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The league of war monsters
By Curtis Steele ( Frederick C. Davis )

A group of bitter men—a secret League of War¥%was ready to plunge the
world into a new, earth-wide conflict. They issued orders, and bloody
organized murder was loosed in the heart of Europe! And behind this
carnage, a single man was scheming to make himself the Dictator of the
World! Never before had a single person conceived such a colossal plan for
profiting from the slaughter of humans. He had overcome all obstacles—
except one lone avenger, Operator 5, America's secret service ace. Can
Jimmy Christopher, keep the nations of the world from hurling themselves
into a war which can bring nothing but universal defeat, misery, and
slavery?
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CHAPTER ONE
Boomerang Torpedoes

WITH spindrift lashing across its glistening
deck, the Patrol Cruiser Mercury sliced its way
through a running, inky sea. The broken coastline
of Maryland lay far behind it now. Ahead loomed
vast darkness curtaining the Atlantic—darkness
which was complete and empty until sparkling
lights appeared in the distance, marking the
positions of ships. Across the heaving miles of
sea the Coast Guard craft was driving at top
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speed toward them. The ships were those of the
Atlantic Fleet of the United States Navy, arrayed
in battle formation.

On the deck of the Mercury, clad in dripping
oilskins, head bowed against the whipping ocean
wind, a young man stood watching the blinking of
an electric heliograph which was flashing a
message from one of the battleships to another.
The message was couched in a double code, yet
the keen-eyed young man read it without
difficulty. The blueness of his alert eyes grew
darker as the words came flickering out of the
night:
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SWEEPERS REPORT NO FINDING—
CONTINUE TO PROCEED WITH CAUTION—
ALL OFFICERS MUST REMAIN ON DUTY—

TAKE EVERY  PRECAUTION  AGAINST
REPETITION OF  DISASTER—RACHARD,
COMMANDING.

The young man's eyes narrowed with a grim
tightness. He knew the details of the catastrophe
which had shaken the Atlantic Fleet late that
afternoon, though the news had been rigidly
suppressed and the newspapers had carried
scarcely a hint, for it would have appalled the
people of the United States had they known. It
was a disaster graver and more fraught with
possibilities of serious international complications,
than any other which had ever struck ships of war
in time of peace.

Word of the catastrophe had flashed by
wireless from the flagship of the Atlantic Fleet to
the Secretary of the Navy in Washington. The
Secretary of the Navy had immediately relayed it
to the Chief of the United States Intelligence
Service. The secret director of all under-cover
Intelligence operations in the United States had
not hesitated in selecting a man to handle the
vital case.

His choice was the young man who was
designated, in the secret archives of the
Intelligence Service, as Operator 5. A copy of that
first startling message rested now in a pocket of
Operator 5's coat:

. SWW . . . TERRIFIC EXPLOSION
STRUCK DESTROYER DECATUR 5:13 EST ...
POWER STRUCK AT WATER LINE . . .
DECATUR SINKING MY OPINION
DESTROYER RAMMED CONCEALED MINE . . .
MANEUVERS ABANDONED AND MINE
SWEEPERS SEARCHING . .. ALL POSSIBLE
ASSISTANCE BEING RUSHED DECATUR BUT
ATTEMPT PROBABLY HOPELESS
RACHARD R A COMMANDING....

Following it, a second terse, dismaying
communication had flashed through the ether:

... SWW ... 529 EST ... DECATUR
FOUNDERED HUNDREDS LOST
RACHARD COMMANDING . . .

The people of the United States still did not
know that a mysterious power had annihilated a
ship of the Atlantic Fleet, nor that America's
under-cover ace was riding a gleaming deck to
battle a deep hidden intrigue which was even at
that moment threatening the very existence of the
nation....

FROM THE BRIDGE of the battleship
Pennsylvania, Rear Admiral Rachard,
Commander of the Atlantic Fleet, watched lights
sparkling across the swells as the Mercury
heaved close. His face was gray lined; his eyes,
bitter. He scarcely moved until an officer entered
the bridge-house carrying a message, and his thin
lips pressed more tightly at what he heard:

"The mine-sweepers continue to flash
negative reports, sir. If there are more mines here
they are so well concealed that there is no hope
of finding them."

Rachard's voice rasped. "We'll find them!
When another ship runs into one—and goes
down!"

He peered grimly at the shining battle deck,
at movements along the rail. A young man legged
over nimbly from the accommodation ladder;
following him with eager quickness came a
bright-eyed boy. They strode forward together.
Rear Admiral Rachard gazed at them in
astonishment, descended quickly to meet them.
Operator 5 extended an envelope. The
Commander ripped it open, read a brief message
signed by the Secretary of the Navy and
identifying the bearer. His eyes shone with
surprise.

"l received a code message that you were
coming, Operator 5," he said quietly. "l scarcely
expected to see so young a man."

Operator 5 smiled slowly. "I am at your
service, Admiral Rachard. The Secretary
informed you that my identity is not to be
disclosed to even your most trusted.”

"Yes, of course! But | am still astonished by
your youth. Even so, your presence here is vastly
reassuring."

Admiral Rachard's keen gaze dropped as
Operator 5's hand rose. That hand was marked by
a peculiar scar of black and white and gray,
formed in the semblance of a spread-winged
American eagle. As Operator 5's fingers flexed,
toying with his watch-charm, its wings seemed to
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strain as though for flight. The golden ornament
on Operator 5's watch-chain drew the
Commander's eyes magnetically. It was a
glittering skull and crossbones, its eyes ruby red.
In the dim light of the battle deck, it flashed with a
significant symbolism.

"And | expected,” Admiral Rachard went on
quietly, his gaze shifting to the boy standing at
Operator 5's side, "that you would come alone."

Operator 5 answered quietly, "This is my
unofficial assistant—Tim Donovan."

The boy grinned as Admiral Rachard
acknowledged the introduction. He was in his
early teens; his face was freckled, his nose
pugnaciously tilted. His grin was broad and
toothy, his eyes shining with alertness. As he
gripped the Commander's hand, Rachard noticed
a strange ring he was wearing—a death's-head
against a black background, and on the forehead
of the skull the mystic numeral 5.

"You may speak freely before Tim," Operator
5 said. "You may trust him with your complete
confidence. He is too young to be a member of
the Intelligence Service, though he will become
one of us the moment he reaches the proper age.
He is as courageous and capable as any operator
in the service."

The boy replied: "l didn't do much!”

"You've helped more than you realize,
old-timer," Operator 5 answered. He glanced
quickly at his wrist-watch. "Admiral Rachard, | am
in a great hurry. It's imperative that | return to
keep a certain appointment in Washington
tonight.”

THE Commander strode toward his private
quarters briskly. Operator 5 and Tim Donovan
followed him. He closed the door tightly, turned to
regard the pair with intent scrutiny. His voice was
a low rumble: "I must warn you, Operator 5, that
we have already done everything possible to
discover why the Decatur sank. We have no
results to report. A valuable unit of our fleet has
been annihilated—and before God, sir, we don't
know why or how!"

"Your first report stated the belief that a mine
had sunk the destroyer,” Operator 5 reminded the
commander.

