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Girl from Pearl Harbor 
By WILLIAM G. BOGART 

 
Lieutenant Johnny Lee, Naval Intelligence, learns to keep his mouth 

shut when Pearl Harbor is threatened with another assault! 
 

N A WAY, it was as he always 
remembered it—the green-laden hills 
of the Punchbowl rising above the 

city—busy King Street, with Korean 
barber girls in shop windows and fat old 
ladies selling fresh flower leis—a hole-in-
the-wall phonograph shop blaring out with 
the latest popular dance tune—Kanaka 
traffic cops in khaki in their barrel-like 
traffic booths. 

It was still Honolulu, paradise of the 
Pacific—but a Honolulu that was 
different. Since Johnny Lee had last been 
here, war had struck.  

Here and there he noted the sandbag 
bulwarks constructed in front of a bank, a 
library, a public building. An anti-aircraft 
gun had been set up in the center of a 
small park. The gun looked incongruous 
among gardens of multi-colored flowers. 
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S.P.’s moved through the streets with 
leggings and short clubs. There were 
soldiers from Schofield and navy men 
from the Pearl Harbor base. Trucks and 
military transport rumbled through the 
streets. On shop windows were posted 
detailed instructions as to what to do in 
case of an air raid. 

You were conscious of the dozens of 
nationalities that lived here, among them 
spies and fifth columnists and traitors. 
There was no telling them from the others, 
so that an undercurrent of excitement, of 
tenseness, of powder-keg danger was 
everywhere existent. 

Lee hurried through the crowded 
streets, a slim, good-looking young man 
with blond hair and gray eyes. About him 
there was something alert and eye-
arresting. 

He finally reached one of the busy ship 
piers. Even here, he noted, it was different. 
Though a ship was due to sail within the 
half hour, there was no gaiety, no flower 
girls with their wreaths of leis, no native 
band to play “Aloha Oe” to departing 
voyagers. 

Instead, guards—military policemen—
stood at the entrance gates to the pier. No 
one without proper credentials was 
permitted aboard. Women and children 
appeared to be the only passengers. 

 
ND he understood why. This was a 
navy transport, evacuating the wives 

and families of military men at Pearl 
Harbor. It was this that had brought him. 
A guard at the gate flicked his fingers to 
his cap when he recognized the uniform. It 
was that of a lieutenant, junior grade. 

“Johnny Lee, Naval Intelligence,” he 
told the guard. “I’m on a mission for 
Lieutenant-commander Mark Mason.”  

The guard was swiftly alert as Johnny 
flashed his small gold shield. 

“Yes, sir. You may go directly aboard, 
sir.”  

Young Johnny Lee, a .45 automatic 
holstered at his side, his cap at a rakish 
angle, was shortly moving up the 
gangplank. On deck he consulted a small 
notebook. Then he spoke to a deck officer 
and asked the location of a certain 
stateroom. He was directed aft. 

Several moments later Johnny Lee was 
knocking on the stateroom door. It was 
almost immediately flung open by a 
slender blonde wearing a loose kimono. 
She was pretty. 

“Oh!” she exclaimed, clutching the 
loose wrap about her. She started to close 
the door again swiftly. “I thought you 
were—”  

“Just a moment,” said Johnny. 
He identified himself. 
“I’m here in regard to Captain Richard 

Benson,” Johnny added. “It’s quite 
important.”  

The blond woman stared at him. He 
was aware, suddenly, that she appeared 
frightened. 

“Oh, yes,” she said. “Won’t you come 
in? I wasn’t expecting—” She flushed, 
obviously dismayed at her slimly attired 
appearance. 

“Think nothing of it,” said Johnny with 
a grin. He moved inside the room. His 
quick gaze took in the open steamer trunk, 
the woman’s fragile lingerie scattered on 
the bed. He stood with his cap in his hand, 
quite at ease. 

“Lieutenant-commander Mark Mason 
has requested this last-minute check-up 
before the boat sails, to. make certain that 
there has been no word from Captain 
Benson,” he said. “Has there?”  

Johnny’s face was serious as he met 
the woman’s gray eyes. 

“No!” she said. The word was almost a 
gasp. “No, there hasn’t been anything!” 
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“I realize it’s tough on you wives, 
being evacuated to the States while your 
husbands are still here at Pearl Harbor. But 
in your case, with the strange 
disappearance of your husband, Mrs. 
Benson—”  

“And now Lucille is missing too!” the 
woman exclaimed.  

