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Bart Trevor knew that a corpse couldn’t talk. Yet when that unearthly voice sliced out of the 
gloomy morgue walls, it struck an icy dread into his pounding heart. It was uncanny—a ghastly 

rasping slither like the hissing of an angry snake. 
 

CHAPTER I 
CHAMBER OF DEATH 

 
T was a circular room with a smooth, 
marblelike glisten on the stony walls. The 
taciturnicy of death hung grimly over the 
place, enveloping it like turbid fog. There 

was only dim light. This did not dispel the 
unholy gloominess, but only served to increase 
the eerie ebony shadows which cavorted about 
grotesquely like tiny dervishes. On the marble 
walls were dull metallic handles which opened 
the huge drawers of the walls. These were 
arranged vertically in systematic columns like a 
steel filing cabinet. 

Detective Bart Trevor, criminal nemesis at 
large, stepped soundlessly past the open door 
of the room and went in. He paused, screwing 
up his face wryly at the macabre aspect of the 
place. All around Trevor, cleverly concealed in 
slablike chambers, were bodies. 

Trevor shivered. 
He suddenly saw two men standing across 

the room from him, apparently straining to hear 
something. He walked over to them, his shoes 
slithering scrapily on the chilly cement floor. 
The two men jumped at the sound, 
momentarily startled. 

“Hello, Bart,” said Inspector Bill Brandt 
soberly. “You might’ve knocked when you 
came in. This place gives me the creeps. I 
never could go for the morgue much.” 

Trevor said, “Hello, inspector. Well, I got 
here.” 

Brandt nodded and turned to the man at his 
side. “Go ahead, Karl. Tell Trevor what you 
told me. Tell him why I phoned him to rush 
down here.” 

Karl Topeka, the grizzled old German 
attendant of the city morgue, shook his head 

sombrely at Trevor. His face was sallow 
beneath his white hair, and his eyes were wide 
in horror. 

“What is it?” Trevor asked, puzzled. 
“It iss one of the corpses,” Topeka replied 

in a weird, sibilant whisper. “It wass talking 
tonight. It wass calling your name, Herr 
Trevor!” 

Trevor stared at the German. “Calling my 
name?” he exclaimed. “You mean one of these 
dead stiffs sat up tonight and called for me?” 

“Ja, ja!” averred Topeka. “That wass it! 
Gott, it wass terrible! Here I wass sitting, 
reading my newspaper. All of a sudden I heard 
some one whispering. I thought it wass my 
imagination. But no—it wass not! One of the 
corpses wass really whispering!” 

Trevor scoffed, “Impossible!” 
“That’s what I said,” Inspector Brandt cut 

in. “But damn my ears if I didn’t hear it myself 
just a second or two before you came in!” 

“You must both be crazy!” Trevor cried. 
“A dead man can’t speak—not even in a 
whisper.” He hesitated and eyed them 
carefully. “Which body is doing the ghost 
work?” 

Inspector Brandt opened his mouth to 
explain. But he quickly closed it again with a 
snap! Another voice sliced out of the gloomy 
morgue walls. It was uncanny—a ghastly 
rasping slither like the hissing warning of an 
angry snake. 

“Bart Trevor—Bart Trevor. . . .” 
Trevor gasped in astonishment and fright 

and whirled around to face the wall. The 
unearthly summons seemed to emanate right 
from the panel in front of them. It struck an icy 
dread into Trevor’s pounding heart and left him 
panting hotly. 

“That iss it!” Topeka groaned. “Listen!” 

I 



Secret Agent “X” 
 

3

“Bart Trevor—Bart Trevor . . . . “ 
It was like a banshee wail, the horrible plea 

of a damned lost soul searching among the 
grisly dead for a friend. Those were the only 
two words it said. None more. 

“Try answering,” snapped Inspector 
Brandt. “Try anything! Bart, for God’s sake, I 
can’t stand that sound!” 

In a wary, tremulous voice, Trevor replied, 
“I’m here.” 

There was no further sound. Only the 
oppressive silence of the damp morgue. 

“I’m here,” Trevor repeated earnestly. 
“Bart Trevor is here. Who is it? What do you 
want?” 

The answer came, slowly. Trevor went taut 
and listened. Karl Topeka reeled away, 
profoundly affected by the awesome paradox. 
Inspector Brandt gripped Trevor’s arm 
crushingly. 