"Yes, but¥:" Rachard shrugged. "If it was a
mine, it must have been laid some time ago. It
seems incredible that an enemy could have laid

mines so close to our coast without being
discovered. And our sweepers have been unable
to find others. Yet the sinking of the Decatur was
not an accident. The destruction of that ship
means that some nation is making secret war
against us!”

"Then we agree,” Operator 5 declared,
quietly, "that there is danger that other ships will
be destroyed—"

Admiral Rachard's eyes blazed.
Have you information that—"

"I can say nothing about any information
which | may possess,” Operator 5 interrupted
quietly. "Preparations for war are being made
feverishly all over the world, particularly in
Europe. The out-break of the new World War is
imminent. That powerful efforts will be made to
involve the United States, once the new
European conflict breaks out, is certain. The
sinking of the Decatur may be an attempt to
arouse war hysteria even before that war exists!"

Admiral Rachard's gaze became a glare.
"We know," he declared, "that European nations
are not only arming for war—anticipating its
outbreak by training their armies with war games.
It is not difficult to imagine these ‘games'
becoming actual war even before a declaration
has been uttered!"

"We understand each other, Admiral
Rachard,” Operator 5 declared quietly. "It is no
secret that we are menaced by a possibility of war
both from the East and from the West. Our naval
operations, with which you are thoroughly
familiar, openly testify to the situation. But—we
dare not jump at conclusions. The situation is too
critical. We must act only upon facts."

"The facts in this case,” the Commander of
the Atlantic Fleet retorted, "are plain enough.
Today we were drawn into battle-formation for
torpedo practice. Suddenly, without warning, a
terrific explosion struck the stern of the Decatur
and instantly she was sinking. Within a few
minutes she was gone. It was not, | repeat
positively, an accident—nor was it an explosion
aboard the ship. It was deliberately planned and
the power hit from the sea. We have scarcely
dared move since then for fear of striking another
mine."

"What?

OPERATOR 5's eyes darkened thoughtfully.
"Were the results of your torpedo practice
satisfactory?"
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"Until the final torpedo was launched, yes.
The explosion that rocked the Decatur occurred at
about the time we expected the last torpedo to hit
its target. The Decatur was directly behind the
Pennsylvania at the time. In the confusion, our
observations were completely upset. The torpedo
missed its mark and so far we have not recovered
it."

Operator 5 said, after a moment of thought:
"I suggest that we reconstruct the conditions
under which the explosion took place. Your ships
are still in the same relative positions. | should
like you to fire a torpedo at an imaginary target so
that | may watch it."

Admiral Rachard looked puzzled. "Very well,
if you wish," he said, "though | hardly see how
that will be any help.”

"There is some reason why your
minesweepers have found nothing,"” Operator 5
answered. "Firing another torpedo may tell us a
great deal.”

Rear Admiral Rachard stepped to the door.
Operator 5's quiet words stopped him.

"Do you, by any chance,” Operator 5
guestioned quietly, "know of a man in your
personnel named Anton Yussov?”

"I have never heard of him."

"Very well," Operator 5 replied softly. "Please
issue your orders, Commander."

Rachard opened the door and strode away
briskly. Operator 5 stepped upon the deck with
Tim Donovan following quietly. A tension
tightened the air, a nervous reflection of the
startling disaster that had struck the fleet so
mysteriously in the open, sun-washed sea. Tim
Donovan gazed into Operator 5's eyes with a
solemn curiosity, and quietly asked:

"Jimmy—who is Anton Yussov?"

James Christopher—known officially as
Operator 5—smiled slowly.

"The man known as Anton Yussov,” he
answered, "is an international spy—but more than
a spy, Tim. We have been interested in him
because, months ago, our agents in Europe
reported that he had disappeared. | believe that
he is now in the United States, incognito. The
information we have on him is startling in the light
of what happened to the Decatur this afternoon.
As for that, Tim—no ring of international spies
was ever so dangerous as the Secret League
of—"

He broke off abruptly as Commander
Rachard strode near. "The torpedo is about to be
fired,” the Admiral announced. "You will be able
to watch from the bridge. A searchlight will follow
it. | still can't see how this can help us solve the
mystery of the sinking of the Decatur."

"Let us watch that torpedo—and wait,"
Operator 5 said quietly.

Rachard, his keen eyes studying Jimmy
Christopher, led the way to the bridge. There he
spoke crisply to an officer who about-faced and
saluted. Operator 5 scanned that officer's
dark-lined features as orders were given him.

"A torpedo is to be launched immediately,
Captain Macklin. Our target is still in position, and
we will fire at it. | want you to install a new
gyroscope yourself."

JIMMY CHRISTOPHER watched Captain
Macklin as he descended from the bridge, and a
new darkness came into his eyes. He peered out
over the dark water as the Commander came to
his side. Below, he saw the protruding torpedo
tubes, the crew in action at them. They pointed at
a target—hidden, until the eye of a powerful
searchlight blazed, and a white shaft shot out
across the swells to Bash upon a low-floating
object. Then, swiftly, the beam swung back, ready
to follow the wake of the projectile as it knifed into
the water.

"You doubtless know,” Admiral Rachard
explained, as the activity about the torpedo-tubes
continued, "that torpedoes become corroded by
the sea air in time, and that this corrosion affects
their accuracy. Ours, however, are just out of the
factory. The gyroscope units, which keep the
vertical rudders in a fixed position, are changed
after a period of time as a matter of routine. The
replacement units are kept in jars, sealed at the
plant where they are made, completely immersed
in oil. You heard my orders to Captain Macklin.
The torpedo we are about to fire should show
perfect action.”

Operator 5, his eyes narrowed, merely
nodded. He watched the crew at the launching
tubes intently. He saw the sleek torpedo cradled
and rammed into place; he saw the breech
locked, and men turn the valves of compressed
air pipe-lines. Back and forth between the ship
and the target, the beam of the searchlight
flicked; in a moment the activity ceased. The
signal to fire was awaited.
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Suddenly, a breathy explosion sounded. Out
of the tube the gleaming torpedo leaped,
twenty-two feet of shining metal propelled into the
surging sea! It dove with propellers whirling,
stirring a white wake against the black waves.
Carrying five hundred pounds of high explosive,
travelling at a speed of more than thirty miles an
hour, it plunged through the water while the beam
of the searchlight flashed to follow its swift
course.

"Keep that light on it!" Admiral Rachard's
command rang sharply. "Prepare to see—"

He broke off, peering at the bubbling line of
foam shining in the shaft. He gave a quick
glance. His eyes widened, and saw Operator 5
leaning forward intently, aware of nothing save
the white wake. Again he stared, and . blurted in
astonishment: "What the devil! Where did they
aim that torpedo? It's going to miss the target!
It's—steady with that light!"

An appalled silence fell in the bridge house.
The darkness in Operator 5's eyes deepened as
he followed the lengthening trail of light. Far out
into the surging blackness the line was
stretching—and curving! Five hundred yards
away, the searchlight playing upon it, the
projectile swerved—swerved away from its target
and began to trace a circular path.

"For God's sake! No torpedo ever behaved
like that before!”™ Rachard blurted. "It's still
turning! It's—!"