“Lucille?” Johnny looked at her, 
puzzled. 

“My friend,” the woman explained 
swiftly. “She managed to get a passage on 
this boat. We’re sailing in a few moments, 
and she hasn’t come aboard yet. I’ve been 
frantic!” 

“Have you any idea where she might 
be?”  

“Her name is Lucille Moore,” the 
woman said. “She was a singer at the 
Bluegoose Cafe, on Baretania. I’ve phoned 
there, but they haven’t seen her.” 

 
OHNNY LEE sat down on the bed, 
tilted his cap to the back of his head. He 

picked up the phone on the small night 
table adjoining the bed, learned that there 
was still ship-to-shore service, put through 
a call to the restaurant-club out at Waikiki 
Beach. 

Two moments later he hung up, his 
tanned face grim. He had learned that 
Lucille Moore had left the club several 
hours ago, apparently on the way to this 
boat. He lit a cigarette and looked at Mrs. 
Benson. 

“Have you a photograph of this Lucille 
Moore? Perhaps we could find her—”  

“No-o,” said the woman, then 
exclaimed, “Wait a minute!” She stepped 
toward the open trunk. 

The young Intelligence man’s eyes 
strayed to the small slip of paper on the 
night table. A couple of words written on 
the note caught his eye. His fist closed 
over the paper, and he stood up as the 
woman turned back to him. 

“Here!” she said, pushing a small 
photo toward him. It was a picture of a 
dark-haired, chic-looking woman in a 
white linen sports suit. He was positive he 
had never seen her before in his life. 

Johnny took the picture and started 
toward the door. 

“Perhaps she’ll show up at the last 
moment on the pier,” he said. “I’ll wait 
there.” His voice softened. “About your 
husband—”  

“I’m not trying to fool myself,” she 
said quickly. “It’s serious, isn’t it?”  

“We think,” said Johnny, “there has 
been foul play.”  

Ten minutes later the gangplank was 
raised, and the transport eased away from 
the dock. Out in the harbor, two sleek 
destroyers waited to take up their positions 
as convoys. 

Lucille Moore, the singer from the 
cafe, friend of Captain Benson’s wife, had 
not come abroad. Johnny was positive. He 
had checked each arrival against the 
photograph he held in his hand. 

He turned away, heading toward a 
phone booth in the pier shed. He was still 
puzzled by the slip of paper that he had 
picked up next to the phone in the 
stateroom. The note read: 

JUST IN CASE YOU CHANGE 
YOUR MIND, I’LL BE WAITING IN 
THE SAME BOOTH AT EIGHT 
TONIGHT. OTHERWISE, GOOD 
LUCK! THE ENCLOSED SHOULD 
TAKE CARE OF EVERYTHING. I’VE 
COVERED UP EVERYTHING. 

 
There was no signature. But there was 

a date at the top of the message—today’s! 
Johnny Lee decided there was something 
odd about those words—“The enclosed 
should take care of everything. I’ve 
covered up everything.” 

Johnny remembered that it was just 
four days ago that Captain Richard Benson 
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had received an urgent telephone call. 
Intelligence knew this now. And 
Intelligence knew the phone call had come 
from the Bluegoose Cafe. It had been 
traced there. 

But it was also at the cafe that the trail 
to Captain Richard Benson had ended! He 
had not been seen since!  

Was the singer, Lucille Moore, tied in 
with Benson’s disappearance? She worked 
at the Bluegoose. The urgent phone call to 
Benson had come from there. It seemed 
odd. Johnny called his chief. 

 
E LOCATED Mark Mason, 
Intelligence ace, at the commandant’s 

office at Pearl Harbor. Mark Mason 
listened while Johnny told about seeing 
Mrs. Benson on the boat, and about 
finding the note. 

“This Lucille Moore sang at that cafe, 
Chief,” Johnny said. “If you ask me, she’s 
tied in with Benson’s disappearance. She 
probably just posed as a friend of 
Benson’s wife in order to get information 
about Benson’s activities.”  

“Find her, then!” Mark Mason snorted. 
“Check with the cafe.”  

“I have!” said Johnny. 
“Well, keep right after it. You say 

there was no signature to that note?”  
“No.”  
“Why didn’t Mrs. Benson mention the 

note?”  
“I think she was frightened, Chief,” 

Johnny said. “I think she was too scared to 
talk!” 