“Go to Circle Drive—a, man lies in Circle 
Drive—he has been slain by the Murder 
Master. . . .” 

Bart Trevor’s eyes narrowed instantly. 
Such pertinent information taxed his credulity 
to a breaking point. A corpse was dead. A 
corpse could not direct police to a murderer’s 
lair. And while a moment before he had almost 
believed that a dead man was whispering, now 
he smiled crookedly and turned to the 
inspector. 

Trevor said nothing. He jerked his head 
towards the door and walked towards it. Karl 
Topeka was standing there, shuddering. Trevor 
patted the old man’s shoulder and took him 
upstairs away from the place. Inspector Brandt 
followed on his heels. 
 

NCE away from the morgue, Trevor said, 
“It’s a phony, inspector! I don’t know 
how, but some one has rigged up 

something down there and is trying to make it 
look like spirit work.” He turned to Topeka. 
“Any one been down there this last week or 

so?” 
“Lots of people,” said Topeka. “They 

always come to identify the bodies.” 
“Did any one try to identify the corpses in 

that particular panel we were in front of?” 
Trevor queried. “ 

The German shook his head. “No.” 
Trevor scowled. “Who’s in there? Room 

for three stiffs, isn’t there?” 
“Ja,” Topeka said. “There iss three of them 

there. One iss a colored man. We don’t know 
who he iss. The other iss a sailor. They found 
him in the East River.” 

“Know who he is?” 
“No. But we know the third. It iss Robert 

Herrick, the racketeer who wass murdered 
yesterday.” 

“Herrick!” snapped Trevor. He thought 
rapidly. “Body is still there waiting for an 
autopsy, eh?” 

Topeka nodded. 
“I don’t get it yet, inspector,” Trevor said. 

“But I’d advise you to have your medico start 
sawing that corpse right away. I’ve got a hunch 
what this is all about. Herrick was up for 
investigation in this exposé of the Gruen 
Protective Association. Herrick was Gruen’s 
right-hand man, you know. And the association 
is just a blind to bleed the sweating tailors of 
the city. Cleaners and dyers. Graft stuff, chief. 
Gruen was probably afraid that Herrick would 
squawk under pressure. So Gruen either 
bumped him—or had him bumped!” 

“The Gruen graft ring!” Inspector Brandt 
exclaimed. “But isn’t that the case you’re 
working on, Bart?” 

“I’ll say it is,” Trevor replied. “I’ve not 
only worked on it—I’ve finished it! I’ve got 
papers to prove that Walter Gruen and his gang 
of lecherous crooks have taken honest working 
men in this city for a ride of nearly five million 
dollars. Five million! And I’ve got the proof to 
back up the charge! It’ll send all those crooks 
up the river for a long time.” 
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Inspector Brandt frowned. “I’m beginning 
to see things,” he said. “The idea of that 
whispering corpse is to get you off the case and 
onto something else. If my hunch is right, 
Gruen is behind it. He’s trying to sidetrack 
you.” 

“Maybe,” said Trevor, “and maybe not. I 
think that Walter Gruen is a little anxious. He’s 
probably missed some very important 
documents which I had to steal from his own 
office. And he wants them back.” 

“God, Bart,” Brandt cried, “you’d better be 
careful. He must be out to get you. He’ll kill 
you!” 

Trevor laughed harshly. “No,” he said, “he 
won’t kill me, inspector. He’s had plenty of 
opportunity to do that. What he wants now are 
those papers. And while I’m alive they can 
follow me, hoping to find them. But if I were 
dead—Gruen could never recover them!” 

“But why you?” Brandt questioned. 
“Hasn’t the district attorney got them? He’ll 
issue the warrants for the arrests.” 

“The D. A. only has copies. I and I alone 
know where those documents are. And in case I 
should die suddenly, they’ll find their way 
swiftly to his office. I’m taking no chances on 
losing them while I’m alive. After that, it’s 
some one else’s worry.” 

Trevor’s eyes gleamed. He felt in his rear 
pocket for the reassuring bulge of his revolver. 
Then he tightened his coat around his neck and 
said, “I’ll be seeing you, Brandt.” 

The inspector asked, “Where’re you 
going?” 

“Out to Circle Drive,” Trevor replied. “It 
ought to prove interesting. And if there is a 
dead man there, although I seriously doubt it, 
why perhaps I’ll be able to work up a little 
charge of murder against Gruen and his gang, 
too.” 