Again there was horrified silence. Every
officer on the bridge stared transfixed at the
amazing spectacle. Every man felt the chill of
terror down his spine. Out on the blackness of the
sea, the spinning white line continued to bend.
Through one hundred and eighty degrees the
torpedo plunged on its way—and then again its
path straightened.

"God!" Commander Rachard shouted. "God!
It's heading back%z directly for this ship!"

CHAPTER TWO
Dust of Doom

“FULL speed ahead!" Rear Admiral Rachard
gasped the order. An officer sprang to the

telegraph and thrust its handle. Far below, in the
engine room, a bell tinkled and the desperate
signal flashed. Engineers bellowed. Engines
roared under suddenly released power. At the
stern of the Pennsylvania, great screws churned
the sea. A tremor passed through the huge ship
as she began a frenzied drive through the night,

Operator 5's eyes had not left the white wake
of the torpedo for a second. He saw now that it
was driving straight for the side of the
battleship—a  speeding projectile  carrying
sufficient explosive to send the Pennsylvania
plunging to the ocean bottom should it strike—a
grim robot of destruction had turned upon its
masters!

Tim Donovan's small hands instinctively
seized Jimmy Christopher's tense arm as be
stared. "It's going to hit us, Jimmy!”

Commander Rachard thrust head and
shoulders into the tearing, mist-laden wind. His
ship was trembling with the full power of her
engines, pitching in the heavy swells. He howled
downward through flying spray, his voice a
strident screech: "Keep that light on it! For God's
sake, don't lose it! Captain Macklin! Your rifle, sir!
In Heaven's name hit it if you can!”

Out on the heaving blackness, the course of
the torpedo was still marked by the gleaming
white line of foam, a line waving back and forth
on the surging billows while the projectile
continued to drive swiftly toward the battleship.
On the deck below, men shouted and quick
footfalls sounded.

Through the water the sleek, flying torpedo
flashed nearing the surface. The officer with the
rifle fired%three quick shots that sprayed into the
heaving waves. Gasps sounded below: "He
missed it!"

Again, below, the rifle snapped its reports.
Again bullets streaked out into the water as the
sleek projectile became visible. The officer with
the rifle was striving desperately to strike the nose
of the torpedo, in that way to explode its charge
before it could reach the battleship. The tossing
deck and the heaving swells frustrated his
purpose. Each slug missed and the carrier of
destruction plunged closer to its mark.

The flagship of the Atlantic Fleet was
threatened with doom by its own torpedo!

OPERATOR 5 turned tensely, bounded past
Admiral Rachard. He sprinted to the deck, with

A production of Vintage New Media™
www.vintagelibrary.com

5



Operator 5™

THE LEAGUE OF WAR MONSTERS

February, 1935

Tim Donovan scurrying after him. He darted to
the rail while spray washed across him, eves fast
on the circle of light that was still following the
racing torpedo. He lurched against the rail as the
officer with the rifle shrank back, face twisted with
the agony of his failure.

"Oh, God—I can't! |
screamed.

The torpedo was now plunging directly
toward the spot where Operator 5 stood. He
glimpsed it nosing out of the water, rearing again
as foam streaked behind it. His wet hands seized
the rifle from the officer. He swung, bracing
against the rail, snapping the weapon to his
shoulder. The ship was pitching and tossing; the
sea was black chaos marked by the lengthening
path of doom. With every muscle tight, Operator
5 leveled the rifle.

Flame flashed from the bore swiftly as the
nose of the torpedo reared out of the water again.
The report was a coughing sound snatched away
by the singing wind, a noise echoed by a terrific
explosion that jarred the sea to its depths.

Brighter than the glare of the search light,
flame leaped out of the surging sea Flying high,
flinging up a lash of water, sending a drenching
rain across the deck of the Pennsylvania, the fire
and power of the exploding torpedo ripped
through water and sky. The great battleship jarred
with the concussion. Men whirled cowering from
the rail. Officers recoiled from the blinding light.
Across the water surged a white-rimmed wave
that slapped violently broadside against the ship
and sent men tumbling.

At the rail, Jimmy Christopher clung, hands
whitened, rifle lost. Chill water drenched him. He
peered up to see the water boiling and the
searchlight playing upon a chaos of waves. He
whirled about to see Tim Donovan clinging beside
him, dripping, white-faced.

"Tim! Are you all right?"

"Jimmy, gee—you hit it!" There was frank
admiration in the boy's eyes. "Sure, I'm all right."”

A broken sigh passed Operator 5's lips. Men
were scampering about the draining deck,
drenched to the skin, their faces gleaming wet
and white in the deck lights. From the bridge,
officers came hurrying. Operator 5 left the rail, his
face grim, his blue eyes shining darkly.

Admiral Rachard stopped short, chilled. "By
God, sir! You're the best sharpshooter I've ever
seen!"

can't!" The man

Another officer stepped close, breathing
rapidly. "I'm sure glad you took that rifle from me!
| was going to pieces. | couldn't have hit it. God,
what a close call!”

Operator 5 faced the Commander
narrow-eyed. "You ordered Captain Macklin to
use the rifle, sir. This man is not Captain Macklin.
Where is he? | want to see him at once!"

Rachard peered about grimly. "Macklin!" he
snapped. "Find Macklin!” As men hurried off, he
stepped closer. "What the devil happened? No
torpedo ever behaved like that one before! You
suspected that it might, didn't you?"

"l scarcely expected it to turn directly back
on this ship, Commander,” Jimmy Christopher
replied tensely, "though | did believe that it would
leave its course and pass either in front of or
behind us. | think, sir, that the mystery of the
sinking of the Decatur is solved. She was sunk,
not by a mine, but by one of your own torpedoes
that turned back on her!"

ADMIRAL RACHARD'S face went white.
"There is nothing else to think. Thank God you
discovered that before we resumed torpedo
practice! You have made more headway in half
an hour than we have in all the time since—"

"l beg your pardon, Commander,"” Operator 5
interrupted, "I want to see the replacement
gyroscope units that you have aboard."

Admiral Rachard strode away swiftly, leading
Jimmy Christopher and Tim Donovan below deck.
When they paused, it was in front of metal
cabinets, all firmly locked. As he brought-out his
keys, the Commander paused, his sharp eyes
searching Operator 5's face.

"Why the devil did you suspect the torpedo?"
he asked. "How is it possible that you—?"

"It is clear enough, Commander,” Jimmy
Christopher interrupted, "that | have acted upon
certain important secret information. | have
gathered this information through independent
work, and not even my chief knows about it. | can
say nothing more now."

"l understand!" Rachard's key clicked in the
cabinet lock. "It is perfectly plain why you want to
see these—" He broke off short, as the
compartment doors opened wide before him, and
stared in white-faced surprise.

Operator 5's gaze turned upon empty
shelves. He stepped back, and his fingers strayed

A production of Vintage New Media™
www.vintagelibrary.com

6



Operator 5™

THE LEAGUE OF WAR MONSTERS

February, 1935

unconsciously to the little death charm he wore on
his watch-chain. Very quietly, he asked: "The
replacement gyroscopes were Kkept in that
compartment, Commander?”

