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By Curtis Steele

The mad Emperor, warrior descendant of the ravagers of Asia, unleashed a new, horrible, ingenious weapon against the American people. While crazed Mongols bent over a powerful death-machine, a thousand miles away, the air became unbreathable! Men and women and children—all living things—gasped for life-giving oxygen, and with searing, heaving lungs, fell strangled by the mysterious, deadly element.. Against these demoniacal hordes, one man alone—Operator 5—struggles while red revolt and destruction blasts America!

____________________________________________________________________________________


CHAPTER ONE

Chinatown Challenge


AT the quiet Hour of the Rat—while exotic banners fluttered in a breeze carrying a clammy fog that serpented through gloomy streets, dimming doorways and windows aglow with yellow light—a luxurious sedan swung around a corner of Pacific Street and sent its shafting headlights toward the murky vortex of San Francisco’s Chinatown.

Rising in the mist that was sweeping past Telegraph Hill from the spreading Bay beyond, a familiar clock-tower reared with its age-old admonition:

Son, Observe the Time And Fly from Evil—
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The costly car crawled to a stop in a littered gutter. Sandaled feet sluffed on the sidewalks as strange figures shuffled past: Cantonese wearing cast-off American straw hats and silken blouses; small-footed women whose garb was no different than those worn by their sisters far beyond the Shanghai Bund. In shadowed doorways along the street, saffron-eyed men hunched, staring coldly at those who alighted from the heavy sedan.

The seven passengers—four men and three women—crowded into a stuffy shop to examine the trinkets and silks of the Orient displayed by the merchant Loo Song. Outside, the chauffeur stood waiting uneasily, glancing about through the gloom. With some relief he saw a powerful roadster swing to the curb in front of the sedan, saw a brisk young American alight.

The driver of the roadster was in his early twenties, clean-cut, alert, smartly dressed. His manner was poised, confident. From the car alighted also a boy in his teens, his freckled face shadowed by the bill of a low-pulled cap. They paused to gaze at the sightseers through the grimy window of the curio shop.

When the party stepped into the street to return to the car, the driver of the roadster stepped forward.

“One moment,” he said, addressing the two men who were apparently leaders of the sightseers. “I should like to see you gentlemen alone.”

The pair paused. One was sharp-eyed, heavy-set; his was a commanding manner. The other was a florid-faced individual, otherwise nondescript, who was acting as guide for the party. They were about to brush the young man aside and step on when he said:

“I advise you to listen to what I have to say.”

Though he spoke in a quiet tone, the edge that sharpened his voice cut through their impatience. The young man’s face was grave, his blue eyes twinkling with deep lights, as he confronted them.

The heavy-set man demanded: “Well?”

“You are J. Arthur Feghorn, publisher of the San Francisco Announcer, aren’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Your guest tonight is Leon Veretski, a diplomatic envoy from Soviet Russia.”

With marked surprise Feghorn admitted: “Yes.”

“I am speaking to you in your own interests,”

the young man declared. “Of course you do not wish your eminent guest—harmed.”

Feghorn began: “I haven’t the faintest idea why—”

“Is Leon Veretski’s reason for coming to Chinatown tonight the usual curiosity of a visitor?”

the young man interrupted, “or has he a deeper reason?”

Feghorn bristled. “He asked to come, and I brought him. His reasons are none of my business—nor of yours!”

The young man smiled slowly. “In any case,”

he cautioned, “I advise you to take your party out of here as quickly as possible.”

“What? Why?” the publisher demanded.

“There is danger.”

“Danger?”

THE guide stepped up to confront the young man. “There’s nothing dangerous about taking parties through Chinatown, Mr. Feghorn,” he stated flatly. “It’s the same old routine I’ve gone through almost every day for five years. This chap’s trying to scare us.”

“I am warning you,” the young man declared with peculiar insistence. “Take your guests away from here at once, Mr. Feghorn—or you may regret it the rest of your life.”

Feghorn said: “Nonsense!”

“Ridiculous!” the guide snorted. “I know every inch this place. Nobody I’ve ever conducted through Chinatown has been molested.”

“No matter how safe it has been in the past,”

the stranger declared emphatically, “it is dangerous now. Use your eyes! Look about you!

Haven’t you noticed something strange?”

Feghorn peered into the gloom, at slinking figures, at darting eyes that gleamed, at waxy hands tucked into loose sleeves.

“I have noticed something a little unusual,”

he admitted, “but certainly nothing to become alarmed about.”

The young man’s smile tightened. “Along this street,” he pointed out, “there is at least one Chinese in every doorway. They are all staring at your party with open hostility. Tonight these Orientals are just so much yellow dynamite—

ready to explode at the slightest—”

“Nonsense!” Feghorn said again.
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The guide put in: “Another tong war may be brewing, sure—but I’ve been through ‘em in the past, and never been touched. It’s strictly limited to the Chinese. If you’re so sure something’s going to happen, why don’t you clear out yourself?”

“My reasons for being here and staying here—I must keep to myself,” the young man answered quietly. “Perhaps you’ve noticed, too, that Chinatown is almost deserted. These men in the streets are standing like sentinels, but no one else is in sight. Some of the shops have been closed for days, their owners gone. For weeks there has been a mysterious exodus from this district. Literally thousands of Chinese have vanished. It means something far more serious than a tong war.”

Feghorn gestured impatiently. “Young man, I don’t know who you are, but your warning is absurd. My guests are waiting. There’s been enough of this. Goodnight!”

He started toward the car with the guide at his side. The brisk young man stepped alertly into his path. He stopped, looking into firm eyes that were darkening like gathering storm-clouds. A strange chill crept into his blood as he heard the young man’s quiet, insistent voice: “I cannot force you to leave Chinatown, Mr.

Feghorn, but I have fulfilled my responsibility by warning you that you are literally gambling with death!”

The dynamic young man strode to his roadster. As he climbed to the wheel the freckle-faced boy, who had waited beside the car, clambered in beside him. It whirred away from the curb with a peculiar surge of power, swung sharply out of sight around the next corner.

J. Arthur Feghorn hesitated, opening the door of the big sedan, gazing at the curious chauffeur. He shrugged. He chuckled shortly. His order was: “Go on!”

The sedan rolled past the intersection, deeper into the gloom of the Oriental settlement.

From a shadowed position, where he had brought his roadster to a stop, the young man saw it appear and vanish. His lips tightened as his hand strayed unconsciously toward a tiny golden ornament dangling from his watch chain.

The back of that hand was marked by a peculiar scar. It was a black and white and gray figure closely resembling a spread-winged American eagle. Its wings seemed to waver, as if for quick flight, as the young man’s fingers flexed.

The ornament with which he toyed was a delicately carved skull of gold backed by golden cross-bones; its eyes glittered ruby-red.

THE two figures—the alert young man and the eager, pug-nosed boy—moved together toward the dark entrance of a shop bearing the sign:

QUA KOU

Importer of Jades

He knocked. He glanced up and down the street while he waited, noting in the gloom inscrutable faces, small eyes shining. A sliding sound came from the near darkness and a voice asked in Cantonese:

“Who disturbs the quiet of Qua Kou’s house?”

Yellow features were dimly visible in a black square that had opened in the door. Black eyes shone from a mask-like visage. The young man answered quietly in the same dialect: “One who comes from the Master of

Secrets.”

Immediately the panel slid shut. A rusty bolt creaked, and the door swung open. The young man and his companion stepped into perfumed darkness. Through air heavy with incense he walked slowly, until a tapestry was drawn back by a saffron hand, and a robed figure slipped through. Darkness came again with the swing of the folds.

Guttural voices spoke softly beyond.

Presently sandals slid on the floor; the drapes were whisked back suddenly, and blinding light flooded out upon the young man and the boy. The two said nothing while black, small eyes scrutinized them as if with occult power to pierce the secrets of their inner minds.

“The Master of Secrets,” said the young man quietly, “sends to Qua Kou his most affectionate greetings.”

The mummy-faced dealer in jades lisped an invitation to enter. The pair stepped after him into a curtained space where the air was thick with burning incense. Tapers gleamed against old-world teakwood furniture, across soft cushions, _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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upon ornaments of rarest beauty. Qua Kou settled himself comfortably, his parchment face impassive, and puffed at a long-stemmed pipe.

“The Master of Secrets,” he intoned musically, “is one of whom I have never heard, strange one.”

Outside the tapestries, sandaled feet were gliding away. When they vanished in the quiet, Qua Kou’s eyes took on a sharper gleam. His American visitor smiled and remarked: “Perhaps this will refresh the venerable merchant’s memory.”

From his pocket he drew a thin silver case.

The pressure of his thumb-nail on a hidden catch caused a leaf to spring open. Before the almond eyes of the Cantonese, the young man had the else so that the document within it could be read: THE WHITE HOUSE

Washington

The identity of the bearer of this letter must be kept absolutely confidential. He is Operator 5 of the United States

Intelligence Service.

The signature affixed to the document was that of the President of the United States.

The small, black eyes raised, shining like polished balls of ebony. “You! One so young! It brings joy to my old heart and inspiration to my feeble mind to gaze upon you!”

“It is an honor to stand in your presence, Qua Kou,” Operator 5 answered gently. “The Master of Secrets, who to me is known as Z-7, has spoken of you often. You have given us able assistance in many cases.”

“My puny efforts,” the ancient Cantonese answered, “cannot compare with your achievements, Operator 5. I well know the great service you have rendered your country. Again and again you have crushed down dangers which would have brought destruction.

“If I can be of service to you, pray command me.”

OPERATOR 5, at the merchant’s gesture, brought himself to a cushion. He noted the almond eyes turning to the freckle-faced boy.

Smiling, he said:

“This lad is one who has served his country as well as I, Qua Kou. He still remains outside the Intelligence Service only because he is too young, yet he has accomplished more than many of our best undercover men. It will be a fortunate day for us when he comes of age. He is dearer to me than a blood brother. You have heard, perhaps, Qua Kou, of Tim Donovan?”

The ancient merchant’s eyes gleamed again.

“The Master of Secrets,” he said, “has told me that by the ring this boy wears I shall know him as your friend.”

The Irish lad had understood no word of the exchange; but when he saw the gaze of the Cantonese drop to his ring, he grinned. It pictured a white skull on a black background, on its forehead the mystic numeral five. It had been presented to Tim Donovan by Operator 5; it was a symbol of the deep friendship that bound them.

No power on earth could ever induce the boy to part with that ring.

“I came,” Operator 5 said softly to the old dealer in jades, “seeking the wisdom of your counsel. I wish to read a mystery of your people, venerable one. I wish to learn why thousands of your brothers have vanished from their homes and shops these past weeks—not only here, but in the cities of our East.”

“My brothers? Qua Kou’s eyes smoldered.

“They are not kin of mine, young friend! These who have forsaken the faith of their ancestors, who have heeded the voice of devil-men—these are not my brothers!”

“But,” Operator 5 insisted, “they have gone?”

“Yes. Between the minutes of the clock they had crept away.”

“Do you know why—or where?”

The old merchant sighed: “l live within the walls of my shop, and I see little outside—but I hear much, young friend. I know only that these faithless countrymen of mine have yielded to an evil spell. A great voice has spoken to them, making them drunk with promises of power. This voice has commanded, and they have obeyed.”

“And the voice is—?”

Qua Kou puffed slowly on his long-stemmed pipe. “Do you know,” he asked, “of the great Mongol emperor of centuries past—Jenghis Khan?”

“A little, Qua Kou.”
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”Almost eight hundred years ago,” the venerable merchant droned, “he was born. In his fist his father, returning from a great war, found a clot of blood hardened like a stone. It was a symbol that a great warrior had been born, and so he became known. Ching-sze, or Chingiz—he whom the Western World records in history as Jenghis Khan, conqueror of all the then—known world.”

The parchment lips emitted wisps of smoke.

“Leading great armies, he fought and conquered province after province,” the Cantonese continued. “The very mention of his name inspired terror in the hearts of those he marched against. He swarmed his hundreds of thousands of warriors over China, and spread to sack Bukhara. He dared bring battle to Mohammed, who was completely routed. He invaded Russia and conquered it. Far to the banks of the Dnieper he carried his power.”

“Yes, Qua Kou. This was hundreds of years ago.”

“Seven hundreds of years ago,” the merchant nodded, “five planets appeared shining in the sky to portend evil for Jenghis Khan. They brought him death. He rests in the valley of Kilien.

Since him no greater conqueror has fought—not even Caesar or Napoleon, young friend. The perfect warrior, unknown to defeat—Ching-sze!”

“And now—?” asked Operator 5.

“Now—!” The venerable dealer in jades leaned forward with eyes shining black. “Jenghis Khan again lives!”

OPERATOR 5’s expression did not change.

“After seven hundred years of death, the greatest conqueror the world has ever known has returned?”

“So the voice has spoken,” Qua Kou said.

“The voice of one known now as—”

His voice trailed off in a whisper. The smoke wisped lazily from the spherical bowl of his pipe, melting into the fog of the incense. The ebony eyes shifted back and form, searching misty space.

“Known, young friend, as—”

It was the merest puff of breath. Pfah it sounded faintly, and the fog stirred. Past the head of Operator 5 something sped—and vanished.

Rigid on his cushions sat the old merchant, hand motionless, pipe still wreathing smoke. When he moved it was to glance downward at a tiny fluff of feathers which had appeared as if by magic against the sheen of his silken robe.

Operator 5 sprang to a crouch. From somewhere beyond a slippery sound whispered.

He breathed: “Tim—down! Get out—”

The hand of Qua Kou raised for silence.

From his stiffening fingers the slender pipe dropped. Its stem cracked as it struck the floor; the breath of the old dealer in jades beat fast. His one yellow, long-nailed hand reached to grasp Operator 5’s wrist.

“Young friend! Warn the Master of Secrets!

Tell him that the conqueror of the world has risen from death to conquer the world again! He is coming—coming now!—to ravish and sack and destroy—!”

The venerable Qua Kou sank into the cushions. Filmy lids dimmed the shine of his dark black eyes. He lay in death, his long-nailed fingers still encircling the wrist of Operator 5—dead fingers crushing a warning!

Operator 5 loosened the saffron hand, shot his own hand toward his arm-pit holster. He whipped about, listening, facing the gently swaying tapestries. He grasped up a pillow and swung it sharply, so that the wind that cut through the haze snapped out every gleaming taper. In the sweet darkness he whispered.

“Careful, Tim! Somebody’s out there! That was a dart from a blow-gun—poisoned!”

Operator 5 heard the boy move alertly to his side as he stepped to swing the tapestries aside.

From the street a dim shine glistened upon shelves bearing rare jades—upon dark shadows that seemed evilly alive. Operator 5 stepped out slowly, his free hand bringing a small torch from his pocket. Its pencil of light traced through the gloom of the shop, spattering greenness from carved jade.

Tim Donovan’s voice came sibilantly.

“There’s nobody here. I was listening—I didn’t hear anybody go out or—”

“Down, Tim!”

The spot of Operator 5’s torch had flicked across black eyes peering at him from the folds of a tapestry. His command brought a quick stir in the darkness. A swarthy hand flashed upward, carrying a glistening tube. A whole face appeared as a black-garbed man stepped out of the draped corner, crouched. The hand brought the tube to _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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the puckered mouth quickly, and in the quiet there sounded a swift intake of breath.

The beam of Operator 5’s light whisked out as he sprang aside. He thrust Tim Donovan sprawling; the movement through the curtains had been so swift that the boy had not glimpsed it. He dropped half to his knees, flicking his automatic toward a silhouetted movement in the dim light.

Two sounds echoed, the one swiftly following the other.

The first was a pfah! and the second was the bellowing snarl of Operator 5’s gun.

Operator 5 vaulted the table and jade tinkled.

He whirled toward a ghostly figure darting along the wall. It flattened back as gun-metal glistened toward him. He drove out a fist that clicked hard between close-set eyes; his gun-barrel struck the wrist of the hand gripping the assailant’s weapon.

His third move was a sharp, swift blow that brought a gasp.

The man in the shadows dropped. Operator 5’s torch lanced downward again. It bathed a dusky, impassive face with eerie light. The man lay paralyzed, disabled by the rapid jiujutsu blow.

Near his feet lay the blow-gun which Operator 5’s first bullet shattered.

“Jimmy!” Tim Donovan cried as he

scampered past tables. “There—in your shoulder!”

Operator 5 smiled tightly as he plucked the feathered dart from the fabric of his coat-sleeve.

By the merest fraction of an inch, its deadly point had missed puncturing his skin. He pushed the needle into the wood of a shelf, and peered again at the rigid man on the floor.

He was, surprisingly, a Russian.

Operator 5 turned away and stopped short.

From the street, sharply, shrilly, sounded a scream of desperate terror.

LONG, swift strides carried Operator 5 to the door with Tim Donovan at his heels. They hurried out to the curb and paused. The soughing wind was still carrying thickening fog from the Bay that dimmed the yellow lights of the street, making phantoms of all it enveloped. Through the mist, beyond the corner, paired spots of light marked the position of a car.

The scream tore again from a throat that must be clutched in a crushing, killing grip—the terror cry of a woman!

Operator 5 sprinted past the intersection, into the shine of the twin gleams. The fog blanketed quick movement. One woman was rushing across the sidewalk to the yawning door of a sedan while a man stood with clutched fists ready to block the rush of a Chinese leaping from a nearby doorway.

Two more men were struggling with wide-sleeved figures near the rear of the car. In the shine of light, a black-bloused Oriental was crouching over another woman—a woman who was struggling frantically to escape—crouching with one hand gripping her throat and the other unleashing the lightning of a knife.

Operator 5’s automatic snapped out a slug that stopped at the blade. As the knife twirled away out of the Oriental’s hand, he leaped, hooking his arm beneath the chin of the killer. He jerked the man upright. The cruel twist he gave the man’s neck brought a snap—a sharp shriek of pain. Operator 5 dropped the man limp, whirled to the wall, backing with gun leveled.

Ghostly forms were flitting through the mist up and down the street. In the faint gleam of the shop-window lights, knife blades glittered warnings. Sandals slipped swiftly, as Orientals charged from black warrens to swarm toward the car.

The woman struggling from the sidewalk was darkly beautiful—a Russian. A swarthy man sprang toward her protectively even as a yellow man leaped toward his back. A snaky yellow arm looped around the Russian’s neck as he helped the woman through the car door, and he was dragged back choking. Operator 5 leaped out to strike a swift blow that sent the attacker rolling unconscious into the gutter.

“Into the car—all of you!” he commanded.

“Get out of here fast!”

He sent blasting bullets that brought screams from the swarming Chinese and sent them scattering. At the rear of the car, a heavy-set man clicked knuckles into the saffron face of an attacker as a knife slashed downward through his coat. A gurgling cry of pain came from the fog beyond as Operator 5 spun Arthur Feghorn out of the open.

“Drive out! Top speed!”

Feghorn hung to the door, blinking through the baffling fog. Inside the sedan he saw the emissary from Soviet Russia, Leon Veretski, Mrs.

Veretski, Mrs. Feghorn, and his chauffeur. He whirled about and stopped short, staring down at _______________________________________________________________________________________________

Operator 5TM

THE GREEN DEATH MISTS November, 1934

_______________________________________________________________________________________________

_______________________________________________________________________________________________________

A production of Vintage New Medi aTM

www.vintagelibrary.com

7

a dark figure lying on the pavement. Washed by fog, the guide who had brought the party to Chinatown lay there, a knife skewered through his heart.

Far away police whistles shrilled. Running heels rang hard on the pavements. Furtive Chinese were scattering, melting in the gloomy mist.

“God—we can’t leave here yet!” Feghorn gasped as Operator 5’s gun waved across the sidewalk. “One of the party—a girl—is missing!”

Tim Donovan stood hard against the building, searching the fog. Beyond, police whistles trilled again. Operator 5 kept his gun leaded, gesturing sharply toward the chauffeur waiting at the wined.

“Get out of Chinatown!” he ordered. “If that girl has disappeared, you may never see her again. You are risking the lives of the others by—”

“We—we only stepped into that mission!”

Feghorn broke in breathlessly. “They came at us like fiends. The girl was in there when I saw her last. God, I can’t—!”

RUNNING police were blending into sight through the swirling mist. Operator 5 gripped Feghorn’s arm, spoke ringingly.

“I’ll look for that girl. These police will be helpless to protect you if the Chinese choose to attack again. Get away from here at once!”

The imperative power of Operator 5’s voice urged the dismayed Feghorn into the car.

Immediately the motor whirred, and the sedan streaked off into the mist. Operator 5 stepped alertly to Tim Donovan’s side, glancing quickly into doorways that now were bleakly empty.

“After me, Tim!”

He moved away quickly to avoid delay and questioning by the policemen who were trotting toward the scene. He pushed through a door with the tough Irish lad at his side, paused in musty air dimly lighted by bracketed lamps on the walls. He looked into a large square room, empty save for a platform at one end and a hundred scattered chairs.

The Christian Mission had once been an opium-smoker’s haven; now it harbored the hungry and homeless. At the first sounds of trouble in the street, it had emptied. Operator 5

walked forward and his footfalls echoed from the drab walls. He stopped abruptly, hearing a cry as if from far away.

Tim Donovan exclaimed: “Jimmy! It came from below!”

Operator 5 crossed the floor, peered at dirt-filled cracks. He found no clean lines that might indicate a concealed trap. Moving toward the platform, he heard the cry again—strangled, frantic. He tramped across the platform, dropped again, and kicked suddenly.

A square section of boards at the side of the platform jarred loose on hinges. Operator 5

dropped back, gun leveled, then shot the pencil-thin ray of his light through it. He glimpsed wooden stairs zigzagging into darkness that welled between earthen walls.

“Watch it, Tim,” he commanded quietly. “I’m going down!”

“Jimmy—don’t!” the boy beseeched.

“If you hear anything like trouble, Tim,”

Operator 5 continued firmly, “bring the cops.”

He dropped to his knees and twisted under the swinging leaf of wood. Steadied on the unstable steps, he swung his light downward. It flicked along dirt walls worn smooth by the brushing shoulders of those who had passed through it during the long years. Beneath Chinatown, Operator 5 knew, lay uncharted catacombs. This must be a branch. He descended the stairs to the floor, paused, and—

A blur of movement flickered through the corners of his eyes. He whirled as a thin strand snagged tight about his neck. A noose had dropped over his head; a powerful jerk tumbled him sideward. Operator 5 twisted, gasping, as a hand gripped his automatic and tore at it. The sudden agony in his throat paralyzed him an instant—and in that instant the gun was ripped from his fingers.

HIS torch rolled lightless on the floor as he tensed and hardened the muscles of his neck against the drawing noose. He clutched the strand of silk. His assailant, far beyond reach, retreated as he sprang, but the strong filament kept murderously taut. Operator 5 dropped to his knees, lungs burning, as his right hand darted to the buckle of his belt.

A click, and it came free. He jerked the leather band from its loops and it sprang straight; he whipped it and the narrow sheath flew off the supple blade of his rapier. It slashed to the silken strand choking him and sliced it through. Operator _______________________________________________________________________________________________

Operator 5TM

THE GREEN DEATH MISTS November, 1934

_______________________________________________________________________________________________

_______________________________________________________________________________________________________

A production of Vintage New Medi aTM

www.vintagelibrary.com

8

5 kneed up; he leaped through darkness, toward the sound of quick breathing.

The hiss of a falling knife passed close to his ear, and the whipping needle of his rapier flexed to clash with it. A startled cry that broke out of the darkness marked a position toward which he lunged. A quiver through his epée told him that the blade had pierced flesh. As a thump sounded against the wall of the tunnel he reached to grip a loose tunic.

Operator 5 avoided the arms that grappled desperately for him; he snapped the man about and drove a stiff-fingered blow to the side of the assailant’s head. The figure slumped laxly against him as it dropped. He turned with rapier poised, hearing slow breathing, knowing that the man he had dropped would remain unconscious for hours from the nerve-numbing jiujutsu blow.

As he groped for his light and his automatic, an anxious call came from above: “Jimmy!

Jimmy!”

Operator 5 risked: “Okay, Tim! Stay there, boy!” and sent the thin beam of his light along the smooth wall. From beyond a bend came the quick scampering of feet—the sounds of human rats fleeing into the depths of the warren. Operator 5

swung his light back to outline a lax figure lying on the foot-smoothed earth; and his eyes widened with astonishment.

The man who had attacked him was not a Chinese. The characteristics of his face were East Indian. A Hindu Thug—in Chinatown!

Operator 5 followed the smooth wall of the passage around the bend as the shuffling footfalls hurried into the distance. A sense of emptiness filled the passage now. He strode swiftly, noting the aged beams that supported the walls and ceiling of the tunnel, until he reached a door. He pressed it, found it locked, and was turning away when he heard a faint moan that stopped him.

Operator 5 brought from his pocket a thin pack of master keys—precision instruments which represented many hours of labor in his workshop.

He tried one after another in the lock of the thick door; the fifth turned. With torch out, he stepped through and listened. Sliding along the wall, he located a whimpering sound. He pressed the contact button of his flash.

In the spot of light a face appeared—a girl’s face, the eyes wide with fright, the mouth bound with silk—a face that Operator 5 instantly recognized. From his lips a name burst: “Diane!”


CHAPTER TWO

Hordes of Terror


THE spot flicked away; it traced across boarded walls, over a table bearing nothing—to reveal a room of emptiness! Operator 5 crossed hastily to the girl lying huddled against the wall.

He tugged the gag loose; he touched the silken strands that lashed her wrists and ankles with his rapier and they parted. She sprang up, her color high, her eyes shining almost hysterically.

“Oh—Jimmy!”

She flung her arms around his neck and clung. As she stepped back, laughing brokenly, he said: “Di, you’re amazing! How the devil did you get here?”

She said breathlessly: “Take me away, Jimmy! Please take me away!”

“Gladly—but keep an eye on that door for a moment, Di. This calls for a look around.”

The girl stepped to the door opening into the passage, watched the gleam of light on Operator 5’s face as he circled the room. His search was quick but thorough. He found nothing. The room was a wooden box containing a table, and that was all. He came to the side of Diane Elliot quickly.

“Up the stairs, Di,” he said, “and out!”

He followed the girl along the musty passage; he helped her up the steps and through the swinging trap at the edge of the mission platform. Tim Donovan, when she appeared, blinked his utter astonishment.

“Gosh, Di! We left you in New York!”

Diane laughed shakily. “I’m the original bad penny, I think, Tim!”

Operator 5 ducked out bearing the

automatic, his rapier, and its belt-scabbard. He buckled the blade in place, and thrust the gun into Tim Donovan’s fingers.

“Take Di to the car, Tim,” he ordered the bewildered boy. “Watch sharp! I’ll be right along.”

The Irish lad’s fingers curled tightly about the weapon. “Trust me, Jimmy! Di, you come along.”
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Operator 5’s tight smile faded as he followed them through the mission. Two policemen were on the alert in the street. Operator 5 brought credentials from his pocket—papers declaring him to be George Wakeley of the Department of Justice—and opened the way for Diane and Tim.

As they hurried on, one of the officers declared throatily:

“Never happened before—a guide gettin’

knifed…. There’s somethin’ damn’ strange come over this place.”

Operator 5 stooped above the body of the dead guide to examine the hilt of the protruding knife. It told him nothing; the murderer had long vanished in the hidden catacombs under Chinatown. Each doorway along the street was empty now; a sinister quiet pervaded the district.

Jimmy Christopher hurried through the fog to the entrance of Qua Kou’s shop. His torch lighted his way inward. He gave the unconscious Russian only a hasty glance. Behind the tapestries he found the venerable merchant still lying among the cushions. Operator 5 stooped above the figure, and picked up between his fingers the dart that had flashed through the air. He peered at a slender needle with its discolored tip. It had driven through Qua Kou’s skin spreading a poison that had killed the venerable old man almost instantly.

The old lips that had so often spoken wisdom to aid the Intelligence Service would never speak again.

Jimmy Christopher left the shop sadly, strode to the roadster. As he settled behind the wheel, Diane Elliot’s arm curled through his. She watched his grave face, the darkening of his eyes, as he started the Diesel engine.

SHE had met Jimmy Christopher in this city months previous, at the Embarcadero, when they had both been engaged in trailing the notorious spy, Kara Vizna. Her work as special reporter for the farflung Amalgamated Press Service had brought her later to New York. She had aided Operator 5 on several important cases; a strong bond of warm friendship had grown between them.

“You’ll probably be angry, Jimmy,” she said quietly. “I saw you when you spoke to Mr.

Feghorn in front of Loo Song’s curio shop. I was in that party.”

Jimmy Christopher sent the car rolling along Vanness street, eyes shifting alertly right and left into doorways now empty.

“You saw me and didn’t let me know you were with them, Di?”

“If I had, Jimmy Christopher, you would have insisted on my getting out of Chinatown—and I didn’t intend to get out.”

Operator 5 turned the switch that sent current into the radio bracketed beneath the dash.

“Jimmy… .” Diane’s arm curled more tightly.

“You and Tim left New York without telling me anything except that you were going to San Francisco.”

“Secret orders, Di.”

“I know. That same day Leon Veretski was leaving for San Francisco as Consul for Soviet Russia. I talked the boss into giving me the assignment of a series of stories on Veretski’s impressions of the United States, and I went on the same train. I soon noticed something strange about Veretski, Jimmy.”

“Something strange? What?”

“His greatest interest seemed to be in the foreign population and the foreign sections of the big cities. Data about Russians seemed to interest him less than information about the Asiatic peoples here. When I asked him why, he froze up. Something seemed to be preying on Veretski’s mind—something he didn’t dare hint to anyone. His first request when he got here, as Feghorn’s guest, was to see Chinatown. I simply had to go with him. Jimmy what’s behind it?”

“More than you dream, Di,” Operator 5 said quietly. “More than even Veretski can possibly suspect. No doubt he was troubled by secret information forwarded to him from Moscow—the same information, perhaps, that sent me here from Washington.”

“Can’t you tell me, Jimmy?”

“Di, something has been happening among the oriental races of the world, blending even into other peoples: Chinese, Japanese, Hindus, and Mexicans. There has even been evidences of unrest on our own Indian Reservations. It is as though a ferment has suddenly begun working in the souls of these peoples. Bit by bit, vague information has reached me which indicates that some tremendous organized force is bending these races together under one secret leadership—for what purpose no one can guess. I _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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have suspected for weeks that the lid is about to blow off. At any moment—”

Operator 5’s voice faded off. Diane’s tug at his sleeve brought only intensified silence, and a deeper darkening of his eyes. On sudden thought, she opened her palm and uncrumpled a ball of paper. “Jimmy—can this mean anything? I was inside the mission when the trouble began.

Almost before I knew what was happening, I was grabbed and carried into that tunnel. I was taken into that room—and yellow men glared at me murderously.

“It was as though their taking me there was a defiance of my race by theirs. The men in that room were not all Chinese, either. There were two Hindus, a Japanese, and one who looked Spanish or Mexican. They were gathered around that table as if in council—and when the alarm came that the police were coming, they snatched up all their papers. One sheet fell beside me and I managed to work it into my hand without their seeing me.

This is it, Jimmy!”

OPERATOR 5 glanced at the black inked, cabalistic characters on the crudely-made sheet of paper. He took it from Diane, slipped it into his pocket while the radio played softly along with the hum of the motor.

“The mere fact that the trouble broke out tonight,” he said quietly, “indicates that the seeds of revolt have been sown. Some rebellious power is working to unite the suppressed races of the world under the leadership of a new conqueror.

Who that man is—what tremendous organization he has behind him; everything about him—is unknown, except that he exists and his power is threatening now, at this moment, to—”

The music issuing from the radio broke off abruptly as a bell clanged and an announcer’s voice boomed:

“Ladies and gentlemen! Special, urgent news despatches have just been received. Suddenly, as if at a common signal, revolt has flared up in numerous scattered parts of the world! At this moment we can bring you only a few details, but the fact is plain that world-wide revolution has broken out!”

Operator 5 tensed at the wheel. Diane’s lips parted in amazement, and Tim Donovan’s eyes grew round.

“In Mexico, a savage uprising of peons has come with the suddenness of an explosion.

Armies of natives have massed together, swooping into cities and taking possession of the main highways and strategic positions. In Sonora and Chihuahua, as well as in Coahuila and Nuevo Leon—in all the territory just south of the Mexican-United States border—armed hordes are gathering. Already thousands have been killed and countless others wounded; homes have been destroyed and towns sacked by a barbaric flood of revolutionists which is rising higher at every moment—!

“From India, wireless messages have just been received declaring that frightful rioting is sweeping across the country like a tidal wave of blood. Hundreds of thousands of natives are massing into the most gigantic revolt ever to rage across India. The provincial police are greatly outnumbered; reports state that all whites are fleeing in terror from the cities. From such widely separated points as Bombay, Calcutta and Delhi similar accounts have flashed of bloodshed, massacre and internal war!

“Peking is being ravished by swarms of savage bandits. In Hang-Chow, the white settlements have been invaded by mobs of rioting natives who are spreading out in a wave of pillaging and slaughter. In Shanghai and Nan-King, the streets are swarming with barbaric mobs destroying all that stands in their way. Millions in China are massing into a bloody revolt!”

The roadster rolled more slowly as Operator 5 listened intently to each strident word….

“In Manchukno, Japanese troops have broken into rebellion! Ports in Japan are the scenes of wide-spread mutiny. Important vessels of the Japanese navy have been seized. The Military Command has been caught by surprise and has so far been helpless to stamp out the uprising among the troops! In Hokkaido—

“Ladies and gentlemen! The most amazing of all these reports has just been received by wireless! Russia is experiencing a new revolution!

Centered in Eastern Siberia, a surprise revolt has occurred in the Red forces massed along the borders of Outer Mongolia and Manchukuo. All ships of the Red navy are reported seized by mutineers! A great part of the Red air force is reported to have defied Commissar Klimentiy Voroshilov and to be acting under the orders of a new leader! The reports read ‘TransSiberian Railway bombed and revolutionists driving toward the sea’ but details are lacking.
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“We will bring you additional reports as swiftly as they reach us, ladies and gentlemen!

These wide-spread revolts appear to have struck at the same moment, as though a single command had ordered them! They are of staggering importance. They have flared up with so little warning that it is impossible to say—”

Operator 5 snapped the radio off. His face was darklined, his eyes black shadows as he sent the roadster whining past a corner. Diane and Tim watched him in anxious silence; they asked him questions he did not hear, and suddenly he braked to a stop in front of an apartment building near Market Street.