“Don’t be a fool, Bart!” protested Brandt 
“Your luck can’t hold out forever. I tell you 
Gruen will have you bumped out there before 

you know it!” 
“Not,” said Trevor smilingly, “before he 

knows where those papers are.” 
 

REVOR reached the sidewalks swiftly. 
The night was cold and a bitter wraithlike 
wind scorched his cheeks and blew his 

breath up into a gray opaque cloud. He 
hunched his shoulders to keep out the chill and 
scanned the curbing for a taxi. Circle Drive was 
a long distance from there. 

A yellow hack sped up to the curbing at 
that instant, and the driver, anxious for a fare, 
called out, “Cab, sir?” 

“Yeah,” Trevor said, walking to it. “Circle 
Drive. And a dollar if you do it in twenty 
minutes!” 

“Right!” 
The driver climbed back into the front seat. 

There was the repellent whine and clash of 
grating gears, the thunder of the motor, and the 
taxi jumped forward into the night. 

Ten minutes later, Bart Trevor became 
aware of the fact that the taxi was taking him 
nowhere near the vicinity of Circle Drive. The 
driver was guiding the machine dexterously in 
the opposite direction, avoiding red lights and 
brightly illumined highways, and backtracking 
down dark side streets. Trevor’s lips tightened. 
He glanced out of the car. Then he leaned 
forward and knocked vigorously on the glass, 
panel which separated him from the driver. The 
driver turned. 

“Where are you going?” Trevor demanded 
stridently. 

The driver grinned and shook his head. 
Trevor looked grim. That glass panel prevented 
any sound issuing from the interior of the hack. 

Trevor sat back and quickly tried to open 
one of the doors. It was locked. And so was the 
other one, too. It was a neat little trap. The 
handles which lowered the glass of the 
windows were dismounted. There was no way 
out of the interior. The only air Trevor got was 
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that which whistled up through the mat-
covered floorboards of the taxi. 

Intentfully he drew his glinting blue-steel 
revolver from his hip pocket. He leaned 
forward, the gun steady in his right hand, and 
rapped against the glass panel with it. The 
driver turned, looked slightly surprised at the 
ugly yawning nozzle of the revolver, and then 
waved a contemptuous hand and laughed. 

Trevor was puzzled. He could easily pot the 
fellow through the back of the skull at such 
point-blank range. But that would be suicide. 
He’d kill the driver, leave the hack without 
control, and perish in the ensuing crash 
himself! 

He took careful aim at the thigh of the 
driver’s right leg. That would only make a flesh 
wound, put the fellow’s leg out of commission 
enough to make him stop the car. 

Crack! 
Trevor pulled the trigger steadily and felt 

the gun leap in his hand as a hot slug hurtled 
out of the barrel. 

Outside the driver heard the explosion, 
despite the glass panel which muffled it. He 
whirled and took one wild glance at the glass. 

Trevor himself was staring at it in 
amazement. For there, embedded in the panel, 
was the flattened lead pellet from his weapon, 
its flight abruptly halted. The glass was not 
even splintered. There were no jagged radiating 
lines from the vortex where the slug had struck. 
There was not even a hole through the glass. 

The glass of the cab was bulletproof! 
The driver turned and kicked the 

accelerator to the floor. The yellow taxi lanced 
ahead like a catapult! 

At the same instant, a shrill piercing hiss 
flooded through the rear of the car. Trevor 
heard it, surveyed the car for the source 
fruitlessly. A queer fetid odor permeated 
through the tonneau, falling heavily upon 
Trevor’s laboring lungs. 

A nauseating dizziness encompassed him 

and the world swam before his eyes like a 
spinning gyroscope. He could not focus. Now 
he could not see. There was a cavernous 
roaring in his ears, and his body went numb. 
Down, down he sank to a fathomless abyss 
below. It was like years, that swaying and 
sinking. He hit with a soundless thud. Then 
oblivion. . . . 

 
CHAPTER II 

TERROR TORTURE 
 

HEN Bart Trevor regained 
consciousness, he could see nothing. He 
was an entity in a world of solid ebony 

pitch. He could not see his hand in front of his 
eyes. And the air was heavy, pungent with 
hostility. 

Trevor groaned softly and rubbed his chest. 
It was terribly sore and each breath stung 
through him like myriad needles pricking his 
insides. He sat up dazedly. There was an odd 
odor on his clothes. Ether! 

