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A COMPLETE NOVEL FEATURING

CHAPTER 1
MYSTERY PLANE
HE sentry on duty near one

I f the great locks of

0!

Panama Canal was the ﬁrst
to hear the distant roar, He shaded
his eyes against the afternoon sun
and peered skyward. He had keen
eyesight, this sentry, or he'd have
never spotted that minute speck high
above him, It was a plane—and a big
one if the sound of her motors was
any indication.

One of the agents put a gun against her
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The sentry stepped into a small
shed and used the telephone.

“Plane flying overhead, above the
banned area,” he reporfed “Too high
to make out her identity.” .

On hearing those few words, pow-
erful glasses were turned toward the
sky. A dozen fast pursuit planes tcok
off and climbed rapidly, to intercept
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head. “You will surrender or I will ulwot"

THE AMERICAS
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“The Sultar. of Hell,” etc.

this plane which flew above territory
long barred to any aircraft except
military ships. A huge sound device
was put into opetatxon. Everywhere,
there was activity!

Then, as the fast pursuit ships
gained altitude, the unknown craft
suddenly went into a bank, nosed
back and roared away., An hour later

n

the pursuit planes came back to
theu‘ landing.

“Sorry, sir,” a flight lieutenant re.
ported to his commanding officer,
Colonel Judson Foster. “It got away
from us. That ship was Rrobably
equipped for stratosphere mg 1
caught a glimpse of her and by her
design I'd say she was some kind of a
bomber. There was no identification
on her wings.”

“It’s damned suspicious,” Colonel
Foster growled. “All planes in this
vicinity know they can’t fly over a
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barred area and this ship didn't even
carry any identification insignia. It
smells like trouble to me. Where did
that ship come from? Why did the
pilot defy military regulations and
fly her over the canal? It's a matter
for Washmgton That's all, Lieuten-
ant.”

Ninety minutes later Colonel Fos-
ter studied a code message from the
Secretary of War. He decoded the
message behind locked doors, with a
sentry on guard.

COLONEL JUDSON FOSTER,
CANAL ZONE:
HBSSAG REC! IVED. AGREE
PLANE HIGHLY SUSPICIOUS. CON-
TACT AGENT JEFF SHANNON AT
HOTEL ARRIDO, PANAMA CITY.

Foster touched a match to a corner
of the message, watched it burn to
ashes and swept these into his waste

“Jeﬂ Shannon—the Eagle,” he
muttered. “It must be important if
he’s down here.

STER called the Hotel Arrido
and was connected with Shannon.
“Oh, yes, Colonel,” a calm, modu-
lated voice answered him, “I re-
ceived a message, also—to hold my-
self ready to help. What can I do""

“A plane, without identification,
flew over the barred zone a few hours
ago. Looked like some kind of a
stratosphere ship. I don't like it.”

“It flew south, I suppose,” Shannon
said quickly. “Yes, I rather guessed
that, Colonel. I'm on my way to Cara-
cas, Venezuela, now, on a search for
two agents who went there three
months ago and vanished. I've an
idea your mystery plane ties up with
activity down there. Thank you for
the h'p I'll try to check on that
angle.

“You’ll take the next plane, eh?”
Foster answered slowly. “Watch
yourself, I rather think those foreign
influences in Caracas won't relish the
intrusion of the Eagle.”

There was a chuckle at the other
end of the wire. Colonel Foster hun
up, leaned back in his chair an
stared vacantly into s

“If what I think is

appening,” he
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muttered, “it will take all the speed,
power and ruthlessness of an eagle to
clean up the mess.”

The officer started up as from out-
side there came a single shot and a
command for someone to halt,
two rifles opened up. Colonel Foste!‘
rushed out of his quarters and found
a sergeant lowering his automatic
slowly. The sergeant snapped to at-
tention.

“Sorry if you were disturbed, sir,”
the sergeant said. “A sentry saw
someone lurking outside your office,
sir. Looked as though he might have
been eavesdropping. He got away and
from the glimpse I had of him, he
seemed to be one of these natives who
are always hangmg around. Probnbly
nothing to it, sir.”

Colonel Foster restrained the im-
pulse to leap into action. Nothing
would be gained by showing his sus-
picions. There might be other spies
around. He touched the peak of his
cap in a salute.

“As you were, Sergeant. Instruct
your men to watch closely for anyone
who acts suspiciously. However, it
probably was only a native trying to
see if he could steal something.
night, Sergeant.” .

Colonel Foster walked slowly into
his quarters. He barked a summons
for his orderly, had all windows closed
and the curtains drawn. He stationed
his orderly at the front door with in-
structions that no one was to be ad-
mitted. Then he got on the telephone
to call Hotel Arrido. But Jeff Shan-
non had already checked out.

He studied the plane schedule to
Caracas, and groaned. The Eagle
would be taking off at this very mo-
ment. Too late to warn him now.

Colonel Foster replaced the instru-
ment, his throat dry, his forehead
moist with perspiration.

“Heaven help Jeff Shannon now,”
he muttered. “They’ll pick up his trail
in Caracas. One shot is all lt will take
—or one stab from a knife.”

Colonel Foster knew how spies
worked. He had served in the A.K.F.
during the entire World War. d
his fears for the safety of this crack
agent of his country, known as
Eagle, were very real.



STORM OVER THE AMERICAS

HERE were five passengers

aboard the night plane to Caracas,
The forward seat was occupied by a
man of about forty-five, paunchy,
pompous-looking and quite at home in
the air. Across from him sat another
passenger who was as gaunt and thin
as the first man was stout. His
cadaverous cheeks looked like those
of a mummy. He seemed nervous and
avoided looking out of the window as
much as possible.

Number Three passenger was a
young man of about twenty-eight or
nine, He was neatly dressed in a blue
suit. The collar of his white shirt was
immaculate, his tie just the right
color., He had healthy looking brown
hair and blue eyes that were pleas-
antly friendly. The newspaper in his
lap was opened to the sports page.

Directly across from him sat a tall
man with a trimmed Vandyke. A

19

hurried to the pilot’s quarters in re-
sponse to a signal.

He emerged with a radiogram in
his hand. He walked over to the
bearded man, bowed, and handed him
the message.

“For you, Senor Lachner. Ah—
gracias.”

He slipped a coin into his ket
and returned to his problem of keep-
ing the obstreperous Number Five
quiet. The bearded man who had
been called Lachner read the message
and frowned. He removed a_ small
book from his briefcase, glanced
around with suspicious eyes as he
lifted the documents he had been
reading, to conceal the little book., He
opened it, studied the radiogram and
began comparing certain words.

1t took but a few moments to de-
code the message. He growled a low
oath as he read it.

WHEN NAZI

INTRIGUE MENACES

THE PANAMA CANAL, THE EAGLE

SWOOPS DOWN

ON A SPY RING

GUARDING HIDDEN WEAPONS OF WAR!

monocle was screwed into his left eye
and he was intently reading lengthy
documents that he took from a brief-
case, He paid no attention to those
around him.

Passenger Number Five had been
the steward’s greatest problem in the
Jast twenty flights. Number Five was
drunk. Not stupidly drunk, nor bel-
ligerently, but with just enough al-
cohol in his system to make his spirits
as buoyant as the plane that roared
southward.

“M’name’s Claney,” he told the
world at large. “I'm a go ‘gu
am. Ev'body likes me. Ihkee body.
Even you, steward, Say, don’t you
carry anything to drink on this ja-
lopy "

Bﬁ;e man with the monocle turned
and gave the steward an annoyed
glance, The _steward did his best to
quiet the . then

U.s. lNTELlAIGENCE AGENT KNOWN

E]
gABE OF BE CAREFUL HE IS DAN-

Lachner ﬁ]aced his documents
and the code book in the briefcase.
The message he crumpled into a ball
and thrust into his pocket. At the
first opportunity he would burn it.
He leaned back in his chair and stud-
ied each passenger intently, paying
garticular attention to the noisy cele-
rant in one of the aft seats.

Passenger Number Five arose sud-
denly, pushed the steward out of his
way and staggered forward, appar-
ently heading for the pilot’s quamrs.
As he passed Lachner, he reeled. Lach-
ner jumped up to prevent the man
from fallmg into his lap, but what
d then was worse,
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HE reeling man’s legs became
tangled with Lachner’s and both
crashed to the floor of the plane. Evi-
dently under the impression that he
was being attacked, the man who had
called himself Claney began to ﬁght.
The young man seated in a chair
opposite Lachner got up, seized
Claney by the collar and jerked him
to his feet. The steward took charge
of him. Lachner, half stunned by the
fall, groaned and sat up. The consid-
erate young man took his arm and
aided him to his feet.

“Fool!” Lachner growled, and shot
an angry glance toward the protest-
ing young passenger who had upset
him. “He should not have been al-
lowed to go up. He is dangerous.”

“You're right,” agreed the young
man helping him into his chair.
“Quite right, but I don’t think he’ i
bother us sgam The steward’s on
the job now.”

Lachner gazed at the self-styled
Claney thoughtfully. His dark eyes
narrowed in hate. He folded his arms
and allowed his right hand to slip be-
neath his coat and touch the warm
butt of an automatic slung under his
arm. Lachner was in a mood to kill.

The neatly dressed young man
across the aisle favored Lachner with
a warm smile, settled back in his seat
and loosened his collar and tie. He
closed his eyes and dozed.

Lachner kept staring at Claney,
then had a sudden i
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smoothly and rolled to a graceful
stop. Lachner quickly unbuc ed his
safety belt, seized his briefcase and
was the first passenger to reach the
door. He stepped out, looked around
as if he expected to meet someone,
then shrugged.

He moved aside, put a cigarette
between his lips and held his ighter
toward the tip of it.

But he didn’t light it until the in-
ebriated passenger was helped out of
the plane by the steward. Lachner
had carefully watched all the others
emerge. The gaunt man had been
greeted by two women who escorted
him to a car. The paunchy man had
shaken hands with a dark-featured
South American and had immediately
begun talking of margins and profits.
The neatly dressed young man
been the third to emerge. He had sur-
veyed the field with the look of a dis-
interested connoisseur of airports and
then walked blithely into the dark-
ness.

Claney, apparently still intoxicated,
almost fell out of the cabin door. He
stood on the ground, swaying and
grinning inanely. It was at that mo-
ment that Lachner snapped his lighter
into glowing life and nodded his head
slightly toward the plane.

HREE men, standing well in the

shadows, moved forward. They
qulckly surrolmded the man Lachner
had i d. Two of them took his

hand shot toward his coat pucket
The code message was gone!

“Ach,” he muttered, ‘he is a stupid
one. But he cannot get away and at
the landing field we shall work far too
quickly to allow his escape.”

The plane droned on through the
ight, and was over the Caracas land-
ing field when the warning signal in-
dicated that it was time for safety
belts to be attached. The passengers
roused themselves from the lethargy
that comes of long journeys. Lachner
fastened his belt, turned his head and
looked directly "at the objectionable
Claney who seemed to have fallen
into a stupor. .
The plane circled the field twice,
then nosed down,
taxied along the runway,

arms in an apparently friendly fash-
ion, but the drunk winced under the
pressure and tried to squirm free.
The third man stepped directly be-
hind h]mA There was a su.rreptmoua

intently would have noticed that a
blackJack slapped across the captured
man’s neck.

He seemed to wilt, his head lolling
to one side.

The three men increased their pace,
hustling their unconscious burden to-
ward a car parked well off the run-
way. But the young man they had in
tow seemed possessed of a umque
ability to throw off the effects of a
blow. Almost instantly he began to
fight. The man directly behind him
growled something in a foreign
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tongué, whipped a knife from a sheath
under his coat and drew the blade
back for a murderous thrust.

. A single shot roared out. The man
with the knife howled with pain and
looked down at his hand as the knife
fell from numbed fingers. The hand
was drip%mg blood.

Somewhere a policeman shouted.

Others came rushing toward the
scene,
. The three would-be killers jumped
into their car and sped away. The
bewildered Claney stumbled around,
muttering to himself.

And dete}l) in the darkness that sur-
rounded the flying field, the nattily
dressed young man in the dark suit
who had been one of the plane’s pas-
sengers slowly put a smoking gun
back into his pocket. He opened a
crumpled bit of paper and studied the
words on it. To almost any other pair
of eyes those words would have meant
only that one Franz Lachner was to
contact his firm in relation to the
shipment of certain samples to a cus-
tomer immediately.

But this young man was a master
at codes, Without referring to any
code book, he got the true meaning of
the message. It ordered Franz Lach-
ner to discover the identity of the
Eag]e ‘who would be aboard the plane
and to signal certain agents who
would be waiting at the airport so
they would make no mistake and cap-
ture the wrong man.

“TIAD,” the neat young man mut-

tered in the darkness. “Very bad.
They knew I was on my way as
quickly as I did. Means a thorough
organization, plenty of men and
money to operate it. Looks like the
Secretary of War was right. This will
be a dangerous job.”

He calmly rolled the radiogram into
a ball, flicked it into the night and
strolled away, whistling softly.

When a problem so difficult as to
defy solution presented itself, the
Eagle usually whistled. He was sure
there was always a loophole some-
where; that the best of spies leave
crevices in their plans where he might
get a fingerhold and pry open the
whole rotten affair.

CHAPTER II
THE EAGLE SEows His HAND

ETER FARROW, con-
sul at Caracas, Ven-
ezuela, was study-
ing code reports
from the United
States. He was ex-
tremely busy. With
war ready to break
out both in Europe
and the Orient, the
work of consular
officials had become

exacting. Farrow was tired, but

there was far too much to be done
before he could snatch a few hours’

sleep. 3
He raised his head, listening, as his

secretary’s voice reached him from

the outer office. She was trymg‘ to
stop someone from entering, for Far-

row had given orders he was not to
be disturbed. The consul arose and
walked to the door. It was opened
before he reached it. A tall, immacu-
lately dressed young man was grin-
ing at Farrow’s secretary and gently
pushing her aside. She stepped away
when Farrow appeared.

“Hello there!” The unexpected vis-
itor grinned into Farrow’s stern face.
“You look like my old geography
teacher. Come on, wipe that crusty
look off your face and let’s sit down
and have a cigar.”

The visitor edged by the astounded
consul, walked around Farrow’s desk
and dropped into the chair there. He
parked both feet on the edge of the
desk, found a box of cigars and he]goed
himself to one. He extended the box
toward Farrow.