"Yes! There should be at least half a dozen
of them in there now. Captain Macklin is in
charge¥%s"

Jimmy Christopher interrupted, his voice
becoming edged, "where are Captain Macklin's
quarters?"

Admiral Rachard's compressed lips withheld
the answer as he turned away. He strode swiftly,
with grim purpose, while Operator 5 followed. Tim
Donovan paused at the side of Jimmy
Christopher when they faced a closed door.
Rachard's knuckles rapped on it. When there was
no answer, the Commander twisted the knob, and
found the way locked. Again he knocked, angrily,
and called:

"Macklin! Are you there? Open this door,
Captain Macklin!"

Through the slapping noises of the sea
beating against the Pennsylvania, quiet footfalls
sounded beyond the door. They were slow,
heavy, deliberate. There sounded the scratch of a
bolt being withdrawn, then quicker footfalls
turning away. Admiral Rachard's hand went to the
knob; but Operator 5's gripped his wrist, stayed it.

Jimmy Christopher opened the door as
Rachard stepped back. He stepped into the
officer's quarters, peering at the man across the
room. Captain Macklin stood backed to a table,
white-faced, lips thin, white showing around the
glittering pupils of his eyes. Operator 5 caught the
glitter of jars on the table behind Macklin, though
his gaze did not shift. Softly, he said:

"Perhaps now you feel, Captain, that the
Secret League has not paid you nearly enough."

A sob of rage and grief broke through
Captain Macklin's colorless lips. He stepped
forward swiftly, and his arm swung up. His whole
body trembled as his hand poised to hurl a black,
shining object toward Operator 5. His tight
muscles strained as he blurted: "Get back! Get

back, for God's sake! Il never stand
court-martial! You'll never—"
Black lightning! The glistening object

streaked from Captain Macklin's hand as a
paroxysm of desperation seized him. Operator 5
leaped backward through the door as the glittering
sphere whizzed across the room. He whirled

aside as a sharp crash sounded—as fire flared
into being with an angry roar!

THE splash of flame burst across the
doorway. Blazing liquid spattered with a hollow
concussion. Past the sill, fiery drops flew; beyond
it a surging, roaring force filled the room. In an
instant, choking fumes poured outward, an
ear-piercing hiss filled the air. Operator 5's sharp
command sent Admiral Rachard and Tim
Donovan springing aside while he crouched,
peering into the hot heart of the sudden inferno.

"Extinguishers!" he ordered. "Quick!"

A sharp moan of agony came from the
flame-filled room before Rachard bawled an
echoing, "Extinguishers!" The incendiary fluid had
spattered upon the walls, across the floor and
upon the man who had hurled the bomb. Within
that beating hell, he was standing braced against
the table, head thrown high, rigid with the horrible
agony of the flames enveloping him. From his
uniform, fire blazed up around his face—and with
a moan he melted down in the blasting heat.

Operator 5 turned as men came running with
extinguishers in their hands. He snhatched the
nearest instrument; he upturned it and sent its
sizzling stream into the room. It splashed a clear
path across the floor, a path that immediately
began to close as new flames leaped up. Beside
him, two other officers stood, turning their hoses
through the doorway—»but it was as though the
extinguisher fluid was consumed in the blaze a
moment after it emerged from the nozzle

"Keep back! Operator 5 warned. "It will have
to burn itself away! Keep the fire closed in! Shut
the door as soon as | come out!"

He poised to leap across the sill of flame;
Tim Donovan cried out frantically:
"Jimmy%adon't!" The boy reached forward to
seize Operator 5's arm¥%reached quickly, but too
late.

Playing the stream before him, Jimmy
Christopher ducked into the room. The sizzling
foam cleared the way for him only a moment.
Flame snarled all around him as he stepped
deeper into the inferno which. formed a charred
oasis around him as he moved. Those watching
in horror through the doorway saw him vanish
behind a burst of fire.

Tim Donovan peered anxiously through the

doorway¥s until the slashing stream of Operator
5's extinguisher cut through the flames again. It
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whipped blackness in front of him as he ducked
low, dodging toward the door. Under one arm he
was carrying a jar which glittered a blackish
amber. He leaped across the sill and whirled
away, gasping, dropping the tank.

Tim Donovan clutched at his arm. "Jimmy—
you're burned!"

"Not badly, Tim!"™ Operator 5 exclaimed.
"The fire scarcely touched me." He straightened,
his wet clothing steaming, and his lips curved in a
tight smile. "Shut that door! Stay out until that
stuff is through burning!” To Admiral Rachard he
said. in a lower tone, as the door slammed shut:
"Captain Macklin had made a provision against
his being discovered—and he used it! There will
be little left of him, sir, when that fire burns out—
and he'd intended that there should be nothing at
all left of this evidence."

Rachard's eyes blazed. "By God, sir, | would
never have believed it of Macklin!" He turned,
howling orders to his men to keep the fire from
spreading, and swung back to peer at the jar
Operator 5 had brought from the blazing room.
"One of the replacement gyroscopes! Then it was
Macklin who took them from the cabinet!
Macklin's work that—"

"We had better inspect this, Commander,"
Jimmy Christopher said quietly, "in the privacy of
your gquarters."

Men with extinguishers were playing hissing
streams on the blistering door of Captain
Macklin's room when Commander Rachard
turned away grimly. Tim Donovan kept at
Operator 5's side as they approached the Rear
Admiral's quarters. Once behind the closed door,
Jimmy Christopher inspected the jar closely.

"Observe that the seal is not. broken," he
said quietly. "It has not been tampered with. But it
is not a genuine United States seal, Commander.
It is a clever forgery—as Captain Macklin knew.
When we investigate his case, we will find that he
jettisoned the original, genuine gyroscopes, and
substituted others, like this one."

"You mean that he was the paid agent of—?"

"The tool, let us say,” Jimmy Christopher
interrupted, "of as vicious a combination of
international spies as has ever operated. The
man | mentioned—Anton Yussov¥a Balkarian
physicist, is only one of them. Yussov is not
acting for his own government. The cabal of
which he is a member is a foe to all governments.

This instrument, | assure you, is a product of that
man's evil genius."

Operator 5 broke the seal of the jar. From its
bath of oil, he lifted the delicate mechanism it
contained. Admiral Rachard peered at it closely
as Jimmy Christopher gently rubbed some of the
oil between his sensitive fingertips.

"In all respects it seems to be one of the
genuine government gyroscopes!" Operator 5
explained. "But it has been expertly
counterfeited!" He extended his fingers. "Emery
dust has been mixed with this oil. The effect of
the abrasive is to wear the bearings rapidly as the
gyroscope revolves. That in itself would account
for the erratic action of a torpedo guided by one
of these counterfeit instruments. But in addition to
that, the wheel is badly off balance."”

HE SPUN the wheel, and the vibration was
noticeable. He returned the gyroscope to its
blackened oil, and looked at Commander
Rachard.