“I’ll meet you at the cafe tonight. 
Whoever wrote that note will probably be 
waiting there to see if Lucille Moore does 
come back. It probably refers to a booth in 
the Bluegoose. It’s our only lead.”  

He hung up, and Johnny moved toward 
the street. He was thinking that the 
disappearance of Captain Richard Benson 
was a grave thing indeed. Benson held an 

unimpeachable record in the service. He 
was an authority on island defenses. Japan 
would like to know more about those 
defenses. With such information at their 
command, a second early-morning attack 
on Oahu Island might be much more 
serious.  

Where Captain Benson was, what had 
happened to him, was a complete mystery. 
At the same time, Johnny Lee kept 
wondering who would be waiting for 
Lucille Moore in the cafe at eight. 

Shortly before eight o’clock that 
evening he strolled into the cafe. A small 
Hawaiian string orchestra was playing 
somewhere in the background. Lights 
were dimmed, and through the open 
window could be heard the pounding of 
the surf on Waikiki Beach and the sound 
of traffic on Baretania. 

A few couples were dancing. At tables 
others sat talking quietly. Booths, half-
shielded by darkness, contained still other 
parties. 

There were conspicuous signs 
instructing patrons in case of an air-raid 
warning to proceed immediately to a 
shelter in the basement without delay. 

 
ISTENING to the music, watching 
people dancing, it did not seem that 

war was so close. He moved through the 
room, saw a booth, saw Mark Mason, his 
chief seated within it. 

“Did you find any trace of Lucille 
Moore?” Mason asked. 

“No,” said Johnny, sitting down. “I’ve 
spent several hours—”  

“Directly across from us,” continued 
Mark Mason, “is a man in another booth. 
He is alone—the sole person here who is 
alone. It is now exactly eight o’clock, so 
my guess is he is our man. Let’s find out!”  

Tall Mark Mason moved quickly 
across the room. Johnny followed. He had 
a quick impression of a big man with dark 
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hair and swarthy, dark features. The fellow 
looked up sharply at their abrupt approach. 
Then, before they reached the booth, he 
was out of the seat and moving like a 
person in one heck of a hurry to get away 
from there! 

Mark Mason’s stride increased. 
Patrons looked up, startled at sight of the 
tall Intelligence ace. A girl, dancing with a 
man on the nearby dance floor, stared. 

Lieutenant-commander Mark Mason 
was an unusual-looking person. Six inches 
over six feet, his youngish features were in 
strange contrast to his snow-white hair. It 
was said that Mark Mason’s own sister 
had disappeared mysteriously in Japan, 
several years before while doing 
missionary work there. It was believed that 
she had died at the hands of spies. Mark 
Mason’s hair had turned white at the time. 

Mark Mason hated spies. He was 
known as the grimmest man-hunter in the 
Intelligence. When he was assigned to a 
case, he never gave up. 

The big stranger ahead of them had 
quickened his pace, so that Johnny had to 
trot in order to keep up with Mason and 
their quarry. There was a side door near 
the corner of the long room which led out 
to surrounding gardens. The dark-haired 
man flung it open and disappeared into the 
night.  

“Just a minute, you!” Mason called.  
Instead of stopping, the stranger ran, 

weaving in and out of the shadows cast by 
tall palm trees. Mark Mason barked an 
order to Johnny.  

 
UT Johnny had already raced off on 
an angle. He unholstered his 

automatic, dived past a circular fish pond, 
his eyes alert for the man’s shadowy 
figure. Their quarry had momentarily 
disappeared beyond some shrubbery. 

Then he appeared again, almost in 
Johnny’s path. 

Johnny Lee leveled the .45, called out: 
“Halt!”  
There was a smear of orange-red 

flame, the scream of a shot in the 
darkness. Lead whistled past the young 
Intelligence man’s head. 

“Well, I’ll be a—” Johnny gasped and 
dropped to a crouch, taking a quick bead 
on the racing figure. He heard, at the same 
time, Mark Mason’s padding feet 
somewhere off to his right.  

Johnny snapped a quick shot, knew 
instantly that he had missed. His quarry 
had dived behind a tree. There were 
shadows there. It was impossible to tell 
which direction the fellow was taking. 

Then he saw him again with Mark 
Mason close on his heels. The gaunt 
Intelligence ace was closing in, his 
automatic in his fist. Johnny held his fire.  

Then, without warning, the man 
dropped flat, turned, fired in one split-
second. Johnny gasped as Mark Mason fell 
to the ground! 