“Please sit down and have a smoke.
1It’s good for the nerves. Oh, yes—you
out there in the other office—close the
door and don’t listen at the keyhole.
Also, don’t admit anyone else and no
phﬁ;ze calls, do you hear? No phone
calls.”

The secretary bobbed her head and
said, “Yes, sir.” Then she glanced at
Farrow and turned a beet red. She
quickly closed the door.

Farrow stepped over toward the
desk. The frown on his face died
away and turned into a broad grin,
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“No need to introduce yourself, my
friend. I've been told too often that
the Eagle makes himself right at
home no matter where he is. Welcome

Caracas—and to enough trouble to
keep a dozen eagles busy.”

“Tell me all about it,” said Jeff
Shannon, and sent a spiral of smoke
ceilingward. “And— Oh, yes! There’s
a young fool locked up in one of your
Caracas jails by now. He was in the
same plane with me and I expect he
got himself pinched. Get him out!
You see, there was a gentleman named
Franz Lachner aboard. He received a
code message to the effect that I was
to be identified and fingered for some
of his men who would wait at the air-
port to kill me. This young fellow
was pretty tight and by his actions he
made Lachner think he was the Eagle.
a&ll eld}ﬁ;d to do was sit back and look

r

Farrow parked himself on a corner
of his desk and looked at this amaz-
ing young man whose reputation had
spread across the entire world. As
the Eagle he was known from Tokyo
to Berlin; known and hated — and
feared.

“Here it is,” Farrow said quietly.
“A couple of G-Two agents showed up
here three months ago. I know they
arrived, but they didn’t even have
time to report to me before they were
obliterated. Maybe they are dead—
maybe just prisoners. This isn’t the
United States and I can’t be too curi-
ous, you understand. And you’ll be in
the same predicament. Plenty of luck
and some good clear thinking helped
you get away from their first welcom-
ing committee. You may not be so
fortunate next time.”

THE Eagle looked up and smiled.
“Interesting. What else?”
“What else?” Farrow grunted.
“That’s all. Absolutely all! And isn’t
it quite enough—to have a couple of
our agents vanish like that? I can’t
ive you the vaguest clue as to what
appened to them. But something
must be doing here. Some activity is
going on that we can’t put our fingers
on. t's why those agents were
sent here,”
“Have you noticed any odd-looking
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planes flying around?” the Eagle
queried. ~ “Bombers? Probably
equipped for stratosphere flying?
Know of any?

“Stratosphere flying?” Farrow ex-
claimed, surprised. “Of course not.
The only planes I've seen are Vene-
zuelan ones and they're all made in
the United States. This man Franz
Lachner—I don’t know much about
him either, except that he seems to
be a big shot Nazi. He’s supposed to
be a trade agent for Nazi Germany,
but if he received that code message,
he certainly must be a spy. But there
is one thing you must get straight
right at the start, Shannon. You're
entirely on your own. This isn’t the
United States and you can’t call in
the army, the navy or the marines to
help you. If you fail—that's the end
of it. I can’t make a formal complaint
because the Venezuelan government
hasn’t asked for your aid.”

The Eagle grinned amiably and
nodded. “I know all about that—and
I also know just how dangerous men
like Lachner can be. My job is to find
those two missing agents and I mean
to do it. If anything else crops up to
mtle]r’gst me, I'll take care of that as
well.

Farrow’s lips compressed tightly.
“Don’t be too sure. Oh, I've heard of
the way you work, how fearless you
are and the results you get. But dam-
mit, man, the world is on the brink
of war! This isn’t a game of tag any
longer. It’s ... Oh, what's the sense
of me telling you all this? You are
as well aware of it as I am. I didn’t
mean to go off the handle like this.
But you’re so damned cocksure—so
certain you can—"

The Eagle’s feet plunked on the
floor and he sat bolt upright.

“I'm certain all right, old man.
Very certain! Because we're in the
right. We're ﬁghtinﬁ a grim menace
of dictatorship, death and ruin. With
right on your side you can’t lose, if
you've the courage to back up your
convictions, And you may know this
about me also, I always work alone.
I have never called for help yet. If
help })resenta itself, very well. I use
it. If not, I fight my own battles.
Now let’s get down to facts., Who
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seems to head these Nazis here?”

Farrow sat down with asigh. “This
Franz Lachner you spoke of—he’s as
high as anyone, I suppose. Anyway,
they kowtow to him. There is a Ger-
man beer garden which he and his
kind frequent. I don't know what they
do there, but it certainly looks like a
good meeting place. Here is another
thing. Recently there seems to have
been an unusual influx of German
tourists. I can’t understand it. Cara-
cas is no swanky tourist resort. Peo-

le of other nationalities don’t come
ere as a rule.”

“Interesting,” the Eagle repeated
softly. “Thanks, Farrow. I probably
won't see you again, but if anything
vital crops up, I'll let you know. Don’t
mention my name in reports to Wash-
g\gti)n‘ You haven’t even heard of the

agle.”

HE WAS gone an instant later and
Farrow settled down to a limp
degree of calmness.

“Amazing young man,” he told
himself, “So damned amazing I
wouldn’t be surprised if he did get
through. Luck to him. That’s the only
help I can give.”

The Eagle stepped into a street bar-
ren of life. It was the siesta hour.
He pulled down the brim of his hat to
shade his face from the merciless sun
and walked slowly toward his hotel.
Saluting the desk clerk, he walked to
the third floor and quietly made his
way to his room. He paused outside
the door and listened intently. When
he was certain no sounds came from
within, he inserted the key, turned it
and kicked the door open. At the same
time he leaped back in case some trap

been set.

The Eagle had encountered such
traps many times before. And he
was well aware that Franz Lachner
was no fool. By now the Nazi spy
might have realized that the man
who had called himself Claney really
had been under the weather and not
acting; that the quiet young man who
had sat across from him was the real
Eagle. And the Eagle had already
sized Lachner up as a man who would
not hesitate to take d te meas-
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The Eagle
. The Eagle closed the door, locked
it and removed his coat. He flopped
on the bed, dead tired, for the ?eew
hours he had been in Caracas had
been busy ones. During that short
period of time he had learned for him-
self almost as much as Farrow had
told him. Also there were clothes
hidden in the room that would trans-
form him into a German tourist.

The Eagle was anxious to get
started, but he realized that if %w
went abroad now, he would be re-
garded with suspicion. No one stirs
in Caracas between noon and mid-
afternoon unless there is an urgent
reason.

The Eagle’s pose seemed to drop
from him as he relaxed. He was once
more plain Jeff Shannon, cfack secret
agent of G-2, unofficial operative of
the F.B.I. He had entered the work
with several years of training in the
State Department and the code of-
fices. He knew most of the tricks that
spies used. He could read ordinary
codes almost as easily as he could
English and harder ones broke down
under his diligent attacks.

Tucked away in his agile mind were
facts that would have amazed the in-
stigators of foreign propaganda and

bot: Jeff Shannon knew many

ures,

of the more important spies by sight
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and he had studied their careers in-
tently and with considerable relish.
For Jeff Shannon hadn’t become the
Eagle until he was as well versed in
this grisly business as any man alive.

After a reasonable time he removed
his clothes and donned those which he
had secretly purchased. They closely
resembled those worn by these so-
called tourists he had observed. With
peroxide he made his brown hair a
distinet blond shade and let his dis-
guise go at that. To the Eagle, dis-
guise meant more acting a part than
making up for it. He could speak
German fluently and was certain he
would get by.

He waited until late afternoon be-
fore he strolled out of the hotel. There
was a row of chairs on the spacious
porch. One stolid-looking man occu-
pied one of these, sitting apart, obvi~
ously lonesome. The Eagle walked
over and sat down beside him.

“IT IS a long way to come for a
glass of beer, mein Herr,” he said
sadly. “I do not like this country—
the heat and the flies. Nor do I like
the lack of discipline here.”

“Ach!” the other agreed readily.
“It never changes, this barbarian
land. Once before I was here, as an
engineer supervising the building of
a bridge in southern Brazil. It was
the most difficult task of my life. I
swore I’d never return, and now—""

e sl})‘read his hands in despair and

gave the Eagle a wan smile. The
Eagle showed none of what instantly
registered in his brain. Here was a
man, typically a tourist, who stated
he was an engineer, hated the coun-
try and yet returned. Why? Was he
under orders?
. “It bores me,” the Eagle answered
in smooth German. “Nothing to do
but drink beer and sleep. Is tﬁat any
life for an honor graduate of Heidel-
berg? Me—an electrical engineer of
renown?”

“I know, I know,” the other man
answered with a sigh. “I feel the
same as you, mein Herr, but like you
1 can do nothing about it. Perhaps we
can find comfort in a glass of beer
now, eh? At least, they saw fit to im-
port plenty of it—direct from Mu-
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nich. T am Eric von Maden, and

you—

“Paul Osterode,” the Eagle promptly
replied. “Let us drink to our meet-
ing.”

CHAPTER III
MURDER ORDERS

ALKING across the
street, they headed
north and landed in
a typical German
beer garden. Some-
where, in a back

room, a male quartet
was singing a_ Ger-
man folk song. Pudgy
bartenders were
scurrying back and
steins.

With this German at his side, the

Eagle felt reasonably secure. His
friend was known and the others
would accept the Eagle on the basis
of his acquaintance with von Maden.
They sat down and ordered beer.

Suddenly the buzz of i
died away. Two men had entered the
beer garden and they were certainly
not in the favor of the Germans there,
who eyed them with open hate. The
Eagle recognized one of the newcom-
ers instantly as an Austrian who had
fled his country before the barbed
wire of a concentration camp could
close about him.

“He has his nerve,” the Eagle whis-
pered to von Maden, “showing his
Schwein’s face in here. Something
should be done about it.”

“Ach, but this is not Germany.
However, I have heard rumors that
he nears the end of his rope.”

The Eagle felt a twinge of genuine
sympathy for this slender, middle-
aged refugee, By force of circum-
stance he had bee:

n driven out of his
own land and now, even in a foreign
country, he was menaced by the same
men from whom he had fled.

He glanced idly around as there

.came a stir at the doorway. Franz

Lachner strolled in, acknowledging
%reetings with nods of approval, The

agle tensed. For if Lachner studied
his features intently enough, there
was bound to be trouble and in this
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obvious hotbed of Nazis it might
%rove extremely dangerous to the

a

)gachner, moving about among the
tables, suddenly spotted the two men
who had entered only moments be-
fore himself. His face grew red in
rage. He clapped the monocle to his
eye, strode over to their table and
looked down at them.

“There is no room here for you!
he snapped. “Get oul

The two Austnans merely looked
up, at him and shrugg

Thxs is not Germany, Herr Lach-

ner,” one of them said blandly. “We
have as much right to be here as you,
and even though we don't like the
geople in this café, we do like the

"

Lachner’s right hand rose swiftly
to administer a slap. But someone
tapped him on the shoulder, A man
in a brown tunic and Sam Browne
belt saluted, opened his tunic pocket
and brought out a sealed envelope,
which he handed to Lachner.

The Nazi leader ripped open the
flap, read the message, then scrawled
something on it and handed it back
to the messenger. The messenger
started for the door while Lachner
turned back to finish his pleasant lit-
tle interview with the men he con-
sidered enemies.

Twice he slapped the older man
across the face. In a flash both Aus-
trians were on their feet. Beer steins
began flying. The messenger, on his
way out, paused to enjoy the fracas
and lend his strident voice in con-

of the two

The Eagle had hoped for this. He
sidled toward the messenger, holding
a stein of beer in his hand. Suddenly
he flung the contents of the glass into
the messenger’s face, raised the stein
and slugged him over the head with it

BECAUSE this happened near the
exit and everyone else in the
room was crowded around the unfor-
tunate refugees, no one noticed it. The
Eagle seized the messenger before h

slumped to the floor. He extricated
the envelope from his pocket, dropped
the man into a convenient chair and
slipped out of the place,

He walked rapidly across the
street, clinging to the shadows of the
low bul]dmgs, and thanking his luck

that it was a dark night. He was
climbing the steps to his hotel when
the confusion in the beer garden
really became serious. Someone had
discovered the messenger, slumped
over a table,

The Eagle removed his disguise
quickly, secreted the clothing and a
plied a brown stain to his hair. He
donned a bathrobe, lit a cigarette and
sat down to study the message. It was
in a difficult code. He opened his
Gladstone bag, looked up to be sure
curtains were drawn and the door
closed tightly, and from a cleverly
hidden pocket removed a code book.
He decoded the message rapidly and
the import of that note made the
Eagle draw a sharp breath, It read:
To His Excellency Herr Franz Lachner:

Urgent! Plans for stratosphere bomber
stolen from War Ministry. Shipped to
Caracas care of one James Kirke who may

only a cover address. Investigatel If
Klrko is espxonnie agent, he is to be re-

lans at all costm Bollevo
someone will mAk copy
return them and hope they )nve mt been
missed. Quick action is imperative.

It was signed b{ a name that un-

consciously brought a chill to the
Eagle's spine, For the Gestapo were
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taking an active part in the set-up
here, whatever it was, these many
miles from Germany!

The Eagle sprang to his feet. Lach-
ner had okayed the message indicat-
ing that its orders would be carried
out immediately. Now, with the mes-
senger slugged and the message
stolen, Lachner would act fast. The
Eagle had no time to lose.

He was almost ready to go into ac-
tion when he heard authoritative
voices demanding entrance to some
of the rooms down the hall. He flung
off his clothes, donned pajamas and a
bathrobe and propped the pillows
against the headboard of his bed. He
lay down, picked up a newspaper ;ng

A
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There were more apologies and the
quartette bowed themselves out. The
Eagle turned quietly back to his bed,
slid_under the covers and resumed
reading. Although his every impulse
was to swing into action fast if he
wanted to save the life of this James
Kirke, he knew better than to give
himself away this soon. Lachner
would have him watched. The keen,
sly mind that was Lachner’s had more
than guessed at the truth when he
had seen Jeff Shannon.

Yet, the Eagle realized that with
any delay whatsoever, James Kirke,
whoever and whatever he was, might
be murdered. The message indicated
that the stolen plans concerned a

here ship. That was a tie-up

began reading. The e
stolen was already ashes and washed
down the sink:

Someone banged on his door. He
got up, rumpled his hair and opened
the door. Two Venezuelan policemen
stepped in, followed by Herr Lachner
and the messenger. X

“Senor”—one of the policemen
saluted respectfully—*“we are sorry
for this intrusion, but there has been
some trouble. This man”—he waved
toward the messenger—“was at-
tacked and a valuable diamond stolen
from him.” i

The Eagle nodded in polite under-
standing.