"The combined effects were more than
enough to send the torpedo back on the ship that
fired it. The operations of a combine of terrorists,
the treachery of a weak-willed officer, an
instrument which makes a boomerang of one of
our weapons of defense—they are all part of the
secret of the sinking of the Decatur, Admiral
Rachard. Order all replacement gyroscopes to be
inspected and all counterfeits destroyed. Then
you may proceed with your maneuvers without
fear that the disaster will be repeated.”

Admiral Rachard's great hands formed into
fists. "Operator 5, you have saved us from
seriously crippling our fleet!"

Operator 5's lips curved in a tight smile. "The
danger to our fleet, Commander,” the declared,
"is little compared to the danger now threatening
our nation. We have seen only a small part of a
gigantic, diabolical plan that is in operation at this
very moment. The real nature of that plan is still a
secret. We know only that destructive forces are
operating against us—that the purpose behind
these forces is to destroy us. Henceforth every
hour of the day and night, we must keep on the
alert against them."

He glanced quickly at his watch, turned
toward the door. Tim Donovan followed him. He
said quietly:

"I have scarcely time to get back to
Washington in time to keep my appointment,
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Commander Rachard. | ask you to remember,
that even the closest, strictest vigilance may not
be enough to save us!"

The Commander of the Atlantic Fleet had
grown pale. Eyes shining with deep concern, his
bronze face deeply graven with black lines, he
asked slowly: "Is it possible that any ring of spies
can become such a serious menace to a nation
as great as these United States? Is it possible
that any secret power is strong enough to destroy
us?”

Operator 5 paused, his darkened eyes on
those of the Commander. "Yes, it is possible! |
The weapon that may be turned against us is
war¥swar that will sweep around the earth to
embroil every existing nation¥aWorld War in the
full sense of the term, that will inevitably engulf
the United States and wipe us, with all other
countries, out of existence!”

ACROSS the swelling, wind-whipped sea the
Patrol Cruiser Mercury cut its way while. Operator
5, oilskins drawn tightly about his slender body,
stood on deck and peered through the night. Tim
Donovan, at his side, glanced. anxiously at him.
They had not spoken since leaving the
Pennsylvania, and now the lights of the Atlantic
fleet ships were twinkling away into the misty
distance of the sea. An ominous foreboding kept
Jimmy Christopher silent while spindrift flew,
while the shore beacons appeared and the
Mercury slashed on. Clearly he recalled a
message that had been delivered to him earlier in
the day, a message significant in its cryptic
terseness:

Ministers without Portfolio of certain
European governments have united in a
request that you confer with on a matter of
the greatest importance. You will meet with
them tonight at midnight, at Address K.

Z-7.

"At full speed the Mercury plunged through
the night carrying Operator 5 to a secret
conference¥sa conclave upon which hinged the
destinies of nations, yet which was never to be
recorded in formal world history.

CHAPTER THREE
The Awaited Hour

NO NOISES of the city reached inside the
four walls of the amber-lighted room. Not even
the ticking of a clock disturbed its silence. It was
long and narrow, hung with tapestries and oil
paintings; its doors were massive and strong.
Heavy curtains draped its windows. It lay high
above the street, on the topmost floor of one of
the most fashionable hotels of Washington, D. C.

Its approaches were many. In the ordinary
manner it could be reached from a quiet hallway;
in addition, it could be entered through rooms at
both sides, and through two others from below. A
special elevator stopped—when one carried the
necessary credentials—at its level. When, on rare
occasions, it came into use, it was kept under
constant surveillance from outside.

It was a room maintained for extraordinary,
unofficial purposes by the United States
government; in the secret lexicon of the
Intelligence Service, it was known as Address K.

The quiet of this room was disturbed, as
midnight approached, by the slow opening of a
door. The man who entered was clad in gray; his
eyes were a smoldering black sprayed with deep
lights like the heart of ebon diamonds; his face
was hard and dark-lined. He stood at one end of
the room and waited for the hour of twelve to
strike.

He was known, even to his most trusted
lieutenants, only as Z-7; he was the
commander-in-chef of the United States
Intelligence Service.

Again a door opened. Two men entered,
followed by. two more. From another door four
more came in. Through still another, two others
appeared. They glanced at their watches, and no
word was spoken. Z-7, with a gesture, bade them
take chairs. Seated, they waited while the hands
of their watches crept to the moment of twelve.

Each man evinced a different racial strain, a
different temperament. The attitude each bore, as
he waited, differed—eager, hopeful, grim,
nervous, patient, bewildered. And all were silent
as the seconds. ticked past.

The click of another opening door brought
them to their feet. Z-7 turned as a step sounded.
Into the room strode a young man whose face
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was masked by a strip of velvet across his eyes
which were an alert, intent blue. His hands were
black-gloved. He strode briskly to Z-7's side and
paused.

The Chief of the United States Intelligence
Service faced the group. "Gentlemen," he began,
"let us waste no time. We have assembled here
for a common purpose. The man you wish to see
stands beside me. | present Operator 5."

The ten approached. Z-7 continued quietly:

"Operator 5, | have the honor to present to
you these representatives of ten world powers.
They carry no official credentials, but they are not
secret agents—each of them has duly presented
himself to the Secretary of State. Their presence
here is otherwise unknown. They have come from
their respective countries to confer with you on a
matter involving their governments most gravely."

Indicating each man in turn, Z-7 presented
them to Operator 5.

"Sir Lindsay Barker, representative of the
King of England. Monsieur Pierre Mondel,
emissary of the President of the Republic of
France. Leon Maximoff, sent by the Commissars
of the Soviet. Signor Vento Tarento,
representative of the King and the Premier of
Italy. Mr. Josef Bundes, agent of the President
and the Premier of Austria. Mr. August Lodeski,
unofficial ambassador of the President of Poland.
Count Andreas Karothy, representing the Regent
of Hungary. Herr Franz von Benecken und
Anhalt, emissary of the President-Chancellor of
Germany. Mr. Sakhali Otaru, minister without
portfolio from his Majesty, the Emperor of Japan.
Sivet Istabar, repress sensing the Grand National
Assembly of Turkey. Gentlemen—Operator 5."

NO WORD was spoken as Jimmy
Christopher grasped the hand of each man in
turn. They stepped back still facing him. Z-7
continued quietly: "You proceed, gentlemen, with
the assurance that no word spoken here will ever
reach the outside world."

The man who stepped forward was Sir
Lindsay Barker. His frank eyes studied Operator
5's masked face as he spoke in a gentle, firm
tone: "Operator 5, all of us are aware of the great
services you have rendered your country. We
have come to enlist your assistance, for we
believe that without your cooperation our mission
must surely fail."

Operator 5 acknowledged the compliment
with a bow.

"Once you learn of our mission, you will
pledge your help, | am sure,"” Sir Lindsay Barker
continued. "The matter involves the welfare of
your nation, as well as the nation of each of us.
We are men whose governments are both
friendly and hostile too each other, but to this we
give no thought now. We are united in the single
purpose of the welfare of all our nations
because¥s"

Operator 5 broke in quietly "You are united
by a bond of fear because all your nations face
the threat of extinction!"

Sir Lindsay Barker looked startled. "True," he
admitted. "We are aware that a new World War is
imminent. At any moment, the first fires of the
new conflict may burst out. We are certain that
there exists in the world a secret combine
devoted to wiping away all national boundaries, of
destroying all nations as they exist today, of
erecting a single, worldwide dominion.