With an oath, Johnny took up the 
chase. 

A thick hedge bordered the gardens 
surrounding the spot. The big man dived 
through the hedge, was again obscured 
from view. Johnny came plunging through 
a half-moment later. 

He saw the man zigzag across busy 
Baretania, wildly disregarding traffic, 
missing the fenders of automobiles by 
inches. But in doing so, he was 
momentarily safe. Johnny dared not shoot 
for fear of hitting someone in a passing 
car. 

He dived across the street. Car brakes 
screeched. A horn blasted. Johnny nimbly 
weaved between the moving cars. The big 
man disappeared in another garden area 
that fringed the far side of the street. He 
was headed for Waikiki Beach, which 
curved along there for some distance. 

Johnny came out of the gardens to see 
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the man’s vague form racing along the 
hard-packed sand close to the water’s 
edge. There was no moon. It was so dark 
that Johnny had a difficult time keeping 
the figure in view. Luckily, there was no 
one else on the beach. 

Johnny drew up, pumped lead after the 
escaping man. In return came a crash of 
shots. Johnny flung himself flat in the nick 
of time. Then he heard the man’s 
pounding steps again on the hard sand. 
Apparently the fellow’s gun was empty. 
Johnny took up the chase again. 

Johnny was gaining now, his speed 
greater than the heavier man’s. He saw the 
big form more plainly ahead. The fellow 
had—fallen! He was down on hands and 
knees. Johnny grimly closed in.  

Then, with a surprised start, he saw the 
big man plunge into the surf. An instant 
later, the man was swimming with 
powerful strokes. What the man had done 
was bend down to take off his shoes! He 
had also thrown aside his coat. 

Johnny paused a moment, took aim 
again. He fired his last two shots. But the 
swimmer dived beneath an incoming 
beachcomber, he was out of sight for a full 
minute. 

With a snort of rage, Johnny, too, 
ripped off his coat and pitched it aside. His 
shoes followed, and he dived into the 
water after the big man.  

Johnny Lee was a good swimmer. He 
had no doubt at all that he could overtake 
the big man. He used a crawl stroke, also, 
that carried him cleanly and swiftly ahead. 

He saw a dark head pop up out of a 
wave in front of him. Johnny dived 
through the onrushing comber, kicked out 
furiously, and just managed to seize hold 
of a leg. Climbing up on his opponent’s 
body, he took a quick gasp of air, then, 
holding to the man’s thick hair with one 
hand, he sent a hard right into the captive’s 
jaw. 

There was a grunt. Immediately 
Johnny was dragged under the water—
down, down, down. His lungs were 
bursting. He clung to the captive, trying 
not to struggle, conserving his strength and 
his breath. The man could not stay under 
water any longer than himself, was 
Johnny’s thought.  

And that’s where he was mistaken. 
Eternity passed. Johnny, through 

superhuman effort, managed not to 
swallow water. And still the man stayed 
down!  

He felt as if his head were being 
hammered with a sledge. His chest was 
exploding. He couldn’t hold his breath an 
instant longer. His hands slipped from 
opponent. Dazed, Johnny knew that he 
was sinking. 

He kicked, struggled upward. His head 
burst through to fresh, wonderful air. He 
drew in a lungful, and a wave crashed over 
him. Abruptly, he felt his toes dragging the 
sand when the wave receded. 

“Get in here—before you drown!”  
Mark Mason was standing on the 

beach! 
Johnny fought his way through the 

strong pull of the undertow. He staggered 
onto the sand, panting, still somewhat 
dizzy. 

“I had—hold of him! How that guy 
was ever able to—hold his breath so 
long—” 

“It’s a wonder you didn’t drown. 
They’re the finest swimmers in the world, 
you chump. He was a Hawaiian!” 

 
OHNNY groaned. Then he was staring 
at his gaunt, white-haired chief. 
“But I thought you were shot!” he 

exclaimed. 
Mark Mason shook his head. His jaw 

was grim. 
“That’s why I dropped flat to the 

ground. Otherwise, I would have been!”  
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He indicated the bullet hole in the peak 
of his officer’s cap. 

Johnny picked up his coat and holster. 
He put on his shoes. Mark Mason, he 
observed, had been directing the beam of a 
flashlight out over the water. 

“By the time we could locate a boat, he 
would be gone,” he said. “Those fellows 
can swim like fish. Besides, I don’t think 
it’s necessary.”  