“And you search for the robber, of
course. You may examine me and my
room, senors. I have nothing to hide.”

Lachner, standing near the door,
eyed the Eagle narrowly, something
more than a hint of suspicion flashing
in his eyes. The Eagle seemed to see
Lachner for the first time. He bowed
in his direction.

“Greetings,” he said. “You're the
man who was upset in the plane,
aren’t you? Don't tell me that dia-
mond was your property ?”

ACHNER screwed his monocle in
place and bowed stiffly.
“Unfortunately that is so. But of
course, mein Herr, I do not suspect
you. It is only known that the man
‘who committed the robbery originally
came from this hotel.”
“He is not the man,” the messenger
broke in. “I am sure of it.”

with the mystery plane that had flown
over the Panama Canal.

The Eagle swept the covers away,
jumped to his feet and transferred a
gun from his Gladstone bag to his
pocket. Damn the consequences! A
man’s life was at stake.

He opened the door of his room
cautiously, took a quick glance into
the corridor and drew back. A burly
man was posted near the landin¥.
One of Lachner’s men! The Eagle
tiptoed over to the window and peered
out. It was a dark night and his win-
dow overlooked the rear of the hotel.
If Lachner had left a guard in the
corridor, certainly he must have left
on?]to watch the Eagle’s window as
well,

Switching out the light he softly
raised the window. He would be a
perfect target if there were guards
out there and they had orders to shoot
him, but he had to risk that. But
from all he could make out, no one
seemed to be watching the rear court.

He ran back to the bed, stripped
off the sheets and fashioned them into
a rope. Cautiously he let this drop
out the window, and waited for a mo-
ment. Nothing happened, He swung"
out the window then and began let~
ting himself down the improvised
rope, hand over ;

Then the Eagle’s heart stopped
beating for a second. A man was
standing just beneath the swinging
rope of sheets. He had a gun in his
hand and it was aimed straight up,
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centering the Eagle in its sights. Ap-
parently this spy had been under
cover and had wisely bided his time
until the Eagle tried a getaway.

The Eagle let himself down a few
more notches, certain that the spy
was not aware he had been seen.
About a dozen feet from the ground,
the Eagle let go. Before the astounded
spy could yank the trigger of his gun,

e Eagle’s body struck him. He went
down with a crash, but was up again
instantly and looking for the gun
which had flown out of his grasp.

Instead of the gun he found a lithe
young man crouched and ready to
spring. The spy was a powerfully
built man with stubby, bowed legs,
thick arms and big hands that were
clenched into fists. He discarded ideas
of finding his gun. What harm could
this slender opponent inflict? One
smash with his big hands and the re-
sult would be practically the same as
that of a bullet.

HE growled and started a savage
rush toward the Eagle. But he
kept on going—for the Eagle leaped
aside so agilely that the spy had no
opportunity to check himself. When
he did, there was a fury waiting for
him, a fury that rapped a dozen pain-
ful blows to his face.

The spy opened his mouth to roar
for help. A fist hit him on the throat
and changed the roar into a weird
bleat. He spread his big arms, leav-
ing himself wide open, but depending
on hig ability to take it, so he might
get close enough to wrap this dan-
cing, feinting devil in a rib-crushing
embrace.

The Eagle knew better than to per-
mit this to happen. He slugged a well
placed blow to the face and danced
back. In Tﬁ mg'xlnenEt }}e 1;&6 ghde ]spy
groggy. Then the Eagle stepped close
}md gished it with two blows to the

ace.

As the spy crumpled to the ground,
the Eagle raced toward the rear of
the court, scaled a fence and reached
the street behind his hotel.
had to determine who this James
Kirke wag and where he lived. Lach-
ner would already be on his way after
the man,
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CHAPTER IV
GIRL WITH COURAGE

| over a draftsman’s
desk on which sev-
eral blueprints were
pinned. Tracing pa-
per was fastened in
place and he was
making a careful
copy of the plans be-
fore him.

About thirty, he

. . was dark-eyed " and
chestnut-haxred, with a wide forehead
and a chin that jutted aggressively.
His mother had been a native of
Venezuela and from her he derived
his dark Latin eyes. His father had
been from the United States,

It was well after midnight. He
rubbed his eyes and yawned. Another
hour and he would be finished with
one of the most important tasks of
his career. Senor Hernandez, head
of the Venezuelan Military Intelli-
gence, would be proud of that work.
. Behind Jim Kirke, portieres, mask-
ing a window, stirred as if a breeze
swept them. Then they were parted,
slowly, cautiously. Silently as a
ghost, Franz Lachner slipped into the
room. Monocle screwed tightly to his
eye, cane thrust beneath one arm,
he reac%ed gpder ?z]s %:)at and drew

n. Treading softly he approached
Kirke from the rear. He slixgved the
gun out as the young man turned his
head, and Jim Kirke slowly raised
both hands.

“You are wise, my friend,” Lach-
ner whispered. “A sound out of you
and I shall be compelled to blow your
head off. Ah, I see you have the
plans for our new plane. It was a
clever bit of work, getting them,
Senor Kirke. Very clever, worthy of
my own agents. But your man fum-
bled a bit and we discovered he had
shipped them here. You, as an in-
telligence agent for the Venezuelan
Government, would have reaped a
rich reward if you succeeded. Now
remain just as you are while I take
back the plans.”

He unpinned the tracing paper,
stuffed it into his pockets, With al-
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most the same motion, he covertly
extracted a knife as he placed his
cane on the drafting table.

Lachner's li%:sn drew back in a
snarl as the ife was upraised,
poised for a swift descent. And at
that moment Jim Kirke, who had not
seen the knife, noticed the shadow
thrown across the board. He began
to turn his head. The knife came
down, but Kirke managed to yell be-
fore his voice was abruptly cut off
as the blade penetrated his heart.

Like a very tired man his head
came down to rest against one crooked
arm lying across his drawing board.

Lachner whipped the blueprints
from beneath the dead man’s body.
There was blood on them, but he paid
no attention as hastily he rolled the
blueprints up. There were others he
wanted, and instantly he set to work
looking for them. Intent on his search
he was suddenly jerked back to ac-
tuality by a soft, yet grim voice.

“Don’t move! Stand up and raise
your hands! L ... Jim! Jim! Oh,
what have you done to him? You've
killed him! He's dead!”

Lachner swung around slightly and
kept his hands high. A beautiful
blond girl was standing near hi
with a heavy gun in her fist. More-
over she seemed to know how to use

it.

Joan Kirke sidestepped to where
her brother lay dead. She raised his
wrist gently. There was no pulse.
She faced Lachner again.

“You filthy, murderous spy,” she
accused, her voice choked with emo-
tion. “You killed my brother—knifed
him in the back!” We have firing
squads down here for men like you.
Keep your hands raised and don’t
move! I'm going to call the com-
mandant!”

LACHNER gulped. To be beaten
at all.was bad, but to be out-
witted by a mere girl would make
him a fool in the eyes of his followers.
Then Lachner’s worries ceased. For
another man was creeping into the
room—one of his own men, a2 man
with closely cropped hair and thick
lips drawn back in a silent snarl,
Joan seemed to sense her danger,
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She whirled around, but too late, The
apelike invader made a flying leap
toward her and Lachner instantly
galvanized into action. The gun was
wrested from Joan’s hand. Her senses
reeled as Lachner slapped her across
the face. She clutched at the edge of
the desk for support, but did not
scream.

. “Ach,” Lachner grated, “you came
in time, Otto, but after this you will
work even faster. Another moment
and this little fool might have shot
me.”

“If I only had!” Joan groaned. “If
Ionly had!”

Lachner studied her a moment and
shook his head sadly. .

“It is too bad that one so lovely and
young must die. But you would re-
port me to the commandant and have
me arrested.”

Lachner drew a gun from his
pocket, snapped back the mechanism.
Joan turned deathly pale. It was com-
ing! She would have no more chance
than Jim. In a moment this gun
would roar and she’d join her brother
in death.

The gun leveled and Lachner
showed his teeth in an evil leer. His
finger tightened on the trigger. Then
the one light in the room went out
and an instant later a gun roared.
Lachner’s hissing breath turned into
a scream of pain. His gun flew from
his grasp as his hand went numb and
dead. )

The other spy saw a shadowy form
near the door, shouted a gul
challenge and swept forward with
knife upraised. But that shadowy,
form moved so fast it seemed to pos-
sess wings. The spy ran straight into
a right jab. It smacked against his
jaw with a bone-breaking sound. The
spy called Otto crumpled and fell to
the floor.

Taking advantage of this moment,
Lachner spun_around and raced for
the open window through which he

ad gained entrance. He dived
through it headlong, landed on the
irt outside. But he scrambled to his
eet quickly and vanished into the
night, leaving a trail of blood from
his wounded right hand.

Back in the house, Joan stood tense,
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waiting for the final outcome. She
couldn’t see the man who had saved
her life, but she could hear him bend-
ing over the spy he had knocked cold.
Finally he straightened up, walked
over near the door and turned on the

ight.
. “Hello,” he said pleasantly. “Looks
like I showed up just in time.”

Joan couldn’t hold back the tears
any longer. The Eagle, glancing be-
yond her, saw the knife protruding
from Jim Kirke’s back.

“No,” he said fently. “1 was too
late. ?duch too late. I'm—terribly
sorry.”
Joan fought back her tears.

“Who are you?” she demanded.

“Why do you say you were too late?

Did"you know this was going to hap-
n "

The Eagle nodded somberly. *“I
knew—and I came as swiftly as I
could, but Herr Lachner beat me to
it. He”—he nodded toward the dead
}f.igl’ge—“was your brother, wasn’t

e?

HE nodded, mutely. The Eagle
walked over to the corpse and
made a quick examination. Then he
eyed the spy, groaning on the floor.
He bent down and administered an-
other punch. The spy went limp

again. .

“Miss Kirke”—he led her to an-
other room and helped her onto a
davenport—“I know you’re brave
enough to face facts. This is war
—if you haven't already guessed it.
We're fighting an organized band of
spies who stop at nothing to gain
their own rotten ends. Killing your
brother wasn’t necessary. All they
wanted were those plans which your
brother was trying to copy in order
to counteract the deadly uses to which
they would have been put. Now
they'll try to kill you—before you can
get any action out of the local au-
thorities.” t

“I can get action,” Joan said spir-
itedly. “You have even named the
man who killed my brother. I'll iden-
tify him, and I know his fate.”

The Eagle sighed. “Yes, I know
too. A brick wall at dawn—if you
can prove it. But Miss Kirke, you

must admit that I saved your life
and that you owe me a favor.”

She looked up at him. Somehow
she trusted this clear-eyed young
man.

“Go ahead. I'm listening.”

. “Then forget about Lachner. If he
is removed, there will only be a lot
of trouble between your country and
his. And you would find it difficult
proving your case against him. So
why not let this gorilla I knocked out
take the blame? Say he killed your
brother. He’s just as responsible, be-
ing here with Lachner. Lachner
won’t dare interfere.”

Joan Kirke's eyes blazed. “You're
trying to help Lachner out of this.
You're a friend of his.”

“No, no!” the Eagle insisted.
“Lachner would rather see me cooling
off in a morgue than anything else 1
might think of. He hates me as much
as I detest him and his kind. But if
Lachner is put away, there will only
be another to take his place. Plans
might be altered. We wouldn’t know
just where we stood. With Lachner
working more or less openly as he
does, we have a chance to get him—
right. There are other lives than your
brother’s which are menaced, Miss
Kirke.”

Joan Kirke raised her head. “I
don’t know who you are, but you
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wouldn’t have shot that—that devil
and half killed his hireling if you
weren’t on Jim’s side of the fence. I
trust you.”

“Thanks,” the Eagle said softly.
“My name is Jeff Shannon. . Your
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bor. Jim was watching that. He said
many of the tourists went there snd
that shortly after they sailed away.”
The Eagle held her soft hands for
a moment and looked straight into
g

will wonder just who

brother was a
agent for Venezuela. I have a similar
job for the United States. You and
1 fight for the side we think is right.
That happens to be the exact opposite
of Franz Lachner’s ideas. You knew
your brother operated against Lach-
ner and his kind. He must have told
you something. Can’t you help me—
in any way?”

“Yes, I'll help you, Jeff Shannon.
But I must report my brother’s mur-
der to the police. And Senor Hernan-
dez is entitled o an explanation—the

‘whole truth for him, Jeff Shannon.
You will have nothing to fear. The

United States and Venezuela are
friendly and cooperative.”

The Eagle nodded. “Very well.
But only Senor Hernandez—and
swear him to secrecy. Now—had your
brother learned anything signifi-
cant?”

She leaned toward the Eagle, in her
eagerness forgetting everything else
for the moment except his question.

Jeff Shannon is. Tell him he is—the
Eagle! I think then he will gladly
follow my request for Lachner not to
be arrested, nor the civil police told
of what actually happened here.
Meanwhile, be very careful. Lach-
ner knows you can identify him and
he’ll not stop at another murder.
Contact Hernandez, turn this spy on
the floor over to him and then let no
one in the house. I'll try to return as
soon as possible.”

He smiled at her understandingly
and was gone. The Eagle’s mind was

tounsts these mystery plans for a
str ip and an

yacht clubhouse t)ed together. Some-

where in that maze lay the clue to the

whereabouts of the missing G-2

agents.

And there was more; much more.
The plans for that ship had been de-
veloped in Venezuela. Perhaps actual
ships had been built and tested. But
where? Not in Caracas or any of the
surrounding towns. Airplane manu-
facture always requires a great deal
of space.

The tourists! The Eagle’s mind
clicked. It takes skilled technicians
to build and plan airplanes. The Ger-
man, von Maden, was an engineer.
The Eagle recalled other tourists he
had observed. They all seemed to e
of a high type of intelligence. Most
of them wore glasses which undoubt-

I ted close, detailed work.