“Tim—take Diane home!” he said shortly.

“Wait for word from me I may need you!”

He sprinted into the amber lighted lobby of the building. Tim and Diane, glimpsing him as the roadster rolled away under pressure of the boy’s foot on the accelerator, saw him step into an elevator, his hand straying unconsciously to the little symbol of death he wore on his watch chain.

OPERATOR 5 stepped to a door to which a card was tacked bearing the name: Martin Christiansen. The man who admitted him was in shirt-sleeves and slippers; he had just stepped from a table at which another man and a woman were still eating. Jimmy Christopher said: “Lincoln.”

The shirt-sleeved man jerked a thumb toward the kitchen.

Operator 5 stepped into it, and immediately entered a small pantry. He shut the door and turned the key. He reached behind packages crowded on the shelves and touched the head of the nail. Immediately a soft grinding sound came.

The entire pantry—shelves, walls and all —began a descent.

Two stories lower in the flat-sided channel, the pantry stopped. In the unbroken plaster wall a panel appeared in outline, then slid away.

Operator 5 stepped into a narrow corridor while a man, sitting in shadow at its end, watched him alertly. At a door he knocked a signal. An electric lock clicked and he stepped into bright light.

The walls of this hidden room were banked with metal filing cabinets. A shaded bulb concentrated its rays upon a littered desk where a broad-shouldered man sat. He peered through thick eye-glasses and extended his hand.

“Y-3,” Jimmy Christopher said briskly, “I have just heard the broadcast reports. I have come directly—”

“Operator 5, what you have heard so far is only a hint of what is actually happening!”

The man designated Y-3 was Pacific Coast Chief of the United States Intelligence Service.

His eyes shone grotesquely large through the strong lenses as he peered at Jimmy Christopher.

He was silent while the muffled clattering of teletype machines came from the adjoining communications room; he gestured toward a chair.

“A short while ago,” he drawled in his peculiar hollow voice, “reports from our operators abroad began flooding in. Each one in itself is of tremendous significance. Taken as a whole, the picture is staggering. Read these!”

Operator 5 took the sheaf of reports which Y-3 handed him. He sat motionless, only his dark eyes moving, as he snatched the most important sections from each one.

… SF … RELAY THROUGH WD13 FROM

VS … NEW RUSSIAN REVOLUTION

PLANNED UNDER LEADERSHIP OF JOSEF

STRATSKI COMMANDER OF REVOLTING

FORCES… MOSCOW HELPLESS AND

COMMISSAR VOROSHILOV STRIPPED OF ALL

POWER … MOSCOW HAS LONG BEEN

MASSING TROOPS AND AIR FORCES ALONG

BORDER

OF OUTER MONGOLIA AND MANCHUKUO

FEARING INVASION AT ANY MOMENT …

ALMOST ENTIRE MILITARY STRENGTH OF

RUSSIA CENTERED THERE … FIRST BLOW

BY STRATSKI’S REVOLUTIONISTS WAS

BOMBING OF TRANS-SIBERIAN RAILROAD AT

POINT BETWEEN LAKE BAIKAL AND

KARYMSKAYA … COMPLETELY SHUTS OFF

ONLY AVENUE THROUGH WHICH MILITARY

REINFORCEMENTS MIGHT BACK UP

VOROSHILOV … ALMOST ENTIRE AIR

FORCE NOW UNDER COMMAND OF

STRATSKI … COMPLETE RUSSIAN FLEET

OF FOUR BATTLESHIPS—SIX CRUISERS

EIGHT SUBS AND FIFTY SMALL BOATS IN

HANDS OF REVOLUTIONISTS … FLEET

WITH EXPEDITIONARY FORCE AND ALL

UNITS PREPARING ATTACK ON UNKNOWN

OBJECTIVE …
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“The fact,” Y-3 put in sharply as Operator 5

finished the report, “that Stratski’s revolutionists have destroyed the TransSiberian shows that they intend to center their power in Siberia. They are planning no move to assume control of the government in Moscow. They have some other—

some far greater—objective!”

OPERATOR 5’s lips thinned as he spoke.

“Revolution,” he declared, “is only the most convenient term to apply to what has happened in Siberia, Y-3. It is far more than that. Stratski has maneuvered to bring under his control all the Russian military and air strength. He is not turning it back on Russia. He is—”

He broke off tensely. Y-3’s magnified eyes sought the secret of his unuttered thought. Jimmy Christopher read on rapidly.

… SF … RELAY THROUGH WDC-13

FROM TJ … MUTINEERS CONTROL ALL

JAPANESE PORTS … FOUR BATTLESHIPS

SIX DESTROYERS SEIZED AND NOW

CARRYING THOUSANDS OF ARMED MEN TO

SOME UNKNOWN DESTINATION … ADMIRAL

KANJI KATO COUNSELOR OF MILITARY

AFFAIRS AND VICE-ADMIRAL NOBUMASA

SUETSUGU COMMANDER IN CHARGE OF

UNITED FLEETS HELPLESS AGAINST

UPRISING…

Josef Stratski

“Again!” Operator 5 exclaimed. “The leaders of the Japanese revolt are making no attempt to seize control of their government. They are striking out toward a richer prize!”

“Is it possible—!” Y-3 began; his voice faded as he beheld the grim light shining deep within the eyes of Operator 5.

Jimmy Christopher read other reports rapidly.

Their contents were appallingly similar. In India, swarms of armed natives had swooped upon ships Iying in dock and had taken control; these boats, loaded with men crazed with a lust for blood and power, were putting to sea. In Mexico, the mass uprising of peons was reported moving like a threatening storm closer to the international border. On all sides of the globe a ferment of death and destruction was working…

Gravely Operator 5 pushed the reports aside.

“Y-3, this same spirit of unrest and revolt is evident within this country. My experience in Chinatown tonight proves it. You may rest assured that word will come of race-rioting in the United States.”

“‘Will come?” Y-3 blurted. “It has come already. We have telephonic reports from Los Angeles County that thousands of Japanese laborers and farmers have risen in a mass. They are swarming through the cities, taking control of the main highways, threatening to overwhelm the police. Their numbers are growing every hour. It means a reign of terror!”

Operator 5 came stiffly to his feet. “These people are crazed with a lust for power that has been carefully nurtured by some great, secret leader. For months—perhaps years—this unknown commander has been building up the power which has struck tonight. He has bound them together, you may be sure, with promises of unconquerable world supremacy—and he intends to achieve it. The full strength and extent of this movement, Y-3, we cannot even dream!”

The magnified eyes of Y-3 shone whitely.

Operator 5 drew quickly from his pocket the crumpled sheet of crude paper which Diane Elliot had given him, placed it before the Pacific Coast Chief.

“This is a Chinese code. It must be deciphered. If one or more of your men will handle the preliminary work on it—”

“I know exactly the right man!” Y-3 touched a pearl button. “V-6 understands Chinese thoroughly. He has unraveled their codes before.”

The Pacific Coast Chief spoke quickly into a dictograph and turned back. “He’s here now, and he’ll tackle this message at once.”
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OPERATOR 5 nodded. “In the mean time,”

he continued, “please send men to take into custody two members of this secret organization that I ran up against tonight. One is an unconscious Russian who will be found in Qua Kou’s jade shop. The other is a Thug lying in a passage connecting with the platform of the Christian Mission. As for Qua Kou himself—”

Y-3 spoke rapidly again into the dictograph as Jimmy Christopher paused.

“—his body must be buried with honors befitting his high integrity.”

The door opened quickly. The young man who stepped to the Pacific Chief’s desk was stoop-shouldered, with dark skin and pinched eyes. Y-3 introduced him to Jimmy Christopher as V-6.

“It’s an honor to meet you, Operator 5!” V-6

declared, his mouth twisting queerly as he spoke.

“I have heard so much about you that you have almost become a legend.”

Jimmy Christopher smiled his appreciation, and studied V-6’s thin face as Y-3 passed him the cabalistic message.

“This must be decoded as soon as possible.

Drop everything and work on it. If you strike upon the solution, report to Operator 5 at once. In any case, graph it so that he will be able to carry on from your preliminary work.”

“Certainly.” V-6 peered at the brush-lettered characters, and his eyes became black lines.

“This looks promising. I think I can decode it without much trouble.”

He was turning to the door when Jimmy Christopher asked a question that stopped him.

“What brand of cigarettes do you smoke, V-6?”

The undercover agent blinked his

puzzlement “I don’t smoke at all,” he answered.

“Why do you ask?”

Operator 5 answered gently: “Mere

curiosity.”

V-6 blinked again, and looked troubled as he stepped out. Operator 5 turned as a shirt-sleeved man hurried from the communications-office with a sheaf of reports. Teletype machines beat their staccato rhythms as Y-3 read rapidly.

“Washington has dashed orders to Fort Sam Houston, Texas, to send all troops in the Eighth Corps Area toward the Mexican Border to repulse any possible attacks by the peon revolutionists.

The Border Patrol units of the army air service have been directed to maintain constant patrol along the entire line. Godfrey! This is war for which no nation can be held responsible!”

“War,” Operator 5 answered tartly, “being waged by the Emperor of a country that cannot be found on any map—a nation of scattered peoples that has been created secretly!”

Again the door of the communications room was flung open; the teletype attendant looked out wide-eyed.

“Chief! There’s a new message coming over the wires! Good Lord, it’s—”

Operator 5 stepped through the door rapidly as the man broke off, bent above the clattering mechanism on the table. From it, a strip of yellow tape was snaking covered with words. With Y-3

bending over his shoulder, Jimmy Christopher read a message that chilled his heart.

… SF … RELAY THROUGH WDC-13

WIRELESS JUST RECEIVED FROM SITKA …

SWARMS OF AIRPLANES IDENTIFIED AS

FLEET SEIZED BY RUSSIAN

REVOLUTIONISTS ATTACKING ALASKAN

PORT CITIES… OVERWHELMING AIR

POWER SWEEPING ACROSS BERING SEA

AND ALEUTIAN ISLANDS FROM SIBERIA…

BOMBS DROPPED ON NOME, SEWARD AND

ANCHORAGE … ATTACK SWEEPING OVER

JUNEAU … NAVAL COALING STATION HERE

DESTROYED BY BOMBS … CAPITAL IN

TERROR … CITIES BEING EVACUATED BY

WHITES …

OPERATOR 5 raised, white-faced, to turn from the curling tape at a quick touch on his arm.

Another of the communications experts said breathlessly: “Washington on the telephone—

calling Operator 5!”

Jimmy Christopher stepped into one of a row of sound-proofed booths at the side of the room.

“WDC-13 calling Operator 5.”

Jimmy Christopher exclaimed: “Chief!” The voice on the wire was that of the commander of all U. S. Intelligence activities; he was known only as Z-7. His words rang sharply over three thousand miles of secret line.

“I have just had a telephone message from the White House. The President has directed me _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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to ask you to center all your attention on the Alaskan situation.

Our gravest necessity is to discover the source of the power which has struck at Alaska.

Take charge at once.

“The fact that an enemy force has struck at Alaska is only an indication of what may follow.

We must learn who is commanding these forces.

We must strike at the heart of the organization forcing war upon us. Most important of all, the commanding power of the enemy must be destroyed. To achieve that—we are relying on you!”

“Chief, Alaska is literally defenseless against the attack that has hit it—and this is only the beginning. We shall certainly lose that territory unless the General Staff acts decisively—and now!”

“Orders have been flashed to the Naval Air field at San Diego, and a fleet of combat planes and bombers is to take off at once for Alaska.

Rear Admiral Neasham has been ordered to bring the Pacific Fleet into Alaskan waters as quickly at possible. The Atlantic Fleet has been ordered into the Pacific.

“Operator 5, we have been attacked at the weakest point in our defensive armor. Unless we succeed in crippling the driving power behind the Asiatic revolutionists, we are threatened with the loss of an Alaska.”

“Chief, are the planes now leaving San Diego going to stop at any point to refuel?”

“Yes—at the Presidio Field.”

“Unless new developments make it seem wiser for me to remain here, Chief, I will fly in one of those planes to Alaska. Our best hope of discovering the power behind the attacking forces lies there.”

Jimmy Christopher stepped out of the booth.

Y-3, hurrying from the communications room, peered at him widely through the thick lenses. In trembling hands, he held yellow flimsies with new messages that struck his heart cold.

… SHIPS OF JAPANESE AND RUSSIAN

NAVIES SEIZED BY REVOLUTIONISTS NOW

PROCEEDING TOWARD ALASKA CARRYING

THOUSANDS OF ARMED MEN …

Operator 5’s fingers strayed toward the death’s head dangling on his watch-chain. In his mind he heard again the droning words of the wise and venerable Qua Kou: “The perfect warrior, unknown to defeat! A warrior greater even than Caesar or Napoleon—Jenghis Khan again lives! The conqueror of the world has risen from death to conquer the world again!”


CHAPTER THREE

The Destroying Rainbow


ON CRISSY field, the Presidio, San Francisco, uniformed officers stood silent, shading strained eyes against the glare of the rising sun as they peered into the blue depths of the southern sky.

Tense expectancy tightened the air as each moment passed. No word was spoken. No sound disturbed the quiet for long moments. The sky was silent as the men who peered into it waited for the first glimpse of warbirds winging northward.

The field was cleared. Mechanics were alert.

The ground-crew was ready to roll portable fuel tanks into action the second the winged armada touched the ground. Radioed reports had informed the Commanding Officer, Major Clark Kenton, that the arrival of the Alaska-bound warplanes was only a few minutes away.

A streamlined roadster rolled upon the smooth tarmac. It veered to the edge of the field, stopped; a young man alighted from it. Curious gazes turned upon Operator 5 as he strode toward the Commanding Officer.

He identified himself briefly. Major Kenton, peering again into the sky, observed: “We have been placed in a devilish position!

We dare not send too many planes north. We have been warned by the General Staff that there may develop an even more desperate need for our air defenses here. It’s hit us hard—having to protect a frontier thousands of miles away!”

“A frontier,” Operator 5 said quietly, “on which adequate protection should have been established years ago.”
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“Exactly!” The military man agreed emphatically.

A whisper passed over the field. The voice of a man near Commander Kenton said tersely: “They’re in sight!”

Out of the south, winging low against the azure horizon, battle-planes came droning. In smart formations they swooped across the blue, powerful ships of latest design: swift combat crates and Martin super-bombers carrying heavy cargoes of explosive. The cocardes of the United States army flashed on their wings as they howled across the Bay and settled to land.

The flight of crates flocked down to the cleared tarmac. Sharp commands whipped the ground-crew into action. Fuel tanks went rolling.

Gasoline began gushing. Pilots, unlimbering their legs, strained with anxiety to resume the urgent flight northward. Operator 5 strode briskly toward the ship which had flown point.

“Captain Bricker?” he inquired. Receiving an affirmative nod, he opened the leaf of his flat silver case and displayed his credentials. “I’ll fly with you as passenger.”

“I had radio advice to that effect taking off from San Diego. I consider it an honor to pilot you, sir,” the Captain answered smartly. “We will take off within a few minutes.”

Captain Kenton escorted Jimmy Christopher to a low building sitting at the edge of the field.

Passing along a corridor, he glanced through an open door of a laboratory where two chemists were at work. In the locker-room he quickly drew on a flying suit and a helmet. He was striding out again, as engines resumed blasting on the field, when an officer touched his arm.

“A call for you, sir,” he said, pointing, “the nearest ‘phone is in there.”

OPERATOR 5 stepped into the long room; its walls were shelved, and the shelves were loaded with countless bottles of chemical reagents. He heard over the line the peculiar, hollow voice of Y-3.

“Operator 5, we have a little problem here.

The men I sent to Chinatown on your orders report that both the Russian and the Hindu are dead.”

“Dead?” Jimmy Christopher gasped.

“Knifed through the heart.”

Jimmy Christopher’s eyes narrowed. “The power behind the revolutionaries is certainly taking every precaution to preserve the secrecy surrounding him! Are there other reports?”

“A continual stream! The guerrilla army in Mexico is still growing, moving toward the Border.

This forces us to split our defense units. Reports of rioting in the Asiatic sections have come from almost every city in the country. Each hour increases the magnitude of this movement!

“As for other matters—V-6 is making headway with the Chinese cipher you left with him. I will radio the translation as soon as it’s completed. A teletype message from WDC-13

states that Z-7 is flying to San Francisco right now.

“Another flight of planes has been ordered from Mitchell Field to Alaska. They are taking off as I talk. We are depending heavily upon two air expeditions—one from San Diego and the other from Long Island.

“As the situation stands now, the

revolutionist air forces have struck the first blow to clear the way for a sweeping invasion. The confiscated naval ships racing from the East toward Alaska are closer than our Pacific fleet, which is now steaming north. They are certain to reach the Alaskan coast before our ships. The Asiatic army of invasion will land and firmly establish itself—unless we throw out air power strong enough to drive the revolutionist aircraft back and prevent the approach of the enemy troop carriers. If we fail in that—it may then be too late to save Alaska!”

Operator 5 heard renewed motor-thunder surging across the tarmac.

“We are ready to take off, Y-3!”

“Operator 5, your first-hand report of the situation in Alaska will be of incalculable value to us!”

Jimmy Christopher left the telephone, hurried toward the point ship of the formation. Propellers were flashing in the sunlight; pilots were settling again to their controls. Operator 5 climbed into the rear pit of the huge bomber piloted by the flight-leader. An observer crowded in beside him.

Goggled eyes turned to Captain Bricker as he peered back across the spreading, quaking wings.

His arm snapped a signal. Takeoff!

Motors roared a chorusing thunder.

Slipstreams blended into a gale across the field.

Slashing props became iridescent blurs. Trucks _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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rolled swiftly across the hard-packed sand. The super-bomber carrying Operator 5 launched into the air; behind it the other crates of the air armada swooped in pairs. Swift and sure, wings glistening, they began to climb.

Then, suddenly, weirdly, doom struck!

OPERATOR 5 was the first to sense the coming of that strange, invisible power of destruction. Peering into the sky ahead, he saw a mass of dark color blend into the air like the foreboding of a storm. Not a single cloud floated in the sky; yet a gloomy hue appeared, surrounding the roaring planes. It spread swiftly to envelope heaven and earth in its mystery.

Through it the sun shone blood-red.

Jimmy Christopher saw the wings of his plane blending from gray to a pinkish brown!

Startled, he peered down to see all colors changing before his eyes a grotesque transformation distorting familiar things with a sudden strangeness. The spreading water of the Bay was turning a deep purple; each color within sight was becoming a strangely different tint.

On the wings of the plane the cocarde of the U.S. army became a meaningless symbol.

Twisting, Jimmy Christopher peered into the face of his pilot, saw that his skin was green, his lips brown, his eyes a deep red! And even as he glimpsed these weird transformations, he reached forward to slap Captain Bricker’s shoulder.

“Go down!” he commanded. “Order your men to the ground!”

Bricker looked backward, disclosing greenish features and bright yellow eyes! He stared around as if in an unbelievable dream. He raised a hand to signal—a hand as green as his face—but his gesture was cut short as he grabbed frantically for the controls.

Greater, swifter power swelled out of nowhere!

Suddenly the rising planes were lashed by the violence of cyclonic winds! The wings of the ships rocked in roaring torrents of air that came pouring from the zenith like an invisible cascade.

The sky became a turmoil in a second—a hurricaning chaos that snarled its savagery upon the crates driving upward in the midst of an unreal world!

Pilots fought frantically with their controls as the force of the sudden typhoon ripped through the formation. Jimmy Christopher twisted back to see brown ships teetering—green-faced men struggling to control them as they roared low above an earth that had suddenly become predominately red!

The churning air brought with it a sharp odor that swiftly strengthened to a stifling intensity. The man in the pit beside Operator 5 gave a violent cough. Captain Bicker jerked a hand to his throat as if choking. Jimmy Christopher felt a sharp, burning sensation spread into his lungs a feeling of suffocation.

In the midst of the cyclonic winds he found himself panting for the air which had ceased to exist!

At that instant the motors roaring through the whirlpooling sky ceased their song.

The quiet came like a physical blow.

Exhausts ceased to pulse. Props whirred to a stop. Power vanished from engines that an instant before had been thundering under wide-open throttles. Every plane in the formation soughed, rocked, teetered through boiling air—every motor dead!

Jimmy Christopher jerked up desperately.

The pain in his lungs was becoming an unbearable rawness. His respiration quickened until it was like that of an exhausted sprinter. Yet the air he breathed brought no relief from the suffocation that gripped him.

He clung, appalled, to the cowling as the ship side-slipped, as Captain Bricker twisted from the controls to clutch at his throat. Horrible, choking noises came from the gaping mouth of the observer. Operator 5, his heart racing, his mind beginning to whirl, managed to shout: “Glide down! Glide!”

THE nose of the heavy bomber was dipping.

Captain Bricker jerked himself loose from the safety-belt frantically, springing up, his breath beating swiftly, tearing at his collar with green hands!

“God—I can’t breath—I can’t breathe!” he moaned. Yet he was breathing!

Operator 5 shouted in agony: “The controls!”

Strangling, Captain Bricker moved to grasp the stick. He thrust at the throttle, but no response came from the silent engine. Agonized, he checked his instruments as he sought the reason for the motor’s failure. Dizziness overcame him as he sprang up again. “I can’t—!” He collapsed.
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Operator 5 swung up; he slid into the front pit. He took the controls with desperate quickness as the bomber leaned to spin down. Pain wracked him—his respiration became even faster—as he thrust at the rudders and shifted the stick. He strained to swing the bomber smoothly through the bank, and level it. It swung lower, slackening speed, as he brought it mushing into the direction of Crissy Field.

Planes were sliding through the air powerlessly—brownish planes, green-faced men struggling for air in their pits sinking toward a reddened earth! Even as Operator 5 strove to keep his crate gliding, he saw others plunge. He glimpsed one ship leaning hard on its left wing, beginning a spin that must end only in destruction.

He saw another fluttering down like a leaf. Two more began to drop as he kept the gliding angle—

while agony flamed through his body.

He shot the crate low toward the spreading sand—sand that was crimson!—and stared with bleating eyes at a spreading scene of havoc. On the tarmac of the field men had fallen. Mechanics lay tearing at their throats, gasping; officers, green-faced, their uniforms now a weird blue, were running madly to escape the invisible power that had closed down. And across the sky the roaring tornado still swept!

Operator 5 dipped the bomber through vicious air-currents that threatened to pitch the ship to a rending crash. The instant the trucks touched, he jammed home brakes that sent the great crate lurching upon its nose. He dropped from the pit as Captain Bricker sprawled gasping, as the observer tumbled strengthless. His own words were almost lost in the ringing of his ears as he choked: “Get up! Follow me!”

Captain Bricker’s yellow eyes shone with frantic pleading as he struggled to obey the order.

Operator 5 broke into a loping run across the field.

On all sides of the tarmac, men lay gasping in agony while wind tore over them—wind carrying a raw pungency that burned into the lungs.

Greenish faces were turning black as asphyxiation began to snuff out men’s lives—

asphyxiation in the open, in the midst of a violent windstorm!

Operator 5 crashed against the door of the low white building in which he had donned the flying suit. He stumbled along the corridor where officers lay dying. He thrust into the chemical laboratory to see both the smocked men writhing in helpless agony on the floor. He strove to see clearly as he fumbled along the shelves.

He brought down, fumbling, a bottle labeled potassium chlorate, dumped its white crystalline contents into a beaker. He uncorked another containing manganese dioxide and poured the black powder over the white. He placed the beaker on an electric hot-plate, snapped the switch; he stirred the powders with a hand that could scarcely hold the glass rod.

THE black vertigo of unconsciousness began to blend into his brain as he hunched over the beaker, his breath still beating rapidly. The crackling of the crystals came to his ears dimly as the heat permeated the mixture. With all the strength remaining in his wracked body, Operator 5 supported himself, head bowed above the grayish mixture….

Relief came to him slowly. The air he breathed into his lungs now swept away the sensation of suffocation. He straightened dizzily as his breathing slowed, as a clarity began to return to his mind. Waving his arms to stir the air above the beaker, he again searched the shelves.

“Get up!” he commanded one of the

squirming chemists sharply. “Get up!”

He jerked the man upright, slumped him against the bench beside the sputtering beaker.

He hurried to the end of the laboratory, saw a number of heavy tanks racked on the wall, and found two labeled Oxygen. He turned the cocks full on, breathed deeply, plunged out the door.

He slapped it shut behind him and

immediately the stifling sensation returned. He hurried to the first of three officers lying in the corridor, lifted the man to his shoulders, thrust into the laboratory and dropped him there. He left the door open only a few scant seconds, hurried to the second. The oxygen tanks were still hissing; the beaker was still crackling; and the chemist green faced, pink-eyed—was groping along the bench.

Within the room it was possible now to breathe naturally; outside, the suffocating power still reigned. Operator 5 hurried again and again from the lab, carrying back to it men who were facing a choking death. As the first of the officers recovered strength, he hastened to aid Jimmy Christopher. While the tornado still tore across the field, more and more men found it possible to aid in the rescue of the others….
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Into that room Operator 5 carried the choking commander of the post, Major Kenton. As officers crowded aside to form a passage toward the life-giving beaker on the heater, a sharp crash resounded in the room. Jimmy Christopher spun to see a stone flying inward through a pane of the window and fragments of glass scattering.

Past the ragged edges he glimpsed a weird face, shapeless, its eyes great, glittering circles, its nose an elephantine appendage.

He slipped his gun from his arm-pit holster, leaded it, pulled the trigger. The result was a gentle puff. From the barrel of Operator 5’s gun, a slug dropped to the floor. One second he peered in amazement at the weapon; then he whirled.

“Close that break in the window! Stuff it up!

The oxygen is escaping!”

Frantic officers hurriedly obeyed. One jerked out of his tunic and wadded it into the frame of the broken pane as Jimmy Christopher sped to the entrance of the building. He thrust out into tearing wind, into a world grotesquely colored. He sped to the corner of the building to see the man with the fantastic head backing away, swinging one arm to hurl another stone through the glass.

Again Operator 5 squeezed the trigger of his automatic. Again the response was a weak report that sent the bullet spilling harmlessly to the ground. Twice more he fired, and each time the powerless bullets dropped spent to the sand a few feet in front of him.

The missile twirled from the hand of the man wearing the gas-mask. It tore through another pane of glass, opening a vent through which the life-saving oxygen would escape from the room inside. Through the panes Operator 5 glimpsed officers crowding madly, with rolled shirts and coats, to stop up the opening.

Jimmy Christopher dropped his useless gun as he sped forward. The man in the gas-mask whirled at his approach. His hand snapped to the buckle of his belt; he gripped the hilt of his rapier and flashed it out. The sharp blade slashed through surging air as he lunged toward the hooded figure.

One swift movement, and the keen point ripped through the mask. Another quick flex, and a section of the fabric dropped free. Through the ragged cuts, widened eyes peered in frantic fear.

Desperately the man in the opened mask whirled to escape the swift danger of Operator 5’s rapier.

Jimmy Christopher’s quick movements, his flashing strikes with the blade, sent the man crouching against the wall of the building. The point of the rapier pressed threateningly to his chest. He tore at his neck and gasped.

“Oh, God! It’s choking me!”

The same oppressive suffocation was again closing down upon Operator 5. His face became ashen as four men, who had seen the attack through the windows of the oxygen room, rushed out into the open. Jimmy Christopher ordered them breathlessly:

“Drag him inside!”

The officers fell upon the captive, jerked him along the wall toward the entrance. That he was a mechanic in the field was evident from his greasy coveralls. They thrust him into the oxygen, and Jimmy Christopher followed. Again it became possible to breathe….

“Keep that man prisoner. He’s an agent of the revolutionists! He signaled them that the Alaskan flight was leaving this field!”

Grimly the officers surrounded the cowed captive.

Suddenly, over the field, a cyclone even more violent than the first roared. Sand flew; window-panes shattered outward; doors burst open. But, as the wind roared, natural color began to return to the world; the whipping air became breathable. For long minutes the field was torn by the fury of the new windstorm while a strange transformation swept the earth.

As the turbulence diminished, dismayed men crowded into the open—men whose faces had lost that horrible green tint—who, though weakened and dazed and ill, could again breathe.

They scattered across the field toward lax forms still lying curled in agony on the sand. They peered into a naturally blue sky—quiet now—

empty of the planes that had been launched into the air. A full realization of the disaster that had struck began to come to them.

Major Kenton, his collar torn open, his face pasty, almost too weak to stand, peered haggardly at Operator 5.

“God—every plane is down!”

“Every one has been destroyed, Major,”

Jimmy Christopher affirmed, grimly. “Every man in them has been killed. That entire flight was wiped out to prevent its reaching Alaska!”
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MAJOR KENTON tightened. “Regardless of what has happened, other planes must take off!

Alaska must have air protection as soon as possible. There are plenty of planes here—men enough. By God, sir, I’ll take the responsibility of ordering them north myself, Major Brace!”

A white-faced officer swung about tensely.

“Order—!”

“Wait!” Operator 5’s hand gripped the trembling arm of Major Kenton. “You must not order any of your planes to Alaska! If you send them up they will be destroyed—exactly as the others!”

Kenton stared. “But in this emergency—!”

“In this emergency,” Operator 5 declared ringingly, “we cannot deliberately destroy our men and ships! Washington has already warned you to hold your forces here for defense within our borders. If you order ships up now, Major, you will be sending them to certain destruction!”

Kenton demanded: “How do you know—?”

“I know that some new engine of war was waiting for the moment when the San Diego flight took off from this field. I know that that engine of war will exert its power again if you give it the opportunity. Look around you, sir! If you wish to multiply the havoc that has already struck here—

issue your orders!”

Kenton steadied himself.

A lieutenant, stumbling to a stop, saluted him. The man’s voice quavered: “Major, more than forty men are dead on this field! Others are so near death that they must be hospitalized at once, sir. God, I never—never saw—!” He broke off as horror tightened his throat.

Major Kenton stared at Jimmy Christopher.

“What in the name of Heaven—?” He nodded to Operator 5. “I’ll keep them grounded.” He turned to the pale-faced lieutenant, “Order the injured men to be hospitalized. Make it fast!”

Operator 5 turned away quickly. He strode to the telephone in the laboratory, where men were still sitting weakly in chairs or sprawled limply on the floor, drawing painful breaths. Jimmy Christopher’s connection went through quickly to Secret Intelligence Headquarters SF.

“Y-3, flash Washington at once!” he said decisively. “Inform Z-7 that the General Staff must order no more planes to Alaska. Unless we wish our entire air-force annihilated needlessly, we cannot attempt again to—”

“Operator 5!” Y-3 interrupted quickly. “A message, relayed from R-2 in New York, is coming over the teletype from Washington now. It states that all the planes ordered off Mitchell Field for Alaska this morning have been destroyed all pilots killed! Immediately they took off, some strange power struck them, wiping them out!”

Operator 5’s hands whitened on the instrument. “Warn Washington at once! Unless that warning is heeded, the United States will find itself stripped of all air power!”

He hung the receiver and turned. Major Kenton was standing in the door, white-faced, trembling. Operator 5 spoke to him tersely. “The armed invasion of Alaska by the Asiatic revolutionists, Major,” he stated flatly, “is now inevitable!”


CHAPTER FOUR

The False Translation


NEWSBOYS all over the nation were crying lustily, holding papers with screaming scare-heads:

AIR FLEET STRICKEN DOWN WEST COAST!

In an inner room of Secret Intelligence Headquarters SF in San Francisco, Operator 5

sat tensely at a desk studying the cabalistic characters black-brushed upon a sheet of crude paper. He glimpsed again the brief message pinned to it:

V-6 reports the following is the translation of the attached Chinese code.

Y-3.

Translation:

Fifty pounds opinion syrup concealed in tea packages consigned to Lu Tui Company arriving tenth Pacific Monarch.

TARAZA.
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Darkness glinted in Operator 5’s eyes. He drew a pad close and wrote quickly. By methods he had evolved during his service in the MI-8

division of the Military Intelligence, he sought to check the solution of the difficult cipher. His pencil scratched, paused and scratched again as long minutes ticked past.

At last he sat back, his lips pressed tight, twirking wryly at the corners. A knock sounded at his door, and he folded the scribbled sheets.

Before he rose he touched the cam of a dictograph and said:

“Y-3, please call V-6 to this office and hold him ready for special orders.”

He tucked the pages into his pocket, rose, and drew back the bolt. Into the light strode a man garbed in gray, his hair raven-black, his eyes shining with the deep brilliance of black diamonds.

“Chief!”

Z-7, director of all Intelligence activities in the United States, gripped Operator 5’s hand. Jimmy Christopher returned to the desk, and the Washington chief faced him gravely.

“Y-3 has told me of the warning you sent the General Staff. I assure you it will be heeded. It is that very fact which troubles me. Operator 5—are you positive that you are making no mistake?”

“By insisting that our army and navy air forces remain inactive? No, Chief.”

“But our planes are our only hope of preventing the actual invasion of Alaska by an overwhelming armed force!” Z-7 grated.

“We dare not do otherwise, Chief. The alternative is the complete destruction of our air forces. If we do not use them now, they remain a potential defensive power. If we attempt to use them, they will cease to exist.”

Z-7’s eyes sharpened. “You’re probably right, Operator 5. Since you are held in such high esteem by the President and the General Staff of the Army and Navy, any suggestion you make will be acted upon without question. But in issuing this warning, you have taken a tremendous responsibility upon your shoulders. Are you sure?”

“I’m sure.” Operator 5 sat forward. “No other part of our system of defense is as important as our air corps—or as vulnerable. The air is the new battlefield. We must be equipped to fight in the sky. Unless we are prepared to do so, we face defeat even before hostilities begin. Yet, at this very moment, Chief, the United States is sadly lacking in adequate air defenses.”

Z-7 agreed. “I realize that. Every man and plane of the air force we have now is absolutely vital.”

“Exactly,” Operator 5 continued. “Consider the vulnerability of airplanes as compared with other units of defense. Suppose the same destruction that struck the Alaska-bound flights of planes in San Francisco and New York this afternoon should strike, instead, a battleship or a coast-defense battery. Every member of the crews might be killed, but the ship and guns would remain. A flying airplane, on the other hand, when its pilot is rendered helpless, must inevitably fall to destruction.