“Why not?”  
Mason was holding a coat in his 

hand—the coat that had been discarded by 
the big Hawaiian. He drew out an 
envelope, went on. 

“Because of this. It’s the envelope 
from a letter that was obviously sent to 
him. Since the name is Hawaiian, I am 
presuming it is his, and his address.”  

“Then we can go there and grab him 
when he returns!”  

“Exactly,” agreed tall Mark Mason. 
“But first, we have time to do something 
else. The night Captain Benson 
disappeared, he received an urgent phone 
call from that cafe. He went there. Why? 
Who called him? And now, this man, who 
ran off, scared, when we approached him 
tonight. Don’t you see? It all centers 
around that place, around the 
disappearance of this woman, Lucille 
Moore.”  

He paused, his voice thoughtful. 
“That is our real starting point,” he 

said. 
They moved back along the beach to 

the restaurant. Johnny wore his coat over 
his wet clothing, hardly aware that people 
stared at him as they came back into the 
cafe. It was a warm night. 

The shooting out in the gardens had 
caused excitement. Patrons moved back as 
Johnny and the towering Intelligence ace 
came into the place. Mark Mason headed 
directly across the dining room, paused in 

the hallway that led to a small office. He 
stopped a waiter. 

“Where’s Manuel?”  
They were informed that Manuel, the 

club operator, had not been in that 
evening. Then the waiter asked a question. 

“Is it about that man you followed out 
of the dining room? I happened to be 
watching.”  

“That’s right,” Johnny put in quickly. 
“Well, he’s Carlos. He sings here at 

the club.”  
“And he used to meet a woman here at 

the cafe, in one of the booths?”  
“That’s right. They met here quite 

often, sometimes in the afternoons. Carlos 
gives dancing lessons sometimes. I think 
he was giving her lessons.”  

Johnny looked at Mark Mason. 
“You see? Lucille Moore met him 

here.”  
“Who did you say?” interrupted the 

waiter. 
“Lucille Moore,” said Johnny. “She 

sings here.”  
The waiter nodded.  
“Yes, I know. But she’s not the one 

Carlos met. It was another woman.”  
“Who?” Johnny demanded. 
The waiter shook his head. 
“I don’t know.”  
Mark Mason’s eyes were thoughtful. 

He seemed puzzled by something, then 
gripped Johnny’s arm. 

 
UTSIDE the cafe they caught a cab, 
and Mason gave the address that he 

had found on the envelope, the address of 
Carlos, the Hawaiian. He said nothing on 
the quick ride through the city, but Johnny 
knew the Intelligence ace when he had hit 
upon some peculiar angle of a case. 

Fifteen minutes later, the cab drew up 
before a two-story frame building that was 
a run-down hotel in the more questionable 
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part of Honolulu. As they swung out to the 
sidewalk, Johnny was puzzled. 

“But I don’t get it,” he said. “That 
waiter says Carlos met the girl there at the 
cafe, and yet the girl wasn’t Lucille 
Moore!”  

“Sometimes, Johnny, you take a great 
deal for granted,” said Mason. 

Mason approached a small desk in the 
dismal-looking lobby by a flight of 
wooden stairs that led upward to rooms on 
the second floor. A man sat behind the 
desk, reading a newspaper. 

As he lowered the paper, Johnny Lee 
gave a start. The fellow certainly looked 
like a Jap! Johnny saw Mark Mason’s eyes 
flicker also. 

“Say, what’s the idea—” Johnny 
started when the clerk stood up and 
pointed to a sign that rested on the counter. 
He was grinning like a Cheshire cat. The 
sign read: 

 
THIS HOTEL RUN BY CHINESE 
 
Johnny frowned. These yellow guys all 

look alike. You could never be certain. 
“I want to see Carlos Kamaha,” Mason 

said. “He has a room here.”  
The Oriental blinked, the foolish grin 

still on his wide, heavy features. 
“Is no in now,” he said in a singsong 

voice. 
“We’ll have a look, anyway,” said 

Mark Mason. He had noted the room 
number on the envelope. He started for the 
stairs. The clerk appeared on the point of 
protesting, then sat down again with a 
shrug. Johnny followed the Intelligence 
ace. 

They reached the second-floor hall, 
followed its length, made a turn. Mark 
Mason paused before a numbered door. 

“Here it is,” he said, knocking loudly. 
There was no answer. 