“THE plans for this str. here
bomber,” she whispered. “Co 1es
were sent from Caracas to the

Ministry in Berlin. Jim said they had
been traced on paper made in Ven-
ezuela and were original plans.
Therefore they must have been drawn
here. That's all I know. Jim didn’t
tell me too much. But wait—there is
something else. Jim was busy watch-
ing these German tourists who have
come to Caracas lately. I know he
was suspicious of them. There is an
old yacht club & mile above the har-

y
They had no women or children with
them. Were they here to take part in
the buildup of some gigantic and se-
cret war machme" Did they really
sail away?
Joan sat immobile for perhaps
three minutes after the Eagle’s de-
arture. She was alone now—with
er dead and a spy who was still out
of the picture. But Joan was afraid
no longer. In her eyes were smolder-
g fires. Her small hands clenched.
She arose and went to the telephone,
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CHAPTER V
CHECKMATE

HE Eagle slipped back
through the

dark-
ness, - watchful lest
Lachner had left
spies to strike from
cover. But he was
not disturbed.

As he reached the
more important
streets of the city,
he heard sirens and

knew that Joan Kirke had reported
the murder. His thoughts were cen-
tered on her during his walk back to
the hotel. He had never met a girl
like her; a girl who could face facts
and still retain her composure so

well.

The hotel lobby was deserted. A
sleepy desk clerk and a bell-hop
looked up and relaxed again when
they recognized him as a guest. He
walked up the stairs, turned into the
corridor leadin, his room and
there he paused. From beneath his
door came a sudden flash of light.

The Eagle drew his gun, snapped
the safety off and walked gently to-
ward the door. He didn’t open it. Per-
haps Lachner himself was there, with
a horde of his spies, setting a death

rap.

The Eagle listened intently. His
room and his possessions were being
given a complete frisk all right. Lach-
ner had certainly wasted no time.
But the Eagle knew there was noth-
ing among his ions to indicat

81

within three feet of the Eagle and
turned down the stairway.

The Eagle went in carefu® pursuit.
‘When the spies reached the street, he
watched them through the windows
of the lobby. They started off, walk-
ing fast, choosinithe darkest portion
of the street to shield them from ob-
servation. Although the last of the
trio kept looking over his shoulder,
he saw no signs of pursuit for, al-
though the Eagle was already on
their tracks, he was a master at the
art of shadowing.

They turned into a path leading to
the rambling front porch of a big
mansionlike house. Apparently there
was some kind of a warning signal or
a guard posted at some inconspicuous
place, for the three were instantly
admitted without knocking.

From a place of vantage across the
street the Eagle estimated his chances
of getting inside this spy’s nest. It
was bound to be a dangerous proce-
dure, but that was no deterrent to
the Eagle. He lived for danger.

Transferring his gun to a side
coat pocket, he stole through the yard
of a deserted house next door. He
ducked as a dark form loomed up and
a man dressed in uniform, with a
gun strapped to his hip, strolled by.
A guard! There would be plenty of
these without question.

As noiselessly as a cat, he prowled
the estate, selecting a means of enter-
ing the house. Once a flashlight split
the darkness as a guard made a rou-
tine inspection of the premises. But

tisfied that everything was peace-

that he was an operative of the
United States G-2. The Eagle rarely
carried identification, depending on
his wits to get him out of difficulties.

He backed away slowly, keeping
his gun ready for action. There was
a supply closet halfway down the cor-
ridor and he made his way toward it.
The door was mnot locked and he
stepped inside, leaving the door open
a crack.

Twenty minutes went by, then
three men emerged from his room.
By the disappointment evident on
their faces he knew that they had
discovered nothing significant. They
hurried along the corridor, passed

ful, the guard turned back to the
house, walked over to a side door and
without using a key, entered. The
Eagle grinned.

He reached the same door after ten
minutes had elapsed. It opened un-
der his touch ahd he found himself
in a small hallway from which stairs
led to the floor above. He tiptoed to-
ward them. It was better to be cer-
tain that Lachner and his aides were
in bed before he began an extensive
search of the offices and files.

AT the head of the stairs the Eagle
paused to listen. He heard gruff
voices below on the other side of the



32

landing where the main stairway
was. Crouching behind the balus-
trade, he observed Lachner and two
aides emerge from a room, line up
and formally salute. A fourth man
came out, nodded pompously and
headed for the main stairway. He
turned around just before he started
up and saluted. .

“Heil,” he said with a cold smile.

“You have done well, Herr Lach-
ner. The Ministry of War will be
pleased.”

“Thank you,” Lachner bowed low
before this man, “The Baron Wesener
is very kind. And mark you, this is
but the beginning, Your Excellency.
Before we are done, this continent
wi]Il| htremble beneath our wrath.”

e
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power they held, the more pompous
they became and the more they feared
death or violence themselves. This
Baron Wesener was a downright
coward, A

The Eagle smiled as he steiped
over to the bed, dragged off a sheet
and began tearing it into strips. With
the stri&s he bound the baron tightly,
gagged him and then pushed him into
a chair, binding him to it. .

“The baron shows more wisdom
than his outward appearance indi-
cates,” the Eagle said with a chuckle.
“You have saved your own life, Now
I must warn you that if you make any.
noise I'll be forced to come back and
kick your fat face in.”

The frightened look on the baron’s
face indicated a numb submissiveness

p ma;
Baron Wesener nodded, saluted once
more and clicked his heels. Then he
started up the steps. .

It had hit the Eagle like a blow in
the face when he heard this man’s
name, Baron Wesener! High in the
Nazi War Office, a confidante of gen-
erals and statesmen. His presence
alone attested to the importance which
the War Ministry placed on this mys-
terious South American adventure.

The Eagle cautiously tried a door,
found it open and stepped into a bed-
room. A huge swastika was sus-
pended from the wall over the mas-
sive bed. This, then, was probably the
guest room and the baron was more
than likely headed for it. The Eagle
walked softly toward the door, flat-
tened himself beside it and when it

and the Eagle quietly left the room.
He went down the corridor to the
front entrance. .

The house was plunged into dark-
ness now, but a man stood watch at
the front door. Not for an instant
did he avert his gaze from the tiny
window that overlooked the path.
Getting him was a simple matter. The
Eagle used the butt of his gun and
caught the man before he crashed to
the floor. -

EXT he sought out the room from
which the baron and Lachner
had emerged. It was dark, but he
first pulled down all curtains, boldly
turned on the lights and looked
around. Files lined two walls, and
there was a built-in bookease
a wi 1 :

swung open, he was from
view,

Baron Wesener slammed it shut
without looking around, sat down and
began drawing off his military boots.
Suddenly he jerked erect, for the
muzzle of a gun was )i essed against
the back of his fat neck. A voice, low
and ominous gave him orders.

“The baron would be wise and re-
main healthy if he does as I say.
Stand up, walk over to that wall and
keep facing it! The slightest devia-
tion from my orders -will mean
death.”

The baron’s excess fat began to
quiver. These men were all alike, the
Eagle thought swiftly. The more

i pertaining to
the science of war. He glanced into
some of the files and grunted. They
were careful dossiers concerning
every important South American
official.

_Then the Eagle found his first sig-
nificant clue. A map, folded and
somewhat worn, was in_one of the
filing cabinets. He spread this on the
desk and studied it intently, It
showed various routes to the moun-
tains. Trails were outlined clearly,
distances that could be traveled by
car were indicated and spots mark
to show where the rest of the foumey
must be made afoot. One circled spot
was labeled “Colonia Tovar.”
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It outlined certain guard posts.
‘And there was something else. A line
had been drawn due north of the cir-
cled spot and part of the shores of
Lake Maracaibo had been outlined.
An attempt had been made to remove
all signs of this supplementary nm‘:
It meant something, but the Eagle
could not figure out just what.

wanted to examine this house
and leave it without making his pres-
ence known. Therefore he refolded
the map, placed it back in the filing
cabinet, then moved toward the big
flat-topped desk in a far corner of the
room. To reach the drawers he had
to pass between a smal] cabinet that
looked like a radio, and a huge wall
safe—and the instant he passed by,
he sensed that he had cut an infra-red

gave a lusty, shout, whipped out his

“Don’t move—stand where you are ard raise your hands ™

gun and ran toward the front hall.
He saw his colleague slumped uncon-
scious on the floor and shouted this
news.

The Eagle raced to the big win-
dows, pulled aside the curtain and
swore softly. Two men armed with
rifles were parked outside. Appar-
ently Lachner had given explicit or-
ders as to just what should be done if
this alarm signal went off.

The Eagle thought quickly, and
acted even more swiftly, There was
a small door at one end of the room
which led, he figured, to the narrow
corridor off the side hallway. He
raced toward it, and in a moment was
silently creeping up the side stair-
way.

slid through the small door he had
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. used shortly before. He heard Lach-
ner hurrying down the main_stairs.
He was shoutm orders on his way.

“Perhaps it’s that fool of an Ameri-
can! I have been suspicious of him.
Guard every door and window. Paul,
you come with me—and keep your
gun ready. If you see this man, stop
him, but do not shoot to kill. I want
a talk with him before he dies.”

Lachner was halfway down the hall
when a cheerful voice called out to
him from the living room.

‘Hey, Lachner, w! y don't L you come
in? I'm getting impatient.

Lachner growled an oath signaled
his men and they closed in on the
door. Two of them leaped into the
room, rifles poised. Lachner, certain

that he was now well plotected drew

himself erect and strode lmportantly
into his own living room. He stopped
in sheer astonishment at what he
saw.

EHIND his own desk, which no-

one beside himself could occupy
under orders of severe punishment,
sat the slender young American.
Lachner’s box of privately blended
cigars was open and he saw at a
glance that the intruder had not only
lighted one, but had also stuffed his
vest pocket full of them
“Not bad, Lachner. w The Eagle
surveyed the glowing tip of his cigar.
“After 1 smoke a few of these, 1
might actually get to like them. Come
on in. Sit down. Or don’t you know
how to receive a guest?”
Lachner’s eyes blazed as he rapped
out a string of Teutonic oaths. Clench-
ing his hand into a hard fist he strode

toward the desk. Two of his men kept
the Eagle covered
“Now, now,” the Eagle derided,

"you re surely not thinking of start-
ing a fight, Lachner. A man of your
age, and with your physique ought to
consider the consequences. I'm bet-
ting a good sock over the kidneys
‘would put you under. Too much beer,
that’s what.”

“You—you—" Lachner found his
voice finally. “You insufferable pig!
Get out of my chair! Get away from
my desk—or shall I have my men kill
you immediately ?”
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The Eagle shrugged. “If wouldn’t
do your rug any good and if your
marksmen should miss, they'd only
bore holes in that nice pannelmg on
the wall behind me. Please sit down,
F{lew Lachner. I've only come for a
cl

“You have come to spy!” Lachner
roared. “To steal! To murder me
while I slept. You are nothmg but a
common thief—a murderer.”

The Eagle raised his hand lan-
guidly and pointed to Lachner’s ban-
daged right hand.

“Mosquito bite, Herr Lachner? Or
perhaps a bit of lead tgtmwnmg’ Did
you refer to me as a thief and a mur-
derer? I haven’t killed anyone—yet.
Nor have I stolen. Can you say the
same?”

Lachner turned pale, then crimson.
He motioned his two guards to stand
back, stepped toward the desk and,
scowlmg heavily, sat down on the
edge of a chair facing it. The Eagle
guﬁed leisurely on his cigar, shoved

is chair back a few inches and
propped his feet on the highly pol-
ished surface of the desk.

“Shoot, Lachner,” he drawled. "Oh
no? Not the guns now, eh?
comes later, doesn’t it? You wanted
to talk to me about something I heard
you say. Well, here we are all nice
and cozy. You've got perhaps twenty
or thirty armed men to see that I
don’t harm you”—he grinned dryly—
“I've got a little ace in the hole to see
that they don’t harm me. So why not
talk calmly and without antagonism?
You wish to learn things from me. I'd
hke to ask you a few questions.”

“Who are you?” Lachner growled.
“What are you doing in my house?
1 have a legal right to shoot you.”

The Eagle waved a deprecating
finger. “But you wouldn’t, Herr
Lachner. Because if you killed me,
there would be complications. Oh,
very serious complications. No—
don’t bother to interrupt me. I'm not
referring to what the local authorities
to do to you. I'm thinking
of Berlin and the War Ministry.
They wouldn’t like it if Baron Wese-
ner suddenly vanished while he was
on a tour of inspection and a guest in
your own home.”
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Lachner jumped to his feet. He
spun around and howled orders. They
were relayed to other men pos‘teg in
the hallway. Heavy feet up
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“You will stop me!” Lachner thun-
dered. “You insignificant puppy!
With a flick of my finger I can have
you exterminated.”

the stairway. A voice yel]'éd back the
news. The Baron Wesener was gone!

ACHNER walked over to the
| desk and slammed his fist down

on it.

“Schwein!” he raged. “You shall
die for this! What have you done
with the baron ?” .

The Eagle flicked off a good-sized
chunk of ash on the rug, returned
the cigar to his mouth and grinned
contentedly.

“He’s safe, for the present, Lach-
ner. d mind who you 1 ‘pig’
even in your own language. I've a
sensitive soul and I might— Well,
it’s highly possible the baron won’t
return. Do you gather my meaning?
Now be good enough to send your
trained gorillas out of the room so we
can talk in private.”

Lachner’s eyes burned into the
Eagle. His lips worked and his hands
clenched and unclenched as he tried
desperately to stifle his rage. He
studied this insolent young man for a
moment, then gave the orders for his
guards to withdraw. Although this
young puppy’s words were careless
and light, although he taunted Lach-
ner, the Nazj leader had a glimpse
of the intruder’s eyes. They carried
no mirth in them and they made
Lachner shiver slightly.

“That’s much better,” the Eagle
said. “Now Herr Lachner, there isn’t
much I mean to ask you because
you’d only answer me with a mess of
lies. I'll simply tell you a few things.
You and your men are trying to build
up an empire.in South America. An
empire ruled by might and violence.
In the event of another major conflict
you hope to paralyze all industry
down here, prevent Brazil from ship-
ping out her very necessary raw ma-
terials which will be so useful for
your enemies. You hope to bribe and
murder your way to a real power in
South America. There can be no other
reason for your presence here. Well
—you can’t do it. Hear me? You
can’t, because I'll stop you.”

The Eagle laughed heartily. “True
—quite true—but you forget the
baron. No one but myself knows
where he is and if I shouldn’t return
to him, he’d starve to death. I
wouldn’t want to be in your shoes if
that happened. Let's see. . .. They
call them concentration camps in
your country, don’t they ? In medieval
days they had a far more vivid name
for them. Torture rooms! Well, we’ve
had our little chat. I think I'll be on
my way.