“Couple the two facts together: our air corps is our most important unit of defense and that they are the most vulnerable. You must admit that at all costs we must conserve them, Chief!”

“Yes,” Z-7 nodded. “But this power—is its use a certainty? Is it impossible to escape?”

“TWICE today,” Operator 5 declared, “it struck unerringly. It took a heavy toll. It will strike again at the first opportunity, for there are deep-laid plans behind the invasion of Alaska, conceived by a mind completely merciless; one which is dominated by an obsession to gain world power—a mind, furthermore, which is inconceivably cunning.”

“Great Scott! We can’t risk the loss of our entire air defense!” Z-7 exclaimed.

“Exactly. Therefore we are forced to permit the invasion of Alaska, to risk the loss of a vast treasure-house of a territory. We must risk far more than that, Chief. We probably must gamble the destruction of the whole United States.”

Z-7’s face blanched white. “My boy! You can’t realize what you are saying!”

“I realize it fully. I say the destruction of the United States because that is without doubt the aim of the leader of the revolutionaries. In itself, the loss of Alaska would be appalling tragedy—

but Alaska is only a stepping-stone to carry the secret leader of the world-revolutionists to the invasion of the United States!”

Z-7 watched intently as Operator 5 stepped toward a map spread upon the wall.

“In all the world, no richer loot than Alaska exists to tempt the avarice of armed invaders, _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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Chief. Here it is—a vast territory of almost 600,000 square miles. Contrary to general belief, it is temperate in climate. It has only 59,000

inhabitants, of which less than half are whites. Its natural resources have scarcely been tapped. It is easily capable of supporting the hundreds of thousands—the millions—that will swarm to it from Asia if the invasion is successful.

“It offers unequaled possibilities as a haven for the oppressed peoples now insufferably crowded in Asia. At the same time, it is a rich prize. It yields vast stores of minerals. More than 100,000 acres are potential farm-lands. It is a valuable supply-source of timber. It is ideal as a stock-raising country. It abounds in natural water-power sites. Its fishing industry already yields more than a billion dollars yearly. All this the United States must lose if the invaders are not repulsed.

“All this, Chief, the United States has left unprotected against the onslaught that has now struck!”

Z-7 declared: “We have become aware of this danger too late!”

“Yet,” Operator 5 persisted, “Alaska is the key point in the strategical situation in the Pacific.

It is at the apex of the Pacific triangle, midway between Asia and America. It forms a great natural bridge between the two continents, a bridge across which massed invaders are moving even now. From Alaska, New York, Philadelphia, Pittsburgh, Washington, Cleveland, Chicago, Detroit, all cities along the Pacific Coast—all cities in our decisive area can be attacked directly. The distance from Alaska to New York, Chief, is only 2700 miles.

“Alaska is not only a treasure in itself—it is a base from which a terrific attack may be turned against the United States. The new world conqueror who has risen is certainly planning to use it for that very purpose. He is backed by tremendous man-power, a terrific and ruthless militaristic machine and by a new, scientific engine of destruction more terrible than any the world has ever seen before.”

“What is this destroying power? Have you the slightest hint—?”

“I think, Chief,” said Jimmy Christopher, “I know what it is.”

“For God’s sake! We must—”

THE rasp of the dictograph interrupted.

Operator 5 touched a cam, and the voice of Y-3

twanged into the room. “V-6 has reported.”

“Please hold him there.”

Operator 5 turned to the telephone. He called a number and waited with eyes narrowed thoughtfully. He pressed the transmitter close to his lips as a voice answered.

“Tim! Is Diane there—and safe?”

“Sure, Jimmy!”

“Listen, old-timer. I need your help. Hop out of there and come to the building in which Headquarters SF is located. Wait outside. Watch for a lean, tall man to come out and when he does, follow him. Don’t let him see you, but don’t let him out of your sight for a moment, Tim. It’s extremely important.”

“Leave him to me, Jimmy! I’m on my way!”

“When that man leaves this building,”

Operator 5 added quietly, “you’ll see the light above the apartment-house door blink once. That means—get busy! You’re to report back to me immediately, Tim, if he behaves suspiciously—

and most important of all, you’re to spot the place he goes to.”

“Okay!”

Operator 5 disconnected, and his darkening eyes turned to Z-7. The Washington chief asked his question again:

“You mean you know the nature of that invisible power?”

“There can be only one answer, Chief. I’ve already ordered every Intelligence operator in this city to search for the machine which shot it out.

So far, all reports have been negative. That engine of destruction is carefully hidden. It may not be in San Francisco at all, but in all likelihood, it is right here. It is the most important job we face, Chief—the locating and destroying of that machine. The terrible fact is that there must be more than one of them.”

“And what is that devilish machine?”

“It must be a generator of an electrical force—but it is not the force itself which is destructive. It produces an atomic change in the oxygen of the air. While it acts, oxygen is transformed electronically so that it cannot support life. It alters oxygen into ozone—simply that.
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“Ozone is, in a sense, oxygen, but its atomic structure is different. Its chemical symbol is written Os. There are small amounts of it in the air normally. Most often it is present as a result of an electrical discharge. You may have smelled it around X-ray machines, arc-lamps, or static generators. Its odor is like that of wet phosphorous, chlorine, sulfur, or garlic. It is a powerful oxidizing agent, and gradually decomposes, breaking down into oxygen, especially when it contacts with cork or India rubber.

“It is destructive to lung tissue—but the important point is this: Even though ozone is oxygen in a different atomic structure, it does not support respiration or combustion.

“That, Chief, is why the men in the air and on Crissy Field began to choke to death—why some of them were asphyxiated. That is why the motors of the airplanes went dead—because the gas mixture in the cylinders could no longer burn. All visible colors seemed to change because ozone absorbs the ultra-violet rays of the sunlight, as well as others. The terrific storm which broke was due to the fact that three volumes of oxygen produce only two volumes of ozone.

“As the oxygen of the air was transformed into ozone, a vacuum was created which brought more air plunging down. As this fresh air entered the electrical field, it was in turn changed to ozone—and so the violent storm continued. When the electronic field ceased acting, the ozone began at once to break down into oxygen, and the change in volume was reversed. What followed was, in reality, a very slow explosion.

“Let that force play upon any spot for more than three minutes, and unless the human beings within its range have some artificial supply of oxygen, they must certainly die!”

“THEN that is how you saved some of the men on the field from death!” Z-7 exclaimed.

“Yes. When I reached the laboratory I used potassium chlorate and manganese dioxide to generate oxygen. I opened several compression tanks also. The electronic force was still playing through that building, but nascent oxygen responds less readily to its effects. The air was able to support life again.”

“But that force was concentrated around Crissy Field—No other place here was affected—

“

“The machine is able to converge its effect upon any selected spot—yes. This may be because two beams are shot out from two hidden stations, one negatonic and the other protonic.

Only at the point of convergence, if this is true, do they produce their effect. We may be certain of one fact: there is one of these electronic ray machines on the West Coast, and another somewhere in the East. Either or both of them may strike again, at any moment, anywhere in the country!”

“You believe their range is that great?”

“I do. Reflection from the Kennelly Heaviside layer, as in the case of radio waves, will enable the machines to reach across a great distance.

Once that power strikes, Chief, it means doom!

“Men—all animals—face suffocation. Motors cannot function. Fires go out, which means that within a short time electrical systems—those in which the generators are activated by steam-power but not by water-power—cease to function.

What is far more important, Chief, firearms become useless.”

“What!”

“The electronic ray affects the combustion of gunpowder and other explosives. My automatic was useless as long as the power played over that field. Afterward I tested it, and found that it would function in the usual way. The ray produces some molecular change in the explosive which causes it to burn very feebly, so that projectiles drop harmlessly from the muzzles of weapons.

Therein, Chief, lies the greatest threat against us.

“Any coast-defense unit struck by the electronic power will be rendered helpless. The big guns of battleships hit by the force will be ineffective. A whole army might find itself without usable weapons. On the land, on the water and in the air—all explosive weapons will cease to function. Actually and literally, if that force strikes across this nation, we will be paralyzed, left totally without defenses and millions will die a death of strangulation!”

“Good God! Is there no way we can

neutralize that power, Operator 5?” Z-7

demanded.

“We must take advantage of the peculiar effects of the ray, Chief. It was able to penetrate the thin casings of bullets and act upon the powder contained in them; it was not able to pierce the thick shells of the oxygen tanks and _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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affect the gas inside. We can protect ourselves from the effects of the power by utilizing that fact.

“We can provide men and motors with supplies of oxygen contained in tanks with walls thick enough to resist the power of the ray. We can develop firearms which are not dependent upon the normal combustion of explosives.”

JIMMY CHRISTOPHER drew sheets of

paper from a brief-case lying on the desk. They were covered with sketches, intricate notations, and graphs.

“Least difficult,” he went on rapidly, “is the construction of oxygen gas-masks. Wearing them, men will be able to shut the ozone from their lungs and breathe oxygen from thick-walled tanks carried on their backs. In the same way, motors may be provided with tanks of liquid air which, evaporating and being carried into the carburetors or air-intakes through heavy metal tubing, will be able to function. It is the construction of special firearms which imposes the greatest demand upon us, Chief.

“I have here sketches suggesting one type of such a gun. It is adaptable to sidearms as well as artillery. Briefly, instead of gunpowder, porous carbon is used. Charges of it are contained in cartridges to fit each gun—in the case of a cannon, the usual silk bags are used. Inside the cartridges are also small steel bulbs of liquid oxygen under high pressure. Firing pins must be altered so that they can pierce these bulbs and allow the oxygen to escape and permeate the porous carbon. It is then necessary to explode the shells by an electrical contact connected with the trigger. But, Chief, radical as this sounds, it is quite true that the explosive force developed in this way is twice as powerful as blasting gelatin.”

Z-7 snatched up the sheets. “I will transmit this information to the War Plans Division at once!

It is absolutely vital that these devices be produced and distributed at the soonest possible moment. What you have said convinces me that we may be rendered helpless without them.”

Again the desk dictograph buzzed, and Operator 5 tipped a cam. Y-3’s voice rasped: “Reports are still coming in from the men you ordered to search for the electronic ray-machine.

None of them has found the slightest clue to the whereabouts of the secret power stations. The sum of these reports is—failure!”

Jimmy Christopher’s eyes darkened. “V-6 is still waiting?”

“Yes.”

“Send him in.”

The door opened, a moment later, to admit the stoop-shouldered undercover agent. His pinched eyes blinked at Jimmy Christopher.

Operator 5 leaned forward intently.

“Thank you, V-6, for the translation of the Chinese code. It apparently has no bearing on this case. I have a special job for you now. We suspect that the espionage agents of the world-revolutionists have somehow tapped our telephone and telegraph lines. Therefore I wish you to carry personally a message to Major Kenton at Crissy Field.”

“Certainly.”

Operator 5 extended a package of cigarettes across the desk. “Have one?”

“No, thanks. I don’t smoke. What is the message?”

“Inform Major Kenton that a full squadron of planes, pursuits and bombers, is to takeoff at midnight for Alaska with the purpose of repulsing the Asiatic air forces. Further orders will be radioed to the flight en route.”

The pinched eyes brightened. “Yes, sir! The takeoff is ordered for exactly midnight?”

Operator 5 nodded. “Lose no time, V-6!”

The stoop-shouldered man hurried from the office. Z-7’s eyes had raised from the sketches; he was peering intently at Jimmy Christopher’s drawn face.

“What the devil?” he demanded. “You have assured me that if any more planes take off while the electronic ray machine is able to function, it means certain disaster. Yet now you have deliberately ordered more of our precious planes into the air to be destroyed!”

JIMMY CHRISTOPHER’S eyes crinkled

wryly as he lifted the telephone. He asked for a connection with Crispy Field. His voice softened as he asked:

“Major Kenton?”

“Talking!”

“Operator 5 calling. Agent V-6 is now carrying to you verbal orders to send up a squadron of planes at exactly midnight. You will receive those orders in the usual way and assure _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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him they will be carried out. But those orders must be completely ignored!”

Kenton blurted: “What?”

“All your planes must remain on the field.

Furthermore, at midnight, you must see to it that only a skeleton crew retrains at the Presidio.

Those men who stay must be provided with emergency supplies of oxygen if they are to live.”

“I don’t understand this!”

“Nevertheless, I am giving you your true orders. Follow them to the letter!”

Bewilderment filled Z-7’s smoldering eyes as he stared at Jimmy Christopher. Operator 5

slipped from his pocket the sheet bearing the Chinese cipher and the translation reported by V-6. Quickly he explained the circumstances to the Washington chief.

“V-6,” he added, “is our special Chinatown operator. Y-3 does not suspect that he is more than that. Chief, he is also a depraved opium smoker and a traitor to the service!”

Z-7 jerked up, alarm in his eyes.

“I detected a faint odor about him which might have been the flavor of cigarettes. He denied that he smokes tobacco. The only alternative is that he is addicted to opium.

Furthermore, his translation of this cipher is false.”

Z-7’s eyes widened as Operator 5 had before him the sheets he had closely covered with writing.

“There, Chief, is the true message hidden by that code!” He pushed it toward the other man.

Your Emperor commands you! Restrain your power until our people sweep across the borders of the United States. Rise with me then to trample our loathsome enemies beneath our marching feet. The son of Ching-zse speaks!

JENGIS DHAK

“The name,” Operator 5 grated, “is that of the Mongol Emperor of a secret nation—the conqueror who is even now sweeping his Asiatic hordes down upon us!”


CHAPTER FIVE

The Invisible Doom


ABOVE the entrance of the apartment house on Market Street a light blinked once, briefly. The flash reflected in the eyes of the freckle-faced lad standing in a shadowed doorway across the street. His alert gaze shifted to the stoop shouldered man who stepped outward through the entrance. Tim Donovan saw V-6 turn away immediately and slip behind the wheel of a parked sedan.

He darted along the street to the spot where he had left Operator 5’s Diesel engined roadster.

He sent it purring around the corner after the red tail-light of V-6’s car. Never shifting his intent gaze from the beacon that led him, he followed each move of the sedan as it traced its way across the city.

The trail led Tim Donovan toward the Presidio. He saw V-6’s sedan pause at the gate, halted by the sentries; he saw it roll on into the army post. The boy waited. Long moments passed before the gate again swung open, and the lights of V-6’s car shafted out through it.

Cautiously, Tim Donovan started his motor up again, maneuvered to keep the Intelligence operator’s car in sight without his own being seen.

V-6 led the way back into the city. Tim Donovan turned after him along Pacific Street, into the district known as the Barbary Coast. V-6

swung sharply into a public garage, and the boy stopped immediately. He slipped out, ready to follow V-6 on foot, when another car, also a sedan, but of a different make and color, slid to the street.

Tim Donovan glimpsed the stoop-shouldered man at the wheel. He ran back to the roadster, swung to follow, trailed his man across Market Street. “South of the slot,” the chase continued.

Tim Donovan angled quickly to a parallel street, spurted to the next corner, saw the sedan passing a block beyond. He shot forward again, and again slowed, in this way tracing the progress of V-6 toward Rincon Hill. Presently the Intelligence operator swung closer to the Embarcadero, running toward the maze of railroad tracks at Grocer’s Terminal. There Tim Donovan’s quarry swerved again, driving deep into a district permeated by a gloomy fog.
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With the utmost caution the boy rolled the roadster slowly, keeping the sedan barely in sight.

The lonesomeness of the region increased the danger of being seen. He braked to the curb when he saw, far ahead, V-6’s car come to a stop. Its lights blinked out.

V-6 alighted from it, crossed quickly toward the black hulk of a warehouse.

He vanished in the deep shadows.

The boy slipped out of the roadster and hurried ahead through murky silence. The low, black building into which V-6 had gone was lightless, apparently deserted. Above it, in swirling mist, rose a tower topped by a huge water-tank.

Beside a grimy window in one long, black wall Tim Donovan paused.

He heard a sound that echoed from above—

a hollow, metallic rattling. He peered toward the cornices of the building, detecting a rhythm in the sounds, as if someone were striding across the roof. Tim Donovan skirted away from the wall, slipped to the rear of the building, legged across railroad tracks. Then he paused to peer back at the top of the warehouse.

A SHADOW moved into sight. Tim Donovan saw a figure striding along the cornice toward the base of the water tower. The man glanced about warily, then began to climb the vertical iron ladder.

Rung by rung he ascended until he melted from sight against the curving side of the tank.

Tim Donovan shifted slowly, eyes peering toward the top of the tower. When he paused he could see the entire ladder plainly through the drifting mist. No man was hanging to it now. The figure that had climbed to the tank had vanished.

Puzzled, the boy hurried to the side of the building. He crept from window to window, testing each, finding every one firmly fastened. On the broad loading dock, every door was tightly shut.

At the edge of it, Tim Donovan hesitated; he closed his pudgy hands on a metal drainpipe which ran down the side of the building, found its supports strong.

The boy gripped it, pressed knees to it, and pulled himself up. The strain stabbed a throbbing; ache into all his muscles as he lifted himself.

Climbing grimly, elbows and knees rasping against the rough bricks of the wall, he climbed until he could reach the edge of the loading-dock roof. Gasping, he slid over, braced himself against the slope.

Rising close to the wall, he tested the sashes of the windows of the second floor of the warehouse. Once more each one was fastened down firmly. At the last, Tim Donovan discovered a triangle of window-pane broken out, and he thrust his hand into it. The sharp edge of the glass scraped his skin raw as he forced his arm through a crampingly small space. On tip-toes, face twisting with the effort, he groped for the latch.

Blood trickled from a cut on his arm as he thrust the fastener loose and drew back. Ignoring the pain, he began to slide the sash upward. Try as he might, he could not avoid the occasional sound that echoed out into the dark space beyond. When the opening was large enough to admit his compact body, he ducked through, flattened against the wall.

Faintest light showed him a cavernous room filled to the ceiling by piled boxes and cartons. A hollow silence pervaded the gloom. Tim Donovan crept along an aisle between the stacks, reached the end of the vast space. He stopped, gazing at a partitioned corner; through dusty glass panes he gazed into an office.

The door was locked; but at one side there was a shelved window like a cashier’s cage, and it was open. Through the narrow space, Tim Donovan groped toward a telephone that sat on the desk. He gripped it, brought it out, and pressed the receiver tight. He waited breathless until a voice said: “Operator.”

Tim Donovan spoke the secret number of Intelligence Headquarters SF. He asked for Operator 5. When Jimmy Christopher’s voice answered he whispered: “Jimmy! The man you asked me to follow has come to a warehouse on Slocum Street—one with a water-tower!” He gave the specific location. “I don’t know what he’s up to, Jimmy, but—”

“Tim, are you there too?”

“Yes. He climbed to the tower, Jimmy, and slipped out of sight somehow. I’m trying to see—”

“Watch yourself, old-timer! I’m coming!”
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A CLICK came over the wire. Tim Donovan returned the instrument to the desk. He crept along the side wall, until he reached the base of a wooden ladder affixed to the wall. It ran straight up to the frame of a trap-door. Tim Donovan seized the rungs and climbed.

He pushed at the trap cautiously, opened a crack, and peered out across a bare roof. Once sure that he was not seen, he slipped out, darted along the cornice toward the base of the water-tower. Again, peering upward, he could see nothing of the man who had mounted before him.

As he began to climb again, he noticed thick, insulated cables lashed to one of the supports of the tower, trailing upward. He followed them while mist drifted around him. When he paused, he was clinging to the ladder at the curving side of the tank. His breath stopped when he heard, as if from far away, guttural voices.

“At midnight—exactly! It is only five minutes now.”

Another answered throatily: “We are ready!”

A low hum sang into the air, increasing steadily in volume, then was muted to an ominous note. With it sounded a sharp crackling. The ladder to which Tim Donovan clung vibrated slightly with the power. He sensed activity—knew that the voices, sounds and movements were closed within the water-tank!

He reached out to feel a crack—the edge of a concealed door. He made out its outline in the weather-grayed wood. He hesitated, began to descend—then stopped.

Below, a thump sounded. The peculiar hollow, rattling noise, that Tim Donovan had first noticed, came again. The boy looked downward swiftly to see a dark figure running across the uneven tin covering of the roof—running toward the base of the tower! A second figure, springing up through the trap-door, whirled to follow it.

Both were garbed in loose Chinese

garments. Both raced toward the base of the iron ladder. They mouthed swift, guttural words as they reached for the rungs.

Tim Donovan drew himself up breathlessly.

He climbed rapidly to the edge of the conical roof surmounting the tank; swung from the projecting upper end of the ladder onto the steep slope. He braced himself precariously on the slippery surface, listened through the mist to the scuffing of feet on the lower rungs as the two Chinese mounted…

A thud sounded, and the brittle clack of throaty voices directly beneath Tim Donovan, speaking in Cantonese. Out of the babble came an exclamation in English:

“Find him! Kill him!”

Heart pounding, Tim Donovan flattened himself against the sharply-sloping roof. He had no weapon. He knew that his presence in the warehouse had been discovered—that the murderous order was directed at him. He heard the hidden door in the tank swing open, and the ladder-cleats creak as men swung upon it.

Through the roof another command

snapped: “It is exactly midnight! Throw the switch!”

OVER CRISSY Field broke a sudden storm which meant that the invisible power was striking again. The dark quiet was disrupted by the lashing of a rising wind. Snarling air-torrents swooped to scoop sand from the tarmac, to rattle windows, to rip at the closed doors of hangars.

Sweeping into a greater force with each second, a cosmic fury roared down through the night.

As the first gusts stirred, as the first raw sting came into the atmosphere, a command rang out.

Major Kenton had been waiting outside the door of his operations-office. He had whirled inside to a “live” microphone connected with a public-address system installed on the field. His words boomed through thundering winds.
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“Every man into the oxygen room!”

The major backed from the microphone gasping. With dazing quickness the stifling power enveloped him. His lungs began beating air in and out—air that only intensified the sense of suffocation. As doors slammed within the operation buildings, as running footfalls sounded in the corridor, he lurched out of his office.

Following Operator 5’s urgent orders, Major Kenton had directed all but a few men off the field. Those that remained were frantically obeying the command that had boomed out of the expotential horns. While a cyclone tore over the building, while the air sharpened with a corrosive acridity, they scrambled toward a room in the rear of the building.

As each approached, the door jerked open; as each passed through, it was shut instantly.

Over the sill, men crowded gasping, choking, tearing at their collars, panting as if spent. They pressed toward a bench on which a gray mixture was heating, throwing off nascent oxygen that made the confined atmosphere breathable.

Around the sides of the room, compressed oxygen tanks hissed with open cocks. This room was a haven where life was possible—outside death stormed.

The men peered at each other—men whose faces were only faintly green, whose eyes were only vaguely red or yellow or purple, due to the fact that the electric bulbs emitted rays less rich in ultra-violet than sunlight. But beyond that room, the effects of the electronic power were breaking with terrific violence.

The holocaust roared spreading horrible death.

Far across fog-wreathed San Francisco, a parade of automobiles sped. They filed past Rincon Hill toward the spreading railroad yards that flanked the Bay. They swerved into Slocum Street. Operator 5, leading the procession, blinked the headlights of his car in a signal that slowed them all.

Near the warehouse marked by the rearing water-tower, he braked to a stop and slipped from the wheel. Behind him men grouped. They were Intelligence operators who had gathered quickly in Secret Headquarters SF at Jimmy Christopher’s command. Now they moved behind him, alert for his word, as he strode through the gloom.

Near the hulking structure they paused.

“Surround it,” he ordered sharply. “Watch every window and every door. I’m going in.”

One of the men queried hesitantly: “Alone?”

“Alone! If trouble breaks out, come after me—but not until then. Scatter!”

He waited while his men drifted off through the mist. They flanked the building, guns drawn, alert. Against the black walls, they vanished.

Operator 5 stood alone. He glanced at his wrist-watch to see the glowing hands indicating a few minutes past midnight.

Quietly, he moved to the grimy door which gave entrance through the side of the building. A lock barred his way, he unsnapped his packet of master-keys, tried one after another in the key-hole. The bolt drew back and he straightened. A swift step, and Operator 5 was through the door.

HE STOOD against a dark wall, gazing across a vast room piled with crates and boxes.

Heavy shadows lurked along the ragged aisles.

He moved to enter the lane nearest him—stopped short.

A sparkle flashed in the murk; a hiss sounded, a thump. In the wooden wall above Operator 5’s shoulder, a knife trembled, its point driven deep. It had stirred cold air across his face.

A short spring took him into the shadow of a pile of boxes. In the pervading gloom there was no sound.

Only the quivering knife in the wall indicated that Jimmy Christopher’s approach had been seen, that hidden eyes had followed his moves.

From somewhere in the darkness he was being watched now—by men deadly in silence.

He drifted away quietly, and against the far windows saw the zigzagging outline of a flight of stairs rising to the floor above. No other was in sight; it was the only way up. Jimmy Christopher began a slow, silent advance toward it, along an aisle flooded with black.

A swift rustle at his back spun him around.

Black lightning struck from a crevice between huge crates. A figure sprang, arm up-flung, to drive down a knife. Operator 5’s fist cracked out a blow that burst breath from the assailant’s lungs.

He gripped the arm, whirled to lever it across his shoulder. He pulled it straight as a rod and leaned forward; he sprang as the squirming figure thumped to the floor. His knuckles clicked twice _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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more and the man on the floor moaned into unconsciousness.

Through the murk, Operator 5 discerned the slant eyes and saffron skin of the lax face. He rose feeling the razor sharp edge of the knife that had plunged toward his back. He tossed it atop the crates and turned again grimly toward the black-outlined stairway.

He drifted through black silence.

A creak made him bound forward. He whirled to see the black mass of a huge crate toppling from the top of a stack. It jarred to the floor with terrific force; its wooden sides split and packages tumbled out. Its crushing weight would have felled Operator 5 if his quick step had not carried him beyond.

He sprang again, whipping out his automatic, as black figures came swarming over the piles of boxes.

He snapped out two quick shots, sprinted along the irregular aisle, spinning to flatten himself in a shadow as men crowded down the stairs—

slant-eyed Chinese gripping long-bladed knives.

He fired twice again, sending slugs whistling over their heads, crashing panes from a window.

From both ends of the aisle yellow men herded, running, closing down upon Operator 5.

He sprang, and quick pulls heaved him to the top of the cases. He crouched low as two spinning knives whistled past him. He spun to see loose-sleeved figures darting toward him from other points atop the stacks. The thunder of his automatic roared at them as he tensed to spring.

A bound carried him above knives that slashed at him, across the aisle to the next line of crates.

Outside shouts sounded. The entrance jarred as Intelligence operators flung themselves against it. Windows cracked inward as gun-butts pounded. From the throats of the mobbing Chinese, gibbeting cries rose. From their hands twirling knives spun. Into the pandemonium, the guns of Operator 5’s men barked.

The entrance cracked open and the men crowded in, blasting bullets at killers who rushed with brandishing blades to bar their way. Others legged in through the jagged glass of broken windows. Amid the frantic scampering of feet and the coughing of automatics, Operator 5’s command rang sharply:

“Close them in!”

A FLARING burst of red flashed a danger signal across the vast room. Roaring fire burst into instantaneous brilliance in the midst of the crowded stacks of cases. Flames leaped ceiling high, snarling with the savagery of suddenly unleashed power. Far over boxes and crates, scattered spots of fire appeared as if by magic, centering around a mother flame. In swift succession, four rending concussions sounded and from four other points in the warehouse fire burst.

Operator 5 faced two crouching Chinese who were darting over the stacked cases toward him.

He sent a bullet hissing between them; he spun to find another pair closing in on the other side.

Again his gun spoke a forbidding command and he leaped. He dropped to a crouch across an aisle flooding with flame.

In the flaring shine of light, Jimmy Christopher glimpsed a dark-skinned man huddling on a peak of piled boxes. He was robed and turbaned; his teeth shone white through dark lips drawn into a merciless leer. He swung one arm swiftly, and from his hand darted a red ball that flashed straight toward an Intelligence operator.

The sphere struck the operator’s chest. It burst with a flaming roar. The concussion shocked the man motionless, and in a brief instant, he stood a figure of flame! Enveloped from head to foot in fire, staring in agony through crimson tongues that licked and seared his face, he staggered back. With a choking cry he dropped as the turbaned man spun around.

Arm swinging again in a blur, fingers gripping another red ball of destruction, he poised to hurl it at Jimmy Christopher.

Operator 5’s automatic spat instantly. The true-flying slug sped to the center of the scarlet sphere even as it darted forward. An instantaneous concussion staggered the turbaned killer; a cascade of flames poured over him. Red-cloaked in a fiery death, he screamed in horror and plunged…

Swiftly Operator 5 glanced around. The incendiary bombs had spread raging flames through the lower floor of the warehouse. Choking smoke filled the flickering air as heat beat from all sides as wood crackled and spread the fire. In the midst of the beating furnace, men were stampeding, screaming in terror. Operator 5’s Intelligence agents were retreating away from the center or the inferno.
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“Out—quick!” Jimmy Christopher shouted through the roar.

His men sped to obey. With trouser legs smoldering, coats flecked with coals, faces and hands sooted, they rushed out the doors and ducked frantically through broken windows.

Outside they shifted desperately to cover every means of escape the Chinese might find.

Operator 5 made no move to follow them. He ran to the edge of a long island of stacked boxes, toward the stairway leading to the second floor.

Between him and the steps a river of fire was flowing, its core white-hot. Jimmy Christopher tensed, sprang; his feet struck steps awash with flame. He sprang up swiftly, into the space of the great room above.

Through the windows, the flickering light of flames played as he sprinted to the farther wall.

He paused at the base of the ladder, eyes shifting warily right and left. He removed the clip of his automatic, drew a loaded one from an inner pocket, and made the weapon ready. He sprang up the ladder, leafed the trap upward, and peered into air rolling with gusting, flame-lighted smoke.

The water-tower rose blackly in the midst of the swirling fumes. The shine of fire played upon its roof, disclosing a figure creeping stealthily from the top of the ladder. Its loose sleeves fluttered in the wind; it was garbed in glistening silk. A Cantonese—hunched with a knife in one clenched hand—creeping….

OPERATOR 5 sprang and stopped short. On the opposite side of the conical tower roof, another figure appeared—a boy, bracing desperately, the flame-light playing into his anguished features. Working his way precariously, he was retreating from the crawling figure with the cruel knife. He reached out one arm to grope for the top of the ladder, slipped. He spilled off the edge of the roof, clinging desperately to the top-most rung with one small hand.

Operator 5’s automatic flicked upward as the Cantonese, gripping the spike at the apex of the cone, swung swiftly. One arm reached, sleeve flapping, to plunge the knife at the dangling boy.

Operator 5’s automatic barked.

The Oriental’s hand swung wide as the impact of the bullet tore him backward, twisting the arm that gripped the spike. A scream broke through his tight throat as he spilled. Then he was a flash tumbling toward the roof—a flutter that disappeared over the cornice. He fell screaming through the flames which gushed from the lower windows.

“Tim!” Operator 5 sprang to the base of the ladder as the boy swung his other hand to the rung. His freckled face turned downward; his eyes widened as he glimpsed Jimmy Christopher. His call was a sob.

“Jimmy! Jimmy—look out! In the tower!”

Operator 5 reached for the ladder as the curved door opened in the side of the tank. Bright light streamed into the clouding smoke, silhouetting a lean figure that peered down. A gun flashed out; its bullet slashed at Operator 5’s shoulder. The figure stepped back quickly as a bullet from Jimmy Christopher’s gun sang a challenge.

Automatic clamped beneath his chin, Operator 5 lifted himself swiftly, eyes on that door.

He was at its level when a line of light widened at its edge; a dark hand thrust a revolver outward.

He swung far out, snapping his own gun level, crashing a bullet straight at the wrist. A shriek of pain echoed from within the tank as the hand jerked back, dropping the gun.

Operator 5’s foot thrust the door wide. His swift swing hurtled him through it. The roar of a shot sounded as he spun, and he answered the blast almost simultaneously. The man who slumped against the curving wall of the tank was a small Japanese man. He fell face down as Jimmy Christopher whirled at another flash of gun-metal.

In front of the open door stepped the stoop-shouldered man known as V-6. His eyes squinted into Operator 5’s face; he moved his weapon higher. Jimmy Christopher made no move as its bore turned toward him, but the darkness of his eyes deepened ominously. V-6 leveled the gun, finger trembling on the trigger…

He sobbed, stooping forward, twisting the muzzle into his mouth. Jimmy Christopher leaped forward, crying a protest, arm out-stretched, as the horrible muffled report sounded. V-6

straightened stiffly, torn lips dripping red—sagged back through the open door.

Jimmy Christopher turned grimly. Under a brilliant light, a strange device occupied the center of the cylindrical space. Heavy, insulated wires led to it; on the walls around it thick bladed switches shone. Near it, meters on a black panel _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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registered a force which was radiating from it. It was vibrating with an invisible, generating power.

LIKE a huge vacuum valve, standing as high as Operator 5, it consisted of a quartz-glass bulb enclosing filaments; shining now red hot. They gleaned at the focus of a parabolic mirror formed by the silvered glass in the dome of the tube.

Intense heat radiated from it, parching Operator 5’s skull, stinging his eyes.

His automatic leveled. He pulled the trigger once. Instantly the glass bubble burst. The filaments flared to an unbearable brightness; darkness came as metal fused. The crash shook the water-tower, jarred Jimmy Christopher against the curved wall.

Operator 5 leaned out the door to see the tough Irish lad clinging weakly to the ladder. His face shone white in the glare of the rising flames; tears were brimming in his eyes.

“Jimmy—you all right?”

“Okay, Tim! Down!”

The boy lowered himself rapidly. Jimmy Christopher swung down after him. They hurried across a roof washing with flame. Operator 5

swung the boy through the trap, and they descended into choking heat. The fire was eating into the upper rooms of the warehouse; the stairway was pouring up a stream of flame.

Operator 5 hurried toward the open rear window through which Tim Donovan had entered.

He hoisted the boy out; they slid together to the edge of the loading-dock roof. Fire beat beneath him, heating the metal roofing like a griddle. Tim edged off first. Jimmy Christopher dropped to find the boy struggling to his knees, sobbing, hugging a blood-wetted arm close to himself.

“Tim, you’re hurt!”