"This combine plots to use for this purpose
another World War. We are still staggering under
the load of the last. All nations are in grave
economic and political distress. We have been
arming ourselves for defense, supposedly, but in
reality for national suicide. A prolonged World
War will bankrupt every existing government.
This fact the secret combine knows. It is
deliberately waiting for the new war to disable us
so that it can strike when we lie helpless. This
combine Operator 5, is known as% The Secret
League of Nations!"

THE MEN facing Jimmy Christopher stared
in astonishment. A moment of tense
bewilderment passed. It was broken by a breathy
exclamation from the British representative.

"Then you know!”

Operator 5 answered: "I have gathered
information independently which verifies every
word you have said. | not only know that the
Secret League of Nations exists, but | know that
its members, at this very moment, are working
within the boundaries of the United States!"

Z-7 was staring at Operator 5's masked face.
"Great Scott, you have hinted none of this to me!
I know that you have been working night and day,
but—"
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"I have just correlated my findings, Chief,"
Jimmy Christopher answered. "Only a few hours
ago | was able to piece my information together
and learn the full import of the secret plan." He
faced the startled representatives again. "l began
my work months ago, gentlemen, sifting the
evidence that a worldwide plot was in operation. |
did not dream, at the time, what vast
ramifications would be revealed.

“l have learned,” he continued, "that certain
dangerous spies have worked their way into the
United States. These men are all exiles from their
own countries—men stripped of their nationalities.
It is no coincidence that each of them hates
nationalism bitterly. There is only one possible
answer: They are combined for the purpose of
overthrowing existing governments, and that
conclusion is verified by a code telegram
intercepted by our Intelligence Headquarters here
in Washington."

Operator 5 drew a folded paper from his
pocket. "This code could not be deciphered by
any of our cryptogram experts. Feeling that it was
a challenge, | tackled it and succeeded m
translating it. It is addressed to an alien whose
activities | am investigating¥the exile from
Balkaria, Anton Yussov. It reads as follows:

"Our work resumes in America! For the first
time, our Secret League of Nations will meet
within the United States exactly four weeks from
tonight. We stand united in the purpose of flinging
the United States into the furnace of the war that
is coming at any hour!

"The name signed to this amazing message,
gentlemen, is that of Luther Sigrnond, an
international spy, an expatriate from Germany, a
terrorist—and one of the most dangerous
revolutionists living!" M. Pierre Mondel, unofficial
representative of the government of France,
exclaimed with a marked accent: "Then you are
fully aware of the danger we are facing! We can
tell you nothing that you do not already know!”

THROUGH his mask, the eyes of Operator 5
shone darker. "Gentlemen, | have spent days and
nights on end sifting secret reports that have
come to our Intelligence Headquarters. You, in
turn, have begun  your investigations
independently, and have arrived at the same
conclusions. The Secret League of Nations,

composed of the most dangerous terrorists and
annihilists in the world, is fostering war that
threatens to destroy all our nations. We are facing
the most serious threat to civilization in the
history of the world!"

There was silence. The ten men gazed
intently into Operator 5's masked face. His voice
was almost a whisper when he continued.

"The Secret League, gentlemen, is
incomparably more dangerous than any ring of
spies which ever before operated—a greater
threat than any single spy who ever lived. In
comparison, the danger of such undercover
destructionists as Radi Havara and 'the Red
Venus' is nothing.

Sir Lindsay Barker exclaimed: "True! Our
paramount wish is to preserve our nations from
the ravages of war and the threat of destruction.
That of the Secret League is to encourage the
conflict and to wipe all nations from the map of
the world. We can hold no hope of salvation
unless we unite to fight the Secret League."

They waited for Operator 5 to speak. His
eyes shifted alertly from face to face. His words
came slowly, deliberately:

"Gentlemen, we each realize fully the dread
results that will follow if the Secret League
succeeds in its purpose. | am as devoted to my
country as each of you is to yours, but | warn you
that the threat against our nations is nothing
compared with the threat against our peoples.
Worse than the destruction of our nations, we are
facing the destruction of our civilization, our
families, our homes, ourselves.

"If the Secret League succeeds in wiping
away all national lines, no barriers will remain to
bar annihilating hordes from swarming across the
face of the earth. This country, for instance, will
no longer be protected by its immigration quota
system. The lowest of all humanity will come here
in a flood. Hundreds of years of progress will be
wiped away. The people of this country will be
forced down to the level of existence of coolies
and peons and slaves.

"That horrible fate, gentlemen, is what the
people of the United States are facing at this very
hour—a danger you likewise face though to a
lesser degree."

OPERATOR 5 paused, his eyes shining like
blue metal. This is more than a plot by radical
fanatics who desire to establish a world
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community—one single nation. | assure you that
behind the Secret League of Nations is a greater
and more terrible power. It is, | believe, using the
Secret League only as a means to an end.

"If the world community is created—if only
one nation remains in existence on earth, who will
rule it?”

A stricken silence followed. Operator 5's
intent gaze passed from one paled face to the
next. The ten unofficial emissaries peered at him
in cold horror.

"Great God!” Sir Lindsay Barker's
exclamation was a horrified burst of breath. "Do
you mean to imply that the Secret League is only
a tool of a man who aspires to become the ruler
of the world?”

"Exactly!” Operator 5's tone rang. "The
Secret League is controlled, not by men like
Yussov and Sigmond, but by one far stronger. He
is a man obsessed by an ambition to overshadow
the conquests of Jenghis Khan and Caesar and
Napoleon. He desires power greater than that of
the President of the United States, the King of
England, the President-Chancellor of Germany
and the Premier of Italy together—a power
greater than the combined strength of all the
rulers of the world!”

"But%!" Sir Lindsay Barker stared at
Operator 5 white-faced. "What means can this
madman employ to gain complete rule of the
earth?"

Operator 5 answered slowly. "There is no
doubt, gentlemen, that he has provided for a
means. As to its nature—I am completely in the
dark. But | promise you | will devote every effort
to uncover the machinery of the Secret League—
and to learning the identity of the man who
aspires to world dominion.

Operator 5's words came briskly now. "I ask
your complete cooperation. You must return
immediately to your respective countries. You
must work with all possible speed, with all your
strength, to discover and destroy the power
behind the Secret League. Once war is declared
in Europe, our task will become a thousand-fold
more difficult. Lose no time! Go to your
governments and marshal every resource—"

OPERATOR 5 broke off. Into the quiet of the
room came a muffled, clicking sound. Z-7,
standing at Jimmy Christopher's side, turned to
peer at the side wall. In a carved rosette beside a

panel, part of the decorations of the room, a tiny
red bulb was gleaming. The Washington Chief
addressed the ten unofficial ministers.

"Gentlemen, a message is being sent here
by teletype. The instrument is never used except
for the most pressing emergency. | ask your
indulgence.”