“Oh yes, you want to know where
the baron is, don’t you? Here's what
we'll do. You send one of your best
men with me. Mind you, he mustn’t
be armed or I won’t like it. He can
drop me off at the hotel and I'll give
him a written message as to where
you will find His Excellency.”

“Bah!” Lachner roared. “Am I
fool enou_gh to agree to a proposition
like that? You would betray me the
moment you were out of this house.
No! You will tell me first or I shall
take care of you. You cannot get out
of here.”

“And the baron can’t get out of
where he is. We're stalemate, Lach-
ner. You've got to trust me and you
may be sure I will keep my word.
Now—shall we go?”

HE bearded German arose and

bowed stiffly.

“Very well,” he snapped. “It seems
that you have outwitted me for the
moment. I believe that you will return
His Excellency to me, for if you do
not there is no way to escape my
vengeance. We shall call it, as you
say, a draw.”

The Eagle rubbed his chin, grinned
and put on his hat.

“Of course, Herr Lachner. And 1
hope you will heed my warning be-
cause you'll be carefully watched
from now on. The slightest show of
violence in either Caracas or any
other South American city will bring

uick punishment directly on your
shoulders. You’re not fooling me, you
know. I've guessed your little game.”
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Lachner’s lips compressed. He
screwed his monocle into place, bowed
and clicked his heels again. Then,
‘with a gracious sweep of his hand, he
escorted the Eagle to the front door.

‘THRILLING SPY STORIES

“The Eagle!” he roared. “So he was
the Eagle! Here—in my very hands
and I let him go! But before morning
the Eagle will be safe. Otto—Paul—
upstairs with you. His Excellency is

He d one man to
him,
CHAPTER VI
LACHNER’S TRICK

TEPPING out _into
the night, the Eagle
shoved his hat to the
back of his head and
whistled blithely as
he strode down the
street. His guard re-
mained close to him.

hner watched
them vanish into the
night and smiled con-

temptuously. .

“Ach, a clever young one but im-
petuous. Like other enemy agents he
has jumped to the conclusion that I
am here to establish myself as a dic-
tator. How foolish unless. . .. Herr
Gott, if he has but seen that map!”

Lachner rushed back into the liv-
ing room, yanked open the filing cab-
inet and drew a lonf breath of relief.
His map was still there and un-
touched as far as he could see.

Twenty minutes later the Eagle’s
escort returned, panting from his fast
run. He handed Lachner a sealed
envelope, saluted and withdrew dis-
creetly. Lachner ripped open the flap
and read the message. There was a
prominent vein in his forehead that
throbbed out the beat of his heart
when he was aroused. It beat so fast
now that Lachner felt dizzy as he
read:

My dear Herr Lachner:

You will find His Excellency rather un-
comfortably situated in the closet of his
own room with some dirty clothes covering
him. I might have taken him away to a
safer spot, but he carries around far too
much lard to make such a move practical.
Why in thunder don’t you German agents
go on a diet?

That was enough to make Lachner
turn gray with rage, but the signa-
ture brought rasping oaths to his
iips.

fined to the clothes closet of his
own room. If you were not such dun-
derheads, you would have searched it
carefully. You will pay for your care-
lessness. Go!”

It had been only a short time before
that when Jeff Shannon had waved
Lachner’s agent-guard out of his
hotel room, sat down and laughed un-
til tears rolled down his cheeks. It
did his soul good to bring these over-
bearing, lordly officers down a peg
or two. He was remembering Lach-
ner’s face. It had been the most lu-
dicrous puzzle that the Eagle had
seen in years.

But the Eagle didn’t discount Lach-
ner’s wity nature. The German agent
would thing el d
soon. Before that occurred, the Eagle
had to know certain things. There
were those tourists, for instance.
More and more he realized that they
were anything but what they seemed.

Then the mystery plane and those
plans. Somewhere there had to be a
spot where the forces of this under-
cover war could operate. He recalled
the map in Lachner’s files. Eagerly
he extracted a detailed map of Vene-
zuela from his own briefease.

He located the section which had
been outlined on Lachner’s map and
his finger pointed to a town with a
name all out of proportion to South
America. Colonia Tovar. Tovar was
the name of an old and respected Ger-
man family. Then it came to him.
Of course, the lost colony! He had
heard it mentioned before, often, but
it had slipped his mind.

ERE were footnotes with the
map and he checked these. The
full history of the mountain colony
was given. Four generations ago it
had been settled by a small German
colonist group and since then, by iso-
lation and self-imposed laws, it had
remained a true German colony. The
descendants of the original settlers
were as completely German as the
most Teutonic inhabitant of Berlin.
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Their customs were retained, the lan-
guage and the religion.

“ is where Germans are,”
the Eagle murmured softly. “That is
the theme song of the Nazi. There-
fore, it’s possible they have invaded
this mountain colony and set up their
machinery for war at that spot.”

The Eagle went down to the desk.
The night clerk was still dozing, but
the single bellooy was busy some-
where, For fifteen minutes the Eagle
asked questions.

“Si, Senor, it is known, as the lost
colony,” the clerk agreed. “Always
we have known of it. The geople—
they are law abiding and good people.
They raise their own crops and Jive
completely alone. There never has
been any trouble.” .

The Eagle was covertly glancing
over the desk clerk’s shoulder. In the
mail slots, he noticed a letter with a
German stamp affixed to it. The num-
ber of the room was that of the one
occupied by one Marenbach, a tourist.

Gazing thoughtfully at a huge map
which the desk clerk had spread out,
the Eagle pretended he could not see
it well. The clerk invited him behind
the desk. As he passed by the mail
slot, the Eagle’s hand flicked out and
transferred the letter to his pocket.

Half an hour later, in the security
of his room, he worked feverishly
over the letter. To all appearances it
was nothing but a letter from home
and signe , “Your faithful wife,

Magda.

Yet that letter intrigued the Eagle.
He suspected there was far more to
it than appeared on the surface. In
the first place it was much too patron-
izing to be a letter from a wife to
her husband. Codes didn’t help him
any-and by checking letter frequen-
cies he determined that it was not

le. Therefore the only other al-
ternative solution was that of in-
visible ink. But heat brought no re-
action; nor did acid or alkali help.

The Eagle rubbed his chin thought-
fully, then snapped his fingers, and
slipped into his coat and hastily re-
moved his shoes. He opened the door,
watchful for any more guards whom
Lachner might have sent. Certain he
was unobserved, he crept down the
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corridor, climbed two flights of stairs
and stood before Herr Marenbach’s
room. The door was locked and the
key in place.

The Eagle used the small blade of
a penknife to worry the key loose.
He quietly slid a newspaper under
the door, forced the key out of the
lock and held his breath until he felt
certain that Marenbach’s rhythmic
breathing indicated that he had heard
nothing. He pulled the key under the
door, grinned a little and had the door
unlocked in half a minute.

Grasping his gun by the muzzle he
was prepared to use it as a blackjack
if Herr Marenbach awakened. Swiftly
he turned his attention to Maren-
bach’s clothing. He studied the light
gray suit, the white shoes and the
white cork helmet.

There was one item of startling
contrast. In the breast pocket of the
coat was a somber black handker-
chief. The Eagle wet his thumb,
pressed it against the handkerchief
and found that his finger was
smudged. Stuﬂing the handkerchief
into his pocket he quietly left the
room.

ACK in his own quarters, he

quickly drew a basin full of tepid
water, thrust the black handkerchief
into it and watched the dye run out
until the water became black. He
dipped the letter into this solution,
shook off the excess water, then stud-
ied it carefully. The Eagle’s knowl-
edge of spy tricks served him well.
The dye in the handkerchief was the
reagent which brought out the secret
writing.

What he found was a map and a
few instructions. The map made him
whistle softly in surprise. It indi-
cated the trails to the lost colony and
showed that Marenbach, an engineer,
was expected to smooth out several
barely negotiable passageways.

The instructions indicated that
Marenbach was to report to his ship
before midnight the following day
and be prepared to assume his duties
at once.

The Eagle glanced at his watch.
Four A.M. He was worried about Joan
Kirke. Lachner was quite likely to
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strike through her. And the Eagle
felt that she knew more than she had

ld him. More than that he found
(:hat he actually wanted to see her,
even if the visit had no significance
80 far as his work was concerned.

He guessed she would not be aslee,
—not after all that had happened.
Swiftly donning his clothing, he slid
his gun into his pocket an | walked
out of the hotel. But he had no more
than reached the street when he
skidded to a halt. Six armed men of
the Venezuelan Night Patrol, led by a
slender young lieutenant, spread out
to encompass him. Rifles were turned
his way.

“Buenos noches, Senor.” The lieu-
tenant touched the peak of }us cap.
“You are in a great hurry, si Per-
haps you will tell us your name.”

y not? Jeff Shannon—from
the United States. I've some urgent
business—"

The lieutenant clapped a hand on
the Eagle’s shoulder.

“I am very sorry, Senor. You are
under arrest for the murder of James
Kirke. You were observed emerging
from his home and the man whom
Senorita Kirke accused of killing her
brother has confessed all. You paid
him to assist you in the murder so
you might steal certain valuables,”
the officer told him politely.

Stunned, the Eagle offered no re-
sistance. Here was Franz Lachner’s
fine hand. Cleverly he had fashioned
a trap that would take care of the
Eagle for an indefinite period of time.
There would be a lot of red tape be-
fore he could extricate himself.

It was painfully clear how it had
been done. Lachner had simply sent
the imprisoned man a message that
he should accuse Jeff Shannon of be-
ing his mentor. Witnesses had been
provided to swear they saw Shannon
emerge from the house.

Of course Joan Kirke could help
clear him by her testimony. But was
she available? This open-handed
method of sidetracking the Eagle in-
dicated that she might have been kid-
naped—even murdered.

The Eagle was aware that the lieu-
tenant was still talking. He jerked
back to reality.

THRILLING SPY STORIES

“You will come along quietly,
Senor. Precede me, please.”

The Eagle barely restrained the
groan that sought to escape his lips.
Lachner had certainly worked fast.
His own spy, the man whom Joan had
caused to be arrested, would swear
that Jeff Shannon hired him. The
Eagle knew that eventually he could
squirm out of this mess, but he would
have to reveal everythmg he knew.
And meanwhile Lachner would carry
out his schemes. Joan would un-
doubtedly be menaced.

HE Eagle shrugged. His shoulders
agged in a gesture of resi

tnon. e turned slowly and took about
four steps. Then, as the six-man
patrol assembled itself, he whirled
on the lieutenant, seized him around
the waist and yanked his gun from its
holster, jabbing the lieutenant in the
spme ‘with the weapon.

“Sorry, Senor._ If one of your men
even raises his rifle, I shall be forced

ill you. Back up slowly, keep in
ste with me. Obey and you will not
be harmed.”

The lieutenant realized the futility
of resistance. All his men were in
front. If they began shooting, their
bullets would strike him first and the
menace of that gun digging into his
ribs spelled death as certain as the
next dawn.

Slowly the two men moved back
until they reached the mouth of the
dismal alley running beside the hotel.
There the Eagle neatly tripped his
prisoner, wheeled and raced away in
the darkness. A few shots were fired,
but the bullets missed by a mile. He
passed through several yards, keep-
ing his nose pointed toward Joan’s
home. The Venezuelan authorities
‘would never thmk of looking for him
there, and he ta see Joan.

When he reached the house, he
found it dark and the front door
locked. For a moment his heart
skipped a beat. Then he reassured
himself. Joan was probably on her
way to the garrison to be ready to
identify the murderer of her brother.

The Eagle sped around the side of
the house, kicked in a cellar window
and slid through it. Gun in hand, he
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made his stealthy way to the upper
floor. The silence of a tomb greeted
him. He located Joan’s room, turned
on the lights for a fraction of a sec-
ond and let loose an audible groan.

Silent evidence pointed to a quick
departure. Whether it was forced or
voluntary he did not know, but he did
know that no matter what Joan did
or where she went, Lachner's spies
would be on the watch for her.

The Eagle sat down heavily and for
the first time in many months felt
the depths of actual despair. Finally
he forced himself back to some sem-
blance of calmness. He had work to
do. Important work! From the look
on Lachner’s face he had fooled him
completely. Lachner thought that the
Eagle had assumed, as had everyone
else, that his activities were confined
to Caracas and the coast line.

But the Eagle knew he must some-
how reach that lost colony and do it
quickly—before Lachner turned loose
his dogs of war. All thoughts of Joan
must be thrust aside ruthlessly. Thou-
sands of lives were at stake, the hap-
piness and prosperity of millions. No
matter how he felt toward this girl,
‘whom he had known but a few hours,
he had to carry on. And to do this he
required rest.

The Eagle walked over to the bed
and flung himself down on it. In
three minutes he was fast asleep.

CHAPTER VII
FoUR IN DANGER

HEN late morning
f sunlight awakened
the Eagle, he sprang
up with an an
imprecation at him-
self for oversleeping.
Then he settled down
to do some clear
thinking.

He couldn’t ven-
ture out in broad
daylight for every alguacil in Caracas
would be looking for him. He was
positive now that Joan had vanished
and could be of no help in establish-
ing his innocence. He simply could
not permit himself to be arrested.

Downstairs he found food and ate

39

it mechanically. He spent the after-
noon outlining his plans until they
took a definite form in his mind. They
involved danger and they undoubt-
edly would take him away from the
place to which Joan had been taken,
but with the Eagle, duty came before
all else.

He waited until well after darkness
before he ventured out and then kept
to the quieter streets, tensed for a
quick race to safety if an alguacil—a
policeman—spotted him. He reached
the center of the city finally and stole
toward the rear of the German beer
garden where the fake tourists passed
their time.

Several of the so-called tourists
were being feted in a back room. The
Eagle saw them arise suddenly and
raise their glasses in a salute. Herr
Marenbach seemed to be the guest of
honor. So! Then somebody in com-
mand evidently was sending Maren-
bach to assume his duties even though
the German had not received official
word from Germany. Perhaps they
believed the letter had been delayed.

The German bowed himself out the
door half an hour later and headed
due north along the waterfront. As
he progressed, the German seemed to
grow more wary and the Eagle dis-
oo;/ered his task of shadowing diffi-
cult.

Then abruptly, he recalled Joan’s
story of the mysterious yacht club.
Marenbach was heading there! As
all the other pseudo tourists did, just
before they sailed.