“It’s not much, Jimmy! I’m all right! That guy gouged me with the knife once, that’s all. Only—

gee, I thought they’d got you in that tank!”

Men came running toward Operator 5—men in scorched clothing, faces and hands blistered, some with knife-slashes oozing red through hastily-bound bandages improvised of handkerchiefs. They crowded breathlessly.

The sirens of speeding fire-trucks were sounding from beyond. Private cars were streaking toward the scene, lured by the glare shining high in the fog. Scores of headlights were already shafting down the street as Operator 5’s men scattered. Jimmy Christopher swung away with his arm tightened across Tim Donovan’s shoulders.

Z-7 STEPPED quickly from the clattering communications room of Secret Intelligence Headquarters SF as Operator 5 entered the adjoining office. Jimmy Christopher’s clothing was charred and torn; his face was blackened, but he smiled. He gripped the Washington chief’s hand.

“Came straight back, Chief,” he declared.

“Tim’s in a room below now, getting a cut fixed.

That lad’s got nerve!”

Z-7 nodded. “That same invisible power struck Crissy Field at exactly midnight tonight. It ended at about—”

“Twelve fourteen,” Jimmy Christopher put in.

“The electronic ray-generator—or part of it at least—is destroyed. It will never function again.”

With a surge of relief, Z-7 sank into a chair.

“That piece of apparatus,” Operator 5

explained, “convinces me that it functions from two separate parts. Two stations operate at the same time, sending out directional beams of different character. The electronic force strikes at the point where these two shafts converge.

Destruction of one of the two renders the other ineffective. That is an advantage to us!”

“But the generator you have just destroyed is not the only one ready to operate at any moment?”

“There is at least one other—it is impossible to say where, except that it is located somewhere in the East. There may be others. They will be used again, certainly, unless we are able to locate, and destroy, them. If we do not succeed, it is inevitable that the forces of Jengis Dhak will swarm down upon us while we are held hapless by that power.”

“Jengis Dhak!” Z-7 repeated. “This man is unknown to us—yet he has massed together one of the fiercest, most powerful armies ever to move upon this globe! He has marshaled millions behind him!”

“Playing, no doubt,” Operator 5 declared, “upon the religious beliefs and racial pride of peoples downtrodden for centuries. Qua Kou assured me that this man is a descendant of Jenghis Khan, the greatest conqueror the world has ever known. He is, then, a Mongol. He has _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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exerted his amazing influence through racial channels.

“The Mexican peons who have risen in revolt sprang from an eastern Asiatic source. Our own American Indians belong to the Mongoloid division of the human species. The connection with the Asiatics who follow the new conqueror’s leadership is obvious. We may expect trouble even among the Aleuts and Eskimos in Alaska.

Bound most closely of all to the Mongolian strain are the peoples of Eastern Siberia. From that country, the greatest strength of Jengis Dhak has risen— the power which is threatening us now.”

“And this man, this ‘son of Ching-sze’ —

rising out of the centuries, appealing to the most primitive sympathies of those millions he has marshaled behind him—is striking with a scientific weapon advanced beyond even our knowledge!”

Z-7 LEANED tensely forward. “Operator 5, you have struck a hard blow against this secret emperor tonight. Your destruction of the electronic ray-generator eliminates a great danger. Is it safe now, in your judgment, to advise the General Staff that fighting planes may be ordered to Alaska?

May we undertake the one move—the only step—

which we can hope to save Alaska from invasion?”

“The stakes, Chief,” Operator 5 answered briskly, “may now be worth the gamble. The decision must be left with the General Staff. In any case, they must be warned that absolute secrecy must surround the orders and the actual takeoff. Not the slightest inkling of the move must leak out. The influence of Jengis Dhak has reached even into our own Intelligence service—I mean V-6—and there may be others like him.

Furthermore, the takeoff can be only from some point here on the West coast.”

Z-7 nodded briskly. He stepped into a sound-proofed telephone-booth and when he returned his eyes were shining darkly.

“I spoke with Major General Masters, Army Representative of the War Plans Division. The General Staff is now conferring. Their decision was quickly made. Another flight of planes is to take off as soon as possible for Alaska. General Masters has asked that all details of arrangement be turned over to you.”

Operator 5 rose. “Very well, Chief.”

“Moreover,” Z-7 continued, “the Macon has been ordered to Alaska. The dirigible is at Sunnyside and will be made ready for the expedition at once. Admirable Neasham aboard the Houston, has informed Washington that the Pacific Fleet is proceeding at top speed—racing against the revolutionary vessels toward the Alaskan coast Our greatest hope rests upon our air forces, and yet—”

The quickly opening door of the

communications room turned Z-7. The shirt-sleeved man blurted out anxiously: “Another wireless message from Sitka! The revolutionist planes are bombing the coast towns again!”

Operator 5 and Z-7 strode into the noisy room. A man huddled before the black dial of a sensitive wireless receiver was alternately pressing ‘phones to his ears and typing rapidly.

On the sheet, words clicked into being: … SF… RENEWED ATTACK BY ASIATIC

AIR FORCES . … BOMBS RAINING ON

JUNEAU AND SITKA TERRIFIC DESTRUCTION

SWEEPING BOTH CITIES … ATTACK CAME

WITHOUT WARNING … PLANES NOW

FLYING DIRECTLY OVERHEAD … THIS

BUILDING BADLY SHAKEN BY EXPLODING

BOMB … EVAC

Midway in the word, the keys ceased clicking.

Z-7’s jaw clenched. “That transmitter is the only one that has been able to keep in touch with us. All others have been seized or destroyed.”

The radio expert tensed in front of the panel, gingerly touching dials. At the next table, another shirt-sleeved man strove at a duplicate receiver to reach out into etheric space for a continuation of the message. After silent, tense minutes, they _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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glanced at each other, sat back. “It’s no use, Chief! The transmitter is off the air!”

Z-7 snapped: “Try to get Sitka, Juneau—any point in Alaska—by telephone!”

OPERATOR 5 turned to read the reports clicking in over the teletype machines as an operator slipped into one of the sound-proof booths. Z-7 sidled into another; his voice was heard demanding connection with Washington as the panel slid shut. Jimmy Christopher’s eyes followed the words forming on the yellow tape which curled out of the teletype receiver.

… FS … CONDENSATION OF NATION

WIDE REPORTS TO WDC-13 . SPORADIC

RIOTING OCCURRING IN ALL PRINCIPAL

CITIES… MARTIAL LAW DECLARED IN

SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA … NATIONAL

GUARD UNITS ORDERED OUT TO SUPPRESS

UPRISING OF YELLOW RACES …

GUERRILLA

BANDS ATTACKING ALONG MEXICAN

BORDER WITH ESTIMATED ARMED FORCE

OF TWO HUNDRED THOUSAND MASSING

BEHIND… DANGEROUS UNREST REPORTED

IN INDIAN RESERVATIONS … CANADIAN

GOVERNMENT WARNS WASHINGTON THAT

CANADA WILL NOT BE MADE BELGIUM OF

A CONFLICT BETWEEN UNITED STATES AND

REVOLUTIONARIES ATTACKING ALASKA …

A telephone booth opened and the

dispatcher sidled out. He mopped at a sweat-beaded face as he exclaimed: “It is impossible to reach any point in Alaska by telephone! All lines have been destroyed! Communication between us has been completely cut off!”

Operator 5 stepped briskly to the desk. He lifted the telephone and demanded: “Major Kenton? Orders, sir! Special flying orders! …”


CHAPTER SIX

Flight to the Arctic


DAWN came, glistening on the wings of a single plane which was warming on the field of the San Diego Naval Training station. Its prop clicked over at idling speed. Its pilot stood waiting beside one trembling wing. He had no idea why he had been ordered out of bed in the chill morning at a moment’s notice. He snapped to attention as his commanding officer approached.

“Your orders, Lieutenant O’Neill.” The officer proffered him a sealed envelope. “You are not to read them until you have been in the air exactly ten minutes. You will takeoff exactly on the hour.”

O’Neill, puzzled, climbed into the cockpit. He peered at his watch until the second ticked the hour. Then he threw off brakes, opened the throttle wide, and sent the pursuit swooping into the sky. At the top of a lazy spiral he dressed his ship and flew aimlessly.

At the end of the tenth minute he ripped open the sealed orders. He read a single line: Turn on your radio at once, without touching the tuning meters.

O’Neill turned on the radio immediately and without adjusting the tuning meters. He slipped on ear-‘phones, heard the hum of a carrier-wave.

Suddenly an incisive voice rang out of the empty sky, the voice of a man whom O’Neill had obeyed once before on a strange secret mission.

“Lieutenant O’Neill, switch in your distorter!”

O’Neill connected into the radio circuit a transformer device which so altered the frequency vibrations of the human voice that they became unintelligible except to one listening over a delicately adjusted reversing distorter. He heard a click that told him the man who had spoken had activated the second unit.

“Lieutenant O’Neill, this is Operator 5 of the United States Intelligence Service calling.”

O’Neill snapped up. “Yes, sir, Operator 5!”

“You are to take orders directly from me, Lieutenant, and to maintain constant communication. “Your destination is Alaska.”

The lieutenant swallowed. “Yes, sir!”

“You are carrying sufficient fuel to make the trip non-stop. You will find rations in your plane.

Your flight has been timed so that you will approach your destination after dark. You are to circle inland behind the Alaskan Panhandle and _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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approach Juneau from the east. You are to choose at all costs a safe landing-place and avoid being sighted by any enemy aircraft.”

“Yes, sir!”

“I have selected you for this detail, Lieutenant, because of your exemplary record.

This undertaking calls for daring and courage.

Your mission is to help reestablish wireless communication between Alaska and the station from which I am speaking.”

“Yes, sir!”

“Set your course. Hold yourself ready for further orders. Good luck!”

The voice of Operator 5 vanished from the ‘phones.

OVER THE HIGHWAY connecting San

Francisco with Sacramento, a heavy sedan sped.

The driver was a poker-faced Intelligence operator. Z-7 sat beside him, glancing anxiously at a synchronized watch. In the rear seat Jimmy Christopher sat between Tim Donovan and Diane Elliot.

“Jimmy,” the girl said for the fifth time since they had ferried across the Bay, “I wish you’d tell me where we’re going.”

“Perhaps it’s only a little pleasure jaunt, Di,”

Operator 5 answered. “At least, I’ve tried to make it appear to be that.”

“I know you too well to think it is! You have something very important up your sleeve, Jimmy Christopher—I know!”

“Anything is possible, Tim. I hesitate to question the integrity of any operator in the service. Yet, the case of V-6 proves that the power of Jengis Dhak is enough to reach into our service even and turn men into traitors.”

“It’s a big job, Jimmy!” the boy exclaimed, wide-eyed.

“A big job, Tim—but you’re equal to it. It falls to you and Dad because you are both technically outside the service. You are unknown to most of the active operators. You will be able to watch them closely without their suspecting it. And we know that your loyalty is utterly beyond question.

Go to it, old-timer!”

Operator 5 glanced at Z-7, and the Washington chief said tersely: “Four minutes.”

A slow smile formed on Jimmy Christopher’s lips as he reached into a pocket. He brought out a deck of playing cards, and Tim’s eyes sparkled.

“Gee, Jimmy a new trick?”

“There’s just time for it, Tim. It’s a slick one, boy—better watch sharp!”

“Go ahead!” the boy urged eagerly. “I’ve got my eye right on you!”

Z-7 chuckled, stepped closer. Lieutenant Robbins came to the boy’s side, and Operator 5

moved to face them. He handed the deck to Tim.

“Notice that it’s just an ordinary one, Tim, not prepared in any way. There is simply nothing tricky about it. I want you to shuffle it thoroughly.”

He smiled as the boy mixed the cards. Then he took them again, went on.

“I’ve discovered, Tim, that I have a very sensitive sense of touch—as you shall see. All set? Now watch!

“I TAKE the deck from you between the finger and thumb of my left hand, spreading the others to prove that there is nothing concealed.

Here is my right hand, equally empty. Now, I turn the deck to face and simply begin running the fingertips of my right hand over the top card. I’m holding the deck, of course, so that you can see the card plainly, but it is entirely out of my sight.”

Using the middle fingers of his right hand, Jimmy Christopher stroked the tips gently across the card.

“This,” he declared “has many spots on it. I can feel them plainly. Four—six—eight—ten. Ten spots on the card. They fed sharp-edged, so I know the suit is diamonds The ten of diamonds Right?”

Tim blurted: “Right!”

Carefully, Operator 5 shifted the ten of diamonds to the back of the deck so that the next card remained out of sight.

“This one,” he went on, “is a court card. I can feel the points of the queen’s crown. Yes, a queen. The queen of hearts How about it, Tim?”

“That’s it, Jimmy!”

Again Jimmy Christopher bared a new card and, though it was quite impossible for him to see either the front or back of it, his stroking fingertips seemed to reveal its value and suit to him. In rapid succession he named the six of clubs, the _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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ace of spades, the Jack of diamonds, without the slightest uncertainty.

“Gee—let me try that!” Tim exclaimed.

Operator 5 passed the deck; Tim’s searching gaze sought something concealed in his hands, but found nothing. The boy closed his eyes, ran his fingertips across several cards, squirmed his tongue into the corner of his mouth, and gave up with a sigh.

“I can’t feel a thing, Jimmy! How do you do it?”

“One minute, my boy,” Z-7 warned.

“Tell me the secret, now, Jimmy!”

Jimmy Christopher extended his right forefinger. To the ball of it was affixed a round, shining spot of metal scarcely more than half an inch in diameter. Tim blinked, still puzzled.

“It is simply a reflecting surface, so small that you don’t suspect it is concealed. I keep it hidden behind my finger. Its back is covered with soft wax to make it adhere. When I rub my fingers over the card, I pretend to feel of the surface with the second finger. The first finger is lifted away a bit. By moving it slightly, I can bring it into position so this reflecting surface shows me the top of the card.”

“Dog-gone!” Tim exclaimed. “That’s slick!”

“And easy to do, Tim. You can make the little mirror out of several things—a small piece of bright tin, for instance, or the head of a thumb-tack. If it is slightly convex, all the better, because then it will reflect a wider area of the card. When you begin, you have it concealed, say, under the edge of your vest, or adhering to your belt, out of sight. It’s an easy matter to transfer it to your finger, and when you’re all through, slip it off again. Try it, Tim, and you’ll have people believing that you’re possessed of an amazing sensitivity of touch!”

He placed the little device in the boy’s hand, with the deck of cards.

Z-7 said quietly: “Time.”

Tim Donovan’s eyes turned sadly into Operator 5’s face. He extended his pudgy hand, and Jimmy Christopher gripped it.

The girl stepped forward quickly; her arms tightened around Jimmy Christopher’s neck, and she pressed her warm lips to his. Her eyes were bright with tears when he turned away. He legged into the rear pit of the plane as Lieutenant Robbins scrambled to the controls.

A howling slipstream tore at the grass. The pursuit’s wings slashed across the green as it gathered speed. It swung across the hollow, its tail lifting, its engine throbbing with popover, shot into the air, rising swiftly. From the cockpit, Operator 5’s hand waved a last farewell as the plane melted into the blue of the sky.

THE PURSUIT traveled due northward, keeping well back of the California coast. From the rear pit, Operator 5 directed Lieutenant Robbins through a stiff bank when the time shown by his watch checked with the careful plans he had evolved. The crate deadheaded westward steadily until the blue of the Pacific spread beyond, until the shore receded tailward.

Again Jimmy Christopher spoke orders which sent the plane angling northward. He checked its speed, consulted his watch again, searched the expanse of sky. He switched on the plan’s short-wave radio transmitter-receiver, clicked a distorter into the circuit, affixed ear-‘phones, and brought a microphone to his lips. When the second hand indicated an even minute had passed, he spoke: “Calling Lieutenants Bradford, Mark, Denning, Walton, Deverton, Tucker, Yost!”

In the ‘phones, voices chorused. Operator 5

checked each name. He spoke again: “My position is exactly five miles off the California coast. I am flying directly northward at a speed of one-hundred and thirty miles per hour.

At the moment I am approximately opposite Eureka. Compute your courses to meet my line of flight as I proceed.”

Operator 5 straightened in the pit, searching the blue again. His plane droned steadily through long minutes. He glimpsed the first black dot in the sky materializing from the northwest. Another developed out of the east; another appeared-almost due north. One by one seven plans came flocking from different points of the sky, roaring toward the pursuit carrying Jimmy Christopher.

They howled above him and he commended into the microphone: “Formation!”

They banked smartly, as he assigned each man a position, forming a V of which Operator 5’s plane was point. He looked back across swinging wings, at pilots peering at him through goggles.

Again the radio carried his voice to them.

“Lieutenants, each one of you left his field under sealed orders. Each takeoff was timed so that you would be near this point at this moment.
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You constitute a flight of picked men, for your detail, a dangerous one. Our destination is Alaska!

“I have mapped out a course calculated to carry us across the ocean to a point just south of the tip of the Alaskan Panhandle. We will circle deep into Canada, banking again to approach Alaskan territory from the east. Our destination is a point as yet undetermined, near Juneau. We must, at all costs, avoid being sighted by any revolutionist crates which may be patrolling. This flight is a test of the feasibility of bringing other air units into Alaska.”

Operator 5 adjusted the oscillator of his transmitting unit. His voice rang out into space: “Calling Lieutenant O’Neill!”

Out of the sky the answer came: “Lieutenant O’Neill. Orders, sir?”

“Where are you?”

“Following the Canadian coastline, sir, toward the southern tip of the Alaskan Panhandle.”

“Continue on your course, Lieutenant, and leave it only when necessary to follow your previous orders. Once you land somewhere near Juneau, you must establish communication with the Governor or the Territorial Secretary. Having done so, you will watch for the approach of this formation of eight U. S. crates. Your prime purpose will be to land safely, to open the way for our descent. You will arrange lights to mark a landing-field immediately you sight a brief flare.”

Again Operator 5 trimmed. the oscillator.

“Calling SF! Operator 5 calling SF.”

Out of the distance sang a familiar voice, “Z-7 taking your message!”

“We’re hard on the course, Chief—making top speed. All’s well. Stand by for further orders!”

Swiftly northward the bevy of warbirds flocked, trailing winged shadows over the sea.


CHAPTER SEVEN


Big Guns Roar


THE SUN dipped to the brim of the Pacific; darkness flooded westward to end a wearing day.

Night increased the tension in Secret Intelligence Headquarters SF in San Francisco.

Teletype receivers clattered continually inside glass-walled booths. Reports streamed in.

Dispatchers kept frantically busy hunched over sending keyboards while wires hummed between the coasts of the nation. Within the communications room, Z-7 paced about anxiously eager for any word that might flash through the ether from the air expedition headed by Operator 5.

A weary operator slid from a telephone booth, carrying a scrawled sheet of paper to the Washington chief: “The Macon has finished refueling at Crissy Field and is about to takeoff for Alaska.”

Z-7 asked quickly: “Is Diane Elliott aboard the dirigible?”

The operator glanced at the scrawled page.

“As a representative of the Amalgamated Press—

yes, sir.”

Z-7’s jaw-muscles bunched. “Keep in touch with Crissy. If the Macon succeeds in taking off safely, it means there is no electronic ray-generator able to function near this point now.

But, if there is—if it is waiting to strike—that dirigible will be ripped to pieces in the winds. Don’t lose contact with that field!”

One of the men who were bent over the radio receivers raised a hand quickly, and the Washington chief strode to the bench “A report from Operator 5!”

Z-7 slipped ‘phones to his ears. Through a buzz of static he heard Jimmy Christopher’s voice speaking.

“—Word from Lieut. O’Neill. He has made a safe landing. He reports that Juneau is almost completely evacuated, that hundreds of families have fled into the country behind it. He has sent a message to the Territorial Governor and is maintaining communication with us.

“My formation is intact. We are nearing the Canadian coast south of the tip of the Alaskan Panhandle. We have kept to our course though we are necessarily flying blind. Our gasoline is holding out, and we have sufficient to carry us to our destination, but once we land, refueling will be vitally necessary. The Canadian coast is in sight!”
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THROUGH the heavy darkness of the long night, Operator 5 led his flock of warplanes along a curving course that swung deep into the sub-Arctic wilderness.

His flight led him well behind the coast range bordering the Alaskan Panhandle and British Columbia. Beyond the fifty-sixth parallel he led his pilots, constantly checking his instruments against his chart.

His commands rang in the ears of his worn pilots, sending the formation into a swinging bank that leveled them almost due northwest. Over lightless, rearing hills, mounting high as he approached the Border—under a sparkling sky that hovered low—he drew his seven battle-birds.

Ahead of him now, Jimmy Christopher knew, lay the largest town in Alaska and its capital—a mining center with a population of only 3,000 that had been routed into the hills by the merciless attacks of the revolutionist bombers. Farther beyond, the Alexander Archipelago spread, its hundreds of islands scattering into the Pacific. In every mile of the sky ahead lured winged danger to the American expedition.

Faint starlight disclosed snowcapped peaks sliding below, vast forests blanketing the slopes beyond. Presently, far ahead, appeared a vague gleam—lights glimmering through fog. He called into the depths of the night: “Lieutenant O’Neill!”

“O’Neill, sir! Ready, sir!”

“We are somewhere near you, Lieutenant!

Watch for our flare!”

Operator 5 banked, drawing his formation with him in a direction that shifted them away from the air-lane to Juneau. He brought a flare from a case, held it overside, pulled the trigger, dropped it. It vanished instantly in the darkness. Ten seconds passed, and a flash of white light burst, instantly vanishing again.

“O’Neill! Did you see the flare?”

O’Neill’s voice sang: “You are west of us!

Swing back! Look for ground lights!”

OPERATOR 5 signaled his planes and swung away. After a moment, he pulled the trigger of another flare, sent it plunging. The flash crossed the sky and Lieutenant O’Neill’s report came immediately.

“You are closer now! Our lights are on. Can you see them?”

Jimmy Christopher searched the fogwashed earth. It was, for long moments, a baffling void.

Then, dimly, he discerned a sparkle almost lost in the mist. He twirled another flare overside, and as it burst he called: “Are we above you now?”

“Yes! Approach from the east! Land within the lights!”

Operator 5’s gaze kept to the gleam below as he began a slow circle, drawing his planes with him, sliding downward slowly. As his elevation decreased he saw the glowing spot on the ground separate into four gleams, marking the corners of a square. He maneuvered east, throttling down, bringing the hydrant glow into the blur of his prop.

The gleams spread wide as he drove toward them. Through the mist, he discerned a stretch of sloping ground, smoothing into the surrounding darkness. He switched on wing-lights, peered overside as his pilot shot low. Earth blurred through the colored shine; the trucks touched.

Operator 5’s crate slowed across the slope as his pilots droned low behind him. As tightened brakes stopped his crate, he rose in the pit to see the other ships soughing to the ground. Wings teetering, they slid out of the darkness, rocking as they rolled. The seven flocked to a stop.

Exhausted pilots and observers struggled from the pits.

Jimmy Christopher quickly trimmed the oscillator of his transmitter and spoke ringingly into the microphone: “Calling SF! Operator 5

calling SF! Can you hear me?”

Out of the night came a whisper that was the voice of Z-7.

“Your signal is very faint, but we are still picking you up! Your report?”

“Our flight,” Jimmy Christopher answered, “has landed safely in Alaska!”

IN THE communications-room of Intelligence Headquarters SF, Z-7 listened through ‘phones crushed to his ears. So faintly that it was almost inaudible, Jimmy Christopher’s voice reached him: “Put into action immediately, Chief,” Operator 5

ordered, “the orders I left with you. The way is open!”

The gears of a great war-machine began to grind. Wires webbing out of Washington hummed.

Orders flashed to scattered fields.

To Boeing Field, Seattle; to Crissy Field, the Presidio; to Hamilton Field, San Rafael; to March _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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Field, Riverside; to Mather Field at Mills; to Pearson Field at Vancouver—to every army and navy flying post along the Pacific Coast, the word lightninged.

“Act upon orders already detailed to you through Intelligence Headquarters SF. Your instructions have been carefully coordinated with others dispatched to neighboring fields. Each unit must function flawlessly as a part of a gigantic organism. The entire success of our strategy depends upon your following accurately the tactics mapped out by Operator 5.

“Most important of all, every squadron is to seek a safe landing in the interior of Alaska. Once having landed, await further orders. Premature action will be ruinous. Let every commanding officer remember that we are maneuvering, not only to save Alaska from occupation by the Asiatic revolutionists, but also to prevent the invasion of the United States which threatens!”

The war-machine whirred, speeded into action by the words Operator 5 had whispered through the night and out of the north….

And on the bleak slope of the Alaskan coastal range, Jimmy Christopher had switched off his transmitter. Into the shine of the lanterns that spread their faint yellow glow over the slope, men had come running. First among them was Lieutenant O’Neill. He came to a stop, gripped Operator 5’s hand.

“Thank God you’re here! The enemy patrols must have sighted your flares! They are flying this way over Juneau!”

Through the night sky, motor-thunder was swelling a soft roar increasing to a menacing growl. Out of the west, the threatening note vibrated, marking the approach of planes which could not be seen.

“Out with those lights!” O’Neill’s order sang through the drifting fog. From the darkness beyond more men were hurrying. They were grimy, bewhiskered, tough-looking men, their faces drawn with privation, their eyes strained with the hardships of an enforced evacuation into the hills. Among them were a few women, and with them wide-eyed children.

Miners and their families, they had docked into the hills, awaiting the winged harbingers of relief which had now arrived. They crowded about the shining lanterns as the snarling motors in the sky crept closer. One after another the four gleams vanished. Only faint starlight penetrated the mist and, enveloping the dark figures that swarmed around the planes of the American expedition….

THE crowd stood silent as the black wings swept overhead—wings that had spread out of Asia, shadowing their threat across a territory that had never before known war. They plunged deep into the east—could be heard soughing through a bank that turned them again toward the coast.

They howled above again and suddenly—

A blasting explosion rocked on the hillside beyond. A conical flare of flame sprang up, lighting a maelstrom of destruction that tore through trees and cratered the ground. The concussion rocked across the slope, loosing epithets from the lips of the miners, tearing stifled screams from the women. The jarring echoes of the bomb rumbled away as the sweeping wings continued spreading west.

One of the miners reached to grasp Operator 5’s arms. “Go after those flyin’ killers!” he urged.

“Take up your planes and knock ‘em out of the sky! They’ve forced us from our homes; our women an’ kids’re goin’ hungry. We can’t last out here if you don’t knock those devils down!”

Operator 5’s lips pressed hard. He turned again to O’Neill. “Lieutenant, these planes must be refueled. I ordered you to try to obtain gasoline for them if possible. Did you have any luck?”

“There’s a tank-truck under the trees over there, sir. They brought the gas from town—and two men died getting it here. Killed by bomb shrapnel.” He shouted to men at the edge of the gathering crowd, “Drive that truck over here! Bring it alongside the planes!”

Again the miner’s hand tugged pleadingly at Jimmy Christopher’s sleeve.

“You’re a-goin’ to fight ‘em, ain’t you? That’s what you brought ‘em up here for, ain’t it?”

Anxiety pinched Jimmy Christopher’s eyes as he turned away without answering. He strode at O’Neill’s side, through the crowd, over the slope across which a road cut. He paused, ordered his men to hasten the refueling of the crates, and to wait there. O’Neill escorted him to an ancient car squatting in the shadows of a clump of spruce.

“Sill,” O’Neill ordered the bewhiskered, tobacco-chewing man at the wheel, “you are to drive this gentleman to the Governor at once.”
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Operator 5 climbed in. The crowd drifted after him, ominously quiet. The ancient vehicle lurched away, its lights off, jouncing over the rough road that twined down into lower territory.

After half an hour of rough driving, the hulking native twisted the wheel to send the car climbing into a branch-road even rougher. When it paused, it was near a rude cabin.

“Gov’ner’s in there,” the driver declared.

Jimmy Christopher climbed out as men hurried toward the car. He gave no answer to their anxious questions, but strode steadily toward the cabin door. The gleam of lantern-light filled the room into which Operator 5 stepped.

The man who rose from behind a crude table peered at Operator 5 haggardly. His face was drawn with anxiety; the hand he extended trembled. As Jimmy Christopher clasped it, he said: “I am the Governor of Alaska This gentleman is the Territorial Secretary. You are—

?”

OPERATOR 5’s gaze passed from one

anxious face to another. The men in the room gazed at him with silent pleading—hoping for rescue from the blight which had struck across the land. The sight of their care-lined faces brought pain of Jimmy Christopher’s heart. He said, quietly, to the Governor: “I must see you alone.”

At the Governors request, the others filed from the room. Operator 5 could hear them moving restlessly around the shack as the Territorial Secretary latched the door. The two officials faced Jimmy Christopher.

He drew his silver case from his pocket; he opened it to display his credentials. The eyes of the two men brightened hopefully. “I have heard of you, Operator 5!” the Governor declared. “Your presence here is the greatest encouragement we have yet had. But for God’s sake—when is help coming?”

“I’m sorry,” Jimmy Christopher answered. “I cannot say.”

“But—what are we to do?” the Governor cried. “The revolutionist planes have emptied our cities. Our food-supplies have been cut off. During the evacuation, we managed to bring provisions, but they are already being exhausted. It is impossible to bring more supplies because the roads are patrolled constantly by the enemy aircraft. Any vehicles attempting to enter or leave the cities are wrecked. I tell you, we must have help or we will perish! We are without defenses.

We must look to Washington for relief from this attack. For God’s sake—is nothing being done?”

“The Pacific Fleet,” Operator 5 answered, “is racing toward these shores at this moment. The Marine Corps—”

“But we need airplanes—planes to drive back these flying demons from Asia!”

“Until now, we have been prevented from sending you air protection,” Jimmy Christopher said sadly. “But as I am talking to you, planes are being made ready. Every available ship will take off for Alaska before an hour has passed. But they are few—far too few to overcome the revolutionary air corps. If we attempted that, they would be wiped out. The loss would be fatal to all of us.”

The Governor asked tightly: “Do you mean to say that even when those planes arrive, they will not fight?”

“Nothing else is possible!” Operator 5 spoke sharply. “Realize our position at home. It is necessary for us to maintain constant patrol of the entire Mexican Border. It is absolutely vital that an adequate air force be preserved within the United States itself. In the East, we dare not send a single plane into the air so long as the revolutionists possess a power than can strike them down the instant they leave the ground.

Never in its history has the United States been in a more dangerous position and we dare not spend our defensive power needlessly.”

The Governor made a hopeless gesture.

“Then—?”

“I am here,” Operator 5 explained, “for two purposes. The first is to reestablish communication between Alaska and the United States. The second is to warn you that, regardless of what attacks may be directed upon this territory, no attempts must be made to repulse them.”

“What! You’re mad! Are we actually to permit Alaska to be seized—are we to stand before the world as cowards, while our country is ravaged and our people starved and murdered?”

“It has become a question,” Operator 5

declared tartly, “of whether or not the United States will stand before the world at all—whether or not we will survive the onslaught of these Asiatic hordes.”
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A COLD wind soughed through the cracks of the shack, fluttering the lantern-flames, flickering wan light over the pallid faces of the Territorial Governor and the Secretary.

“The thousands of men who have taken refuge in the hills are, of course, armed; Mr.

Governor?” Jimmy Christopher asked softly.

“They are indeed armed! They are in fighting trim! Let the government back them with trained troops, with supplies of food and ammunition, and they will fight until they fall!”

“You,” Operator 5 ordered crisply, “as the chief executive of the territory, Mr. Governor, must spread word among them that they are on no provocation to fight until ordered to do so.”

The governor bristled. “That, sir, I cannot—”

“That you must do!” Jimmy Christopher insisted. “They are untrained and hungry. If they attempt to keep these shores clear of the Asiatics, they will sacrifice themselves to a merciless fighting machine. They will literally wipe themselves out. You may rest assured that the revolutionist commanders will welcome a chance to slaughter every white man in Alaska!”

The officials stared appalled.

“Furthermore,” Operator 5 went on swiftly, “your armed refugees constitute a valuable element of power to back up our defenses. They are almost vital to any campaign of defense we may launch. Our marines know little of this terrain.

If and when they land, they must be guided in their counter-attack. There, Mr. Governor, is the vital reason why they must hold back!”

A sigh came from the Governor’s lips. “Very well,” he said. “I will circulate word at once that—”

Out of the sky came a shrill, metallic whine. It issued from the distance of the night—a sound that seemed like a never-ending scream—rising in pitch and volume as each second passed. It vibrated through all the heavens, chilling the blood of the men who heard, bringing into their hearts the cold resonance of terror.

“Good God!” the Governor blurted, burying his head in his hands. “It’s—”

Jimmy Christopher spun, thrust out from the shack, hurried into the open as the piercing shriek continued to mount to an ear-numbing intensity.

Men crowded through the darkness of the clearing, peering into the black zenith, scarcely breathing, listening tensely to the demoniac scream….

Its pitch dropped. It became a vibrant moan.

And suddenly it ended—ended in an explosion that flashed the flame of destruction across the distant night sky, that sent rumbling, thunderous echoes rolling into the hills. Following the pulsing concussion that spread through all the darkness, there was breathless silence in the clearing—

silence until the Governor blurted: “Bombardment!

Juneau is being shelled! It is the end!”

LEVIATHANS of war had sped within reach of the Alaskan coast. Across the Pacific and into the Bering Sea, into the Gulf of Alaska, they had come plowing—monsters of destruction. Vessels of the Japanese and the Russian navies, confiscated by ruthless revolutionists, they had slipped through the endless oceanic darkness to hurl their fury upon America’s last frontier.

Off the Alexander Archipelago, two battleships of the Japanese Navy, the Nara, and the Kurumi, steamed portward with their big guns lifted. Beside them plowed smaller vessels of the Russian Fleet—antiquated ships, yet possessed of deadly power against a defenseless shore. The glistening barrels of their cannon reared to fling doom through the sky.

Terrific concussions lashed the waves; blinding light flashed far across rolling swells; great hulks jarred and groaned as whining shells lifted their trajectories into the sky. In the turrets, at the breeches of the guns, men with mongoloid features, stripped to the waist, worked under the barking commands of revolutionary officers. Each order to fire sent chaos streaking into the night that covered the Alaskan coast.