A flash of thought shot through him. He 
strove to recall what had happened. The slug in 
the panel. The bullet-proof glass. The queer 
hiss. Then—of course! In some clever manner, 
the cab had been constructed with an air-tight 
rear. When he had tried to make trouble, the 
driver had sent a stream of etherized gas 
coursing into the tonneau of the cab. It had 
knocked him out. 

Trevor climbed to his feet silently and 
stood there in the obscurity cautiously. Where 
was he now? What had happened after the gas 
had deprived him of his senses? There was no 
sound about him. No light. Nothing. He walked 
straight ahead very slowly, holding his arms 
out before him. Presently they hit something. A 
wall. 

He felt it. It was smooth, with a lustre like 
wax. He let his hands run along the wall, 
searching for a doorway. He made a complete 
circuit of the room. There was never a break in 
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the regularity of the walls. 
No door! He was trapped, Trevor was. And 

beautifully trapped. He was in a sealed 
chamber. There was no exit from it. Still, if 
there was no door anywhere, how had he gotten 
in here? 

He glanced up through the darkness in the 
direction of the ceiling. That was it. He had 
been let down into this black chamber through 
an aperture in the ceiling—now invisible by the 
opacity of the dark. 

Trevor felt in his pocket quickly. His gun 
was gone. Simultaneously, he heard voices. 
They were above him—hoarse virile voices of 
men. He strained to listen. 

“He is unarmed?” 
“Yeah. Louis had to use the gas on him in 

the cab. He tried to make trouble. Fired at 
Louis. Bullets couldn’t go through, naturally, 
but Louis was afraid some one might hear the 
noise.” 

“Where is he?” 
“Below. I put him in the water torture 

pool.” 
A momentary silence. Then, “Open it. I 

want to talk to him.” 
Trevor crouched quickly in a corner of the 

black room. He stared up above him. The 
ceiling appeared to lift up and away. A square 
patch of yellowish light filtered through the 
ceiling upon the floor of the chamber and 
shimmered there uncertainly. It was blotted out 
at the next instant by an ovular shadow as some 
one above leaned across the hole and called, 
“Trevor!” 

Bert Trevor debated his situation rapidly. 
He did not answer. 

“Trevor!” the man called sharply. “If you 
are awake, answer me. Stalling won’t help you 
any!” 

“I’m here,” said Trevor evenly. “Who is 
it?” 

The man above chuckled. “It is the Murder 
Master, my friend.” 

Trevor laughed stridently. “Murder Master, 
eh? You sound like an old pal of mine, Mr. 
Murder Master. You sound, in fact, like Walter 
Gruen. But you can’t be he. He’s too yellow a 
rat to even stick his head through a hole when 
an unarmed man is trapped beneath him!” 

The Murder Master scowled. “Still the old 
bravado, eh, Trevor?” he snarled. “Well, you 
will lose it before I’m through with you. You 
can quit the bluffing. You haven’t got a chance. 
And you know it—you’re through!” 

Trevor snapped “I’ve got every chance in 
the world, Gruen. You and your dirty 
murderers can’t touch me!” 

“So!” exclaimed the Murder Master. “I 
thought that was the cause of your insipid 
arrogance. You have some false idea that your 
life is a hostage, guaranteed safety until I can 
locate those very valuable papers which you so 
neatly stole from me.” 

“You bet!” said Trevor with acerbity. “And 
it’s no false idea either. That’s the prime reason 
I only gave the district attorney copies of those 
graft and bribe agreements! I’m safe, Gruen, as 
long as I and I alone know where that stuff is.” 

“You think so?” 
“I’ll say I do. And just in case you get a 

little rash and bump me off in a moment of 
recklessness, let me tell you this. The moment 
anything happens to me, those papers will find 
their way to the D. A.’s office and he’ll put the 
screws right on you, and add a little charge of 
murder.” 

“And,” finished the Murder Master, “there 
is not a man in this city more honest than John 
Walsh.” 

“The D. A.’s square all right,” said Trevor. 
“You won’t get those papers away from him no 
matter what you offer him.” 

“I dare say you are right,” the Murder 
Master replied dulcetly. “Therefore I must try 
to get the papers in another manner. You agree 
there?” 

Trevor did not answer. A sudden pang of 
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dread cut him. 
“So,” said the Murder Master, “I will let 

you tell me just where you have put them.” 
Trevor replied caustically, “Go to hell!” 
The Murder Master chuckled. 
“Very well,” he remarked blithely. “If you 

will not tell of your own accord and save 
yourself a lot of pain, I will have to make you 
tell.” He made a surreptitious motion to the 
man at his side above the sealed chamber. 
 