The Eagle darted to the right,
made his way over silent streets and
kept his eyes open for patrols. For
he had the Caracas authorities as well
as Lachner to worry about. Then he
saw his destination, a low, apparently
deserted club.

But was it deserted? The Eagle
heard the faint slapping of muffled
oars. He dropped to his stomach,
wriggled over to a bank and gazed
down at the beach. Two dories,
loaded to the gunwales with boxes of
heavy goods, were being rowed
ashore. Men were waiting and the
cargo was quickly transferred to a
truck. As it rumbled away, the Eagle
saw Herr Marenbach loom into sight.
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Two men stepped out of the dark-
ness, guns in hand and Marenbach
stood stockstill while they searched
him. He showed them certain papers
and was passed on, to vanish into the
Tarlkerad clubh ‘An to
see the inside of that place

ipped
the Eagle and only by an effo d}?he
resist the impulse to invade it. Be-
cause he realized that if Marenbach
got away now, he would have to begin
all over again.

The German emerged after almost
an hour. He looked around carefully
as if he had been warned to watch
himself, then hurried back to town.
But behind him stalked an unseen
Nemesis—the Eagle.

A little later when Marenbach,
armed with identification papers and
his traveling bags emerged from the
hotel, he headed straight for the
waterfront. As he a narrow,
dark street, he felt a light tap on
his shoulder. He turned and a fist
rammed straight against his jaw.
Without a sound the German col-
lapsed.

Working with frantic speed, the
Eagle carried him into a deserted
shack and rapidly divested the man
of his clothing. He donned this, but
realized there was no time for further
disguise.

WHATEVER happened now rested
with Lady Luck. He tied the
German securely, gagged him and
left him in the shallow cellar below
the shanty. It would probably be
hours before he was discovered.

Examining the stolen identification
papers, the Eagle saw that they were
in order, and hurried toward the pier.
A fast launch was waiting. He
stepped into it, merely nodded to the
officer in charge and stood at the

row as he was carried out to the
garbor where a liner was anchored.
Venezuelan officials, at the dock, had
passed him without a glance. His
papers were enough.

The ship’s captain met him on deck,
saluted respectfully and assigned him
to a cabin. .

“At two o’clock, Herr Marenbach,
you will go aboard a dory and be
rowed back to shore,” he informed.

THRILLING SPY STORIES

“A car will await you for transporta-
tion to the airport. By morning you
will be at your destination.”

The Eagle paced the narrow quar-
ters assigned him. If Lachner or any
of his aides should by any chance ar-
rive with further instructions before
time for the ship to sail everything
was lost. It was an unaccustomed
feeling—and uncomfortable—but the
Eagle was nervous, apprehensive.

Aboard ship preparations were be-
ing made for a quick sailing. Then,
shortly before two in the morning, a
knock on the door informed the Eagle
that he was to get ready at once.

Ten minutes later he was being
rowed ashore by two husky men who
said nothing to him. A car picked
him up at a broken-down old pier,
whisked him through the city, through
a narrow lane among trees and let
him out in 2 small clearing beside a
transport plane that was poised at
ﬂ:i? end of a runway for a quick take-
off.

The place did not seem to be an or-
dinary landing field. It was well
away from the city, cleverly hidden
by surrounding thickets. Men were
busy piling crates of goods into the
plane and the Eagle discovered he
was the sole passenger.

Things were going almost too
smoothly. During the flight over the
mountains, the Eagle kept thinking
of Joan Kirke. Where had she gone?
Was she in Lachner’s hands, a pris-
oner?

Then, with the dawn, the Eagle
had his first glimpse of the lost col-
ony. Nestled among the valleys of
the Andes it looked like a slice of
southwestern Germany. It was a
quaint and apparently flourishing
place. A landing field had been re-
cently cleared away and the plane
was circling toward it. The pilot
nosed her down, rolled across the field
and came to a stop.

Instantly a dozen men in black uni-
forms appeared. The Eagle, watch-
ing them through a window, gaped in
astonishment. They were Gestapo
agents, operating openly here. They
swaggered with each step, bustled
other people out of their path and
quickly surrounded the ship.
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The Eagle stepped out, holding his
breath. Lachner must have some
means of contacting this colony, he
was thinking, and if the real Herr
Marenback had gained his freedom,

er would have a grim reception
prepared for the Eagle.

But there were only salutes and
low-voiced instructions from the ro-
tund leader of the Gestapo.

“The freedom of the village is
yours, Herr Marenbach, but you will
hold yourself ready for further or-
ders,” he said crisply. “You know
what there is to do and we can lose
i Until you are summoned

He stepped back and saluted. The
Eagle returned the gesture, and be-
gan hating that stiff-armed thrust of
obedience to a cause he detested.

BUT they had taken him at face
value. He was free for the time
being, though he realized it would
not be for long. Meanwhile, though,
if he could locate their ammunition
plants, their plane assembling factor-
ies, he would at least have something
to report.

Glancing over his shoulder he saw
that the plane which had flown him
here was rapidly being unloaded. One
box fell from the hands of a worker.
It cracked open and the Eagle had a
glimpse of an airplane motor part.
Then the Gestapo, surrounding the
ship, closed in. e laborer was un-

mercifully beaten before he was
driven back to his work.

“This,” the Eagle told himself,
“would be a bad place to be trapped.
Those Gestapo look as though they
miss roughing up people—and would
they go to town on me.”

He strolled through the village,
amazed at the exact replicas of Ger-
man cottages. The people even
dressed as German farmers. They
were a proud, clear-eyed, blond race,
but the Eagle detected signs of covert
fear in the women and in some of the
men. He began to think that perhaps
they resented this invasion of their
Fatherland replica in a new world.

Then it was that the Eagle received
one of the greatest shocks of his
career. As he passed by a small mar-
ket place, a girl sauntered out. She
was dressed like a peasant with a
wide, brilliantly colored skirt. Her
hair was long, worn in two braids
hanging down her back. She smiled.

“Joan!” The Eagle’s lips formed
the word, but he did not speak.

She took his arm and they walked
slowly along until they were well into
the hills where the Gestapo rarely
bothered to venture.

“How did you ever get here?” the
Eagle asked. “What in the world hap-
pened, Joan? I can’t understand—"
He had unconsciously spoken to her
as “Joan” because that was the name
by which he thought of her in his

[Turn Page]
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mind. As simply she called him by
his first name.

“It wasn't difficult, Jeff,” she said.
“I've known of this colony for years.
As a little girl my mother used to
bring me here for vacations. The
people know me and trust me. They
resent the intrusion of the Gestapo
agents and all this activity. All they
ask is the peace and quiet they’ve en-
joyed for more than a century. I
come back each summer and visit.
‘When I'm here, I dress and act like
the inhabitants. It isn’t far by auto
if you know the trails. When I told
Hernandez what happened, he or-
dered me up here.”

The Eagle looked up sharply. “Or-
dered you? Then, like your brother
you are also a secret agent, eh? Have
you discovered anything, Joan? Are
there ammunition dumps here—and
assembly factories?”

“No, Jeff. I've asked a few discreet
questions and I've looked around.
There are no factories here. It’s noth-
ing but a stop-over. They ship their
crates of parts here, then they are
transferred somewhere else. Even
the inhabitants of the village know
nothing and they don’t dare ask ques-
tions.. The Gestapo have been here
but a few weeks and they have al-
ready established a concentration
camp. M t just van-
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as you suggest, is merely a stop-over.
Listen, Joan. So long as I'm accepted
as Herr Marenbach, 1 can go right
ahead. They’ll take me to this other
hidden city where I'm supposed to
work in chemical laboratories. You
stay here. Somehow I'll manage to
get word to you. Is there any way
to get a message back to Caracas?”

Joan shook her head. “There’s only
a radio station, set up by the Gestapo
for communication with Lachner. Oh,
Jeff, please be careful! I—I can't
help but think of what happened to
Jim—to my brother. I—I'm afraid
for you now.”

The Eagle took her hand and
pressed it gently. “Joan,” he said
firmly, “you and I hold in our hands
the opportunity for stopping murder,
sabotage, and possibly even invasion
of this continent. Today the world is
crammed with discordant issues.
We've got to work for the issue we
believe is right. If you and I refuse
to risk our lives, later on millions of
men will risk theirs with no choice as
to whether they want to or not. Can’t
you see?”

“Yes—yes, I see. I guess it’s the
only thing that has kept me going
since that other night. But Jeff, what
can we do? How can we possibly
fight all these men? They have all
b at their d, while we

ish if they so much as criticize any
move made by these agents. I saw
you get out of the plane. Oh Jeff, it’s
terribly dangerous here! They'll real-
ize you're an impostor. These men
are devilishly clever.”

IHE Eagle led Joan over to a rustic
wall, hoisted her on top of it and
sat down himself.

“I couldn’t quit now, Joan,” he
said soberly, “any more than you
could. Accordmf to my theories, this
colony is probably bristling with war
planes and factories. I must find out
where they assemble those planes and
matplufacture the bombs. I can’t stop
until—"

He stopped short with a sudden ex-
clamation. That map he had seen in
Lachner’s living room! There had
been a line to Lake Maracaibo.

“I've got it!” he said tensely. “This,

have nothing.”

The Eagle tapped his temple sig-
nificantly. “Except for what lies up
here. Now listen—you ow _thi:
country or can find out about it. How
far is it to e Maracaibo, and
where is the trail?”

“It’s about thirty miles,” she said
slowly. “But Jeff, Lake Maracaibo is
isolated from civilization. There can't
be . . . Wait, Jeff! I think you're
right. Frau Hensinger told me only
this morning that she wondered what
tractors were doing plowing their
way through the wilderness. Those
men are making a road. It must lead
to Lake Maracaibo. Jeff, we're on the
right track!” &

He nodded. “And what to do about
it? They'll ship me up there, watch
me like hawks and pretty soon I'll be
exposed. Then what? Still, I must

e the chance. With you here and
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able to get back to Caracas without
much trouble I've an ace in the hole.
Be ready to move immedlately, Joan,
I'll send word the moment I'm sure
of things. Stay clear of these Ges-
tapo, and—"

The Eagle stoEped abruptly. From
below, in the village proper, came the
shrill notes of several whistles. He
started up.

“It's an alarm!” he said tensely.
“And only one thing could be respon-
sible. They've discovered I'm not
Marenbach. They’ll have witnesses
to show that you seemed to know me
and they’ll take you, too. Joan, we're
going to Lake Maracaibo—and there’s
only time enough for you to reach
your friends in order to get us food.
I’ll stay here, behind this fence. The
Gestapo won't learn of our meeting
until later. Hurry!”

She sped away, cutting across the
fertile fields toward the outskirts of
the village. The Eagle dropped be-
hind the fence, saw to his gun and

umped a slug into the firing cham-
Cr'.

The Eagle knew how these men
from the Gestapo worked. And he
knew that once he fell into their
hands, hope could be abandoned!

CHAPTER VIII
PRISON CAMP

LMOST two hours
elapsed before Joan
returned. She car-
ried a basket
crammed with food
and fear was plain
in her face,

. “They're search-
ing everywhere,
Jeff!” she said in a
rush of words.

“They’ve got patrols out—have even

conscripted the villagers to create a

ring around the whole area. But I

have friends here, as I told you, I've

taken them into my confidence and
they want to help. We travel due
north, There are no Gestapo agents
there—only natives. We can slip
through the ring. They won't see us
because they don’t want to, these
friends of mine, But we must hurry!”
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They beat their way through for-
est and over towering hills. They
saw no signs of the ring of men
thrown about the village. e Eagle
had an idea that these simple people
deliberately avoided seeing them so
they would tell no lies if questioned
by the Gestapo. X

All day long they made their slow
progress up the tortuous sides of the
Andes. There was food enough and
water in plenty. Joan held up well
and gradually these two discovered
that there was more than friendship
between them. Yet neither spoke of
it. There was a gigantic be
done, a dangerous piece of work that
might take their lives before it was
completed. 3

They rested by night and with the
dawn toiled forward again. A com-
pass, provided by one of the villagers,
was their guide. At noon of the sec-
ond day they topped a high peak and
looked down at the smooth, blue
water of Lake Maracaibo. They were
at the extreme southern end of the
huge lake, where primitive wilder-
ness held sway. But did it? The
Eagle pointed into the valley. A thin
column of smoke arose like some
skinny finger seeking to defile the
clouds.

“It’s there,” he said softly. “From
now on we must be careful. They'll
have guards thrown out, especially
since we made good our escape from
the village. Joan, you didn't hear any-
thing of two Americans being held
captive, did you? I don’t believe I
told you, but two agents preceded me
down here and they vanished.”

“There are no such prisoners in
the village or I should have known of
it,” she told him. “Perhaps they
brought them here to the lake. Jeff,
‘what are you going to do now?”

“I don’t know. First I must have
a look at the armaments industry
they've created down here. AsIseeit
now, there is only one solution. Out~
right destruction of the whole place.”

They maneuvered warily
darkness set in. Then they moved
forward faster until they reached the
fringe of forest behind which lay the
insidious activity of the foreign spies.
Jeff parted a few branches, glanced
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through them and drew in a quick
breath. He had expected to see a
complete picture of preparation for
war, but nothing on the scale that
presented itself now.

A broad flying field was to the left.
Hangars were wide open and more
than a score of heavy bombing planes
were being inspected by mechanics.
There were twice as many fast pur-
suit ships, with their wings barren of
identification.

To the right towered a frame build-
ing into which a line of men carried
shells and aerial bombs. All about
were men in full uniform. Here they
had no need to hide their true iden-
tity. The grim insignia of their na-
tionality was boldly displayed. Barbed
wire fencing hemmed in the entire
place and guards armed with rifles
patrolled every foot of it.

JEFF SHANNON groaned. “I'd
sell my life for one bomber with
her racks filled. Getting into that
place will be harder than breaking
out of Alcatraz. We've got to find the
gate and study the guards.”

He took Joan’s hand and they crept
along the protecting edge of the for-
est until they had made a half circle
of the place. The Eagle saw the gate
at last. Four guards were posted
atop scaffolds that commanded a view
of the whole clearing. From each
scaffold bristled a machine gun and
powerful searchlights were ready to
be trained on any invading force. He
saw, too, how camouflage concealed
the airport and the small factories. A

lane flying directly overhead would
ve noticed nothing unusual.