Silk-bagged charges of gunpowder rolled through flapping, fire-proof doors. Trays carried them to the breeches of the guns. Rammers shoved them home while breech plugs were closed. Gun captains flashed the signal of readiness to turret officers who in turn signaled the plunging, screaming projectiles on their way.

The fire of destruction flashed over Juneau.

High explosive curved down into empty streets, collapsing houses and stores, spreading a conflagration through the broken matchwood of the structures. The leaping light of flooding flames played over fuming craters, centers from which the forces of annihilation radiated with lightning swiftness. Along the waterfront, shells roared, whipping the water with a fury greater than these shores had ever known. And from Juneau, a deserted city crumbling before the merciless _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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power of the attackers, the waves of destruction swelled to engulf all the coast.

Sitka felt the shock of screaming projectiles.

In this city, on March 30, 1867, ceremonies were enacted formally transferring the Alaskan territory from the Russian domain to that of the United States, a sale involving the payment of $7,200,000, marked by evidences of national friendship and good will. Now, upon the very buildings wherein the rites had been enacted, the projectiles from Russian naval vessels exploded!

Along all the precipitous coast of southern Alaska, while the big guns roared, swarms of airplanes howled to drop havoc-spreading bombs.

The Lynn and Portland Canals felt the shock of rending bombs. Vessels riding in Chatham Strait were rocked by a tidal wave sent across the deep water by plunging tons of earth and screaming: shells. Over the Aleutians, sea-fowl rose in screaming clouds as the holocaust struck. Into Bristol Bay, into Norton sound, the power of the revolutionists advanced, striking with merciless savagery.

On the slope behind Juneau, where Operator 5 had landed his flock of planes, hundreds huddled in fear. Far away, like distant lightning, the flashes of the attacking big guns could be seen faintly through massing fog. Out of the sky, the screams of the falling projectiles continued to shrill, and closer lightning flashed as they struck.

Overhead, black wings swooped—revolutionist crates flocking in a thunderous horde. In the darkness of the hills, thousands huddled together in terror.

ON the slope behind Juneau, seven

American pilots stood at their planes, peering up, watching the storm of destruction spread. Their tanks had been refilled with fuel. Their motors were idling. Their hands were itching for the feel of stick and Bowden-trips. As the chattering of a motor sounded from the road, they turned with cold eagerness.

From the ancient vehicles that had wound its way high into the hills through thickening darkness, Operator 5 alighted. He strode across the clearing while hundreds watched him beseechingly, hoping that his word would bring salvation from the threatening doom spreading up from the sea. His pilots hurried to his side as he reached his crates.

“Those ships can’t be far, sir!” Lieutenant Yost exclaimed. “We might be able to reach them if we fly low to avoid the revolutionary crates! We have bombs enough to sink those that are firing.

With fair luck we’ll be able to stop the bombardment and—”

Operator 5 interrupted sharply: “We will make no attempt to reach those ships!”

The pilots peered at him. “We’ve got plenty of fuel, sir!” Lieutenant Walton insisted. “The bombs we’re carrying—”

“I did not bring you here, gentlemen, to commit suicide!” Jimmy Christopher snapped. “I did not bring you here so that you might destroy yourselves and your planes. You have absolutely no chance against the anti-aircraft guns on those ships, or against the hundreds of revolutionist planes that are in the air now. I admire your spirit, gentlemen, but—you are taking your orders from me!”

They stiffened and chorused, “Yes, sir!”

“The purpose for which I brought you here is of greater importance at this moment than ever before. Our navy is steaming into these waters.

Our planes are flying toward this territory now.

Blindness will cripple them—and lack of communication is blindness. You men are here to be the eyes of the defensive forces that we are marshaling. Until we are able to establish other lines of communication, we must depend upon you seven men!”

Again, stiff at attention they answered: “Yes, sir!”

From his pocket Operator 5 removed a pack of envelopes. He distributed them among the seven pilots, declared:

“Orders! You are to fly at once eastward, over the mountains, to points designated in those details. You will, when this move is completed, be strung out off the Canadian shore, and each plane will be a link in our chain of communication.

Messages between the United States and Alaska will flash back and forth along the wireless system which you will set up. Into the air at once, gentlemen and remember—do not attack any Asiatic plane! Do not allow yourselves to be sighted! You are not here to fight, but to open the way for fighting units that are now on their way.

The successful completion of your orders is absolutely vital if we are not to lose all Alaska to the revolutionists—and the United States as well!”
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“Yes, sir!” Each man took his envelope eagerly.

“Take off at once!” Operator 5 ordered his own plane trucked to one side of the clearing.

Bristle-faced miners crowded forward to execute the move. The seven pilots hurried to their planes, climbed to their controls They goosed their motors and power surged though the foggy air. All around them space lay open as men and women crowded back.

In the distance the rumbling of the big guns continued; overhead the howling of the enemy warbirds sang a steady, ominous song.

JIMMY CHRISTOPHER stood anxiously at the side of his crate as the first of his flock sped off into the night. Lightless, wavering, it sprang into foggy air, followed swiftly by a second. One after another the seven risked the danger of a takeoff in the dark; they swirled upward, black shadows in the mist, a bevy heading inland.

Operator 5 listened to the pulsing of their motors as they passed from sight—flying to hurtle the Coast Range, then to speed to farflung positions in the night-covered ocean.

“Lieutenant O’Neill! You are to stay here.

You are the final link in this chain of communication. You must remain on duty continually until we are able to relieve you. You will find complete details of what is expected of you in these orders.”

Operator 5 passed an envelope to O’Neill.

He snapped: “Robbins!”

“Yes, sir!” his pilot clicked.

“We’re going up!”

Jimmy Christopher helped swing his crate so that it nosed across the slope; he legged into the rear pit. His pilot settled to the controls, the radial powerplant surged out its power. Across the slanting ground the plane shot, lifting into the air.

It sailed smartly across black-massed tree-tops, and at Jimmy Christopher’s orders, it spiraled swiftly.

Black masses were floating through the sky above the shore—squadrons of enemy crates.

Operator 5 issued orders to Lieutenant Robbins which sent his crate stealing upward to the height of the zenith. He maneuvered to bring himself above the flaring light that marked burning villages and cities along the shore. He floated, while enemy planes shuttled beneath him, peering through powerful binoculars at the spreading scene.

Far out at sea, blinking flashes marked the positions of the battleships which were hurling shells at the coast settlements. Across the heaven, streaking sparks marked the trajectories of the whining projectiles. Blossoms of fire appeared below, instantly to vanish, as the explosives unleashed their power.

Now, through the lens, Operator 5 saw small boats moving toward the shore—boats crowded with armed men. From the battleships, others were putting out. He watched them swarming into the waters of the archipelago while the barrage laid down by the battleships advanced inland from the water-line. High in the sky, he floated until he saw the hordes disembarking, hurrying along flame-lighted streets, a massing army.

All along the coast, Operator 5 knew, this scene was being duplicated. Across the surging water the small boats were shuttling to bring their thousands of invaders to the shores….

His wireless equipment was switched on. He fitted the ‘phones to his ears. He brought the microphone close to his lips: “Calling SF!

Operator 5 calling SF!”

Across the dark miles came the answering voice of the Washington chief of American Intelligence.

“Chief!” Jimmy Christopher exclaimed.

“Inform the Department of War that the invasion of Alaska by the Asiatic revolutionists is now an accomplished fact!”


CHAPTER EIGHT

Westward Passage


AT NIGHT, a quiet amber glow filled the large foyer of an establishment in the East Fifties of Manhattan. A chaste sign above the wrought-iron door read:

MARTIN CAVENDISH

Decoration—Antiques
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Through broad panes, Martin Cavendish’s rooms could be seen, furnished with remarkably fine and rare pieces of furniture—Colonial, English and Spanish pieces that might justifiably have graced museum collections. The atmosphere of the studio was one of impeccable taste and unlimited wealth. Clients were, of necessity, few.

The quiet men who entered and left a side door of the studio were not collectors of antiques.

They were Intelligence operators. Through a series of innocent-looking doors which led to winding passages, they entered offices concealed in the rear of Martin Cavendish’s establishment.

And only a score of persons knew that this exclusive studio was only a blind to cover the location of Secret Intelligence Headquarters M-W.

Beyond the guarded door, a hidden suite of offices contained elaborate files duplicating those of Central Intelligence Headquarters WDC-13 in Washington. It was a vital center in the communications system linking all other Intelligence offices by wire and radio. Months ago it had not existed; in a few months it would have vanished—but tonight, the air in the secret suite hummed with activity.

At a desk sat a man with smoldering black eyes, raven-black hair, rapidly reading dispatches brought him from the communications-room. Z-7

had traveled that day by air from San Francisco to Washington; after a conference with the President and the General Staff, he had flown to New York.

His stubby fingers tapped as he glanced up to ask: “Why the devil is there no further word from Operator 5?”

“No report has come in, sir. The last stated that he was flying near Lake Winnipeg, and that is all we know.”

“Gee, Chief—I hope nothing’s happened to Jimmy!”

Tim Donovan shifted tensely in a chair beside the desk, nervously playing with the shill ring encircling his finger; his eyes sought reassurance from Z-7.

“If anything has happened to him, Tim,” Z-7

declared grimly, “it will be the worst blow we have ever suffered.”

The weary-faced man sitting beside Tim Donovan smiled slowly. He had once been designated Operator Q-6 of the U. S. Intelligence.

He had served his country ably and strenuously until a bullet embedded near his heart had forced retirement upon him. John Christopher, father of Operator 5, faced a constant threat of death.

The Washington chief took up fresh dispatches brought to his desk. His lips tightened in a grim smile.

“A message from the Macon,” he declared.

“It is proceeding northward along Vancouver Island. Thank Heaven it made a safe takeoff! It means that there is no other electronic ray-generator on the West Coast—thanks to Operator 5!—or, if there is one, it is waiting for a more favorable moment to strike.”

Z-7’s fist smashed against the desk. “Those damnable machines must be destroyed! These reports show that, unless they are, we’ll be rendered helpless!”

He gestured toward dispatches that had come into the secret office during the day. Twice, since the initial attack by the invisible power, it had thrown out its force of doom. Though, in accordance with Operator 5’s warning, no planes had been ordered off Mitchell Field, the electronic ray had stormed its effects upon the army post early that morning. The report had flashed instantly to Headquarters M-W:

… EFFECTS OF ELECTRONIC RAY FELT

HERE AT 6:10 A M…. TERRIFIC CYCLONE

BROKE OVER FIELD WITHOUT WARNING …

PERSONNEL CAUGHT UNAWARES … FOUR

DEATHS RESULTED BUT ALL OTHERS SAVED

THROUGH QUICK USE OF OXYGEN

GENERATORS … ATMOSPHERE

DEVITALIZED FOR TEN MINUTES … SIX

PLANES DAMAGED AND RENDERED

USELESS BY WINDS … ATTACK

CONSTRUED AS WARNING THAT ANY

ATTEMPT TO USE PLANES AGAINST

ALASKAN INVADERS WILL BRING

REPETITION …

“And no trace of that damned generator!” Z-7

exclaimed. “Scores of men searching for it all over New York and New Jersey and Long Island—and not a clue! Operator 5 warned us against its effects or we would have suffered staggering losses already!”

The Washington chief glared at the report of the second unleashing of the invisible power that same day.
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… DC-13 … CAPITOL STRUCK BY

CYCLONIC POWER EXACTLY NOON … BOTH

HOUSES CONGRESS IN SESSION … ABOUT

TO ADJOURN WHEN ELECTRONIC POWER

PENETRATED LEGISLATIVE HALLS … WIDE

AREA AROUND CAPITOL AFFECTED …

FORTUNATELY EFFECTS LASTED ONLY ONE

MINUTE OTHERWISE HUNDREDS WOULD

HAVE BEEN ASPHYXIATED … EFFECTS OF

STORM GIVE CAPITOL APPEARANCE OF

HAVING BEEN STRUCK BY EXPLOSION….

USE OF ELECTRONIC RAY IN THIS INSTANCE

CAN ONLY BE CONSTRUED AS WARNING

AGAINST CONGRESSIONAL ACTION

AGAINST ALASKAN INVADERS …

Z-7 rose from his desk stiffly. “As long as that generator exists, there is constant danger!

The whole country is terrorized by it. It means stripping us of all our defenses at any moment the revolutionist leader chooses. It’s certain he’s waiting for the proper moment—and the whole nation knows it!”

A door opened quickly and Z-7 paused, surprise written large on his face. Ex-Operator Q-6 rose with a smile, exclaimed, “Son!” Tim Donovan cried, “Jimmy!” and leaped from his chair.

Operator 5 had come.

He smiled as the little Irish lad flung arms around him. He seized Z-7’s hand and John Christopher’s. His face was lined with fatigue, but his movements were brisk, his eyes glitteringly clear.

“Just landed, Chief,” he declared, striding to the desk. “Used the last thimbleful of gas to reach Mitchell Field. I’ve had a few reports on the way, but—”

“Reports? There are hundreds of them!” Z-7

exclaimed. “It’s impossible to exaggerate the terrifying effect this situation is having on the country. Every newspaper is crusading for action, demanding that we throw our full military strength into Alaska. The White House has received literally thousands of resolutions from all kinds of organizations demanding immediate delivery of the territory from the grasp of the invaders. This is a reign of wild terror—fostered by a fear of an uprising of Asiatics within our borders.”

“SO far, Chief,” Operator 5 declared, glancing over the teletype and wireless messages rapidly, “the Asiatics have shown only that they are organized, that they are a unified power. They have not yet made a decisive move. That will come when the moment arrives for Jengis Dhak to sweep his hordes down upon us from the north.”

“Even so, the situation is almost beyond our control,” Z-7 declared. “Military law has been declared in almost every important city in the country. The National Guard has been summoned out in full force as a precaution against internal war with the Asiatics. We have been obliged to throw more and more of our military strength along the Mexican Border in order to prevent an invasion from that quarter. We are menaced from three positions—from scattered internal points, from the south, and from the north.”

“Our greatest danger, by far, lies in the north, Chief.”

“Without doubt. I have reports here concerning the planes you ordered flown to Alaska. Some of them were forced down by motor trouble on the way. One flight was sighted by a revolutionist patrol and knocked from the sky before they could land—every plane! The others have reported successful landings. They have stationed themselves in the interior off Alaska, awaiting further orders.

“Our Pacific Fleet is proceeding at full steam toward Alaska, but it is still far from the objective.

The Atlantic Fleet is nearing the Panama Canal now. It will have passed through by morning. The communications planes are holding their positions and relaying a steady stream of reports from Alaska. Our information states that the bombardment continued through the night, then subsided. From the enemy naval vessels, thousands of Asiatics have landed and taken possession of the coastal cities and settlements.

They have forced all whites and natives back into the mountains. Thousands more—incalculable numbers—are on their way to Alaska even now.

Within the week, that territory will be swarming with Asiatics unless we are able to act before then to prevent the occupation.

“From scores of Asiatic ports, news has flashed of ships being seized—ships now carrying thousands upon thousands of armed men toward Alaskan shores. Operator 5, this situation is demanding the utmost of our military strength.”

“And yet,” Jimmy Christopher countered, “we dare not—”
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From the communications-room a dispatcher called to interrupt: “Operator 5! Washington on the wire! Rear Admiral Ledyard calling!”

Jimmy Christopher took up the instrument on the desk. The voice that came over the line was that of the Chief of the Bureau of Naval Aeronautics. It spoke sharply, with a desperate ring.

“Operator 5, the General Staff is in session.

We are considering carefully your recommend-ations. We feel that we are being forced to act counter to them. The situation is obliging us to throw into Alaska all our air strength except—”

“That,” Operator 5 protested, “you must not do! It will be fatal!”

Rear Admiral Ledyard demanded: “What do you mean?”

“You consider that you are being forced to protect Alaska with every available means—but that, I insist, is the supreme strategy of Jengis Dhak. He is striving his utmost to force you to do that. If you yield, you will place our defensive strength within his grasp—open the way for an attack against us.”

Ledyard exclaimed: “Do you consider that our move against him will be futile?”

“Worse than futile—it will be suicide! Moving our strength into a territory almost three thousand miles away is a gamble we are already taking.

Both fleets of our navy are approaching Alaskan waters. We am sending into that territory all the air units we dare move. Even the approach of the Macon is a grave risk—every craft of the Air Corps—is weapon we may lose; which may be turned against us!

“Consider. The most devastating strength of Jengis Dhak consists of his electronic ray-generator. There is at least one of them ready to exert its power at any moment. I am positive that there must be others, though they have not yet been used. If one of these generators is located anywhere in Alaska, if it is used against us, Admiral Ledyard—

“Picture it! A naval ship, struck by that force, will not be harmed itself, but every man aboard her will be affected. Even if there are supplies of oxygen, the ray can be made to play over the ship until those supplies are exhausted. A prolonged use of the ray means certain death for every man aboard. The ship will become a floating graveyard, but it will remain a piece of armament to be seized by the revolutionists, manned by their crews, and turned back upon the United States!

“Our own ships, controlled by ruthless Asiatics will steam to our shores, bombard our cities, and bring hordes of invaders upon us if Jengis Dhak strikes with his ray for that purpose!”

“GOOD God!” Ledyard gasped. “You say that we are risking the loss of our entire navy to the Asiatics!”

“We are,” Operator 5 declared, “doing exactly that. Yet we must use our naval strength amidst the ships that are carrying additional thousands of invaders to Alaska now. It is an extremely dangerous position which we cannot avoid completely—but we can and must avoid increasing the risk to the point of certain destruction.

“This sir, applies not only to naval vessels, Admit Ledyard. It applies to our airplanes; as well.

You may be sure that Jengis Dhak has a system of espionage operating in Alaska at this moment.

The arrival of our air squadrons must certainly be known to his agents. Picture again what will happen if Jenghis Dhak turns his electronic ray generator upon those air units, while they are grounded. Our pilots will die. The ships will remain to be used; against us!

“That, sire is the meat of Jengis Dhak’s strategy. It is his intention to seize all armament sent to Alaska from the United Stated He intends to use these ships and planes as part of a gigantic machine of invasion which will bring millions of Asiatics swarming across our borders. At the same time, he intends to use his electronic ray to destroyer all defense units in the United States which might be used to forestall that invasion.

“We must protect Alaska in some measure—

we must gamble the sending of our navy and some of our Air Corps into that territory—but we must rigidly limit our activities in that direction.

“Otherwise, sirs we may find ourselves supplying to Jengis Dhak far heavier armament than we have retained to protect the United States! We will be furnishing our enemy with weapons far superior to our own! We will be assuring the successful invasion of America!”

There was startled silence on the wire. Then Rear Admiral Ledyard spoke softly, “There is no longer any possible question of the wisdom of your advice. I assure you we will follow it to the _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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letter. I am convinced that to do otherwise will be self-destruction.”

Jimmy Christopher turned slowly from the instrument. Z-7 was staring at him intently. “It is only too evident now!” the Washington chief exclaimed. “Jengis Dhak has laid a tremendous trap for us. But for you, Operator 5, we would already have fallen into it!”

“Chief,” Jimmy Christopher said, “before I left San Francisco I wirelessed to our agents in Asia for information concerning Jengis Dhak. Has it been supplied?”

Z-7 drew closely-folded papers from his pocket. “Yes. No one agent was able to send much specific information, but the sum of all these reports furnishes a complete picture of the man.

You are right—he is one of the shrewdest, most daring leaders who ever lived. He is descended from the conquerors Jenghis Khan and Timur-i-leng, otherwise called Tamerlane. He is a racial and religious zealot, marshaling countless followers behind him. He might have achieved immortal distinction as one of the greatest doers of good the world has even known. Instead he has turned his genius toward plunder and evil power.”

The Washington chief continued as Operator 5 glanced over the sheaf of reports. “For years he has made pilgrimages across Asia, and even on this continent—in Mexico and the United States.

While he worked in secret, he created a farflung nation of which he has constituted himself emperor. His philosophy has unified the religions of the East, making all one. He has blended Buddhaism, Hinduism, Islamism, Judaism, Parseeism, Taoism, and even Christianity into one unified super-religion that binds his millions of followers together in blind faith.”

“One of the most dangerous men,” Operator 5 mused softly, “ever to walk the face of the globe!”

“Chief!” Every eye turned toward the door of the communications-room. A round-eyed dispatcher peered out, breathless. He blurted: “Wireless from the Oklahoma, flagship of the Atlantic Fleet coming in now! They’re in Limon Bay about to pass through the Canal—and it’s struck them!”

Operator 5 was first through the door of the communications-room. He strode to the wireless bench, where operators were perched tensely before their instruments. He slipped ‘phones to his ears, heard the shrill note of an oscillator. The dot-dash message was piping at a swift speed: … M-W … TERRIFIC STORM HITTING

ALL SHIPS OF ATLANTIC FLEET … MEN

BEING ASPHYXIATED . .. ENGINES FAILING

…SOS.. . SOS… SOS…

OVER Limon Bay the fury raged. Out of the night howled the savagery of a stone that had struck without warning. Over all the vessels of the Atlantic Fleet of the United States navy, the shadow of a tumultuous doom had fallen!

A few moments ago, the fleet had been steaming toward the entrance of the Panama Canal over a mirror-like sea. The first stir of the sudden wind had brought with it a pungent tang that swiftly grew sharper. In the gleam of the lights aboard each ship, a strange faint change of color had warned of the approaching catastrophe.

Now the night was roaring with the violence of a storm that tossed the great boats on thundering waves.

Swelling, roaring water tore at the break-waters in Colon Harbor as the sea churned.

Plying spindrift lights flashed distress-signals from the conning towers of the pitching ships. Minute by minute, the terrific lashing of the sea mounted to a fiercer violence while the invisible destruction held.

On the bridge of the flagship Oklahoma, officers sounded bell alarms as they struggled frantically for breath. The helmsman hung gasping to the wheel as it tossed him from side to side.

Across the spray-washed deck, men scattered, faces white and turning gray with the agony of the asphyxiation that was upon them. Choking, strangling, they scampered down companionways into locker rooms until each inch of floor space was crowded. Officers crammed themselves desperately among their men while the room resounded with the hissing of swiftly-opened oxygen tanks.

Operator 5’s warning, acted upon by the Department of War, had sent planes shuttling from shore to ship all that day, carrying cargoes of compressed oxygen and specially-fitted gas-masks. Officers aboard each ship had drilled their men to respond to the emergency. It had struck sooner than they had dreamed it might; the numbness of surprise added to the terror of the _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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raging night. Yet now, crowded below deck, men who had been strangling could breathe again.

On the bridges of the ships, officers donned gas-masks, breathed through aspirators containing ground cork, turned the cocks of oxygen tanks looped to their backs, and remained in command. In the wireless-rooms, operators with heads encased in masks kept reports streaming over the ether. In the engine-rooms, other men, also masked, watched gauges that indicated dropping steam-pressure as fires were smothered out. Burners went dead, slowing the great ships in a mountainous sea….

Out of the cosmic turmoil streamed the screeching oscillator-note that was carrying news of the cataclysm landward—and the signals echoed their whine in Secret Intelligence Headquarters U-W, in New York.

… M-W … STEAM-PRESSURE DOWN . .

. SHIPS HELPLESS …CREWS TAKING

REFUGE IN OXYGEN ROOMS … SUPPLY OF

GAS CANNOT LAST MUCH LONGER…

FURTHER SUPPLY CANNOT BE BROUGHT

US BY AIR FROM ISTHMUS AS LONG AS

STORM

RAGES … FOR GOD’S SAKE IS THERE

NOTHING MORE THAT CAN BE DONE …

Operator 5 turned quickly from the receiver to see Z-7 staring at him appalled. “Is it possible that there is a third machine hidden in the south—

or is that generator operating from somewhere near New York?”

“It must be the same one that hit Mitchell Field!” Jimmy Christopher exclaimed. He spun to the startled men in the communications-room.

“Every man to the telephones! Drop everything else! Chief, get the list of New York electric powerplants from the files!”

AS THE men scampered, Z-7 dashed to a filing-cabinet. Operator 5 seized the arm of the dispatcher at the wireless transmitter. “Signal the Oklahoma! Order one of the officers to attempt to fire a sidearm. Explain that it will not explode as long as the electronic ray acts—but that he is to continue to pull the trigger, using a fresh cartridge each time, until the gun does go off. Ten second intervals! Check that officer’s watch against our chronometer. He must note the exact time when the gun first explodes!”

“Signal also another officer to strike matches, one every ten seconds, and to note the exact time when the first one lights. See that those orders are followed to the letter!”

Operator 5 turned quickly to Z-7. The Washington chief had brought from the file a pack of closely written cards which recorded data on every electric power generating station within the metropolitan area. Jimmy Christopher divided the cards into roughly equal packs and distributed them quickly to the men waiting at the battery of telephones.

“Call every plant! Order every one to shut down, no matter what section or system it feeds!

Demand that the engineers note the exact time when the power is switched off at each station.

Check that time against the chronometer here the instant you hear it. Get busy!”

Jimmy Christopher thrust another pack of cards at Tim Donovan and still another at ex-Operator Q-6.

“Go to it Tim! Get busy Dad!”

He turned as the wireless expert sang out: “Your orders are being carried out aboard the Oklahoma, sir! The time difference between their chronometer and ours is only a few seconds. I’ll make the allowance.”

Z-7 was watching Operator 5’s face intently.

“A gamble, Chief—a long shot,” Jimmy Christopher declared. “It’s worth taking because the current drawn by one of the electronic ray-generators is of such high order that in all probability a private dynamo set-up is not used; the supply most be drawn from some central source. Even so, that generator may not be anywhere near New York—it can strike over long distances. A gamble—but we’ve got to take it!”

“Good God—if that power keeps playing on those ships long enough, the oxygen supplies will give out and every man aboard the Atlantic Fleet will die!”

Operator 5’s eyes were darkening. The room was filled with the staccato voices of the men at the telephones, with the scratching of pencil-points and the clattering of receiver-prongs. He watched the men intently as he answered..

“Chief, the fact that the ray has hit the fleet at this moment has a vital meaning. The purpose behind it may be to keep the ships bottled up on this side of the Panama Canal, and so leave the Pacific Coast absolutely unprotected. It may be the first move in the actual invasion of the United _______________________________________________________________________________________________

Operator 5TM

THE GREEN DEATH MISTS November, 1934

_______________________________________________________________________________________________

_______________________________________________________________________________________________________

A production of Vintage New Medi aTM

www.vintagelibrary.com

47

States from the west—by the boat-loads of Asians streaming across the Pacific now.

“Or, the purpose may be to kill every man aboard the fleet and so leave the ships adrift.

They can not be reached quickly from Mexico by air, by revolutionists in planes confiscated from the Mexican government. Another uprising of natives may take place in Panama. Swarming out in boats, they could seize the ships even more quickly. In that case, it is the intention of Jenghis Dhak to turn those ships against us on the south—to send them up the Eastern coast—to literally close an attacking ring around us!”

FROM the wireless operator came a

breathless call: “Orders still being carried out aboard the Oklahoma, sir! They report the oxygen supply almost exhausted!”

Jimmy Christopher’s fist cracked to the table.

“Get through those calls!” he demanded of the frantic men at the telephones. “Get them through!”

And while the voices crackled over the web of wires radiating from Headquarters M-W, a wave of darkness swept across New York City.

Times Square became a hollow, gloomy chasm. The spire-light of the Empire State Building blinked out. Motion-picture theaters, restaurants, stores, apartments, hotels were suddenly flooded with blackness that brought a frightened hush. Down to the Battery the tidal wave of the night poured, blocking out quarter after quarter. Up into the Bronx, along Riverside Drive, over the East River into Long Island, far up into Westchester, sweeping across the Hudson into New Jersey, the engulfing blackness spread.

All electric power vanished. The metropolis came to a dead standstill. Like every other cranny and warren and peak of the city, Secret Intelligence Headquarters M-W was plunged into darkness.

In the lightless rooms the men continued to work at the telephones, scribbling figures and names they could not see, until pocket flashlights winked beams upon the desks, filling the offices with a vague shine. Matches scratched near the telephone switchboard as plugs clicked in and out of the honeycomb of sockets. Feverish minutes passed until—

The wiirless operator jerked around. “The revolver has fired. The Oklahoma reports it exploded at exactly eleven sixteen forty-five! They are continuing to fire at ten-second intervals.

Wait! Commander Maynard reports the first match to light did so at eleven sixteen forty!”

Operator 5’s eyes shone brightly in the light of the torch he held. “Flash Albrook Field, Canal Zone! Order the commander there to fly all available oxygen tanks to the ships of the Atlantic fleet. Direct additional supplies to be ferried from Pensacola!”

His gaze fumed darkly to Z-7. “When one of the power stations in our list threw its switch, Chief, that electronic ray generator ceased acting.

It was reaching from somewhere around New York. The Atlantic fleet is safe—at least for the time being.”

The men at the telephones were peering at Jimmy Christopher. “Call every power station again. Order the master switches thrown back on, and again make note of the exact time each circuit is completed. Keep at it till I signal you to quit.”

To the man at the wireless hanger said briskly: “Flash the Oklahoma to keep pistol firing.

Direct them also to keep candles or lanterns burning. Instruct them to signal you the exact time the force begins to act again, if it does?”

Again the room became a buzzing hive. As the men clipped words into the telephones, rapidly ordering the breaking of one connection after another, the electric lights in Headquarters M-W

dashed back on.

The darkness was receding now over New York. A great checkerboard pattern of lights was appearing over the metropolitan area unit by unit, a city paralyzed by darkness resumed its activity.

One after another the master circuits of the scattered power stations were completed…

Operator 5 stood alert near the wireless transmitter. He slipped on ‘phones, listened to the whining signal reaching from the Oklahoma.

… M-W … HASTY CHECK REPORTS

THIRTY-SIX MEN ASPHYXIATED ABOARD

THIS SHIP … HIGH SEA STILL RAGING BUT

WIND GOING DOWN … OXYGEN SUPPLIES

VIRTUALLY EXHAUSTED … IF POWER

STRIKES US AGAIN EVERY MAN ABOARD

MUST DIE … GUNS STILL FIRE AND

An abrupt break followed. Then:
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… GUNS HAVE CEASED FIRING…

CANDLES BLINKED OUT … IMPOSSIBLE TO

BREATHE … STORM RISING AGAIN …

“The time!” Operator 5 snapped at the wireless dispatcher. “Get the time!”

Across the space of the night the answer came:

… TIME ELEVEN TWENTY-ONE BOTH

CASES … OXYGEN TANK OF MASKS EMPTY

STORM RISING SWIFTLY…

OPERATOR 5 whirled to the men at

the telephones. “Check the power station whose switch was thrown on at eleven twenty-one and ten seconds!”

Tim Donovan jerked from his chair “I’ve got it, Jimmy! Here!”

Jimmy Christopher took the slip quickly. “Call that station again, Tim! Order that switch thrown off and kept off!” He whirled to the man at the switchboard. “Get him through—quick!”

Tim Donovan shouted into the instrument as Operator 5 peered at the slip. He selected from Tim’s cards one which checked against his notation. The entries on it indicated the exact area covered by the electrical supply station. Operator 5 turned quickly to a large-scale map of New York City and environs covering one wall of the office.

It was a photographic mosaic, rendered; in amazingly clear detail. He studied it, then turned to one of the men at the telephone.

“Get the Commissioner of Buildings of New York City on the wire. No matter where he is, find him! I’ve got to have information from his records immediately. I want information on every construction permit issued within the last year in this area!”

He traced on the map an oblong extending from Riverside Drive on the west to a line halfway across Manhattan, enclosing hundreds of square blocks of dwellings and stores.

The operator began his frantic telephonic search for the Commissioner of Buildings. Tim Donovan looked up anxiously from his instrument.

“The plant is off again, Jimmy!”

“Good boy, Tim!” Operator 5 commended.

He peered at the man at the wireless equipment.

In a moment the man with the ear-‘phones turned.

“The Oklahoma reports that the effect has passed again—stopped at 11:22:50.”

“That checks, Jimmy!” Tim exclaimed.

“That’s when the plant threw off the juice a second time!”

Operator 5 turned eyes that were midnight-dark on the mosaic map. Again his finger traced the rectangle.

“Within this area, Chief,” he declared with quiet certainty “—somewhere within it—is the electronic ray generator that threatens our-defenses in the East.”

Thirty minutes later, Jimmy Christopher bent over the shoulder of the operator at the telephone.

The Commissioner of Buildings had been located.

He had rushed to his office, and the permit files were being checked. Address after address was being added to a long list by the flying pencil of the undercover agent at the telephone. As he began a new line, Jimmy Christopher’s hand reached for the slips.

“That’s far enough!”

His lips tightened as he re-read the entry.

The address given was new Riverside Drive in the Seventies. The date was within the year. The rest of the note read simply: “Astronomical observatory.”

“Chief,” Operator 5 directed in a tone that grew sharp-edged, “order every operator working in New York to this headquarters at once!”


CHAPTER NINE

Stars of Evil


THE shrewdest observer could not have suspected the well-planned strategy behind the movements of the cars which coursed northward on West End Avenue and swung quietly into the cross-streets ending at Riverside Drive.

They were merely a few such sedans and coupes as flowed in a continual stream through New York. They drew to the curb and parked; men left them and sauntered away; that was all.

Yet each car had moved in accordance with a carefully prearranged plan; each man was armed; each was an Intelligence operator.
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From the first of the cars that halted in the shadowed streets, Operator 5 and Tim Donovan alighted. Jimmy Christopher paused seemingly to make sure the clasps were tightly fastened on the suitcase he was carrying while he covertly scanned the facade of a tall building opposite. He walked on, casually, with the tough Irish lad at his side.

In this section now, electric lights were burning. Operator 5 had ordered the power restored and maintained so long as no renewed effects of the electronic ray appeared. Twice the test had been made from Headquarters M-W

before he had left with his men, and on both occasions the wireless operator of the Oklahoma had reported “All’s well.” Operators maintaining an open line between M-W and the power plant were on the alert to order the energy shut off immediately should the electronic ray begin acting again. The fact that this section was now being supplied with power meant that the destructive machine was not functioning.

Near the entrance of a building on the corner Jimmy Christopher and Tim Donovan paused.

When a lean man entered, they waited until he heard the elevator grille clack shut, heard the car grind upward. Operator 5 stepped in with Tim Donovan at his side, strode past the cages to a rear door, and tried it. Finding it locked, he brought his master-keys into play and drew back the bolt without difficulty. With Tim, he stepped into a court.