NSTANTLY Trevor became aware of a new 
sound, a gurgling, rushing musical sound. He 
flattened himself against the wall, his keen 

eyes transfixed on the solitary spot of illumined 
floor where the shaft of light from above struck 
down. He could see something like sand creep 
steadily across the wood there and then pass 
on, omnivorously devouring the floor. The 
gurgle continued for a few seconds, then 
gulped like a drowning man and fell silent. 

Trevor felt a cold clammy liquid wash his 
shoes. It crept up above the soles and then 
onward, slowly, tantalizingly, over his ankles. 
It was water! The man-devil above was 
flooding the chamber with water! 

Trevor’s jaw tightened grimly. He stiffened 
at the bite of the water against his knees. The 
shaft of light had disappeared without warning. 
Trevor glanced up swiftly. Gruen had replaced 
the panel of the ceiling over the aperture. There 
was no escape from the black pit. 

The water surged hungrily up to his waist. 
Still Trevor felt secure. This was only a 

minor form of torture. They were trying to 
frighten him into confessing the locality of the 
coveted graft disclosures. They wouldn’t let 
him drown like a rat in a trap. They’d let the 
water rise up so far and then stop it. 

But the rising seething eddies in the 
darkness did not hesitate at all. The water 
reached his chin. He could no longer stand. He 
lifted his legs up behind him and trod water 
calmly, saving his strength in case this ordeal 

should be prolonged. The water would stop 
soon now. 

It didn’t. It kept on rising, lifting him 
higher and higher. Trevor was coming closer 
and closer to the ceiling now. He could sense it. 
There was a dull thud as his skull cracked 
against the wood of the ceiling. The water 
persisted—up farther. Daunted now, Trevor 
floundered frenziedly in the rush of the torrent. 
He tried to swim. His head slapped the ceiling 
constantly. He flipped over onto his back and 
stuck his nostrils up as far as they would go. 
His nose rubbed the ceiling. He could feel the 
water careen over his ears and climb steadily 
past his jaw, up, up, to his mouth, over it. 

It swam into his nose just as he took a deep 
breath and held it for life. The water smacked 
against the ceiling with a peculiar crumping 
sound. It covered him completely. 

Midway in the jet maw of the water, Trevor 
floated on that one last breath. Clusters of 
strange scenes fled before his eyes. His lungs 
pounded harder than his pulsating heart. Trevor 
felt that they must soon split wide open from 
the pressure of the water and his failing wind. 
Sparks lanced in front of him. Bursting meteors 
detonated soundlessly in his ears. He let out 
that breath. Gigantic bubbles seemed to pass 
his eyes as the precious oxygen boiled upwards 
towards the ceiling. 

Half-conscious, Trevor could still, 
however, distinguish the fact that heavy 
mauling hands had gripped him cruelly by the 
hair of his head and had yanked him. A burning 
light flared into his eyes and the sudden change 
from the delitescent chamber blinded him for 
several minutes. But the ghastly clutch of the 
water was gone. Clean fresh air washed his 
body and kissed his face. 

Something stung him. He opened his eyes. 
Walter Gruen was standing in front of Trevor 
grinning like a devil. Even as Trevor discerned 
him. Gruen leaned forward again and slapped 
Trevor across the face with a resounding 
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impact! 
 

EAKLY, dazedly, Trevor tried to rise. 
He found his arms and legs would not 
function. They were numb, paralyzed. 

He dimly heard men’s voices guffaw 
mawkishly at his feeble antics. Gruen’s open 
hand left another five-fingered welt on his 
cheek. 

Trevor did not mind that so much. It didn’t 
hurt. It helped to clear his fogged brain. So they 
had pulled him out at the last moment. That 
was something. They didn’t actually plan to 
murder him yet, then. They really did want to 
know where those papers were. 

He heard Walter Gruen speaking. 
“You didn’t like your little bath, did you?” 

Gruen gloated. “Not many do, Trevor. And 
you’ll go back into it again for another try if 
you don’t come across. Where are those 
papers?” 

“The answer,” Trevor gasped, “is the same 
as before. Only more so!” 

Gruen slapped him. 
“You filthy rat!” Trevor cried shrilly. “I’ll 

kill you for that! You’ll never even reach a 
jury!” 

