.

Stiding into the seat, he spun the wave-
length dial to the reading of his own ship,
the Silver Flash. Brooks had called them
on the emergency wave-length, but he did

not want what he had to say to go ever
a general wave-length.

Then, when the red signal light blmked,
he put the transmitter fube 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 m 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 your set
and clear out. We don’t want company
this time. Beat it!”

“O. 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, atready swinging around, crashed
into his chest and sent him staggering
backward. Almost before the man had
started back, Dusty pivoted and went div-
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ing across the cabin for the loose gun.
Scooping it up, he scrambled over just
in time to see the Black hurling his weight
against the cabin door.

“Stop, you rat!”’ he roared.

But mortal fear had keyed the Black
into a frenzy, and he flung himself out
inta the night. Off balance as he was,
Dusty nevertheless was able to pump 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.

“Come on, dead man!” he said. “Now,
we really do go to work!”

CHAPTER SEVEN
Midnight Wings

GENT 10 made no attempt to move.
Like a man in a trance, he stared at
Dusty. His lips moved but no words came
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!” v

“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|”

Dusty grinned and gave him a playful
punch in the ribs.

“Hold on,” he chided. “It’s not 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 for 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! Which means, unless I miss
my guess, that the Blacks are expecting
this plane to pass over their lines!”

“Perhaps you're right!” 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.”

‘WO 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 closing on his
arm like a vice. He swore softly and shook
his arm 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 stiffened.

“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 expert. Our best
bet is to land, Ayres.”

“And miss this 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. We'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 inio yours. No
sense in taking chances we don’t have to.”

ONE 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-
iess. But past experience told them both
that on the north side 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 lights 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 next 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, if
luck stayed with them, a chance to 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
radium cloud-pierc-
ing beams, he might
just as well have
opened up both en-

AGENT

gines wide, and
gained that much
more forward

speed. There were
no streamers of
light, and no ex-
haust flickers from
bat patrol planes
combing the heav-
ens. It was as
though, save for

the carpet of dim

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 mebile 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, sudde