He crossed it, carrying the suitcase, to a fence. He hoisted the boy to the top, and followed him over. Two more fences lay behind them when they quietly dropped into the court flanking the back of a building which rose higher than the others. Operator 5 paused, listened, and peered at the sheer wall. Every window was dark.

Jimmy Christopher stepped close to the base of the wall. He opened the suitcase, removed from it a coil of light rope, to the end of which was fastened a hook, two feet across from barb to shank, fashioned of duralumin. He lifted out also a small metal tank and a neatly folded bag of gossamer silk.

He attached the short nozzle of the tank to a valve cemented into the silk fabric. He turned a pet-cock which allowed compressed hydrogen to flow slowly, swelling the bag into a small balloon When it was fat and tight, Operator 5 detached the tank, snapped on the hook.

He played out the rope, allowing the balloon to float up the side of the building. It drifted with the wind, sometimes bouncing against the brick wall; but its ascent was silent. Carefully Jimmy Christopher released yard after yard of the strong thin rope, shifting his position to allow for the drift until the hook was hovering just above the cornice of the building.

AT HIS side Tim Donovan stood, peering up through binoculars. He waited until the boy whispered “Now!” Then he heaved downward, and the broad hook caught over the cornice. He bore still harder, activating a mechanism which opened the valve of the silk bag. Its construction was such that the gas escaped rapidly and without sound. The silk fell flaccid, out of sight on the roof.

Operator 5 said: “Back now, Tim.”

The boy turned reluctantly. Operator 5

watched him cross the court, reach to pull himself over the fence. Tim looked back to see Jimmy Christopher gripping the rope—rising against the side of the building.

Anxiously the boy turned from the fence; keeping in the shadow, he waited. Jimmy Christopher was mounting the thin strand hand over hand. He hoisted himself to one levy of windows after another; he tried to peer through each one, but the panes were utterly black, as though they had been painted on the inside.

Bracing himself again, he climbed while his muscles ached and the bricks rasped against him like a sharp, gigantic file. Farther and farther above the level of the cement floored court, agile and quick, he ascended….

Tim Donovan watched him until he became a vague shadow at the edge of the cornice, a ghostly figure that crouched motionless at the edge of the roof….

Alarm shot over the boy’s nerves. He heard a faint click, and sensed a movement near-by. Out of the blackness of a doorway, a figure materialized. A small man darted into the open; he paused to peer upward at the rope whipping against the side of the building, raising a face which Tim Donovan could see.

The face of a Japanese….

Far up on the cornice of the building the shadow-figure moved—vanished. From the lips of the man came a throaty exclamation. Tim Donovan, backing against the black fence, saw _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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the cruel, dark lines off the saffron face deepen. A warning shout to Jimmy Christopher trembled on the boy’s numb lips….

The Japanese turned, hurried toward the door. The move brought a sharp chill to Tim Donovan’s heart. He knew that, once inside the building, the Japanese would warn others who must be inside—warn them of Operator 5’s presence. Unaware that he had been seen, Jimmy Christopher would be trapped on the lofty roof. The attack on him might be so swift, so sudden that he would have no time to sound the signal that would bring the waiting Intelligence operators rushing. And the Japanese was at the door now.

Desperate anxiety for Jimmy Christopher spurred Tim Donovan. He flung himself into a flying leap toward the small-statured man. The sharp impact of his body jarred a startled exclamation from the yellow man. Thrown off balance, they sprawled to the cement. Instantly the Japanese twisted up; and Tim Donovan glimpsed the flash of a knife.

He kicked desperately at the arm that swung it, clambered to his feet. He sprang aside with the agility of a cat as the man lunged; he spun back to strike a blow that clicked squarely to the side of the small man’s head. Again he leaped, fighting with desperate fury, driving his small fists with all the strength he possessed, using feet and nails and teeth in a frantic attack. He snatched at the hand gripping the knife and twisted it so violently that the fingers loosened and the blade clinked to the pavement.

SHARP-NAILED hands clutched at Tim Donovan’s throat as he struggled back. He struck again, madly, drumming his fists to the solid body of the Japanese. The fury of his onslaught broke the crushing grip on his neck; he tore back gasping. As the yellow man jerked up, Tim Donovan leaped again, fists driving out, blind with desperate fury.

His fist clicked to the point of the saffron chin. The head of the Japanese jarred against the pavement. The impact shocked a groan from the small man, and he stretched loose, head lolling.

Tim Donovan backed up, his knuckles bleeding, his breath beating hot.

He seized the knife, spun it away over the fence. He darted toward the open door, peered into the darkness beyond, and listened. Vaguely he heard sounds he could not identify. They warned of presences inside—a threat that turned Tim Donovan away. He trotted to the whipping end of the rope. He peered up the side of the building at the lofty cornice where Operator 5 had disappeared….

A sound at his back whirled him around. He saw the Japanese stirring, elbowing up. Tim Donovan slid along the wall quickly, snatched at the knob of the open door. He jerked it shut, heard the click of a spring latch driving into its socket. He whirled again as the dark figure of the Japanese lurched toward him.

His quick blow tottered the yellow man backward with limp flailing arms. Tim Donovan skirted along the wall to the dangling rope. He seized it in his small fists, glancing back to see the Japanese rushing at him. He ran forward until the rope lifted him off his feet, sprang up and drove both feet against the chest of the Oriental as he pendulumed back. The yellow man hurtled backward, crashed against the fence, dropped senseless to the pavement.

Tim Donovan dragged himself to a stop.

Quickly he looped the end of the rope through his belt. He seized it above his head and hoisted himself. Shoes scraping against the side of the wall, straining with all his strength, he climbed. He dangled, peering down, as he heard uncertain footfalls echoing through the court behind him.

The Japanese had staggered up, faltered to the wall. The loop of rope hanging beneath the boy was far beyond his reach. He turned to totter toward the door. Tim Donovan, dragging himself upward again, heard the pounding of the fists on the door, the babble of guttural words.

Jimmy Christopher’s name pressed

frantically to the boy’s lips but stilt he dared not call. Hand over hand, bracing himself against the rough wall, he struggled. Past one level of windows after another he brought himself while the pounding sounds continued from below. The court lay far below Tim Donovan now. Each flexing of his muscles lifted him to a dizzier height.

Yet the cornice loomed an incredible distance above.

Tim Donovan’s fingers were raw and sticky with oozing blood. His muscles were masses of pain; each added pull was an almost unendurable torture. His injured arm beat with hot agony.

Tears bleared into the boy’s eyes as he bit his lips, forced himself to continue with excruciating effort. Peering at the cornice so far above, the _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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name of his friend singing frantically in his mind, he climbed….

OPERATOR 5 had swung from the cornice to drop into a line of shadows framing the roof. All around him shone the glow of the city; the air rattled with the continual noises rising from the street. He had heard nothing of the struggle that had occurred in the court below. His attention was centered on the dome-like superstructure of the building.

High above all the surrounding towers, the astronomical observatory sat. Its curving black roof gleamed. Its walls shone newly white. The sliding trap in its revolving dome was closed, but through the small windows set into the curving sides, a bright light was shining.

Jimmy Christopher turned keen eyes across the roof before he moved. Near the observatory sat a wedge-shaped housing into which a single door opened; evidently it was an enclosed stairway leading to the top floor of the rearing building. Otherwise the roof was a black rectangle of tarred gravel open beneath the sky.

Operator 5 pressed a hand cautiously to his pocket as he glided with slow steps to a position near one shining window. There was no curtain; the panes were clear: the lofty roof made precautions against observation unnecessary.

Jimmy Christopher moved alertly to look into the space beneath the dome. He froze with amazement.

The walls of the superstructure were darklined with heavy electric cables; they were studded with panels on which meters and switches were mounted. In the center of the space, glistening in the light, stood a gigantic vacuum tube, half of its dome formed into a silvered parabolic reflector an electronic ray-generator!

The filaments enclosed in the gigantic quartz bubble were cold now; the gigantic cathode and anode were inactive. The meters on the overalls were not registering. None of that destructive, invisible power was now radiating from the generator.

Near the giant tube, men were bent above a table. Their backs were turned to Jimmy Christopher; yet as their hands moved, as their heads turned, he glimpsed significant details. One of the pair, dressed in black civilian clothes, his head enwrapped in a turban, was an East Indian.

The other, garbed in a brilliant scarlet robe of finest silk, was a Mongol.

The Mongol’s long-nailed forefinger traced across a map on the table. He spoke gutturally to the East Indian, and then turned toward the giant generator. The overhead light shafted downward across the Mongol’s parchment features, accentuating the small, black eyes, the thin drooping mouth, the fierce set of the sharp pointed chin. A mere glimpse of that inhuman face flashed an impression of awful power to Operator 5.

The Asiatics bent to handles affixed to the base of the generator tube. They turned it, reading the registration of a delicate pointer as it moved around a finely-graduated scale marked in fractioned degrees of the compass. Assured of its setting, the Mongol reached to bring a telephone to his wrinkled lips.

He spoke throatily, uttering cryptic directional readings into the transmitter. His ebon eyes glittered like glass as he left the instrument and raised one long nailed hand to a small switch on a panel. The East Indian, observing his move, spoke with sudden protest. “The failure of the power tonight—can it mean that the location of this device is being sought?”

The Mongol answered like a breath: “Perhaps.”

“Then are you not afraid?”

“Afraid?” The expression on the yellow face was contemptuous “Jengis Dhak does not know fear.”

Jenghis Dhak!

JIMMY CHRISTOPHER peered intensely, fascinated in spite of himself, at the haunting face of the Mongol. He could well understand now the sense of daring power that came of a glance at the lean, strong face. This was the mystic leader, the emperor of a domainless people, who had marshaled across the face of the globe the mightiest army known to history! This was the secret commander of merciless hordes of invaders—the man the whole world feared—

Jengis Dhak!

The claw of the Mongol closed the switch.

Immediately a hum pelted the air, growing louder, then receding to a steady, ear-numbing level. It was auditory evidence that heavy electrical current was flowing into the gigantic vacuum tube.
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Slowly the metallic coils glowed cherry red; gradually they became a blinding white. Even through the window, a radiating heat reached Operator 5’s face. Turning to glance at the spinning red hand of an electric clock on the wall, Jengis Dhak again reached toward a switch. He pressed huge, heavy blades into clips.

Inside the great tube, sputtering power surged. A blinding display coursed between the cathode and the anode of the generator, and they turned white-hot swiftly. The whole observation hut shook with the tremendous force generated within the fragile quartz walls, while meters swung their indicators. Unblinkingly, the Mongol peered into the eye-stinging glare while the East Indian recoiled with shaded eyes.

Again the Mongol glanced at the twirling second-hand of the clock. Again he reached toward a switch. He threw it and, as the clock hand swung to the minute position, he turned the finger of a heavy rheostat upward. The trembling power inside the huge bulb increased in intensity.

When the needle of a meter swung high against its scale, the yellow hand ceased turning the rheostat knob.

Operator 5 moved from the glaring window.

He shifted toward the door of the observatory. He swung his automatic from its arm-pit holster; he leveled it firmly. His left hand reached for the knob.

Suddenly the blinding glare inside the dome vanished. All around the spire of the building, darkness swept in from the sky. A swift glance showed Operator 5 that every window within sight had gone dark. Inside the observatory there was, for a single moment, a hush broken only by the crackling of the cooling glass of the giant vacuum tube.

The Hindu exclaimed: ”Again the power has gone off!”

Operator 5’s lips twirked tightly. The power had gone off, he knew, because Headquarters M-W had acted swiftly upon the news that the invisible destruction was striking again. A command uttered over the connection maintained between the Intelligence offices and the electric powerplant had struck the electronic ray-generator dead.

Inside the hut the Mongol spoke with imperturbable calm: “We need only to wait.”

Jimmy Christopher’s fingers touched the knob of the observatory door.

A SOUND stealing across the roof startled him—a breathy gasp. He spun to see a shadow moving at the edge of the cornice head and shoulders silhouetted against the sky beyond. He saw a broken-billed cap shading the face—one arm reaching desperately for a finger grasp on the brick edge.

“Jimmy!” the whisper came anxiously.

“Jimmy, they’re—look out!”

Suddenly, from beyond the dome, the quick scampering of feet sounded. Into the darkness of the roof, figures darted, swarms from the stair-housing. Silken garments fluttered loosely in the wind as small-bodied men sprang to surround the superstructure. Operator 5, stepping alertly at their first sound, whipped about to flatten against the curving wall.

Yellow faces gleamed in the faint star glow.

The blades of knives glittered. Across the roof beyond, sandalled feet slid quickly; Operator 5

glimpsed other men flocking to the edge of the roof where Tim Donovan was dragging himself precariously over the edge.

Two men sprang at Operator 5. The metal of his gun clinked against a swinging knife as he whirled away; he kicked, sent the other reeling back as he darted into the open. Speeding across the roof, he snatched a small, round object from his pocket. He tore a plug from it with his teeth and hurled it far into the chasm of the street. He whipped about to stem the rushing tide of Chinese as they mobbed toward him.

From below, a brilliant red light flashed, while a soft poom echoed upward.

In the street sudden action followed. Men waiting in cars, men sauntering along the block, men slouching against buildings, men loitering in doorways—all, at the same instant, as the crimson flare gleamed its warning, sped toward the entrance of the building on which the so called astronomical observatory sat. Guns flashed in their hands. Their heels rang hard on the pavements and the steps. Split seconds crowded them into a raid.

A whistle shrilled three times in quick succession. From the shadows in the courts behind the building, other men sprang. They leaped fences; they crowded toward the rear entrance. From front and back, Intelligence operators closed in.
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Glass spattered; door-panels splintered. Into the lower floors the men herded, their hands flashing light shafts that picked terrorized yellow faces out of the gloom. Within the walls of the building, shots rang out as the undercover agents cleared the way through swarms of Chinese who were massing to repulse the attack with flying knives and spitting guns.

The explosions rattled a sure signal to Operator 5, on the roof of the building, that his men were acting. His automatic barked across the high black openness, lashing lead at the crowding enemy. He leaped twice to avoid the flying knives that flew at him; he sent bullets into arms which were ready to spin slashing death at him again; he blasted terror into the screeching Chinese and whirled toward the cornice.

He glimpsed three men crowded about Tim Donovan. The boy was still clinging desperately to the sharp roof corner, striving to pull himself across to the roof. He heard shrill screeches in Cantonese that chilled his blood—cries ordering the Asiastics meant to hurl the boy into the yawning space beyond.

Operator 5 leaped toward Tim Donovan. At that instant, the thud of a closing door sounded.

He glanced back to see the grotesquely tall Mongol moving swiftly across the blackness of the roof, followed by the hulking East Indian. He jerked to a standstill, swinging his automatic toward that commanding figure, bringing his finger tightly against the trigger.

A frantic cry sounded behind Operator 5: “Jimmy—gee, Jimmy!”

IN THE desperation of that moment, Jimmy Christopher turned eyes toward his young friend.

He saw the boy now clinging weakly to the cornice with one hand, the other upthrown in a frantic attempt to ward off the blade of a down flashing knife. He saw the three Cantonese crushing murderously upon Tim Donovan. He saw—and acted swiftly.

His automatic spat a bullet that splintered into the wrist of the man driving the knife downward. A shriek of pain shrilled into the sharp echo of the report; the power of the slug deflected the falling knife and toppled the Cantonese sideward. Jimmy Christopher leaped, pumping two bullets from his gun, sending the other two Orientals sprawling.

One stumbled against the cornice, arms windmilling, spilled back into space. The second lurched into the black shadow and lay still. The Cantonese with the pierced wrist rushed away in blind pain, screaming. Jimmy Christopher spun to the edge of the cornice, whipped about to swing his weapon toward crowding Chinese, gripped the arm of Tim Donovan. “Over, Tim—quick!”

He dragged the boy upon the roof. Tim Donovan rolled weakly, sobbing, scrambled to get up. Operator 5 fired the last cartridge from his automatic.

He wheeled away, extracting the clip from the gun, snapping another from his pocket into the butt. He sped toward the corner of the roof toward which he had seen Jengis Dhak hasten. There was no lean, robed form silhouetted against the sky now. The evil conqueror was gone—and in the black surface of the roof shone the blacker square of a trap-door.

Shots blasted behind Jimmy Christopher. He whirled as Intelligence operators ran out of the stair-housing, whipping bullets at the Orientals.

The enemy screeched, retreated before the swift surprise attack. Advancing in a solid flank, they drove the Orientals toward a corner of the roof, hemmed them in.

Jimmy Christopher poised at the edge of the open trap. He peered into thick darkness below, felt Tim’s hot hand clasp his. His lips tightened grimly. “Stand by, Tim! I’m going down!”

He had slipped his torch from his pocket. Its beam shot out brightly as his feet struck flooring.

His ears rang with the blast of a shot, and a bullet clicked hard into a wall behind him. He spun to see the swarthy-faced East Indian turning a huge automatic toward him; and as he leaped, he fired.

In the bright spot of his light, blood appeared. The Asiatic wheeled with a cry, crashed against the wall with his right arm dangling, useless.

Jimmy Christopher’s light streaked around the walls; it stopped on a door standing open. The gleam showed him a metallic shell, tall as a man, padding fastened to its inner surfaces, resting upon thick pins in a gently slanting trough.

Beneath the shell, the trough edged into a tube with mirror-bright sides, two channels running along its length downward. It was a gigantic shuttle, suspended now in a pneumatic pipe leading to—where?

That the East Indian had been about to use it as a means of escape, Operator 5 could not _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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doubt. That Jengis Dhak had provided it for an emergency, had already made use of one of the shuttles, Jimmy Christopher knew to be certain.

He hesitated but a second, glanced up at the trap door. He saw Tim Donovan looking down at him frantically, Z-7 bending to peer—and then stepped into the shell.

HE SWUNG shut the curved leaf which enclosed him within the shuttle; as it closed, a tiny light flashed on overhead. He turned the handle which fastened the door firmly. He grasped another lever bolted at the side, pulled it upward, then thrust it down. Instantly he felt himself dropping.

Around the shell, as it plunged through the tube, air screamed. It trembled as its runners streaked through the channels. It swerved until Operator 5 was lying flat against the padding; it turned upright again, and he could feel it slow. It bounded gently, came to rest without a jar in a vertical position.

Operator 5 twisted the handle that released the leaf. His automatic was leveled as he peered out upon darkness. His light-beam probed through the gloom to show him a bare room. He stepped out and gave a quick glance around.

The pneumatic-shuttle ended abruptly in a recess in the wall. This entire room, tightly shut, acted as an air-cushion as the rushing air from the tube compressed into it. Operator 5 strode to a metal door, twisted a handle, stepped into another room, empty like the first.

It led him on into a hallway; he ran up uncarpeted stairs. His light swinging, his gun leveled, he scouted into every room of the three floors of the house, found each unfurnished, unused. He hurried to the front entrance, eased out—gazed along a street filled with milling, curious crowds. Uniformed policemen were herding the men and women to the corners, hurrying them away.

He descended the stairs grimly. In the midst of the excitement, no one noticed him. He stepped to the curb. A fresh dripping of oil near the curb told him that a car had been waiting here.

It was even now carrying Jengis Dhak in an unknown direction through the city. He hurried to the corner, orientated himself, and found that the pneumatic tube had brought him from the top floor of the high building, to a sub-basement room in a house on the opposite side of the block.

He rounded to the entrance of the building on which the astronomical observatory stood. He thrust through the entrance to find Intelligence men guarding the stairs.

“Get over to the next block!” he commanded.

“Try to learn the make of the car that has been sitting in front of the center brownstone house.

And the license number if possible. If you get any information at all, order every radio-patrol in New York to look for that car!”

“You!” he ordered another, as the first man scampered to obey, “Telephone all airports! Order the arrest of any Chinese attempting to leave the city. Flash the same orders to all railroad terminals, ferries, bus stations—put a drag-net around this town!”

He turned to look into the empty rooms of the first floor of the building as the second operator hurried off. He climbed the stairs, found startling revelations of the secret activities of Jengis Dhak’s headquarters. He found rooms equipped as electrical and chemical laboratories; on one floor he discovered a crucible containing molten glass in an electric furnace radiating intense heat.

In a storeroom lay great glass shells, empty, shaped like those of the electronic ray-generators.

As he mounted, he discovered a silvering plant that plated the parabolic sections of the gigantic bulbs. In another sat a powerful mercury vacuum-pump for exhausting air from the tubes.

In a third was a huge radio-frequency furnace for still further increasing the vacuum within the tubes. Each floor disclosed its amazing secrets—

a complete plant for the manufacture of electronic ray-generators!

On the next to the top floor, he discovered packing cases containing four of the completed generators, resting on thick beds of fleecy white.

To the men who followed him he snapped: “Destroy those tubes!”

On the top floor, he came again into the room where the entrance of the pneumatic escape-pipe was located; there an operator had taken the wounded East Indian into custody.

Adjoining it, Operator 5 found suites of rooms furnished exquisitely in the manner of an Oriental temple. Gold glittered in soft light; tapestries, ages old, adorned the walls; precious vases sat on tables; priceless paintings held prominent positions. In these rooms, Jengis Dhak, emperor of a secret nation, had lived royally.
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Operator 5 mounted the stairs to the roof.

There Intelligence operators were still holding dismayed, chattering Chinese at bay. The door of the observatory was standing open; other men were crowded around it. Jimmy Christopher ordered briskly: “Trace that telephone line! It leads to the other unit of the generator. Find it!”

“Stand back, Chief,” he directed quietly.

“Back, Tim!” He gestured them through the door and stood facing the huge generator-tube. He leveled his automatic. He pulled the trigger once.

A crashing explosion sounded. Glass flew. In clinking fragments the great globe fell. Echoing the sounds, there came from below similar hollow crashes as the Intelligence men, acting under Operator 5’s orders, destroyed the generators that had been made ready to ship.

Operator 5 said: “I’m sorry I missed the chief mogul.”

“‘Sorry!”’ Z-7 exclaimed. “You discovered the generator. You found a plant manufacturing them.

You’ve struck the heaviest blow yet against the world-revolutionists. You’ve done plenty for one man!”

“But Jengis Dhak escaped me,” Jimmy Christopher lamented. “He was here, Chief. I couldn’t stop him. But the time will come again when I will face that Mongol devil—and then he—”

Jimmy Christopher clenched his fist, shook it viciously. He swore a mighty oath.


CHAPTER TEN

The War God Laughs


IN SECRET Intelligence Headquarters M-W, Jimmy Christopher sat tensely at the desk in Z-7’s office, pressing a telephone mouthpiece close to his lips.

“Admiral Ledyard?” he inquired as a voice spoke from the nation’s capitol. “My compliments, sir. General Newcomb will also be interested in this. I am glad to inform you that the electronic ray menace has been eliminated from New York.

Your planes may fly again.”

“Thank Heaven!” Ledyard blurted. “Then it will be possible to send more planes to Alaska?”

“Yes but you must remember that we dare not strip ourselves of air strength to do so. When planes are sent, they must cooperate with the others which have already landed. In other words, they must land, remain hidden, and await further orders.”

“That’s a damn hard strategy to follow through,” the Admiral grieved, “but we’ll stick to it.

Depend on that! We’d sit tight and await your word!”

Tim Donovan stood beside the desk, watching Jimmy Christopher’s drawn face, while Z-7 rapidly read through an accumulation of reports.

“The War Department informs us that great progress has been made in equipping our planes and other motored armament with supplies of oxygen. Construction of the electrical guns is now under way; they are being turned out as rapidly as possible, by shifts working twenty-four hours a day. Many gas-masks are being adapted to provide individual oxygen supplies. We’ll be prepared even if there is another electronic ray-generator hidden somewhere—even if it strikes again.”

“Not forgetting, Chief,” Operator 5 said grimly, “that these devices provide only temporary safety at best. The electronic ray-generators are capable of sending out their power for long periods of time—far longer than any supply of oxygen can last. Jengis Dhak, you may be sure, knows that these devices are being made to save us from that devilish force of his—and when he strikes again he will strike long enough and hard enough to render our best precautions futile.”

Z-7’s jaw-muscles bunched. “As long as that man lives, this nation is doomed.”

Operator 5 nodded slowly. “As long as he lives…” His lips drew thin and tight as he said it.

The Washington chief tossed another report on the desk. “The Atlantic fleet is passing through the Panama Canal at this moment. The Pacific fleet is still making top speed toward Alaska. The Macon is standing by, waiting for your orders. It is acting as a communications base. You were right, Operator 5! Here is a report stating that swarms of airplanes, confiscated from the Mexican government, drove southward at the same time the electronic ray hit the Atlantic fleet.”

Operator 5 fingered another report. “While I watched,” he mused, “Jengis Dhak turned his electronic ray upon Fort Hancock at Sandy Hook.

_______________________________________________________________________________________________

Operator 5TM

THE GREEN DEATH MISTS November, 1934

_______________________________________________________________________________________________

_______________________________________________________________________________________________________

A production of Vintage New Medi aTM

www.vintagelibrary.com

56

His intention must have been to wipe all living beings out of the fort, to order his Asiatics to swarm upon it, seize it, and hold it. It would have put a devastating power into his hands—

command of the port of New York. To save ourselves from being shelled by our own guns, we should have had to destroy them!

“Chief, all over this country, masses of Asiatics are waiting only for the commands of Jengis Dhak to rise and deliver blows of that sort.

Some of them have been summoned to commit sabotage; others have been called into the manufacturing of electronic ray-generators and other secret armaments; the great body of them have been directed to distribute themselves at vital points so that, when the command comes, they will be able to sweep into power across the whole country. The police of this nation must be warned to seek out all Asiatics, to prevent them from collecting at vital points within our great cities. Every possible precaution must be taken to forestall a mass uprising that will overwhelm the American people.”

“Those orders will go out at once!” Z-7

declared.

Jimmy Christopher reached for the telephone as it clattered. He spoke staccato monosyllables, replaced the instrument, turned bright eyes upon the Washington chief.

“Our men have traced the telephone wires from the observatory. They have located the second unit of the electronic ray-generator in New York, and destroyed it. They discovered with it a veritable arsenal, hidden on an estate in Long Island. It’s headway, Chief! Yet there is still danger that another of the generators, hidden somewhere, may strike at any moment.”

The door of the communications-room opened, and a dispatcher strode in. He thrust a scrawled message into Z-7’s hands.

“A wireless message just been picked up from the Vlasko, which is acting as flagship of the former Russian naval vessels now in Alaskan waters. It is being repeated now; it’s evidently intended for the entire world.”

Jimmy Christopher rose to read the terse words:

I HEREWITH PROCLAlM MYSELF THE

DICTATORIAL RULER OF ALL RUSSIA. I AM

THE GOVERNMENT OF RUSSIA. I WILL

RECEIVE RECOGNITION BY ALL WORLD

POWERS THAT THE SOVIET REGIME HAS

FALLEN BEFORE THE NEW REVOLUTION,

THAT MINE IS THE ONE AND ONLY TRUE

POWER TO CONTROL RUSSIA AND SIBERIA.

AS DICTATOR OF THE RUSSIAS AND

COMMISSAR OF THE RUSSIAN ARMY AND

NAVY, I COMPLETELY REPUDIATE THE

TRANSFER OF ALASKA FROM THE RUSSIAN

DOMAIN AND DECLARE IT AGAIN A

TERRITORIAL POSSESSION OF MY

GOVERNMENT.

JOSEPH

STRATSKI

Operator 5’s fingers strayed gently to the little golden skull dangling from his watch-chain.

His dark eyes peered deep into Z-7’s.

“The time Is near, Chief,” he said quietly, “when we must strike!”

BRIGHT sunshine bathed Mitchell Field, New York. At the narrow gate, alert sentries patrolled.

Within the great army post, the air hummed with tense activity. Throughout the night and day, planes had launched into the air, drawing into formations that swung out of sight toward the northwest. Swift pursuit jobs, sleek Martin super-bombers, powerful combat crates had flocked off across the sky under urgent orders—Alaska-bound.

At noon, a heavy sedan stirred the dust on the unpaved road leading past the field. The gate swung up to let it pass; sentries waved it on. Near the operations office, it braked to a stop. Operator 5, Z-7, Tim Donovan, and John Christopher climbed out of it.

Striding briskly to meet them came a square-shouldered, hard-faced man in smart uniform—

Major General Newcomb, chief of the army air corps. He seized Jimmy Christopher’s hand warmly.

“You have ordered a plane made ready for me?” Operator 5 asked quietly.

“It is waiting now,” General Newcomb indicated a streamlined pursuit sitting on the runway with its engine clicking over. “You wish to takeoff at once?”

“In a moment, General,” Jimmy Christopher answered. “First I should like to talk with you inside.”
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General Newcomb led the way into the suite of offices which overlooked the field. Operator 5

drew a chair to the desk, while Z-7 stood beside him. Ex-Operator Q-6 watched his son alertly while Tim Donovan gazed out the window at the waiting pursuit plane. Jimmy Christopher asked briskly:

“The planes that have taken off for Alaska, General—are they equipped with artificial air supplies? Are the pilots provided with oxygen gas-masks?”

“Yes. Also, an entire squadron of bombers is now flying to Alaska loaded to capacity with the first supply of electrical guns brought us. Our plan is to transfer these arms to the ships of the Pacific fleet. The machine-guns of all planes now traveling north have been adapted to your specifications too. We are equipped now to fight in spite of the effects of the electronic ray, should it strike again.”

Operator 5 nodded, drew a thickly folded sheaf of papers from his pocket.

“Here, General Newcomb,” he explained, “is a detailed outline of a campaign of counter-attack.

It defines a strategy to be followed when we strike against the Alaskan invaders. Circumstances may arise which will destroy its effectiveness, yet we can go no farther than this at the moment.”

The General took the papers eagerly.

“Excellent!” he exclaimed. “But, far more valuable to us than any concerted plan of attack will be your own presence in Alaska. I have already transmitted orders that you will be in command in the territory—that any orders you issue must be followed without question.”

Operator 5 nodded. “I’ll change into coveralls,” he said “and takeoff at once.”

He turned away, and Tim Donovan slipped to his side. As they stepped out the door, the boy pointed toward an officer wearing the bars of a lieutenant who was hastily striding away from the waiting pursuit.

“Jimmy, I’ve been watching him. He carried something to your plane, left it inside. He acted as though he didn’t want to be seen. We’d better look into that, Jimmy!”

OPERATOR 5 paused. The lieutenant was striding toward them. As he passed, he shot a sharp, dark glance into Jimmy Christopher’s face.

Tim Donovan’s suspicious gaze followed him.

“Jimmy, he’s been up to something! He’s watching us.”

“Stay at the plane, Tim,” Operator 5 directed quietly as he strode on, “and keep him in sight.

Don’t look into the pits, or give him any reason to think you’ve noticed anything strange. I—General Newcomb!”

The Chief of the Army Air Corps had followed Jimmy Christopher with Z-7 and Q-6. “I ask permission, General, to issue an order in strictest confidence to one of your pilots.”

“Certainly!”

Operator 5 strode briskly across the tarmac, leaving Tim Donovan beside the waiting pursuit.

Among the flyers gathered outside the barracks, he recognized Lieutenant Kingsley, who had once piloted him on a dangerous mission. He signaled Kingsley aside and spoke quietly:

“Get a pursuit out at once and warm it. Takeoff at the soonest possible moment, without an observer. Fly northwest, and tune your radio to 6.7 meters. Await further orders.”

Operator 5 strode on as Kingsley ran toward the hangars. In the locker-room, he found a man waiting for him with leather coveralls. He pulled them on, glanced out the window. He saw Kingsley’s pursuit trucked to the runway; he heard it blast into the warming. He did not hurry. When he strode out on the field, Kingsley was settled to the controls, goosing the engine.

Operator 5 came to Z-7, Q-6, and Tim Donovan.

“Gee, Jimmy,” the boy asked anxiously.

“What’s up?”

“The devil only knows, Tim but I’ve got to be off. Every minute counts now.”

Tim looked bewildered and disappointed.

“You told me I could go with you, Jimmy,” he reminded Operator 5.

“I know I did, Tim—but I’ve got to leave you behind. Sorry, old-timer—but it’s necessary this trip.”

The boy swallowed hard. “Okay, Jimmy.

Anything you say.”

A renewed blast of power from the motor of Kingsley’s pursuit sent a swirling slipstream across the field. The pursuit rolled, sped with lifting tail, rushed into a takeoff that sent it roaring into the blue at a swift climb. Operator 5 watched it as it melted into the sky; his lids lowered thoughtfully.
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He turned to glance toward the operations offices, found the lieutenant whose suspicious actions Tim Donovan had reported still standing beside the building, watching him.

An orderly strode close and proffered a dispatch to General Newcomb.

“Teletype message in code, sir.”

General Newcomb glanced at it, and transferred it to Jimmy Christopher. He read the cabalistic characters with ease; it was couched in a cipher of his own devising which might be read at a glance to one who knew its key, yet remain a baffling mystery to others. His lips wryly as he passed it to Z-7.

“The search for Jengis Dhak,” he said, “has failed. The Mongol managed to slip out of the city unseen. No doubt he had already provided himself with some effective means of escape in case of an emergency such as arose last night.

Until now, he had doubtless entrusted the strategy of the Alaskan invasion to Stratski—he was waiting for the opportunity to direct the attack upon the United States himself. Now, since his plans have been upset, he has probably transferred his headquarters to somewhere in Alaska.”

Z-7 declared: ”We must strike before Jengis Dhak has an opportunity to send his hordes down upon us!”

OPERATOR 5 turned briskly. His pilot was waiting beside the wing of the pursuit for his word.

At his signal, the lieutenant legged into the pit.

Jimmy Christopher turned as Tim Donovan’s hard, small hand seized his.

“Jimmy! Good luck!”

“Thanks, Tim. Stick with Z-7—he may need you. Dad, so long, Chief—”

Z-7 clasped Operator 5’s hand. Warmly, his black eyes shining with admiration and affection.

Jimmy Christopher turned to the plane.

Operator 5 climbed into the observation pit.

He signaled his pilot, and the powerplant thundered. As wind whipped back, as the trucks rolled, he gestured over the cowling to the two men and the boy whose eyes were anxiously upon him: “So long!” The powerful crate sped across the sand and into the sky.

It swooped out over Long Island, in a steady, slow climb. Tim Donovan watched it as it diminished in the distance. He blinked—forcing tears away—more rapidly with each second.