“It would take a well equipped
regiment to attack this place,” the
Eagle whispered. “Joan, it doesn’t
look as if there was a way of getting
into the place.”

“Can you fly a plane?” Joan asked,
and when he nodded silent assent:
“Then let's try to steal one. Per-

haps—'

“Wait!” The Eagle held up his
hand. “Joan, look down there just
outside the gates. In that little grove.
See? Two men—Americans.” He
almost shouted. “Why, that’s Bob
Traynor and Frank Bailey! If we
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could only get them working with us.
They’re shackled to those posts, but
I can get them free. Come on—
there’s no time to lose.”

‘With Joan at his side they crept
forward. Within the Eagle a tiny
voice kept telling him to beware. But
he could only see those two men, help-
lessly staked out like cattle. Two
more American men would be of
great help, also, and these two would
know the ins and outs of this en-
campment.

“Jeff,” Joan said anxiously, “it may
be a trap. Why aren’t there any
guards near these men?”

“I don’t know,” the Eagle said.
“But we've got to chance it, Joan.
You stay here. Take my gun. It any-
thing happens, try to shoot a clear
path’ for me. Don't worry—I'll
make it.”

“Good luck,” she whispered.

The Eagle crept on hands and
knees until he was within twenty
feet of the two stakes to which the
American agents were tied. It was
gloomy there now, because some of
the lights had been turned out. The
Eagle drew a pocket knife, opened
the largest blade, then darted into the
clearing intent on cutting the two
men free and escaping before anyone
was even aware of his presence.

Suddenly Joan screamed. Her cry
was cut off as though a hand had been
clamped across her mouth. But the
Eagle did not pause. He reached the
side of the Americans and saw that
each man was gagged with adhesive.
They could not shout a warning.

He swung around, crouching. A
line of men with rifles were emerging
from the darkness to hem him in on
all sides. Then he saw Joan being
half carried, half dragged between
two black-clad members of the Ges-
tapo. One of these agents held a gun
against the back of her head as he
shouted to the Eagle:
h“You will surrender or I shall
s|

oot !”
The Eagle sighed, and raised both
arms high. . ..

T SEEMED hours later when

the Eagle stood before a long table
behind which sat uniformed officers
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of this hidden armaments town. They
were resplendent in swords, pistols
and medals. Their }ugh-crowned caps
were gerched jauntily on closely
cropped heads. A man of about fifty
seemed to be in command, from his
insignia, a major-general.

“Now,” this man said gruffly, “you
wxll begm by telling us how you found

&)Iace No lies—they will be pun-
ished. And remember also that this
girl who came with you is likewise a
prisoner. Upon her we shall inflict
the punishment to be meted out to
you in the event that you do not co-
operate with us."

“Very well,” the Eagle said.

He grinned at the dozen men,
walked over to the desk and sat down
on the edge of it. Two Gesta agents
rushed up to him, draﬁ m back
and slapped him soundly across the

ace.

“It won’t be so long,” he said
quietly, “before I return that slap—
and my hand won't be open when 1
do it. Now, if you want me to talk,
let go and step back. I don't like the
odor of you. Reminds me of a sty.”

For a moment the Eagle thought
these two meant to shoot him on the
spot. But harsh orders from the
major-general sent the two agents
back toward the door.

“Stand at attention and answer
these questions,” the Eagle was told.
“We have already communicated with
Caracas, so you will gain nothing by
lies. How did you know this place
existed, and how many other persons
know of it

The Eag]e shnugged “Can't say
for sure. I told—let's see—Senor
Hernandez and the American consul.
Herr Lachner was extremely careless
n leaving maps around. I had a look
at one of them and— Well, 1 got here,
so I must have known the way.”

“And the girl?”

The Eagle made a wry face. “One
of the peasants in the lost colony. I
was in a spot there and persuaded her
to helP me get away. After that I
couldn’t shake her. She insisted on
coming all the way. Just a stupid
girl who should be milking cows—
lx:iotdlnixe& up in an affair of this

N . .
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“We shall soon know,” the com-
mandant snapped. “Herr ther
has been ordered to report here at
once. If you have lied, you shall face
a firing squad. And Lachner will
know who you are.”

At a signal the two Gestapo agents
dragged the Eagle out of the room,
across the entire length of the impro-
vised town and hurled him into a
barbed wire enclosed space about
twenty feet square. Bob Traynor,
Bailey and Joan were there, huddled
in a _group as far away from the
guards as possible.

The Eagle watched the gate close
in his face and grinned at the leering
grimaces of the Gestapo men. Then
he brushed his clothing casually,
threw back his head and whistled a
lilting tune as he walked toward his
companions. He sat down ‘on the
ground and looked around.

“Nice little place you have here.
Exclusive is the word—and com-
pletely away from any curious eyes.”

Traynor laughed. “That’s right.
Boy, it’s tough trying to live with
sentries watching every move you
make. I'd rather be in solitary con-
finement. Well, you're here—so we
might as well know all about you. I
suppose you were sent down to look
for us?”

“How in the world dld you find the
place?” Bailey queri

HE Eagle eyed both of them. They

were gaunt from lack of suﬂicxen‘t
food and sleep. Their hands were
cslloused their bodies dirty.

ake you work for your keep,

eh?” he remarked. “Prisoners of war
and prisoners ot industry at one and
the same time.”

“They make us work in 2 coal mine
they found over on that hill. The rest
of ’em are too high-hat to do work of
that kind, so with a bayonet ready to
stick us every now and then, we dig
the coal and haul it out. They main-
tain a nice little electrical system
with it. Oh, there’s every modern
convenience here.”

The Eagle hunched himself closer,
gave Joan a wide grin and spoke

ietly.
"Lnstcn, boys, I'm Jeff Shannon.
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Maybe you’ve heard ’em call me the
Eagle. Well—no barbed wire fence
ever held an eagle on the ground. I'm
going to fly out of here.”

“How ?” all three asked in a chorus.

The Eagle heaved a great sigh. “I
don’t know—yet. Have to grow my
wings first. But—we don’t leave here
until this place is obliterated! Wiped
off the face of the earth!”

Traynor shook his head slowly.
“You don’t know the half of it, Shan-
non. The‘y; taunt us with their plans.
Listen—they intend to wait until
there’s a war on the other side of the
pond. If the United States tries to
help any of the enemy nations, the
Panama Canal will be bombed first.
Then Mexico and the United States
itself, within flying range of these
new stratosphere bombers—and let
me tell you, that's plenty. If Brazil,
Chile, Argentina or any other Latin-
American nation decides to take a
hand, they get the same treatment.
See that big shack over there? It
contains enough bombs to blow New
York off the map. Over there, behind
that camouflage of trees, are long-
range cannon. They can be flown,
piecemeal, to suitable points and
turned on the various cities down
here. All hell will break loose if they
ever get started, Shannon!”

Joan took both of the Eagle’s hands
in her own.

“Jeff, can we do anything?” she
pleaded. “Is there any hope at all?”

“Tomorrow,” the Eagle said,

“Lachner comes, When they find out
who 1 am, they may decide to elim-
inate all of us, or put us to work in
the coal mines until we drop of ex-
haustion. Lachner rather has it in
for me, and I don’t think his ideas of
vengeance are any. too kindly. So we
must .act quickly., Are there guards
around here all the time?”
* “All the time,” Bailey said mourn-
fully. “If we even step toward the
barbed wire fence, they aim their
rifles at us. Don’t think it would take
much to make them shoot, either.
Day and night they keep four men on
duty, watching us.”

The Eagle was staring toward the
dark sky. Above the prison camp
wires were strung, and at one end of
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the camp a pole supported them. The
Eagle’s eyes narrowed.

“Is it possible that when the guard
changes, they relax vigilance for a
minute or two?”

Traynor answered eagerly. “Yes.
Those going off are usually so tired
they walk away before the others get
here. The whole bunch meet near the
gate at nine—well after dark. The
guards on day duty work a fourteen-
hour shift. I've heard them grum-
blin%habout it often enough.”

“Then we can do nothing until to-
morrow,” the Eagle said. “We’ll have
to risk Lachner’s appearance. Joan,
you ought to get some sleep. You
others, too. We'll need all our energy
tomorrow night. For I've a plan.”

CHAPTER IX
THE WAy OuT

RAY dawn was just
breaking when
Traynor and Bailey
were aroused and
herded out of the
barbed wire camp
at the point of bayo-

nets.

Joan and the
Eagle were unmo-
lested, but he knew
that when Lachner
arrived, their time would come.

Shortly after noon they were given
a bowl of weak soup and some dry
bread. The Eagle nibbled at his
chunk of bread and grinned at Joan.

“All the comforts of deluxe hotel
service. They even wait on us, Joan.”

“Oh, Jeff!” There was a choked
sob in her voice. “How can we ever
get out of here? When Lachner finds
out you're here, he’ll order you killed !
Even if they don’t kill us, we'll be
forced to work like slaves. Look at
Traynor and Bailey! They’re just
walking skeletons.”

The Eagle’s grin died away.
“You've got to keep your chin. up,
Joan, darling,” he said. “We're not
licked until they throw sod in our
faces. I'm hoping for just one break
—that hner’s temper won’t run
away with him.”

An hour later they heard a bugle
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blare. All work ceased for the mo-
ment and the men lined up, rifles
grounded, shoulders thrown back.
From the trail came a party of eight
with Lachner in the lead, astride a
wiry little mule. He saluted the com-
mandant, inspected the small army,
then walked over to the barbed wire
fence enclosing the prison camp.

The Eagle arose, ambled over to
the fence and stopped only when two
bayonets touched his stomach. He
saluted Lachner with a wry grin.

“So we meet again, Herr Lachner.
You don't happen to have one of those
cigars about you? I didn’t get around
to smoking all of them, and when
we’re back in Caracas I'll give you
one in return.”

“That man”—Lachner pointed an
accusing finger—*“is the Eagle! The
most dangerous of all agents em-
ployed by the United States. I shall
not rest easy until I see him riddled
with bullets.”

The Eagle moved his head in ac-
knowledgement. “That’s real praise
coming from you, Herr Lachner. But
I'm quite satisfied. Men like you and I
expect to die violently some day. This
is a little earlier than I had planned
it—but who are we to buck Fate? I'd
much rather be dead than slaving in
those coal mines like Traynor and
Bailey are forced to do. Whenever
you're ready for the fireworks, just
whistle. I'll be along.”

One of the Gestapo agents clicked
his heels and bowed.

“Herr Lachner, it is not for me to
suggest, but we need more coal and
we do not have the men to mine it.
This man might help, en? Then later
on you could take care of him as all
spies should be taken care of.”

“Ja!” Lachner snarled. “Let him
work the mines. Work him twenty
hours a day. The woman—put her to
work in the kitchen. Let her wash
the dishes. Feed them swill. Let them
suffer.”

“Ja, Herr Lachner.” The Gestapo
agent started for the gate. Lachner
stopped him with a command.

“Not now, you fool. First I would
talk with this man. He knows much
and he will tell. Give me one hour,
then bring him to me,”

Ly

The Eagle whistled again as he
strolled back to Joan’s side and sat
down,

“Nice fellow, isn’t he? I thought
that by telling him I'd prefer death
to working in that mine he’d give me
a taste of the mine. Psychology, my
dear. An interesting and useful sub-
Jject.”

UT Joan could stand no more.

She broke down, huddled in his
arms and he let her cry until there
were no more tears. Then he kissed
her gently.

““Didn’t I say I'd fly out of here?”
he reminded her whimsically. “What
does an eagle have wings for? Now
you won’t be bothered until tomor-
row, so get all the rest you can. Me—
I've an appointment with His Maj-
esty, and if he presses me too much,
T'll talk. And what he’ll learn! I'll
stuff his ears so full of blarney it will
make his head spin.”

* * * *

It was almost dark when the Eagle
stumbled back to the prison camp
after his set-to with the bearded Ger-
man spy. His guards forced him
through the gate and urged him for-
ward with cruel kicks. The Eagle’s
face was bleeding and raw. The
marks of Lachner’s big hand were
still evident.

Traynor and Bailey started up, to
rush to his side. The Eagle pursed
cracked lips and whistled again. Joan
helped him into a sitting position,
moistened the hem of her skirt in a
bucket of tepid water provided for
them, and gently washed the blood
from his face. .

“Herr Lachner,” the Eagle said
softly, “is no gentleman. He had two
men hold me while he did this. I
didn’t like it and I told him so—
which made him_all the sorer. But
he and I are not finished, my friends.
Gather around closely so those guards
won't be able to see what we're do-
ing.’

The Eagle thrust a hand under his
shirt and took out—one gauntlet. The
kind worn by the officers of this hid-

en town.
“All for that I took Lachner’s pun-
ishment.” He grinned crookedly, for
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his face was somewhat out of shape.
“One measly little glove which to me
looks exactly like a pair of eagle’s
wings. Tonight’s the night, boys—
Joan. Lachner’s staying over, prob-
ably to encourage my coal digging a
bit. But my hands are tender. Noth-
ing like my feet. They’requite tough.”

The Eagle leaned back and removed
his shoes. They had crepe rubber
soles and heels. He pried away one
sole, ripped it off the shoe and held it
against the gauntlet.

“Fits perfectly, en? Now, Joan,
here is where you come in. A woman
should weep and sew for her boys in
the trenches. Please don't weep. Just
sew—this rubber sole onto the out-
side of the gauntlet. You'll have to
use grass— No, wait! Let’s all take a
stroll around the limits of our prison.
There’s bound to be bits of wire.
all you can and don’t let the guards
see you.”

“They separated, but thirty minutes
later again were huddled in a group.
Using pieces of rusty wire, Joan fas-
tened the rubber sole of the Eagle’s
shoe to the gauntlet he had stolen.
The camp was settling down for the
night. In about an hour the guard
would change.

“Listen, carefully,” the Eagle said.
“When our charming hosts withdraw
from their posts, it must seem to
them as if we're huddled together ex-
actly as we are now. But I'll have to
leave for a moment or two. The rest
of you make it seem I'm still in the
party. If things go wrong, you carry
out my plan, ’l‘raynot. Y’ou are the
strongest. Readyg”

They nodded. is was desperate
work, but no more desperate than
was their situation. No one spoke
again until the guards, stationed
along the fence, withdrew turn
over their duties to the new shift.