“Listen, Trevor,” Gruen said in an even, 
ominous voice, “tell me where you stuck those 
papers and I’ll set you free.” 

Trevor laughed weakly. “Set me free in 
hell,” he said. “You’d knock me off in a second 
if you knew. I’m not telling, Gruen. You fiend! 
Now I know why the stoolies cower when your 
name is mentioned. Now I know why they call 
you the Murder Master! Go on—give me the 
water chamber again. I don’t tell anything! Get 
it? And next time you’ll pull a corpse out of 
there, and your goose’ll be cooked!” 

Gruen stared at Trevor, his face a knotted 
gnarl of fury. His pig-eyes swept across Bart 
Trevor’s face furtively. 

“All right, Trevor,” he said at length. 
“We’ll try something else. We’ll give 

somebody else the works and let you watch. 
That’ll be a little different. You’ll have to tell 
to save somebody else!” 

Trevor frowned. “I don’t get you.” 
“No?” said Walter Gruen, grinning 

confidently. “Well, I’ll show you what I mean. 
We have a friend of yours here. I think you’ll 
know her. You’ve met her before.” 

“Her?” Trevor echoed, his eyes narrowing. 
“Yes,” said Gruen. “Her. I didn’t want to 

have to do this. But I’ll have to use her. I had 
her brought in just in case you acted up like 
this.” 

Trevor struggled to leap from the chair 
where he was sitting. His body responded, its 
strength returned. But something held him 
back. He glanced down. The Murder Master 
had shackled his two wrists to the arms of the 
chair. He tried to move his legs. They, too, 
were shackled. Trevor glanced cagily at the 
manacles. They were ordinary handcuffs. A 
crafty gleam pervaded the detective’s eyes. He 
sat back quietly. 

“Louis,” ordered Gruen, “tell Droone to 
bring her in.” 

A man moved behind Trevor’s chair. 
Trevor craned his neck and got a glimpse of the 
fellow. It was the driver of the taxicab. Bart 
also noticed another man behind him on the 
other side. He scrutinized him and recognized 
him as Bull Morgan, one of Gruen’s right-hand 
men and a leader of Gruen’s graft association. 

“Whole family is here, eh. Gruen?” said 
Trevor sarcastically. “Hello, Bull. Won’t this 
make a nice story when I break it to the tabs!” 

Bull Morgan roared with laughter. “When 
you break it to the tabs,” he leered. “Why, you 
thick-headed shamus, you’ll never break it to 
the tabs! You oughta be wise to that now. No 
matter what happens. Gruen ain’t gonna let you 
get outa here alive. You’ll tell where you got 
them papers, and then well bump you.” 

“You’re talking too much,” snapped Gruen 
irascibly. 
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“Well, he’s gotta know sometime.” 
“Still think you’ll find the papers, eh, 

Gruen?” Trevor smiled. “Getting a little 
worried about them, too, aren’t you? And 
you’re going to bump me, anyhow? Well, 
listen, Gruen.” Trevor’s voice went taut. “I 
wouldn’t tell where they are if you sliced me 
into a thousand little pieces. And as for this girl 
you’re going to torment, I wouldn’t tell you 
even if she were the D. A.’s own daughter!” 

The door opened. Louis, the taxi driver, 
came in. He was followed by two men who 
carried an inert bundle between them in their 
arms. 

“You’re due for a shock, Trevor,” smiled 
Gruen maliciously. “Because that’s just who it 
is—the D. A.’s daughter. Ruth Walsh!” 

Trevor snapped rigid in his chair at the 
words. He stared in stupefaction as the Murder 
Master crossed the room, yanked the bundle 
roughly up and stood it on its feet. There was a 
gray hood over the head of the bundle. Gruen 
tore it off. Trevor saw, dumbly, helplessly, that 
it was Ruth, the daughter of honest John 
Walsh, the district attorney. 

“Gruen,” Bart Trevor whispered eerily, 
“you’re mad! You’re insane! You’ll never get 
away with this! This is a snatch! You’re 
treading on Uncle Sam!” 

Gruen smiled. “I’m treading on nobody,” 
he said meaningly, “except you and this frill. 
Will you talk?” 

“No!” 
Gruen nodded to Louis. “Put her on that 

table,” he said, “and strap her down. Okay, 
Harry and Joe. Clear out. Bull—go into the 
next room and bring in that red bottle on the 
shelf in there. The red one.” 
 