Suddenly, impulsively, he tugged at Z-7’s arm.

“Chief! I don’t like this! I’ve got a hunch something’s going to go wrong with that plane something’s going to happen to Jimmy!”

General Newcomb, peering at the winged dot in the stay, exclaimed: “What the devil’s that?”

Z-7’s black eyes sharpened. The pursuit was now a floating speck in an expanse of blue almost out of sight. Yet, into the air around it, blackness was swelling—an ominous cloud trailing behind the plane.

Z-7 blurted: “Smoke!”

Tim Donovan’s eyes widened. “That plane’s on fire! It’s burning! Gee—gee—it’s!”

The Washington chief shouted sharply across the field. “Binoculars! Bring glasses! For God’s sake—!”

An officer came trotting. Z-7 snatched at the binoculars he proffered. The Washington chief turned the strong lens into the sky, and peered at the enlarged, wavering image that appeared. He saw billowing black—flame washing back across the wings of the pursuit—wings rocking crazily!

“It’s afire—falling!”

Tim Donovan whipped about. A chill coursed through his veins as he peered toward the operations-office—at the grim faced lieutenant who had been watching the takeoff. He saw that man turning now, hurrying toward a door. Through tightened throat, he cried: “You did that! You did it!”

He raced across the sand as the officer spun about. The lieutenant retreated, startled, broke into a run. Tim Donovan sprang after him crazily, peering through tear-bleared eyes, crying again in agony: “You did it! You—!”

He flung himself madly on the lieutenant. He saw the officer’s hand grip the butt of an automatic, lift it from the holster. He snatched at the vest, tore at it so savagely that they both fell off balance and scrambled in the sand.

Toward them, as they rolled there, men came running from the barracks and the hangars.

The boy’s shrill shout had stirred them into startled action. They sprang upon the struggling man and boy even as Tim Donovan’s fists beat desperately, swiftly, against the evil-faced lieutenant’s body. They tore the fighting boy away, pinioned the officer down.
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“I saw him put something in the plane!” Tim blurted breathlessly. “He did something to set it on fire!”

“We’ve got him! We’ll handle him!”

Z-7 had watched the boy’s frantic attack on the officer. He bellowed across the field: “Bring a plane out! A plane!” And as the ground crew scampered to obey the order, he swung the binoculars again toward the northwest.

Rocking through the sky, a mace of billowing black smoke through which the glare of flames beat, the pursuit ship in which Operator 5 had taken off was plunging down—dropping toward the earth—falling like a torch!

Z-7 JERKED the glasses from his aching eyes. He loped toward the pursuit-ship that was being rolled from the hangars. He barked commands, a mechanic began cranking the radial into action. He looked back to see a ring of men surrounding the officer whom Tim Donovan had accused, saw the boy running frantically toward him.

John Christopher was staring transfixed into the sky. A streak of black across the blue marked the plunging course of the plane which he had seen his son take. He broke into a wavering run that carried him to Z-7.

General Newcomb had hurried to the Washington chief’s side. “Good God—that plane’s down!” he choked. “Down!”

Z-7 snapped other commands at the men crowding around the plane. A pilot clambered to the controls The engine snorted as the throttle was opened and closed; the motor was still too cold to carry the plane. John Christopher kept peering into the sky—sky now empty save for the wisping stream of black smoke. Tim Donovan gazed into the old man’s agonized face.

General Newcomb exploded: “We were counting on Operator 5 to lead the counter-attack!

Without a commander in Alaska we will be lost!”

Z-7 grated grimly: “God, I’ve got to reach that plane. If Operator 5 is down with it, General, there is no alternative—I’ll fly through to Alaska myself.

I’ll attempt to take his place. But—” He broke off as he glimpsed the pale, drawn features of John Christopher.

“Q-6! If I continue to Alaska, you are to assume command of the Intelligence service until I return!”

The tortured man said huskily: “Yes, Chief!”

“The responsibility of directing all our activities will rest with you. You will—”

From the pit of the plane the pilot called: “We can make it! It’s a risk—but I’ll get you up!”

Z-7 grasped the cowling of the observation-pit, jerked himself over. Tim Donovan lost no time following him. The Irish lad crowded down to the cubby as the radial roared, as the pursuit began to shoot across the sand. He glanced back once to see John Christopher standing rigid, peering appalled into the sky, agony stamping his face with deep black lines…

The pursuit mounted off the tarmac swiftly.

Z-7 had retained the binoculars. He pressed them to his eyes as the ship roared out across Long Island. Tim Donovan clung to the cowling, watching the last of the ominous black strands of smoke melting away into the air. At the limit of the motor’s pull, the pilot sped across the heavens while Z-7 searched the ground through the powerful lens.

At the Washington chief’s sharp command, the plane leaned into a sharp bank. Z-7 peered overside tensely. The magnified circle of vision showed him a flaming mass on the ground—a broken plane, its shattered pits the center of a raging fire. He swept his binoculars all around the spot, across the sky; he leaned again to peer haggardly at all that was left of the plane that had carried Operator 5 into the air.

Tim Donovan tugged frantically at his sleeve.

“Chief! Jimmy—is Jimmy—?” The dread question faded from the boy’s trembling lips.

Z-7 straightened grimly. His palm slapped his pilot’s shoulder. Into the roar of the radial he shouted an order: “Lieutenant, set your course for Juneau!”


CHAPTER ELEVEN

War Wings Over The Arctic


THROUGH the night that shrouded the coast range mountains of British Columbia, a lone plane thundered. Flying without lights, it drove eastward, toward Alaskan territory. Far ahead spread the _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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Alexander Archipelago; along the coast lay ravished cities, broken by bombing and shelling, swarming now with hordes of fierce Asiatics.

Toward the very center of the world-revolutionists’

attack, the plane droned.

In the rear pit, Z-7 bent over the wireless equipment. The faint glow of the dials shone into his grim eyes etched black lines around his tense mouth. Tim Donovan, huddled beside him as wind tore past, watched him trim the oscillator, heard him speak into the microphone: “Z-7 calling Q-6 at M-W!”

In the Washington chief’s ears, the voice of John Christopher answered: “We are following you, Z-7!”

“Our plane is approaching the Alaska Canadian border now! Are there reports?”

He’s words mingled with crackling static. “We have forced a confession from Lieutenant Opier—

the man whom Tim accused of firing Jimmy’s plane. Opier has admitted that he planted an incendiary device in the pursuit, timed so that it would start a blaze following the takeoff. He is the man who tipped off Jengis Dhak as to the flights from Mitchell Field. He sold out to the Mongol months ago. His penalty for that will be the firing-squad.”

“Go on!” Z-7 commanded.

“The Atlantic fleet is steaming northward to station itself along the Pacific coast. It will soon be in position to repulse any attempt at invasion from the west by the shiploads of Asiatics which are still steaming eastward. It will mean a desperate battle, but our position will be strong.

“Along the Mexican Border there has been sporadic fighting. Our patrol planes have managed to keep the Line clear. Our infantry is ready for any attack from across the Border. The peon revolutionists facing our army are untrained—there is every likelihood that we will rout them so long as we maintain our defenses along that front.

“All state and city police are reporting tactical advantages over any possible uprising of Asiatics within our borders. The National Guard is ready to act at a moment’s notice. Martial law has been declared in practically every state, and it has proved a strong bulwark against rioting. From all quarters, reports are reassuring—except that the Alaskan situation is extremely delicate.”

Z-7 began to ask: “The Pacific fleet—?”

“Reports are that it is approaching a position favorable for an attack on the revolutionary vessels. Asiatic planes have spotted them—their approach is known to the enemy—yet no attempt has been made to bomb them or stop their advance. This leads the General Staff to believe that Jimmy’s warning stated the case accurately.

“Jengis Dhak is planning to strike against us in such a way that he can seize our armament, and turn it into a powerful invasion directed against America. That is the greatest threat we face!”

“All the air units ordered to Alaska have arrived?” Z-7 demanded.

“Yes. They are awaiting orders. The Macon is cruising toward the battle zone, continuing to act as a communication base. Electrical guns have been rushed by air to the Marine Corps, and all planes aboard the Lexington, the Saratoga and the Ranger have been equipped with artificial air supplies. In some measure we are safe against another attack by the electronic ray—yet, as Jimmy pointed out, we cannot hope to survive if the ray continues to exert in force for any prolonged period.”

Z-7 declared grimly: “God, we need that boy now!”

THE plane was shuttling high above snowcapped mountains that passed like gigantic ghosts in the faint starlight. Z-7 glanced around, bent to speak again into the microphone, but a quick touch of Tim Donovan’s hand stopped him.

He looked up, startled, as the boy exclaimed “Chief—there’re planes flying some where close!”

Z-7 heard the ominous drone swelling out of the black distance, pounding in discord with the exhaust of his own pursuit job. He peered all around, striving to locate the ships against the void of the sky.

Tim exclaimed: “They must be enemy ships, Chief! Our planes have been ordered to stay on the ground!”

Z-7 slapped his pilot’s shoulder. “Try to spot those planes! Avoid them at all costs!”

“Yes, sir!”

Again Z-7 pressed the ‘phones tight, to speak to John Christopher at M-W. Words faded from his lips as a voice spoke abruptly through the _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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receiver. Its volume was strong, its tone sharp.

“Calling Z-7!”

The Washington chief answered quickly. The voice spoke, again incisively: “Are you talking through Distorter A?”

“Yes!”

“Switch in Distorter C!”

Puzzled, Z-7 complied, touching two cams to make the change. When the voice spoke again it sounded exactly the same as before, though the transformer units functioning now were altering the voice frequencies in a different way, to make eavesdropping much more difficult. The voice said clearly, “Operator 5 calling Z-7.”

The Washington chief sat motionless. He stared incredulously at the instruments which had brought the unexpected message out of the ether.

He managed to blurt: “Operator—5?”

“Yes—calling Z-7!”

Tim Donovan grasped Z-7’s arm tightly. His voice was a glad, spontaneous cry: “Jimmy! It’s Jimmy!”

Z-7 exclaimed: “God! I can’t believe—!”

Tim pressed close to shout into the microphone: “Jimmy! Hello, Jimmy! Where are you?”

Operator 5’s voice answered at once: “Hello, old-timer! Hello, Chief! I’m on the ground, near Wrangell. I’ve just landed. I picked up your signals to M-W and switched to Distorter C because I believe the Asiatics may be matching our A transformers and listening in. Chief—”

Z-7 sighed. “Thank God you’re safe! I still can’t grasp it! I saw your plane falling—saw it wrecked on the ground and no sign of you—!”

“I did it in order to let Jengis Dhak’s secret agents believe me dead, Chief! That incendiary machine was planted in the plane to kill me, and I decided to let them believe it had! As soon as I’ve finished talking with you, I’m going to flash Dad.

You’re heading into dangerous territory, Chief!”

Z-7 jerked up to hear the drone of the enemy planes growing louder. His pilot’s head was swiveling like an owl’s in search of the crates. Tim Donovan had forgotten the danger in his relief at learning Jimmy Christopher was alive and unharmed. From some point in the black expanse of the sky, the Asiatic planes were swarming closer.

Z-7 called again into the microphone. “I followed only to take command in your place. You will handle all orders to our air units and naval vessels now!”

“Very well, Chief. I have been flashing them continually checking their positions. We are ready to launch the counter-attack at any moment. I’ve been too busy to signal you sooner—I’m sorry if I caused you any anxiety.

“Lieutenant Kingsley is piloting me. I sent him ahead, off Mitchell Field, as a precaution as soon as Tim discovered the suspicious actions of that officer who wrecked my plane. As soon as the incendiary machine let go, I signaled Kingsley my position. My pilot and I bailed out. Kingsley picked me up and we resumed flying at once toward Alaska. We’re waiting now—”

Tim grasped Z-7’s hand. “Chief! There’s the planes! They’re coming toward us!”

THE Washington chief jerked up to see great black bats flitting across the heavens. No wing-lights marked their positions, but in each crate the glow of the dash instruments shone into a goggled face. The flight was bearing down from the direction of the sea

Z-7’s pilot twisted back to yell: “Those planes have sighted us, sir!”

“Down!” Z-7 ordered swiftly. “Make a landing!

Fly below them and—” The spurting of a machine-gun broke into the command, and slugs came hailing across the sky!

Instantly, the pursuit carrying Tim Donovan and Z-7 plunged into a deep dive. Under full power, risking collision against unseen mountain crags, it slid roaring beneath the on-sweeping formation. As it chuted through blackness, the Asiatic crates swarmed out of their formation, thundered through stiff banks that sent them streaking downward in pursuit.

Again machine guns chattered through the brawling of the motors. Flame licked from the weapons flinging a withering fire toward the fleeing American plane. Like merciless vultures, they swooped upon their prey—seven crates flocking into a vicious attack upon one, driving with inhuman fury to knock it from the sky.

Frantically Z-7’s pilot banked and rolled in attempts to break away from the crushing attack; each way he flung his ship, tracers streaked their defiance. With all the skill at his command, he _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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maneuvered to dash into clear air—but there was no clear air in all that tumultuous sky!

A sudden blast of slugs crashed to the nacelle of the pursuit. The surging power of the motor vanished in a coughing stutter. The prop whizzed down while cylinders failed to fire, while the plane soughed into a glide that wafted it lower slowly. Its controls were not damaged; none of the slugs had hit the occupants of the pits, but the motor sneezed off, and the dead weight pulled like an iron hand.

The pilot struggled desperately to pierce the blackness stretching beyond. He swung sharply to avoid rough masses of black that appeared; he dressed off, but his plane eased down again as he discerned a spreading darkness that meant trees. A landfall into them meant certain destruction …

In the billowing stretch of black foliage an open lane appeared. A road! Z-7’s pilot swung toward it recklessly, nursing the controls to keep the crate gliding. Above, the attacking crates were circling while their pilots peered down to witness the result of their onslaught. All around spread baffling gloom through which the road led. As steadily as he was able, Z-7’s pilot sent the pursuit chuting to the rough surface while the wing-tips slashed through leaves …

A sudden crackling wrench twisted the crate as its trucks were about to touch. It slapped against the road violently, splitting one wing, nosing over. The jarring impact flung Z-7 forward, thrust Tim Donovan dazed to the floor of the pit.

In clouding dust the plane lay—wrecked …

The Washington chief clambered out, staggering with the shock, as the stunned pilot crawled over the splintered cowling. Tim Donovan, raising himself dizzier, heard the sounds of footfalls quick, running, numerous. He jerked eyes above the edge of the pit to see a squad of men racing from the darkness along the road—men who shouted words in a language the startled boy could not understand.

They leaped upon the pilot. They sprang to overpower Z-7. They crowded toward the crate as Tim Donovan dropped down again. He heard a commanding voice shouting—syllables that meant nothing—until out of the gibberish a single word flashed a warning through the boy’s mind.

Vlasko!

Frantically the boy seized the microphone.

“Jimmy! Jimmy! They’ve got us! l They’re taking us to the Vlasko! Can you hear me, Jimmy? …”

Powerful arms reached across the cowling to grasp the arms of the frantic boy. He was jerked, heaved out of the pit. He squirmed and fought helplessly in the grip of the Asiatics who dragged him away.

FAR across the precipitous reaches of the Alaskan Panhandle covered by a darkness thick with floating mist, an impenetrable gloom presaging the slow coming of the dawn—Operator 5 sat in the plane which had carried him into the area of invasion. He raised up in the observation pit, snapped a command to Lieutenant Kingsley, who was slumped wearily at the controls.

“We’re going up!”

Kingslay tightened to alertness. He glanced about warily, crawled from the pit, wrenched at the crank. The hot radial burst into action with a roar. Kingsley settled back, snapping a switch that colored the ground with the shine of his wing-lights, prepared to speed the crate across the rough slope on which it sat.

Operator 5 clung to the microphone as the pursuit launched into the takeoff. He called anxiously: “Tim! Old-timer!” No answer came.

Operator 5 rose grimly—leaned to call orders to Lieutenant Kingsley that sent the plane climbing steeply. Its supercharger enabled it to reach high into the vastness of the night. Far up in the zenith, it leveled, droned steadily in a course paralleling the Alaskan-Canadian Border. It flew with throttle wide open.

Vaguely, from below, as the crate sped, thunder rolled to indicate the presence of revolutionist ships patrolling. Operator 5’s crate had risen high above them. Minutes passed slowly while the plane seemed to hover motionless in a black void. The first faint light appeared in the southeast to herald the coming of the sun.

Golden shafts stretched over the heavens, reflecting off the wings of Operator 5’s plane; the glow descended through the air to streak shadows across the earth. Mountains, inlets, islands appeared like images developing on a photographic plate. The light disclosed in the sky, far away, closer to the shining earth, patrols of Asiatic ships coursing along the coast. Brushing _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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the ceiling, Jimmy Christopher’s pursuit swerved to drive out across the archipelago.

As he flew, he checked the equipment in his plane. In a pack strapped to his back, an oxygen gas-mask was packed. In the pit he was carrying two firearms constructed according to his specifications, both electrically controlled, equipped to fire carbon-oxygen cartridges. One was a rifle, the other a sidearm. To both, flexible electric wires were connected, leading from small but powerful dry batteries. Kingsley, Operator 5

knew, was similarly equipped with an oxygen inhalator, and an artificial air-supply unit had been affixed to the motor.

Assured that the equipment was in perfect order, Jimmy Christopher peered downward through binoculars of tremendous power. Though he was flying so high as to be invisible from the surface of the earth, the pattern of the terrain was revealed clearly to him. He glimpsed the naval vessels of the revolutionists lying at anchor in the Pacific, wreathed by a thin mist melting before the warmth of the rising sun. Closer to the archipelago islands, he spotted amphibian planes of the attacking forces floating lazily. He gave an order to Kingsley and his pursuit began a slow, steady circle while he searched …

His lens disclosed a power-boat cutting across the blue water of Cross Sound. He could discern only faintly the movements of the figures in it, but he followed it closely with his glasses. A white wake stretched out across the swells of the Pacific as the boat made top speed toward one of the anchored battleships. Operator 5 kept it in sight while it drew alongside.

He was able to see men rising from it to the deck of the vessel. Two pairs of them were carrying burdens between them—burdens that Jimmy Christopher felt sure were human beings.

He saw them hurry across the deck, disappear while the boat put about and streamed off toward the sound. He was about to issue another order to Kingsley when a sudden flash, appearing against the water, surprised him.

SECONDS later a booming reverberation reached Operator 5’s ears faintly through the drone of his motor. The flashes came again, immediately, and rumbling reports followed.

Through his lenses, Jimmy Christopher peered down upon a battleship whose guns were opening fire on a far-distant target.

Suddenly a voice sang in his ears “Calling Operator 5! Rear Admiral Monroe aboard the Macon calling Operator 5!”

Jimmy Christopher answered quickly.

Monroe’s voice repeated. “Relaying a message from Commander Neasham of the Pacific flagship Houston! The fleet is being shelled! Projectiles are falling directly in its course!”

Operator 5 raised his glasses toward the sweeping horizon in the south. He discovered first the glistening silver shape of the dirigible Macon, silhouetted against the brightening sky. Beneath it the air was blackened by clouds of smoke marking the approach of the Pacific fleet into Alaskan waters. The gray of the vessels glinted in the rich sunlight as they plowed with mighty power through the swells. Near them, as Operator 5

watched, the water was broken by terrific explosions that geysered spray high and sent rolling fumes swelling into the air to tear away on the wind.

“Calling the Macon!” Operator 5 sang into his microphone. “Are there enemy planes in the sky above the fleet?”

“Yes—they are spotting for the enemy naval guns! There are bombers among them but they have made no move to attack our vessels.

Furthermore, none of the enemy crates has opened fire on the Macon!”

Operator 5’s lids lowered darkly. “Stratski is beginning the most important strategy of his attack! He is firing to stop the approach of the Pacific fleet. He does not wish to damage either the ships or the Macon. His intention is to keep them at a distance, hapless, until he can seize them and turn them back upon the United States!”

Below, the big guns aboard the enemy ships flashed and boomed again. Across the sky heavy projectiles screamed, tracing their courses toward the United States naval vessels. Again great plumes of water sprang up amid swelling fumes as powerful explosives shook the sea.

From the Macon, the Chief of Naval Operations called again: “We are waiting upon you for orders, Operator 5! Shall I order a retreat?”

Operator 5 answered ringingly: “Order no retreat! Stand by one moment!”

He peered downward at the array of enemy vessels stretched along the coast. He glanced _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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quickly at his watch. His lips grew tight. He spoke clipped words again into the microphone: “Admiral Monroe!”

“Yes, sir?” the answer came back. “Order observation ships into the air from the airplane carriers at once! Direct them to spot the enemy fleet. Furnish them protection against attacks by the enemy patrols! Order the Asiatic spotters dropped if possible! Immediately when the observers reach the enemy vessels—give the order to fire!”

Over the air Monroe boomed. “Thank God!

At last we fight!”

Swiftly Operator 5 adjusted his oscillator trimmer. “Calling Admiral Neasham aboard the Houston!”

“Neasham talking, sir!”

“Open up your guns! Drive the enemy ships away from the coast! The time for our full counter-attack is now!”

“Gunners are in the turrets, sir! Making ready, sir! We’ll blow hell out of these foreign devils!”

HIGH in the sky, Operator 5 called again, and his voice reached far inland: “Calling all air units! Every plane equipped with artificial air supply—fly at once! Every pilot equipped with oxygen masks into the air! All others remain grounded until further orders!”

A babbling answer came over the air from the commanding officers of the scattered air corps.

“Use your bombs to destroy the small water craft of the enemy! Your bombers are also to attack any and all revolutionist vessels lying off shore! Strive your utmost to drive the enemy planes out of the sky! You have your detailed orders in writing. Act!”

Again Operator 5 altered his wave length and called into space. “Lieutenant O’Neill!”

“O’Neill, Sir!”

“Communicate with the Governor of Alaska at once! Direct him to order all his men into a drive toward the sea—to clean all Asiatics out of every Alaskan city and town!”

“Yes, sir!” It was an eager war-cry.

Action!

From the decks of the Lexington, Saratoga, and the Ranger, aircraft carriers, steaming with the Pacific fleet toward the shores of Alaska, planes launched amid furious thunder. They swept into the air, a darkening cloud, driving northward with engines blasting at the limit of their power. Some swirled high into an attack upon the Asiatic observation planes hovering above the Pacific fleet. Others swarmed toward the coast.

Still others sped toward the positions of the enemy naval craft, bearing keen eyed observers ready to sound the signals that would bring mighty projectiles plunging through the sky.

From the tossing ships, power-boats shot off across the swells, crowded with Marines bearing electrical rifles that had been rushed to them by air.

From scattered points inland, U. S. Army crates swooped into the sky. Planes equipped with artificial air devices, pilots flying with oxygen-masks ready, lifted from isolated plateaus and flats, roared over spreading forests of cedar, hemlock, and spruce, thundered across plains colored cream and green and brown by thick moss. Toward the ragged, cliffed shores of Alaska they threw their winged power …

Through the craggy hills backing the coastal cities of the Panhandle, word spread like wildfire among the hardened miners and prospectors and merchants who had been forced to abandon their homes and stores. From camp to camp, by word, by gun-report, by smoke-signal, by the flashing of mirrors and the gleaming of fire the signal flashed with amazing rapidity.

“The Gov’nor says—fight ‘em!”

“Drive’em out!”

“Herd ‘em back into the sea!”

Down from the hills the ragged army poured—grim bewhiskered men, sturdy, strong, leather-faced, carrying rifles arid revolvers and automatics, old and new. With them hurried boys far beneath conscription age lads fired with a fury to wrest back their country from the yellow invaders who had swarmed upon their land. Farflung across the slopes, massing into the roads, advancing with no command except unquench-able self-preservation, the Alaskans raised their grim challenge to the Asiatic hordes.

WITH them hurried women—women carrying guns, eager to fight—women with frightened, toddling youngsters clinging to their hands—

woman with babies clasped tightly in their arms—
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following because their men were advancing into battle …

From far out at sea, the first roaring reports blasted from the big guns of the United States naval vessels. Observers shuttling high above the sea, spotting enemy ships, flashed the range by coded wireless. Still other combat planes swarmed the skies to protect them from the howling assaults of the flying revolutionists. And, far across the blue, the big guns thundered defiance to the invaders.

In the gun-turrets of the American battleships, bare-waisted men worked feverishly.

Hydraulic rams shoved 1,400 pound projectiles through metal tubes from the shell decks, twenty-five feet below. The crews shifted them quickly from the balancing trays to the loading trays; they rammed the projectiles into the open breeches of the guns.

Silken powder-bags, passing through fire-proof doors from the magazines, passing on conveyors from the handling rooms, passed again through interlocking doors, into the spanning trays. In split seconds, rammers shoved the bags home; the breech plugs were closed. Signals flashed, and the officers in the turrets relayed word to the gunnery officer. A few seconds, and the great guns jumped backward on their tracks; the great ships rocked; and doom hurtled through the sky toward the invading vessels!

Terrific power lashed the swells about the revolutionist ships. High in the air, observers spotted the range; coded wireless flashed corrections. The skill of trained warriors of the sea, aided by scientific devices of incredible cunning and accuracy, cooperated to fling the projectiles ever closer to the floating marks …

Through all the sky covering the Alaskan coastline, the fury of air-battle broke.

Revolutionary planes, swarming from hidden covers, howled to repulse the flocking United States crates. Machine guns tripped a constant chatter across the heavens. Through the air, stricken ships plunged, their paths marked by swelling smoke black as death, streaking with flames washing back from pierced fuel tanks.

Stretching through miles of blue, the storm of the air-fight thundered.

Bombs streaked down from United States planes to blast destruction among the small craft of the revolutionists which darted through the straits and sounds of the archipelago. Explosive wrath sent great waves washing upon a debris-littered shore. The strife echoed into every cove as the air rocked and whipped with the blasting hail of bombs.

The ragged army of Alaskans swarmed down from the hills. Every manner of vehicle carried them in a mad attack upon the cities and settlements now teeming with terrorized Asiatics.

They tore their way through embankments hastily set up to bar the roads; they flung out flanks that drove entrapped yellow men back toward the sea; they climbed tottering buildings and monkeyed into trees, sharpshooting with rusty rifles. They were coming back to their homes—fighting!

In the air, on the land, over the sea, a mighty conflict raged. Defensive war—sprung into red reality by the command of Operator 5!


CHAPTER TWELVE

The Dread Power


RIDING heavy swells far off Chichagoe Island, the revolutionist vessel Vlasko, flagship of the invading fleet, turned its guns upon the U. S.

ships firing from the south. It flung screaming projectiles through trajectories that plunged tons of explosive toward the counter-attacking vessels.

On its decks, anti-aircraft batteries pelted the sky with shrapnel shells, raining flying fragments among the U. S. observation planes and bombers howling overhead. Swarthy gunners labored mightily as revolutionist officers rattled frantic commands.

While motors thundered in the air, while the big guns rocked the ship, while the hollow explosions of the archie shells echoed from above, two men faced a third in a sealed room on the deck of the Vlasko.

One was a giant of a man, with great, strong shoulders and a thick neck upon which a massive head was set. His skin was dusky, his eyes black and shadowed by bushy brows. His chest was huge, his hands tremendous. His was a presence exuding a fearless, commanding power.

He was Josef Stratski, commander of the former Russian revolutionists, the self-proclaimed dictator of Russia and Siberia, the confiscator of the territory of Alaska.
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Beside him stood a lean, tall man, garbed in a brilliant scarlet robe. His mummy-like face was a setting in which his slanted brilliant black eyes shone predominately. His bony hands were long nailed, his mouth an almost invisible line. His presence was even more commanding than that of the warrior Stratski. His voice spoke orders which even the huge Russian hurried to obey. His will had bound together oppressed millions into a conquering army which now was seeking to make Alaska and the United States its domain.

Jengis Dhak, Emperor of the Oriental Nations!

The third man, the Washington chief of the United States Intelligence service, was bound hand and foot. Stout ropes lashed him to four rings set into the steel plated walls of the room.

Another encircled his waist, holding him motionless. He stood rigid, his black eyes smoldering, gazing at the two men who had directed the ferocious attack of the Asiatics against the government he served.

In one comer of the room, his hands and feet also bound, pinioned against a pipe that rose vertically against the wall was Tim Donovan. His gaze held fast to the face of his Chief.

They had been carried to the coast by the Asiatics who had captured them; they had been brought aboard the Vlasko by a swift power-boat.

They had been carried to this room and bound.

For long moments they had remained alone, until, quietly, the sinister Jengis Dhak had entered with the militaristic Russian.

Now their eyes battled. The Iong-nailed hand of the Mongol rose slowly in a graceful gesture: “You are known to me,” Jengis Dhak announced in his throaty, droning voice. “I was informed by my secret agents that you were traveling to Alaska. I instructed my men to watch for your arrival. You could not elude me easily, Z-7.”

The Washington Chief smiled tightly. “I concede your sagacity, Jengis Dhak. I deny that your move will accomplish anything other than to keep me prisoner and perhaps bring about my death.”

The Mongol answered without changing the expression of his inscrutable face.

“Had I wished your death, I could have ordered you killed instantly. I do not wish it—yet.

You are a man of wisdom, Z-7. You will, I trust, make use of it now.”

Z-7 said nothing; his black eyes smoldered defiantly into the slanted ones of the Mongol.

Jengis Dhak’s lean, long-nailed hand again flexed through a graceful gesture.

“This counter-attack upon my forces—” he droned, “this war waged against me by your government, Z-7, is doomed to inevitable failure. I could not plan so poorly that your normal defenses might constitute any threat against my objective. There is no power that can stop my advance, no force that can stay the march of my followers into their promised land. This battle raging now is futile.”

Z-7 said tightly: “Perhaps! Time will tell!”

THE curved nails rose to the red robe covering the hollow chest of the cunning Mongol.

“The blood of Jenghis Khan and of Timur-i-leng flows in my veins. I am of their flesh. Mine is their mind. Theirs were the hearts of conquerors, and my heart is like theirs. They marched with triumph, never knowing the taste of defeat—and so shall I, Z-7, march with my followers to the victorious conquest of the United States and all its territories.”

“That,” Z-7 grated, “remains to be seen.”

The Mongol’s eyes narrowed. “You are wise.

I should regret it if a man of your wisdom should reach an untimely death, Z-7. You, I am sure, do not wish it. I will grant you continued life, and a position of power at my side when I assume the rule of the United States, in return for one small act of yours.”

Z-7’s lips tightened.

“You are, of course,” the Mongol stated, “in supreme command of the Intelligence Service of the United States.”

“I am.”

“Your operators are scattered over the entire world—clever men who search out secrets and who act under cover. They obey your word. You communicate with them, I believe, in certain codes used by no other intelligence system in the world.”

“You may assume so if you wish,” Z-7

answered.

“I have here,” the Mongol continued, reaching his long-nailed hand inside his robe and withdrawing a folded paper, “a message to be transmitted to them. You may see that it is of no great consequence, yet I wish it to be sent.”
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Z-7 peered at the words printed in English on the sheet held before his eyes.

“It is merely,” Jengis Dhak explained, “orders directing them to certain places. In each city, as you see, a separate address is indicated to which your men are to go at a designated time. That is all. It is the extent of my request. It is a cheap price to pay for life and power, is it not, Z-7?”

The Washington Chief stared coldly into the lean, yellow face.

“There is on this ship a wireless transmitter by which this message may be sent to your headquarters in Washington,” Jengis Dhak continued droningly. “Couched in your special code, and signed with your designation, there will be no doubt that you sent it. It will be acted upon at once and without question. You have merely to translate it into the proper cipher, and our bargain is sealed.”

Z-7 stiffened against the steel wall. “No!” he snarled.

“It means,” the Mongol said very quietly, “your life.”

“It means the death of every man in the service!” Z-7 blurted hotly. “With all your clever espionage system, you haven’t been able to reach far into the United States Intelligence! You realize that my operators are a danger to you. If I sent this message and they obeyed it, they would walk into traps already set by you—and die, every one of them!”

The Mongol’s yellow hands flexed. “You refuse?” he asked, a cruel smile playing on his lips.

Z-7 smiled in return grimly, eased himself in his bonds. “Damn right I refuse!”

“Perhaps you will reconsider?”

“No!”

The Mongol’s claw-like hand dropped the paper to a table near Z-7. He stepped forward with cat-like step, swung from the ceiling a V-shaped spider of metal. He brought it so that a projecting point, to which heavy electric conductors were connected, came close to Z-7’s body. He reached upward again, turned a key which brought a steady, slow ticking sound into the room.

From the folds of his scarlet garment he drew a long, curved knife, its point needle-sharp.

His one hand seized Z-7’s clothing just above the belt; the other swung the blade. The swift, slashing drive of the keen edge chilled Z-7’s blood. His eyes closed instinctively; when he peered down he found his clothing ripped, his chest bared.

The knife flashed out of sight as the soft-footed Mongol glided away. At the side wall he paused; he threw home the shining copper blades of a switch. Z-7 nerves tensed against the instant of the contact; but there was no immediate result.

It was not until a moment later, while Jengis Dhak stood motionless and watching—while Josef Stratski glowered—that the Washington chief realized the meaning of the preparations.

The projecting point of the metal spider began to glow. It became faintly, then brightly red, and intense heat radiated from it. It began to turn white, and the skin of Z-7’s chest crawled with the scorching intensity of the radiations. Even the nearness of the sparkling point was painful, and it was coming nearer!

The ticking mechanism connected with the hinged spider was bringing the sharp, shining point closer to Z-7’s skin, a fraction of an inch at a time. If the clockwork continued to swing the point, it must surely touch his flesh. It must surely sear through deep into his body, bringing a death of horrible torture.

The Washington chief’s blazing eyes turned furiously to the unchanging face of the Mongol.

“Perhaps,” Jengis Dhak droned again, “you will reconsider.”

SUDDENLY a swift, rending power shook the ship. Against its hull a terrific explosion beat, jarring the entire vessel, pitching it in heavy swells. Flame flashed through the port-holes of the steel room and glass shattered inward.

Outside, water poured in a black sheet from above. Shrill cries sounded through the doors as the tearing power vibrated through the Vlasko.

The ear-numbing report spun Josef Stratski; he backed off, hands thrown up in dismay. But the inscrutable calm of the Mongol was not disturbed.