He motioned to an open doorway that 
led to a narrow balcony that skirted the 
second-floor rooms. Quietly, they moved 
that way, a moment later were trying to 
peer between lattice blinds that shut off 
view of the room from the outside 
balcony. 

Mark Mason took out a penknife and 
worked the blade between the shuttered 
doors. The latch snapped back. He led the 
way into the lighted room. 

The man lay on the floor. His throat 
had been slashed with a knife. He was 
Carlos, the big Hawaiian that they had 
chased from the cafe. 

 
ARK MASON was swiftly tense. 
He whirled on Johnny. 

“That slant-eyed guy in the lobby—I 
remember him now. He used to run 
another place here in town. Get downstairs 
and grab him. Bring him up here. He is a 
Jap!”  

Johnny spun, unlatched the snap lock 
on the hallway door, leaped along the hall 
and down the stairs. As he reached the 
lobby, he saw that the Oriental had 
disappeared. But he caught a whisper of 
feet padding back along the lower-floor 
hallway. 

“Hey!” Johnny called, and headed that 
way. A door slammed. There was abrupt, 
strained silence. 

An instant later, Johnny located the 
door, flung it open. It led, he saw, to a 
dark storage basement beneath the 
building. His automatic, reloaded while 
they had been riding out here in the cab, 
was clutched in his fist. He heard a 
scuffing sound somewhere below him and 
went plunging down the steps. 

He had just reached the bottom step 
when he heard a swish of sound. Johnny 
dived sideways into deeper gloom, spun 
back, the .45 held ready. 
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He saw the long-bladed knife that 
hung, quivering, in a beam a scant three 
inches from his head! In the shadows 
across the big room, he heard another door 
open, close again. Johnny moved that way. 
Light was vague down here in the musty-
smelling storage room, but he managed to 
locate the door. It was locked. 

He took swift aim, blasted the lock at 
the first shot. Gun sound reverberated 
through the basement. The young 
Intelligence agent yanked the door open—
and almost tumbled down another flight of 
steps! 

Carefully now, he went down into the 
inky blackness. At the bottom, something 
moved. Johnny whirled—in time to grasp 
an arm that was slashing toward him. He 
felt the tug of a knife blade against his 
sleeve. A cold chill raced down his spine. 

Holding furiously to the yellow man’s 
knife hand with one arm, Johnny slashed 
downward with the gun barrel. There was 
a gasp, a long sigh. The figure sagged in 
his grasp. 

Then a blinding light flashed on 
overhead. Johnny dropped the unconscious 
figure, swung to face the second yellow 
man who was leaping toward him. The Jap 
held a knife, also! 

Johnny was fast and lithe. He ducked 
by scant inches the knife that was hurled 
through the air. He heard it crash into the 
steps behind him. 

Startled by the fact that he had not 
stopped the Intelligence man with the 
deadly knife, the Jap leaped back, dived 
through a doorway.  

Johnny was right on his heels. He 
blasted a quick shot, but the yellow devil 
had already cleared the threshold. Johnny 
followed into the room. 

 
IGHT angling in from the narrow 
hallway revealed the dodging figure. 

Johnny leaped after him, at the same time 

clubbing downward with the heavy .45. 
The blow connected and the man swayed. 
Johnny holstered the gun with a grunt of 
rage and started battering at the man with 
his bare fists. 

He did a lot of damage. He was 
thinking of how close that heavy knife 
blade had come to slicing him in two. 
With the man half-unconscious in his 
grasp, Johnny stood him on his feet again, 
slammed two solid punches into his dark 
face.  

“All right, you yellow cur,” Johnny 
muttered. “Talk! Where’s Captain 
Benson? Where is he?”  

The Jap did not answer. 
Johnny went a little berserk. He 

pounded fists into the yellow man’s 
features, backed him up against a wall and 
started pounding the fellow’s head against 
the concrete. He kept it up, knowing the 
characteristic of this race. Still the man 
refused to open his lips. 

Later, behind Johnny, towering Mark 
Mason spoke. 

“You need not bother. I’ve found 
Captain Benson.”  

Johnny whirled. The yellow man fell 
unconscious to the hard floor. 

Mason led the way past the second 
unconscious Jap at the foot of the steps. 
There was another underground room 
across the passageway. The place was a 
veritable Chinatown maze! The naval 
officer—Captain Richard Benson—his 
uniform tattered, his hands and features a 
mess of ugly bruises, lay on the hard 
wooden bench, unconscious. 