Operator 5 remained silent as Z-7 strode
across the room. Facing the panel, the
Washington Chief pressed a lower leaf of the
rosette, Immediately, the red gleam disappeared;
the polished section of wood slid away quietly. A
cavity was disclosed behind it as the metallic
clicking became louder. In the recess sat a
teletype instrument, a strip of yellow paper curling
from it as words formed. Z-7 bent forward intently.

Operator 5 saw him stiffen—heard him gasp,
"God!"

He took quick steps toward the Washington
chief as Z-7 turned. The eyes of the gray-clad
men were smoldering coals. "It has come!"

He passed the strip to Jimmy Christopher.
The black words formed a terse, historic message
that chilled Operator 5's heart and held him rigid.

...KING GREGOR OF BALKARIA
ASSASSINATED. . AUSTRIAN PLOTTERS
CAPTURED BALKARIA IMMEDIATELY

DECLARES WAR ON AUSTRIA ... MUSSOLINI
ORDERS MOBILIZATION . . . GERMANY
THREATENS DECLARATION OF WAR ON

ITALY . . . GREAT BRITAIN WARNS
BELLIGERENTS SHE CANNOT REMAIN
NEUTRAL SITUATION DEVELOPING

SWIFTLY TO EMBROIL ALL EUROPE . ..

Grimly Operator 5 passed the momentous
strip of yellow to the ten uneasy men.
"Gentlemen, the new World War has come!"

He peered into their appalled eyes, into their
strained, white face. He stood erect, eyes blazing

through his black velvet mask, alert and
commanding.
"Make your preparations immediately to

return to your respective countries. Go with all
possible haste! Warn your governments before it
is too late!"

The shrill jangle of a telephone bell broke
into the tense silence that followed. Z-7 whirled,
and strode again to the side of the room. He lifted
a telephone from a table—an instrument
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connected with a secret wire—and when he
brought the receiver to his ear he declared
huskily: "WDC-13 is calling!"

Anxiously, the ten ministers without portfolio
began to move toward the doors of the room.
Operator 5 watched Z-7's gaunt face as the
Washington chief kept the receiver pressed hard.
The black eyed man straightened to say breathily:

"The President orders all known aliens to be
arrested and jailed. It is our first move to keep us
out of the new European conflict. The
Sspy-menace is so great we dare not—"

A shock shook the room. A violent
concussion trembled the walls, rattled the
window-sashes, jarred the air. Through the
curtains, a brilliant flare of light appeared,
instantly to vanish. Like the reverberations of an
earthquake, the tremor shuddered the foundations
of the building; and from far away, from the very
zenith, echoes rumbled back.

Z-7 tensely brought the transmitter close to
his lips. "Where was that explosion?” he
demanded breathlessly. "Where was it? What?"

His smoldering eyes rose to Operator 5's. His
hands went white on the instrument. He stood
transfixed, unable for a moment to repeat the
words that had come screeching over the wire.
His voice was a burst of breath.

"The Capitol has been bombed!"

At the side of the room, Operator 5 stood
motionless. His eyes, midnight dark, peered
toward the doors. They were closed. The ten
unofficial ministers had gone. There was silence
now within the | four walls—silence until Jimmy
Christopher's sharp words rang:

"The Secret League has struck the first
blow!"

CHAPTER FOUR
Destroyers of Nations

A PALL of terror enveloped the nation's
capital.

Above the center of Washington hovered
thinning mists born on the night winds—vapors
still rising from chaotic wreckage. Around the
stricken Capitol building lay jumbled stone fallen
from broken walls, spattered with glistening

fragments of glass that had flown from burst
windows. Black gaps were opened in the great gilt
dome. Debris littered the majestic steps.
Shrouded in acrid mists stood the damaged
administrative building of the government of the
United States.

Toward it Operator 5 drove in his
Diesel-powered roadster while the paralytic shock
of the explosion still stunned the city. The
radiating avenues were filled with terrorized
thousands, some fleeing the scene of destruction,
some mobbing toward it. Cars choked the streets.
Above the babble of hysterical voices rose the
shrill screams of sirens. Clanging bells
announced the approach of fire-engines as the
light of flames sparkled against the scarred
facade of the Capitol. In the air, the tension of
terror mounted higher and higher.

Jimmy Christopher left his roadster and
grimly fought his way through the frenzied mobs,
along sidewalks sprinkled with broken window
panes. He had left the secret conference
immediately when the alarm had sounded, while
Z-7 had hurried to Intelligence Headquarters. Now
he reached a point close to the damaged building
and gazed coldly upon it. Crowds jostled around
him as he turned back. He shouldered through
them to his roadster, slipped again behind the
wheel, and started from the curb.

A flash of motion startled him. In the
confusion of the crowd an arm was upthrown¥a
hand rose, gripping a glittering glass ball.
Instantly it became a streak of light flashing
through the air—a bolt of threatened danger
striking toward Operator 5. He spurted his car in
an effort to evade it. It hissed past his head. A
muffled crash sounded. Instantly, inside the car,
fire roared!

It snarled up swiftly. Flaming drops
spattered, dashing upon Jimmy Christopher. The
bright flare blinded him; intense heat stung his
face and hands; a sharp pungency choked him.
The instant the explosion struck he ceased
breathing, in order to avoid drawing the flame into
his nostrils; he made a swift move toward a
fire-extinguisher clipped under the dash. The
roaring flame swelled savagely as he ducked
from the door of the car.

Flames leaped up his coat as he turned the
extinguisher-nozzle into the car. He was a figure
of fire as the white stream shot out. Desperate, he
jerked one arm from its sleeve, then the other,
transferring the hissing instrument from stinging
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hand to stinging hand. The flaming garment
dropped and he leaped forward. He tore off his
burning hat, whirled it away. Around him, startled
cries sounded as he sprang close to the car,
playing the whizzing stream upon the flames.

The splashing foam blotted blackness into
the fire. Bit by bit, the fluid quenched the blaze as
Jimmy Christopher swung the stream. Thick
smoke billowed up as he drenched every square
inch of leather and fabric. A morbidly curious
crowd circled the car while he vanquished the
flames. His darkened eyes swept from face to
face in search of the man who had hurled the
incendiary bomb, but the hunt was hopeless. He
kept the extinguisher in his left hand; his right was
ready for a quick draw of his arm-pitted
automatic.

The last flicker of fire hissed out. Operator 5
continued to spray the interior while fumes
gushed up until the reservoir was empty, until the
soaked seat ceased smoking. He ducked in
again. He found the interior charred and
soot-blackened, but otherwise the car was
unharmed. Had the bomb burst directly upon him,
he knew, he would have died almost instantly.
Only his alert move had saved him from a
horrible death with seared lungs and scorched
eyes....

Gripping the wheel, forcing an opening
through the crowd, the pulled away from the curb.
Somewhere in the milling mob, he knew, was a
man who had tried to murder him¥%a man who
somehow had penetrated his cloak of secrecy and
learned that he was Operator 5.

He drew to a stop in a quieter street, in front
of a squalid restaurant. He turned his flashlight
downward and discerned glittering fragments of
glass—the broken shell of the bomb—Ilying on the
blistered rubber mat. Drawing on gloves, he
gathered them up, dropped them into an
envelope. He left the car to enter the sordid
restaurant.