He turned away slowly, directed his black slanted eyes in a glance at the water streaming downward past the ports, and made no other move.

The Russian blurted in his native tongue: “Great God! The American bombers have struck us! Listen to them swarming above the ship!”

A reception of the terrific blast shocked into the words. It came from the forward deck, pitching the ship downward, while steel ripped with high-_______________________________________________________________________________________________
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pitched screams, while water roared all around.

On the deck, footfalls sounded as shrieking men scampered seeking safety. The shock of the explosion rumbled echoes from stem to stern of the stricken hulk.

Stratski yelled: “They will sink us!”

Still the Mongol betrayed no perturbation.

A sharp rap sounded at a steel door, pounding above the pandemonium that had broken out on the decks of the VIasko. Stratski sprang to open it. A Russian revolutionist officer stumbled in, his face bleeding, his eyes shining wildly. His voice was an insane screech.

“Our seams have burst! The ship is taking water! Two gun-turrets have been blown away by the explosions! The crew has gone mad! The American bombers are above us and our counter-attack ships have not been able to drive them away! The whole American Fleet has turned its guns upon us!”

Jengis Dhak moved slowly, with long, gliding steps. His first motion silenced the crazed officer.

Josef Stratski, peering at him in horror, jerked aside to let him pass. He moved through the door, into the fog of fumes that was clinging to the water and surrounding the ship.

Z-7’s haggard eyes followed him. He moaned as Stratski and the officer hurried from the room after the Mongol. A horrible fascination drew his gaze back to the white-hot point of metal projecting toward his chest. It was moving slowly—almost imperceptibly—closer to his stinging skin at each tick of the actuating mechanism. He braced himself back in a straining effort to escape it—but escape was impossible…

Tim Donovan struggled desperately to tear his hands free of the ropes binding him. His wrists and ankles were swollen and pulsing with pain.

He strove his utmost, but he was pinioned inescapably tight….

“Chief! Chief—!” He sobbed, “I can’t get loose—I can’t!”

Z-7 peered hypnotically at the glittering point of steel poised over his heart.

Beyond the door of the steel room, Jengis Dhak paused. He peered across the desk to see the terrific damage which the falling bombs had inflicted upon the ship. He heard the roar of water from below as the sea poured into the hull from opened seams. His slant eyes turned glitteringly upon the crew of the Vlasko—men scattering madly to escape the destruction that was raining from the sky.

Scores had been killed. Other scores had leaped over the rail, and were now swimming frantically through heaving waves to which the fumes of burned explosive clung. Still others sprang to follow them. Terror was unmanning the vessel.

Jengis Dhak turned to peer at his military aide. “A plane, on the catapult, Commissar—at once!”

The Mongol strode slowly across the warped deck as the Russian revolutionist hastened to order the few men remaining at their posts. Jengis Dhak returned to the steel-room; his black glance passed Z-7 as though the Washington chief did not exist. He stepped to a wall telephone He touched a button, lifted the receiver. In his thick, guttural voice he issued a command that was a single word: “Strike!”

HIGH in the zenith, in the midst of the turmoil of war, the plane carrying Operator 5 was circling.

He had seen the plunging bombs streak to the decks of the enemy vessel directly below him.

Peering now through his powerful binoculars, he saw the water dotted by men swimming away frantically. The great hulk was already beginning to list, but on its decks, there was still activity.

Jimmy Christopher watched a catapult aboard the ship. Smoke puffed as the mechanism flung a plane into the air, shot it low above the waves. As he peered, he saw the vessel lurch violently, sway on its side. His lens brought to him the name lettered on its bow.

Vlasko!

Jimmy Christopher twisted to his wireless equipment in a frenzy. He spoke sharply into the microphone. “Calling all bombers! Orders!

Abandon the Vlasko as a target! Shift your objective to other ships!”

Again he glanced at the revolutionist plane that had been launched off the catapult. It was flitting close to the water, traveling at a high speed. He reached forward, slapped Lieutenant Kingsley’s shoulder, shouted orders.

“Down to the Vlasko—now!”

The nose of his pursuit dipped. Jimmy Christopher peered intently at the listing hulk.

Wind whipped past him cuttingly. He thought it was caused merely by the swift rate his crate was _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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traveling until the air suddenly grew sharp with an acrid pungency!

Startled, Operator 5 jerked back. His gaze swept over the water and earth below. He saw, blending through the air, a weird change of color!

The water was turning to deep purple. The gray of the American crates was becoming brownish. The earth of the embattled shore was being transformed into blood-red land dotted with vari-colored patches. He raised one hand to peer at it saw that the skin was turning green!

Lieutenant Kingsley, noting the increasing sharpness of the air, twisted back in alarm. His face had become a bright olive. His eyes were sparkling yellow. His features had suddenly become an unnatural mask.

At the same instant, cosmic fury came sweeping across the sky. A rising wind tore out of the zenith, tossing swift currents about the planes circling above the enemy naval vessels. The wrath of the storm mounted swiftly, howling with a savageness that began to muffle out the roaring of the motors in the sky. Over the sea a catastrophic cyclone began to tear.

Operator 5 snatched at his microphone, certain that an electronic ray-generator was shooting its diabolical power into the battle area!

“Calling all units!” he sang out. “Masks on! All planes equipped with air supplies—valves open!

Begin to use your supplies of oxygen!”

Already the oppressiveness of the wild air was making itself felt. Jimmy Christopher saw Lieutenant Kingsley affixing his gas-mask frantically. He brought his own aspirator from the pack on his back, turned the valve of the compressed oxygen tank. Immediately the sense of suffocation that had begun to press down upon him disappeared.

HE LEANED close to the microphone and shouted so that his voice penetrated the fabric and the roaring of the hurricane that was tearing across the sky: “Calling all planes, all naval vessels, all Marine units! Switch firing-pins! Use only electric firearms! Continue your attack without change if possible!”

In the fore-pit, Lieutenant Kingsley was battling desperately against the wild force of the wind. On all sides, planes were wavering, rocking, teetering in the holocaust. The sea was being lashed will terrific wind-power that drove high swells against the clustering ships.

Jengis Dhak had struck!

Operator 5 peered down as his plane see-sawed, strove to locate the center of the force of the electronic ray. He saw the cloud of rainbow color hovering high in the sky, spreading to the coast. He peered back to see the grotesque tint running southward like wet color, engulfing the Pacific fleet, turning the ship brown. He saw the silver of the floating Macon changing to a drab gold. The power of the generator was spreading over a wider area than had ever before been affected.

Operator 5 gripped the cowling grimly, watching the area below in which the color-change was most marked. He saw it shifting, drifting like a huge iridescent cloud, over the earth, spreading destruction over land and sea.

In the planes rocking through the air, pilots and observers had affixed their gas-masks. A quick exchange of firing-pins and cartridge-pans had altered their machine-guns to fire electrically-detonated cartridges. Compressed-air tanks were functioning, furnishing the motors with a combustible mixture that enabled them to continue in flight. The air-battle broke out again, while United States crates fought through the tearing wind to attack staggering revolutionist planes.

On the vessels of the Pacific fleet, Operator 5’s warning had been heeded immediately.

Officers and gun-crews donned gas-masks that supplied them with nascent oxygen. Every man worked with his head enclosed in puffing bags of heavy fabric, peering through owl-like goggles.

Piercing firing-pins, screwed into the breech-plugs of the big guns, were ready for operation even as shells of liquid oxygen and bags of porous carbon replaced the normal powder-charges. Within a few seconds the transformation had been effected; as the electrical detonators flashed, weighty projectiles again went screaming across the sky while gunnery officers struggled to allow for wind and roll and pitch in their ranges.

High in the sky, the Macon found itself embattled by tearing winds. The great dirigible, tossing and rearing, plowed its way through an inescapable hurricane. Its gondola crews had also pulled gas masks over their heads; from heavy compressed-air tanks, through heavy tubing, a swift stream flowed into the engines to keep them revolving. All its eight engines labored with their 4480 horsepower to battle the fury of the winds.
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In the control cabin the oppressive power of the electronic ray had been felt at once. The Commander had instantly ordered gas-masks on.

Officers on the bridge became weird creatures as they peered through huge goggles, faces hidden, tanks strapped to their backs. Breasting the winds, the huge dirigible fought to retain its position near the Pacific fleet.

IN THE control cabin, a girl clung to the rail of the companionway, breathing laboriously through her aspirator, peering anxiously through the broad, circular lens of her mask. Diane Elliott had heard the warning commands of Operator 5

repeated by the officers of the bridge. She peered out the window at a weirdly colored world torn by the torment of the elements. A dread wonder filled her mind—a tortured anxiety for Jimmy Christopher….

Over the archipelago, past the broken shore of Alaska, the effects of the electronic ray-generator spread. The untrained, leaderless army of miners and prospectors and merchants, crowding into the cities and settlements, were engulfed by unbreathable air. Suffocation closed down upon them.

They choked and coughed and struggled for breath which brought them no relief. They tore at their collars, staggered helpless, dropped their guns. Sharpshooters found their weapons useless, saw bullets drop spent from the muzzles of their rifles, felt the grip of inescapable asphyxiation. While cyclonic winds tore about them, the demoniac power of the electronic ray struck thousands helpless….

It was thought of these men, unequipped to battle the effects of the ray, that brought coldness to Operator 5’s heart. From his vantage point, high in the sky, he could see that the destructive power had spread upon them. Grimly, hanging to the cowling of his plane, he scanned the ground, followed the center of the force, marked by the most vivid color change, as it shifted.

His mind charted the swinging course of that center. His eyes drew lines to possible points of emanation. He noted that the effects were concentrated south of the position of the enemy naval vessels; he felt sure that a generator concealed somewhere inland was shafting its beam across that of another generator unit operating from one of the vessels. As he saw the great color-cloud swing, he noted a polychromatic arm reaching to point—indicating, in a purple sea, the listing hulk of the Vlasko.

He shouted on order to Lieutenant Kingsley through a specially-constructed speaking tube which sent the pursuit plunging.

“Down—alongside that ship!”

Through the tearing winds, Kingsley drove the crate in a rocking, erratic spiral. Operator 5

twisted, drew from a compartment behind his pit the folded rubber of an inflatable boat. He quickly attached a supply-hose to its valve, reached back to turn the nozzle of a compression tank. As the plane howled down, he began the inflation of the boat.

The amphibian slashed into a running, purple swell. Wings dipped into the water; then it rode the waves. Operator 5 swung the rubber boat over the cowling, released the compression valve again. The boat stiffened swiftly under pressure.

Kingsley gripped it while Operator 5 sprang up, drawing oars from the tail compartment.

“God—you’ll be capsized!” the pilot screeched through his speaking-tube.

Operator 5 crouched down into the boat. The tearing winds tugged at it, making it drift. He stroked the paddles, directed its course across the swells as a swift air-current led it. He peered at the swaying, listing hulk of the Vlasko—its rail covered again and again by the rolling swells, slanted deck awash.

Operator 5 gripped the rail as the wind crushed him close to it. He whipped a rope into a tight knot to hold the boat, waited until the water receded, then leaped upon the glistening deck. He clambered desperately up the steep incline, grasping handholds, swinging to grip the jamb of an open door. He slipped his electric automatic level; electric wires trailed from it to batteries carried in his pocket. He scanned the deck and found it deserted.

HE WAVED his arms at Kingsley, who was peering at him through mask and goggles from the rocking amphibian. Kingsley settled to the controls, understanding that the signal was directing him to a position near the bow of the listing vessel. As the motor roared and the floats cut red spray from the purple sea, Operator 5

twisted to scan the deck again.

He noted a superstructure erected above the bridge; he saw brilliant light shining from its windows. Grimly, electric automatic still leveled, _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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he moved to an open door—paused, staring through it in cold consternation.

Against a steel wall inside that room he saw a man standing rigid—Z-7! The Washington chief was straining every muscle to flatten away from a white-hot point of steel which a ticking mechanism had now almost stabbed into his scorching skin.

Head raised in agony, eyes clamped shut, he was waiting for that searing point to drive into his body….

Jimmy Christopher sprang through the door, steadying himself against the rocking of the sloping deck. Through the tearing roar of the winds, a sharp cry came: “Jimmy! Jimmy!”

Sagging from the pipe, still bound hand and foot, Tim Donovan peered through tear-burned eyes at Operator 5.

Jimmy Christopher lurched into the room. He shouldered against the wall, working his way toward Z-7. The Washington chief heard the thump of his heels against the floor, twisted his head to peer. His face was a tortured mask; from the skin of his chest wisping fumes were rising as the flesh seared. But the light of frantic hope sprang into his eyes when he recognized the man who approached.

Operator 5 reached up to grip the V-shaped spider to which the white-hot point was affixed. He jerked it backward, away from Z-7. Across the thunder-filled room, Tim Donovan called: “The switch, Jimmy! The switch!”

Operator 5 saw the boy’s widened eyes directed at the circuit cut-off bolted to the wall of the room. He lurched up the sloping floor toward it. He seized the handle, snapped it down. He saw the whiteness of the raised point dying into a gleaming red. He slipped back to the wall and slid toward his chief.

Z-7 was sagging. “Steady!” Operator 5

urged, encouragingly.

He drew a knife through the pocketslit of his coveralls. He bared its blade, bore hard against the ropes binding Z-7. As they parted, the Washington chief slumped down, supporting himself on hands and knees. Operator 5’s hand seized his shoulder, helped him brace against the wall.

Z-7’s chest was covered with reddened, running, blistered skin. “Hold on, Chief! You’ve got to get off this ship! It’s going down!”

Z-7 struggled dazedly toward the door as Jimmy Christopher forced his way up the slope toward Tim Donovan. Again the sharp blade of the knife bit through the ropes. The boy fell away from the pipe, sprawled down the slope of the floor. Jimmy Christopher slid after him, shouted through the raging of the windstorm: “Out on the deck, Tim! After the Chief! Signal Kingsley! He’ll understand!”

THE exhausted boy struggled to the opposite door. A wave washed high across the inclined deck swilling water into the room. Beyond, Z-7

was clinging desperately to a funnel. Jimmy Christopher waited until Tim was clinging beside the chief, waving frantically to the amphibian riding the swells Then he swung up onto the deck, moved toward the bridge.

Through the windows of the superstructure the gleam was still shining, intense even in the sunlight. Toward it, the arm of color in the air was still reaching, though none of the effects of the electronic ray were striking the Vlasko. Operator 5

dashed toward the companionway leading to the bridge; he clung as the hulk rocked, worked his way up with much exertion.

He struggled close to the door of the superstructure, reached for the handle, jerked back, swinging the way open. Out of the housing, a blinding light beat, bringing a searing heat with it. Against the glare, the form of a man was silhouetted. He jerked up from the handles of the control unit which was swinging the electronic beam steadily back and forth across the battle area. He glimpsed Operator 5, gas-masked, a weird figure, springing toward him.

Josef Stratski’s hand flashed to aim a vicious automatic at Jimmy Christopher.

Operator 5’s weapon exploded—twice, in quick succession. Though he had stepped into the blasting ray of the electronic generator, he felt none of its effects except its driving heat; his electric gun blasted defiance to its power. Two violent explosions roared into the enclosed space, the second ringing deafening after the bellow of the first. Two bullets sped from the bore.

The first slug flung Josef Stratski violently against the hot giant bulb. The second drilled through the glass. Instantly a report shook the whole superstructure. A rush of air into the vacuum flung Stratski forcibly backward. He fell to the base of the shattered tube with fragments of glass snowed upon him.
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Operator 5 backed out, steadying himself, peering at Stratski through his misted goggles.

Stratski did not move. He was dead.

And now, as Jimmy Christopher flung himself down the companionway, the fury of the wind grew even greater. Over the sky and the earth; still more powerful gusts tore, lashing the waves, billowing great clouds of dust from the shore, snarling among the planes rocking aloft. Second by second the violence of the cyclone mounted while normal colors began to return to the earth, marking the cessation of the electronic ray’s power.

Swells of water—water losing its poisonous purple hue—washed over the decks of the settling Vlasko. Jimmy Christopher clung to the companionway-rail while the tumultuous purging of the air readied a roaring climax, began to diminish in power. When he sensed the quieting of the winds, he tore off his gas mask and sprang across the sharply sloping deck.

AT THE rail, forward, Z-7 and Tim Donovan were clinging weakly. Down from the sky, two amphibians were howling. Risking the danger of the running swells, they swerved to bring their floats in contact with the troubled water. They rocked violently as Jimmy Christopher worked his way precariously toward his chief and the boy.

He detached the rubber boat, dragged it toward them as rushing water surged about him, waist-deep. He shouted orders that sent Tim climbing into the boat. He helped Z-7 aboard it.

Immediately the boy seized the paddles, began stroking away from the Vlasko.

“Jimmy! The ship’s going down!”

“Coming, Tim!” As the boat surged away, Jimmy Christopher shrugged off the harness of his oxygen-mask. He sprang over the rail, hung a moment, leaped into a rising swell. Swiftly, powerfully, he swam toward the plane containing Lieutenant Kingsley bobbing dizzily a few rods away. His strong, sure strokes brought him to it quickly.

He climbed, bracing against a float and struts, clambered over the cowling. He peeled off the sodden coveralls and flung them away.

Peering across the billowing water, he waited tensely until he saw Z-7 safe aboard one of the planes that had come down, until Tim Donovan dragged aboard the other.

Then Operator 5 slapped Kingsley’s shoulder and shouted: “Up!” The motor surged out its power. Running across the rolling sea, it leaped swiftly into the air. Operator 5 peered back, saw that the two other planes rising off the surface, climbing. The swells were breaking heavily over the Vlasko now. It was settling heavily into the sea, a ship of doom….

Jimmy Christopher snapped orders into his microphone. “Calling all flying units not equipped with compressors and still grounded! Takeoff at once! Calling all stations! Continued use of aspirators and electrical detonators is unnecessary. The electronic ray-generator has been destroyed!”

As the plane roared up, Operator 5 peered upon a world that had returned to its normal colors. Beyond the coast, he knew, the air had become breathable again. The electronic force had not played upon any area long enough to completely asphyxiate men even without the artificial oxygen supply. Though the power had struck across the American defense units swiftly, it had passed before its full force of destruction could act.

A report rang into Operator 5’s earphones: “The Marines have landed!” Another followed immediately.

“Rear Admiral Monroe, aboard the Macon, calling Operator 5! In some manner, Asiatics have managed to board the dirigible! They are swarming down the catwalks, fighting the gondola crews! It is an attempt at seizure!”

Jimmy Christopher jerked up to peer across the sky. Far in the south, the silver of the dirigible was glistening in the sun. A flock of revolutionary planes were swarming about it. Admiral Monroe’s voice again called desperately: “For God’s sake—

we are threatened with the loss of the dirigible!”

Operator 5 thumped Lieutenant Kingsley’s shoulder. “To the Macon!” he ordered. “Top speed!”


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Conqueror’s Doom


OPERATOR 5’s plane carried him swiftly toward the floating dirigible. Sunlight glistened _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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over its silver length as Kingsley hurled the pursuit-plane high above it. Jimmy Christopher peered down upon the glistening island in the air, slapped his pilot’s back again. “Circle!”

From the tail compartment he dragged the harness and pack of a parachute. Kingsley’s eyes widened in alarm as he turned back to glimpse Operator 5 tightening the buckles. He sent the plane soughing through a circle that carried it again toward the glistening back of the dirigible.

Operator 5 pulled himself over the cowling.

He judged the distance hastily; he swung out, clung tightly while the wind tore at him. Once more Kingsley flung the crate around, bringing it over the giant ship again.

Jimmy Christopher leaped. He spun out into the gulf twisting. The plane howled away from him as he dropped; long seconds passed. He jerked at the rip-cord and instantly the pilot’chute flicked out; following it rapidly the silk stretched like a fluttering streamer, instantly flattened as it caught the air.

Swinging, Operator 5 peered down toward the silver mass below him. He pulled shroud-lines to spill air from the silken bell, swung himself toward the center of the great air monster’s back.

His deft maneuvering guided him almost to the very center of the Macon’s envelope as he sank.

As his feet were about to touch, he jerked them up and squirmed to flatten himself. He slid against the silvered fabric and stretched out.

Silencing into the elastic envelope, he squirmed over, jerked desperately at the shrouds. The air spilled from the ‘chute; it fell flaccid against the rippling silver surface.

Jimmy Christopher wriggled out of the pack-harness; the wind, tugging at the light bell, dragged it away. It went sliding, flickering over the side. Operator 5, keeping himself as flat as possible so that his weight would not rip the fabric of the dirigible and plunge him through it, crawled along until he felt the firmness of a girder under him; he pulled himself to straddle it.

He worked himself forward quickly. As he progressed, he found a raw edge of fabric fluttering ahead of him. Sliding on until he could reach it, he discovered that an opening had been slashed into the outer envelope of the dirigible.

Within the space beneath, duralumin girders formed gigantic, rigid webs.

Operator 5 lowered himself through the gash, clung to the bean. Wind swished around him steadily; from all sides came the stealthy whispering of the great silken bags containing helium, murmuring as they worked against the cordage dividing each section of the rigid ship. He saw their loose folds fluttering as he swung to lower himself along one of the radiating girders.

He slid until he reached the railing of the uppermost catwalk He sprang upon it nimbly.

ON THE bridge of the Macon’s cabin, officers stood at controls they dared not leave.

Rear Admiral Monroe faced the commander of the dirigible, pale, appalled. Through the swishing of the wind as the great ship drove across the sky he had heard shots—shots that might rip the gas envelopes and send the craft plunging into the sea. He turned abruptly as an officer swung into the cabin exclaiming: “The enemy in every gondola, sir! Our crew is holding their own, and they’ll down those devils—but the ship may be damaged!”

“How did those Asiatics get aboard this ship?” Admiral Monroe demanded.

“By parachutes, sir! Through the outer envelope and down to the catwalks! God knows how many!”

“Order the engines stopped!” the commander snapped. “Send every able man out of the gondolas. Make sure none of those devils is hiding anywhere in the frame! The devil only knows what they’re up to!”

As the officer repeated the commands urgently over the dirigible’s telephone system, Rear Admiral Monroe turned to peer at the girl on the bridge. Her small hands were tightened into fists; her luminous eyes were rounded, her red lips parted. He smiled at her tartly.

“So!” he growled, “Your boss sent you aboard to get a story, did he, young lady? Well, you’re getting it!”

Diane Elliot’s chin raised. “I’m getting it,” she retorted, “and I’ll send it back! As long as Jimmy Christopher—”

She broke off abruptly; her face flashed pale.

At her anxious gaze the Admiral turned with a mutter. His motions froze. The commander whipped about too; a gasp choked in his throat.

Every officer in the cabin turned to stare incredulously at the figure which had appeared.

Garbed in a silken, red robe, his lean, mask-like face impassive, his long-nailed hands enfolded in his loose sleeves, his movements _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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soundless and gliding, his slanted black eyes shining with a merciless light, an inscrutable Mongol stood before them.

Jengis Dhak!

He spoke in a voice that was a droning whisper: “I command you to surrender this craft!”

Rear Admiral Monroe thwarted in sudden fury: “Whoever you are, you can go to hell!”

The officer beside him darted a hand toward a service-automatic lying on the table. With lightning swiftness, one of Jengis Dhak’s lean hands flashed from the loose sleeve enveloping it.

The flame of a bullet flashed through the air on the instant. From the officer who had reached for the weapon, a choking gurgling cry came. He spilled to the floor with his throat bullet-torn.

“Resistance,” the quickened voice of the Mongol droned, “is futile!”

Diane Elliot recoiled slowly from the commanding red figure. Revulsion filled her eyes—and Jengis Dhak, flashing black eyes toward her, saw it. His mask-like face took on a harder cast. His gun steadied, forcing the officers in the cabin into motionlessness.

“Since you refuse to obey my order,” he drawled, “I have no alternative but to kill you.”

As his gun glittered, he raised his other hand from the folds of the robe. He brought into sight a black sphere, shining like polished ebony—a ball held gracefully between the tips of his fingers. He raised it slowly until it reached the level of his shoulder….

“This sphere,” he explained, “is of fragile glass. It contains cacodyl isocyanide. One breath of it will prove fatal to you. I shall, of course, be able to protect myself from its effects. You have, you see, no choice but to die.”

He raised the ball higher, poising to hurl it. It glittered as brightly as the ebon of his merciless eyes. His droning voice whispered again “Death greets you—now!”

His muscles jerked to dash the sphere into the center of the cabin as the officers cried out huskily, as Diane Elliot stepped back in terror….

BUT the black ball did not fly to liberate its doom. Through the doorway behind Jengis Dhak, a white hand appeared, swinging swiftly to grasp the fingers that clutched the bomb. It clamped tightly, imprisoning the ball of death within the yellow claws. Operator 5 stepped into the room behind the Mongol.

Jengis Dhak spun. His movement twisted his automatic toward Jimmy Christopher even as it slipped his grip free of the bomb and left it in Operator 5’s hand. His finger snapped tight on the trigger as a blow struck his arm—a stiff fingered blow that brought paralysis into the nerves of his arm.

His hand dropped. The automatic twisted from his fingers. He backed away as Jimmy Christopher’s weapon swung level toward him.

The flash of the gun-metal in the light was a signal that sent Jengis Dhak upon Operator 5 with a ferocious leap. A jiujutsu blow had robbed him of his automatic; now he replied in kind. He seized Jimmy Christopher’s wrist, leaned swiftly, twisting it until the bones of the wrist crunched and gritted.

He whirled away as Jimmy Christopher stood frozen by the intense pain that seized him.

The Mongol leaped out of the cabin.

Operator 5’s numb fingers loosened from his gun as he sprang to follow. He hurled the black ball through an open window. He saw the red robe flickering up a ladder past the officers’ quarters; as quickly as he could mount with one hand useless, he followed.

Jengis Dhak fled along the high catwalk toward the blunt nose of the dirigible. Operator 5

hurried after him. The chase led toward the turret-like platform provided as a means for mooring the ship.

There, against the blue of the sky, the Mongol whirled. He faced Operator 5 with his long-nailed hands rising. Jimmy Christopher stepped slowly closer, while wind soughed past them, while hoarse cries sounded from below.

They confronted each other with steady eyes—

Jengis Dhak’s black and glittering, Operator 5’s midnight-dark, shining with a deep light. The Mongol’s lean, powerful body tensed for a spring as his claws flexed to reach for Jimmy Christopher’s throat.

“The blight you have put upon the world, Jengis Dhak,” Jimmy Christopher grated, “can be wiped away by one agency alone—death!”

Poising, straining, the Mongol gathered his strength to spring….

Operator 5’s left hand darted toward the buckle of his belt. A sharp click sounded. A swift jerk drew the narrow leather sheath from the belt-loops, flung it into the air, baring the supple blade _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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of Toledo steel. It whipped like lightning, needle-pointed, razor-sharp—as the Mongol leaped.

A shrill scream tore from Jengis Dhak’s colorless lips; his claws slashed desperately at Operator 5’s throat—dropped. Stepping back quickly, Jimmy Christopher held his rapier poised—a blade now darkened with blood. Across the crimson of Jengis Dhak’s robe a fresh redness flowed—the color of doom.

As the robed figure twisted in agony, plunging across the platform, Operator 5 did not move.

From below a shout sounded: “The crew’s overpowering those devils! We’re cleaning ‘em out! The ship’s all right—not hurt! We’ve got ‘em, sir!”

And another cry: “Jimmy!” Diane Elliot hurried to Operator 5’s side. She found him alone on the platform, peering out into the blue of the sky. She seized his hand, found it cold. Her gaze followed his as he stepped forward to peer down into space.

Fluttering red shone in the air a plunging figure. It struck the water and disappeared. Over it waves lashed as though to wipe out all traces of the existence of the Mongol conqueror who had met defeat—whom the black death of the sea had claimed….

THE singing oscillator of the Macon’s wireless flashed a message which was echoed from coast to coast of the United States by the thunder of printing presses. Extra edition after extra edition flooded into city streets while broadcasting antennae lightninged each new dispatch from the north.

ALASKAN INVADERS ROUTED!

RED AIR RAIDERS REPULSED!

ALL ENEMY SHIPS DESTROYED!

The momentous news flashed over the radio: “Ladies and gentlemen of the radio audience, the Marines are in command of all coastal cities and settlements in Alaska! The evacuation is at an end! Families are returning to their homes. The gallant, untrained army of miners drove before them the Asiatic invaders and achieved a signal victory! The towns against which the revolutionist attack was centered are broken and burned—but they are occupied by Americans again!”

Other headlines read:

MEX BORDER ATTACK FAILS!

ARMY REPULSES PEON REBELS!

AIR CORPS REPORTS SURRENDER!

The radio went on again: “Acting upon secret information flashed from the war zone, ladies and gentlemen, United States Intelligence operators organized this morning a concerted drive which resulted in the death and capture of scores of undercover agents who were part of the gigantic espionage system organized by Jengis Dhak and Josef Stratski The breaking of the spy ring, which was waiting to strike when the invasion of the United States began, wipes out a hidden menace to the safety of this country!”

PACIFIC FLEET BOMBARDS

REVOLUTIONARY VESSELS:

FORCES THEM INTO SEA

STATES AGAIN SAFE!

“The threat of an uprising of Asiatics within the country has been averted by the concerted action of police units and National Guardsmen!

Many secret headquarters, arsenals containing firearms, gas-bombs, and every type of light armament, have been uncovered and seized! The internal situation is under control!”

JENGHIS DHAK, STRATSKI, BOTH DEAD!

ASIATICS LEFT MILITARY LEADERS!

INVASION HAS COLLAPSED;

PEACE RESTORED!

IN THE living-room of a modest brownstone house in the East Forties of Manhattan, an almost delirious happiness prevailed. It was the home of John Christopher, ex-Operator Q-6. Swift planes had returned Operator 5 to the United States, and after a conference with the General Staff in Washington, he had come immediately to this house.

“Good work, Dad!” he congratulated his father. “You handled Z-7’s job like a veteran while he was in Alaska. You’ve certainly broken Jengis _______________________________________________________________________________________________
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Dhak’s espionage ring. It will never operate again!”

The wan-faced man smiled slowly. “I did it only because of the information you and Z-7 sent me, son,” he declared. “I deserve no credit. From the very beginning, you were the key-man in the situation. All honor goes to you.”

“Gee, Jimmy!” Tim Donovan exclaimed. “It was the worst day I ever lived through while I was flying to Alaska with Z-7. I thought you’d gone down in that burning plane and—well—Gee, Jimmy! I’m glad you’re back!”

Diane Elliot was watching Operator 5’s face quietly, a mist in her eyes. The first important news dispatches to reach the United States following the great Alaskan counter-attack had borne her name. They had attracted world-wide attention, brought her acclaim as a courageous reporter, yet her achievement meant far less to her now than the pride she felt in the commanding part Jimmy Christopher played during those crucial hours.

Her richly-red lips curved in a smile as Operator 5 gazed at her. “Di, is the day ever coming when you’re going to keep yourself out of dangerous predicaments?”

“Certainly, Jimmy,” she answered quietly.

“And on that same day, you’re going to settle down and avoid taking terrific risks yourself!”

The telephone jangled and Nan Christopher, Operator 5’s twin sister, turned from the instrument to say: “Washington is calling, Jimmy!”

He took the receiver and heard Z-7’s voice.

“My boy, I am ‘phoning from the White House. I have just reported to the President your handling of the Alaskan situation. He is here now, and he wishes to speak to you.”

The voice that followed was brisk, yet grave—commanding, yet warmly affectionate.

“Operator 5,” the President said, “I want to tell you personally that I, and all members of the Cabinet, fully appreciate what you have done, and we thank you from the bottom of our hearts. I only wish that every man, woman and child in the country might know of your fine patriotism and courage. I wish you would come to Washington so that I may thank you again and shake your hand.”

“I’ll come gladly, Mr. President.”

“We are now,” the President continued, “past all danger. The Emperor of Japan and the head of the Soviet government have both cabled me that they are taking every possible means to stamp out the last embers of the revolution within their respective countries. We are aiding the Mexican.

government to reestablish itself. From all quarters come assurances of peace.

“Most of all we are indebted to you for saving a highly valuable territory which we have failed to protect adequately. Needless to say, we will establish air bases in Alaska at once, provide it with coast defenses, and create an Alaskan fleet.

Even now we are beginning the task of reconstruction, building strong defenses for our last frontier. Never again will we face the threat of invasion from that quarter.”

“Your assurance of that, Mr. President,”

Operator 5 said quietly, “is sufficient reward for anything I may have done.”

A FEW hours later, a taxi drew to the curb in front of a staid apartment building in the East Sixties of New York. Operator 5 alighted. As he strode through the entrance, the doorman greeted him: “Good evening, Mr. Walsh.”

Mr. Walsh mounted to the Seventh floor, opened a steel door with a key of which no duplicate existed, and entered the bedroom. By means of a mechanism actuated by a motor, a relay and a photoelectric cell, he legged out the window, climbed down into the dark space flanking the building. He swung to the balcony of the adjoining structure while the rope ladder automatically coiled up again. He passed through another empty apartment, entered a corridor, pressed a button above a card engraved: Carleton Victor.

A manservant opened the door and greeted Operator 5: “Good evening, Mr. Victor.”

“Good evening, Crowe.”

Crowe, who served Victor devotedly as manservant, did not dream that his master was anything but the renowned photographer who maintained sumptuous studios on Fifth Avenue to which world celebrities came to have their portraits made. He was completely unaware that Carleton Victor was only a convenient mask behind which Operator 5’s identity was hidden.

He took Victor’s hat and gloves and cane, said: “I am delighted that you’re back, sir.”

“I trust,” Victor said, “nothing has occurred to disturb you, Crowe.”

“Disturb me, sir? No, sir.”
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“I thought it might have made you uneasy, Crowe, to think that a Mongol Emperor of millions of Asiatic subjects might assume the rule of the United States. I thought it might have occasioned you some concern to read in the newspapers that a devastating invasion of this country was repulsed only with great difficulty.”

Crowe’s eyebrows arched. “Mongol, sir?

Emperor? Invasion? I’m afraid, sir, I don’t understand. I never read the newspapers, you see; sir. Do you think sir, that there is some occasion for alarm?”

Carleton Victor sighed. “There is nothing, Crowe,” he said, “which should worry you in the slightest—now.”

THE END
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