“He’s all right,” Mark Mason said. 
“He’ll live. But he’s been terribly tortured. 
That means these devils still hadn’t gotten 
the information out of him about secret 
island defenses. Otherwise he would have 
been dead. They were trying to make him 
talk!”  

“You mean—Carlos?”  
L 
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“Carlos was merely the go-between. I 
found enough evidence in his room to 
show that he was working for these Japs. 
These yellow devils were taking no 
chances. When Carlos got back here 
tonight, informing them that we were on 
his tail, they killed him so he couldn’t talk. 

Johnny had a sudden thought. 
“Maybe that Lucille Moore dame lives 

here at this hotel. She was working with 
Carlos. Between them, they led Captain 
Benson into a trap.”  

“There’s no one else living here at the 
hotel. I searched the rooms. The place was 
just a front for their spy activities . . .” 
Mason’s voice trailed off, and he looked 
sharply at Johnny. 

“It’s funny about that note you found 
in Mrs. Benson’s cabin. Why didn’t she 
mention it to you? That’s what I can’t 
understand.”  

Johnny gave a start.  
“Say!” he gasped. “Maybe Mrs. 

Benson herself is tied up in this!” He was 
fumbling in his coat pocket. He took out 
the photograph that the woman had given 
him on the boat. He continued: “She gave 
me this picture of Lucille Moore, but 
maybe that was just a blind to throw me 
off.”  

Mark Mason had taken the photograph 
from his assistant’s hand. Suddenly he was 
tense. He stared at Johnny. “I thought you 
knew Captain Benson’s wife?”  

“I never met her until today on the 
boat. What’s the matter?”  

Mark Mason indicated the photo in his 
hand, the picture of the slim, dark-haired 
woman in the white linen sports suit. 

“You fool, this is Mrs. Benson. Do you 
mean to tell me the woman on the boat 
didn’t look like this picture?”  

Johnny gulped. 
“Of course not. She was a blonde.”  
Mark Mason swore. 
“You and a blonde! She pulled the 

wool right over your eyes. That woman on 
the boat is Lucille Moore. That note you 
found in the cabin was for her! She 
thought she was trapped when you came 
aboard the ship and took a desperate 
chance to throw you off the trail until the 
ship sailed.”  

The Intelligence ace shoved Johnny 
toward the stairs. 

“You’ll find a phone up there at the 
desk. Call Pearl Harbor! Have them radio 
that ship and have the woman held. Order 
a shore patrol plane and tell them to hold it 
ready. We’ll fly out and take her off!” 

Mark Mason moved back toward the 
sub-basement room.  

“I think maybe we’re going to find—” 
His voice faded as he disappeared inside 
the room.  

Johnny leaped up the stairs, a moment 
later was putting through the call to the 
naval base. Then he ordered an ambulance 
for the unconscious Captain Benson. A 
moment later he hurried downstairs again, 
drew up short as he saw tall Mark Mason 
leading a slim, pretty, dark-haired woman 
out of a doorway. 

It was the woman of the photograph—
Mrs. Richard Benson! There were the red 
marks left by adhesive tape on the slim 
woman’s mouth. Her wrists were chafed.  

“She was tied up in the next room,” 
said Mason. “I smashed down the door 
and found her. She needs medical 
attention.”  

“I’ve ordered an ambulance,” Johnny 
moved to take the woman’s arm. She gave 
him a grateful smile, too weak—or too 
frightened—to talk. They moved toward 
the stairs. 

Later, Mark Mason and Johnny sped 
through Honolulu in a navy base car 
toward the Ford Island base, where a fast 
plane awaited them. “Mrs. Benson was 
taking dancing lessons from this fellow 
Carlos,” said Mason, “a lot of wives with 
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time on their hands do. She must have 
inadvertently said something about 
Captain Benson’s connection with island 
defenses. 

“Carlos made a deal with these Japs. 
Using Benson’s own wife for bait, they led 
Captain Benson into a neat trap. They 
phoned Benson and pretended that she was 
in trouble. They grabbed him by the cafe.”  

Johnny nodded. He realized grimly 
how a careless word, a bit of information 

carelessly given in times like these, can 
lead to disaster. Here had been an example 
of it. 

“Wait’ll I see that blonde again,” he 
said, “that babe who is really Lucille 
Moore!” 

“You’d better steer clear of blondes. 
They’ve always been your weakness, 
Johnny!” 

Johnny kept his mouth shut as they 
raced through the night. 

 