THE night was pitch dark and few
lights were on. Most of the in-
habitants of the town were feting
Lachner. The guards had-grumbled
about their tour of duty preventing
them from joining in the festivities.

Suddenly the Eagle scurried away
on all fours. The darkness swallowed
him up. The others held their posi-
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tions so that should any of the guards
look back, it would seem that all four
prisoners were in one group.

The Eagle reached the pole just in-
side the barbed wire fence. He
wrapped both arms around it and
shinnied up it like a monkey. He
reached the cross piece over which
the wires were strung and donned the
gauntlet, with the crepe rubber fas-
tened around it.

The wire that Joan had used was
carefully pushed deep into the soft
rubber so that none of it was ex-
posed. Without hesitation the Eagle
grasped one wire. He tested its
strength, knew he could not tear it
down. Then he dug into his pocket
and took out the knife. He had been
searched, but only for guns. e
knife had not been appropriated.

Holding this firmly with the rub-
berized gauntlet, he sawed away at
the wire. It parted and one end fell
to the ground. He held his breath for
fear it might touch the fence and
create a brilliant blue flame. But it
dangled two feet away.

Perspiration poured down the
Eagle’s face. Hehad carefully selected
a wire leading to one of the small fac-
tories, now darkened. If he had cut
the wrong one and doused the lights
in the other buildings, his whole
scheme would have gone awry.

He slid down the pole and rejoined
the others before t‘he new guard shift
had taken their })

“Got to work fast,” he said. “Here's
the dope. Taunt the guards, get them
good and mad. Coax them near the
fence. Got the idea? Let’s go! Spread
out—each of you take one guard.
Keep his attention.”

The Eagie walked briskly over to-
ward the Eole he had climbed, In the
darkness he slipped on the glove once
more, seized the trailing wire and
quickly fastened it to the fence. Then
he walked over to where one guard
rested on his rifle, staring blankly
into s

“Hello,” the Eagle said in German.
“For a minute I thought you were a
tree stump. You smell like one—the
kind that are left in marshes, I
mean.”

“Quiet!” The guard raised his
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rifle. “Do not approach closer or I
shall give you a taste of my bayonet.”

“You wouldn’t dare,” the Eagle
taunted. “You haven't the nerve, I
might grab it and turn your own rifle
against you.”

Deliberately the Eagle walked
closer. The guard growled a curse
and thrust his bayonet between the
barbed wire. The Eagle dodged aside
agilely and made a derisive sound
with his tongue. The guard lunged

forward, intent on making this Amer-
ican spy squeal. That lunge brought
him up against the barbed wire fence.
He dropped his rifle and collapsed
without a sound, dangling over the
fence like some bullet-riddled soldier
far out in No Man’s Land.

Scooping up the rifle, the Eagle
whirled around in time to see two
other guards lolling against the fence.
The fourth had his rifle to his shoul-
der and Joan was centered in his
sights. The Eagle raised his bayo-
neted rifle high and raced toward the
man.

THE guard swerved his gun, but
before he could press the trigger,
that rifle was sailing through the air
at him. He tried to duck it, but the
Eagle had figured on that and pur-
posely sent the blade in a low line.
It hit the man in the middle of the

est.

He fell forward with a groan, and
lay still.

The Eagle raced back to where the
power line was hooked to the fence.
With his rubber-lined glove he
quickly untwisted it, wound it around
the pole, then raced over to join the
of

ers.
“Got ’em!” he said gleefully. “Now,
Joan, you make for the hills. Don’t

argue—do as I say. Traynor, you and
Bailey follow me.”

Joan hesitated a moment, but
obeyed. On her way she stopped long
enough to pick up a rifle. The Eagle
smiled, but there was no laughter in
his eyes.

Slightly in the lead of Traynor and
Bailey, he dodged between buildings,
a rifle ready in his hands for quick
use. He held up 2 hand suddenly and
the others crouched near him.

“There are guards around the
arsenal,” he said in a low voice, “but
we can’t afford to wait. Someone may
see those men on the barbed wire
fence. Now here’s the dope. Bailey,
you make a line for that small shed a
hundred yards to the right. Traynor,
you stay right here. I'm going into
that arsenal I may come out in little
pieces and then it’s up to you mugs
to gggl "Joan away. Do you. under-

“Listen, Shannon,” Bailey said,
“Joan’s in love with you. Backing
that up is the fact that you're invalu-
able to the service of our country. Me
—I'm j a mno-account operative
whlo got himself into a mess. Let me
go!”
“And have all the fun?” the Eagle
asked wryly. “Nope! I got you out
of that prison camp and you owe me
the privilege of blasting this city of
war to the skies. Beat it—and cover
me when I start to run for it.”

Bailey touched his forehead,
grinned amiably and made his dash
{0 a point of vantage from where he
could cover the Eagle without expos-
ing himself. Traynor sighted his rifle
experimentally, drawing a bead on
the gnard who stood fixed post at the
entrance to the ammunmition dump.

“Ready?” the Eagle asked.

Traynor nodded, and his er
grew white against the trigger. Bailey
waved encouragement from his. posi-
tion and then leveled his own rifle.
The Eagle gripped his gun with
strong, eager hands.

The bayonet glistened dully and the
Eagle’s eyes narrowed slits. His
chances of coming out of this were
few. Yet it was his job, and one by
which most of the world would bene-
fit. He couldn’t faill. -



CHAPTER X
RuiN

ALLING into a
crouch, he broke
into a sprint. He
crossed a small pa-
rade grounds and
was within twenty
feet of the sentry
when the man real-
ized this onrushing
ghost meant no
good. He raised his
rifle, but its stock

had barely touched his shoulder when

two slugs smashed through his head.

Traynor and Bailey had fired simul-

taneously. .

Two other sentries came rushing
toward the Eagle. He shot one of
them through the shoulder. Tray-
nor’s gun blazed and the other went
down in a sprawling skid. He didn’t
move again.

The Eagle paused just long enough
to yank an automatic from the hol-
ster of the nearest sentry. He threw
aside his rifle and headed for the en-
trance of the ammunition dump.

A powerful searchlight was turned
on, sweeping the grounds in an at-
tempt to pick out the cause for the
shooting. Traynor and Bailey ducked
the'light, but it held the Eagle in its
glare for a fraction of a second. Two
of the machine guns at the main gate
made the earth dance around the
Eagle’s feet. But he reached the door-
way to the building and the machine
gun became silent. It was tantamount
to suicide for the gunners if they let
bullets smash into the explosives
stacked in that building.

Two men emerged, guns ready.
The Eagle’s automatic blasted the
first one, sent him reeling back
against his mate. With a leap the
Eagle was upon both of them, using
his weapon as a club. Then Traynor
and Bailey lost sight of him as he en-
tered the doorway.

There were two more shots, reck-
less shots for they came from within
the ammunition dump. An officer, pis-
tol in hand, was heading a squad of
four men toward the place. Traynor
picked him off and also took care of

THRILLING SPY STORIES

one-of his men. Bailey shot with
methodical calm, and the detail re-
treated swiftly.

Inside the ammunition dump, the
Eagle was forced to shoot pointblank
at a burly guard. Then a small man
in a white smock tried to interfere.
The Eagle rushed him, sent a round-
house blow to the face that knocked
his man out. .

He stopped then to examine the
place. Stacked on a bench beside him
were the long-handled throwing
grenades used by the Germans. He
thrust as many of these as possible
into his pockets and beneath his belt.

The silence outside worried him.
He wondered if Traynor and Bailey
were dead, if Joan had escaped. No
matter now—there would be no one
to harm her. .

Just one of the grenades which the
Eagle carried would set off a devil’s
own inferno. Nothing would with-
stand the concussion once this place
went off. He raced up a rickety stair-
way to examine the floors above.

The upper floor was stacked with
huge aerial bombs and shells. He
gaped in astonishment at the huge
amount of supplies. There was a win-
dow near him and he risked a quick
look through its dirty glass pane. The
hangars were about a hundred yards
away and the field was a scene of
frantic excitement.

Then a rifle spat and another
blended its roar with the first. The
Eagle saw a medal-bedecked officer
fall heavily. Traynor and Bailey
were still on the job.

Near the floor a ray of dim light
from outside attracted his attention.
He peered down a shaft that was
much like a huge shiny box. It was
used to pass bombs down to the men
who would carry them to the planes.
There was plenty of room to accom-
modate the Eagle’s slim form.

Someone was running madly up
the stairs. There would be heroic men
among these troops stationed here;
men who were willing to die for a
cause they believed right. A man’s
figure showed for a second and the
Eagle fired from the hip. The in-
truder ducked back, unhurt. His gun
roared and the Eagle felt a slug
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smash into his thigh. He tried to
back up, but his leg refused to sup-
port him and he crumpled into a hieap.

The invader, encouraged by no an-
swering bullets, turned on a flash-
light. It swept across the Eagle where
he knelt, grimacing with pain. With
& shout of triumph the German
started a rush across the floor. The
bayonet on his rifle was pointed
downward, ready for a death th‘u!t.

The Eagle raised his gun and
pulled the trigger without really being
conscious of it. But his aim was ac-
curate. The German's rifle exploded

51

Then it came. There was a tre-
mendous roar and one side of the
building rose into the air as if being
carried away by a tornado. A second
explosion ; then a third. There was a
split second of silence while the roar
echoed and reechoed over the hills.
Then the real explosion came as
bombs, dynamite and powder supplies
were set off.

The ground trembled. Debris hur-
tled through the air. And all the
while the Eagle kept on rolling.
Fla.ghqs of fire ng1: up the night as the

as he fell, but the bullet only plowed
through the wall behind the Eagle.
;I‘he German pitched forward on his
ace.

Grimly, the Eagle crawled toward
the chute, drawing one of the gre-
nades from his belt. He thrust his
feet down the slanting side of the
chute, gritted his teeth and laid the
grenade down gently. He took two
more from his pockets and lined
them up.

From the sounds outside he knew
that the building was surrounded and
that once he let go, he probably would
come flying out into the arms of a
dozen men. That chance he had to
take. They were coming into the
building, too, egged on by the harsh
orders of their superiors from what
they believed to be a safe distance.
But the Eagle knew that only vast
distance would be safe for anyone
once this building went up.

He wiped sweat off his face, swal-
lowed hard, then rapidly drew the pin
on each bomb and hurled them in
three different directions. He gave
himself a hard push and went sliding
down the shaft. His wounded leg be-
gan bleeding faster and darts of
agony shot through his body.

The Eagle came out of the chute,
sailed through the air for about
twenty feet and Janded with a thump
that almost knocked him out, A
dozen men were rushing toward him.
He gestured toward the building. The
men hesitated, a few shots,
then turned tail and ran.

The Eagle began rolling over and
over, trying to put distance between
himself an e it dump.

s d with renewed
velocity. A chunk of board struck the
Eagle across the back. He groaned
and lay still a moment.

He began inching his way now.
One leg dropped off into space. He
was on top of aravine. Men screamed,
but their voices were puny above the
gigantic crash of the explosions. The
Eagle slipped, tried to hold himself in
check, but could not. He slid down
into the ravine until 2 small clump of
brush stopped him. ®

The explosions were still going on.
The concussions were terrific, but
there were no longer any screams.
The Eagle sighed like a man very
tired. He closed his eyes and waited
for the inevitable end. . ..

IT SEEMED hours later when he
awoke as someone tried to force
cool spring water down his throat.
He looked up into Joan’s face.

“We're both dead?” he asked, still
stupefied.

“We're very much alive, Jeff, I
saw you come flying out of that chute
and I tried to reach you, but the
ravine was too steep. Then you came
sliding down to me.”

“Traynor—and Bailey?” The
Eagle sat up suddenly. “Lachner—
and the others?”

“I don’t know,” Joan answered in
a queer voice. “I—I haven’t looked
up there yet. I—I don’t think I
want to.”

The Eagle tensed. Above them the
roar of an airplane motor broke the
quiet. The Eagle struggled to his
feet, clawed his way to the edge of
the ravine and looked out on a scene
of lete desolation except for one
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small cabin plane which was poised
at the far end of the runway. Appar-
ently it had been too far away to be
damaged by the explosions.

“Shannon!”

The voice seemed to come from
miles away. The Eagle clambered to
his feet. His wounded leg buckled
under him, but Joan was at his side.

The plane was racing toward them.
It slowed and Traynor jumped out.
He was waving his arms madly.

“Shannon!” he shrieked as he ran
closer. “We made it! Bailey’s got a
broken arm and a bullet through his
shoulder, but he’s able to handle the
plane. We've done it!”

“Have you seen Lachner?” the
Eagle asked steadily.

“Have we seen him?” Traynor en-
thused. “He headed for this plane the
minute he learned you were in the

dump. The

went with him. They were going to
take off, leave their men to die. They
Inew you’d blast the whole place to
pieces. But Bailey and I shot our way
toward the plane and before she took
off, we put a few slugs into her. One
of us got Lachner who was at the con-

He’s dead—so is the major-
genera] When the building went up,
we were far enough away to avoid
the concussion and the debris. Here
—Ilet me help you. Man, oh man,
won’t this make the headlines!”

The Eagle took Traynor’s arm.

“Nothing has happened here, do
you understand? Nothing! Before
these men came, there was only wil-

derness here. That’s all that remains
now. We'll fly back to Caracas. Her-
nandez is entitled to an explanation,
and so is the War Department but
other than that—we’re mute. Do I
make myself clear? News of this kind
would only inflame people who might
otherwise never think of war and
bloodshed. The Germans will never
make a complamt—not even an in-
vestigation, I'm betting.”

“BUT gosh,” Traynor protested,

'you risked your life to do this!
I’m not seeking any glory for myself,

but, Shannon, they pin medals on
men for the kmd of stuff you dld.

“And they pin tombsto:
doughboys who die in battle. the
Eagle said. “Don’t forget that. Our
Job is to stop this mad business of
war making. If we do it secretly, so
much the better. Give me a hand to
that plane, will you? My leg feels as
though it weighs a ton.”

Joan was hastily bandaging his
thigh when the plane took off. Bailey
circled the ruins twice. Nothing
stirred except a little smoke that
came from between the piles of de-
bris. She shuddered and looked up
at Jeff Shannon. “W'here do we go
from here?” she asked

The Eagle’s eyes soﬂened and his
lips spread in a smile.

“‘We’ is right, darling. Where do
we go? First, back to the States.
After that—who knows? But let’s
forget all that, and concentrate on
Jjust us.”
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