He signaled his way past sentries, passed
through secret doors, was lifted by a hidden
elevator. He entered a suite of offices buzzing
with activity. There was a constant clatter of
teletype machines from the communications
room. In an inner office, walled by file-cabinets,
Operator 5 knew that Z-7 was on duty. Here, so
well hidden that life-long residents of Washington
might never suspect its existence, was the
nerve-center of the United States Intelligence
Service. This was Headquarters WDC-13.

Operator 5 entered a spacious room devoted
to fingerprint classification. It contained row upon
row of cabinets containing millions of cards
bearing the fingerprints of criminals, espionage
agents, saboteurs, suspicious characters¥za file
greater even than that of the Bureau of
Investigation of the Department of Justice.
Operator 5 strode immediately to a table which
bore equipment for the developing of Ilatent
fingerprints.

While the Intelligence experts assisted him,
he applied liquids and powders to the fragments
of broken glass he had brought from his roadster.
He bent close grimly as smudges appeared, then
clear-cut impressions. He jotted the classification
of the prints on a card. Three men assisted him
as he turned to the file cabinets. Within two
minutes, Operator 5 found in a special file a set of
prints corresponding to those on the fragments of
glass.

He read from the entry quickly. "Shepard
Hunt. American citizen. Radical agitator. Frequent
arrests in New York. Whereabouts unknown...."

His eyes clouded, Operator 5 left the
fingerprint room and strode to the door of an inner
office.

Z-7 sprang to his feet as Jimmy Christopher
entered. "New developments are coming at every
moment! War is spreading over all of Europe like
wild-fire. Germany has just joined Balkaria with a
declaration of war against Italy. France is
expected to issue her declaration almost at once.
Great Britain and Russia will be drawn into it
before tomorrow passes. It is going to be a swift
war—the most terrible the world has ever known!"

Operator 5's eyes narrowed. "Russia's entry
into the war will be the signal for Japan to cross
the Siberian border, Chiefl When Russia is forced
to throw her military strength west against
Germany, Japan will take advantage of that fact
to make her advance—to cripple Russian
maneuvers in the East by seizing the
Trans-Siberian Railway. Within a few hours this
war will spread around the world—uwith the United
States threatened both from the East and the
West!”

Z-T's eyes blazed. "Japan, fighting Russia,
will automatically be forced to ally herself with
Germany. Our sympathies lie with Great Britain
and France our former allies. This, in turn, makes
us the enemy of Japan! You are right: we stand
between two fires!
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"At all costs, Chief,” Jimmy Christopher
cautioned, "we must keep out of this war. To
enter it is to commit national suicide—to invite
horrors far greater than those of the last World
War. We shall soon see in use, Chief, more
terrible weapons than have ever before been
used and worse, civilian populations, women and
children, will perish by those weapons. Worst of
all, perhaps, will be the widespread use of poison
gas!”

Z-T's fist thumped the desk. "You believe,
Operator 5, that the bombing of the Capitol
tonight is an early move to hurl us into the
European conflict?"

"I do! The explosion was timed to occur at
the very moment when dispatches of the outbreak
of the new war reached this country. It is a more
daring piece of sabotage than the Black Tom
disaster which shook all New York during the first
World War. Never forget, Chief, that the Secret
League, and the power behind it wish to force us
into the present war. They have already practiced
sabotage in our navy—the sinking of the
Decatur—and planned outrages that will arouse
hysteria in the people of this country and force
Congress to declare war on those we believe to
be responsible."

"It is therefore of the highest importance that
we prove these outrages are not blamed on any
European nation—inform them that anti-
nationalists are responsible,” Z-7 said. "I have
already ordered every available man to
investigate the bombing of the Capitol tonight.
Are you quite sure that the Secret League is
behind it? A false step now would be fatal.”

Operator 5 nodded. "There is no link
missing. First, the intercepted telegram to
Yussov. Second, the fact that he is a physicist,
possessing more technical knowledge than any
other spy known to us, making it almost certain
that he manufactured the counterfeit gyroscopes.
| intend to prove that beyond all doubt. Last night
| trailed Yussov for hours in an attempt to locate
his laboratory, but he was shrewd enough not to
gotoiit.

"Tonight, Chief, Tim Donovan is shadowing
the exiled Balkan. The man  dares to show
himself frequently, particularly at a certain
restaurant where he appears every night. | sent
Tim there immediately after we returned from the
Pennsylvania. He's on the job now, and tonight |
expect results."

"Tonight?" Z-7 queried.

"Tonight, Chief," Operator 5 answered.
"Remember the intercepted telegram. The
meeting of the Secret League was scheduled to
take place exactly four weeks from the day it was
sent. That is tonight!” Operator 5's fingers strayed
unconsciously to his death's-head watch charm.
"In spite of anything that may happen, Chief, we
must keep the United States out of the new World
War. If we fail in that—"

He left unvoiced the dread that filled him.
Quietly, he sat at his desk, took up reports that
had been placed there. He read them rapidly,
placing some aside.

Z-7 approached him with another. "When |
got your report on Captain Macklin, | immediately
started a thorough investigation of that man,
Operator 5. He had been spending money
liberally. There is no doubt that he was bribed to
turn traitor by the Secret League. God—I hope
that there are no others like him!"

Operator 5 turned darkened eyes. "We can
expect to find others. We can expect the Secret
League to strike again and again, Chief, until they
force us into the war, or until we destroy them and
the power behind them."

Z-7's jaw clenched. "The world at war
again—think of it! What can any nation gain by it?
Millions will be slaughteredzit is beginning even
now—and who will profit?"

"Who will profit?" Operator 5 turned sharply,
and his voice took on an edge. "The sellers of
machinery that kills! The makers of engines of
slaughter! The manufacturers of armament will
profit!"

Jimmy Christopher broke off suddenly as the
door of the communications-room snhapped open.
A shirt-sleeved man, face beaded with sweat,
strode into the office carrying a teletype dispatch.
He thrust it at Z-7 and exclaimed: "This has just
come over the special wire from Mexico City!"

Operator 5's blue eyes sharpened at the
message while the busy clatter from the
communications-room continued. Z-7
straightened tensely as he read:

... WDC-13 . . . SECRET AGENTS OF
BALKARIA  KNOWN TO BE ACTIVE
THROUGHOUT MEXICO MEXICAN

SECRET SERVICE OVERWHELMED BY
THEIR NUMBERS . . . UNREST SPREADING
AMONG  ARMY .. DANGEROUS
REVOLUTIONISTS READY TO  STRIKE
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AGAINST MEXICAN GOVERNMENT . . .
REVOLUTION WILL SERIOUSLY ALTER

INTERNATIONAL SITUATION . . . FERMENT
DUE TO ACTIVITIES OF BALKARIAN
AGITATORS HINTS THAT

REVOLUTIONISTS ARE SUPPLIED WITH
ARMAMENT BY BALKARIA . . . FULL DETAILS
FOLLOW ... MCM. ..

Z-7 Dblanched. "Balkaria, even more
militaristic than Germany, fomenting a revolution
in Mexico! If that occurs—if the Balkarian agents
gain control, it will bring an enemy to our very
door!”

"Chief, the War Department must b