ULL MORGAN nodded and strode out of 
the room. He reappeared presently 
carrying a quart bottle. Gruen accepted the 

bottle from Morgan. He strolled slowly over to 
Trevor and held the bottle directly in front of 

Trevor’s face. 
Trevor read on the inscription—Vitriol. 
He blanched instantly and beads of sweat 

copiously exuded from his face. Lines 
furrowed his brow as he stared at that word. 
Fearfully Trevor raised his eyes up to meet 
Gruen’s. Gruen looked like a gargoyle with an 
evil smirk flitting across his thick lips. 

“Not—that. . . .” rasped Trevor. “For God’s 
sake, Gruen—” 

Gruen’s face was an inscrutable mask. 
“Will you tell?” 

“Listen, Gruen,” Trevor babbled, “leave her 
out of this. This is between you and me. Leave 
her out of it. She has nothing to do with it. 
She—” 

“She has everything to do with it,” said 
Gruen coldly. “I’m not stupid. I know I could 
pour this whole damned bottle down your 
throat and you’d kick in without telling. But 
it’ll be different watching a girl struggle as this 
acid eats her flesh. It’ll be different hearing her 
scream with pain. It’ll be different watching 
her rot to death under the flaming teeth of 
vitriol because a stubborn shamus like you was 
too—” 

Trevor gulped for air. He shook his head. 
“Gruen,” he said, “if I tell you where those 
papers are, will you let her go?” 

Gruen laughed harshly. “Let her go?” he 
cried. “Don’t be a fool, Trevor! What do you 
take me for? She’s seen me. She’s seen my 
men. She’d squawk! No, Trevor, she’s got to 
die—like you. But you can save her an 
unpleasant death for your story.” 

“And if I tell?” 
“I’ll be kind,” sneered Gruen. “I’ll let you 

both have a slug through the skull. Painless. 
Quick. Hell, what more could you ask?” 

Trevor’s face lifted up in repugnance. 
“Well, Gruen, you yellow skunk, my answer’s 
the same as before—go to hell!” 

Gruen recoiled in surprise. Then he hurtled 
forward and ploughed his pawlike fist into 
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Trevor’s chin. Bart took the crack without 
flinching. It sent his head spinning dizzily and 
left a livid patch of torn flesh on his cheek. 

“You think this is a grandstand,” bellowed 
Gruen, enraged. “Well, by God, I’ll show you 
it isn’t!” 

He flew across the room to the table. Ruth 
Walsh lay on it just as they had left her there. 
She was unconscious as she had been when 
they carried her in. Gruen slapped her face 
vigorously a few times. Trevor gritted his teeth 
and watched Morgan move away from behind 
him to be near Gruen. 

Ruth Walsh stirred under the smarting 
blows which Gruen dealt her. Her blue eyes 
suddenly fluttered open. She gaped up in horror 
at Gruen’s bestial features. She cried out softly. 
Gruen pushed her head back and bumped it 
against the table. Ruth Walsh twisted and tried 
to turn on the table but the straps holding her 
down would not allow her body to move at all. 
Only her head. This she managed to jerk 
sideways. 

Her frightened gaze fell upon the chair. She 
saw Trevor manacled there, grimly watching 
her. 

Ruth cried, “Bart! Bart Trevor!” 
Slap! Gruen let her have a vicious blow. 

She screamed in pain and let her head fall back. 
“You dog,” Trevor muttered. He was 

leaning forward now, concealedly doing his 
best to seem natural to Morgan, Louis and 
Gruen. Trevor’s tie fell down towards his lap. 
The end of the cravat finally touched his legs. 
Then his manacled hands twisted tortuously 
around toward his legs and groped agonizingly 
for the end of the tie. His right hand reached it 
first. He bent forward, stooping, and his left 
hand reached the tie. 

They grasped it tightly dexterous fingers 
ripped open the binding and searched 
feverishly through the inner lining. 

Trevor’s fingers found their treasure. Out of 
the lining of his tie came a key. It was a small 

key, dull and queerly shaped. A skeleton key. 
Trevor straightened up, the key in his right 
hand. He twisted his hand to try and insert the 
key in the lock of the handcuffs. He made it. 
The lock clicked, the cuff snapping open. 

He transferred the key to the left lock 
quickly and snapped that open. He left the 
unlocked cuffs still on his hands. Bull Morgan 
turned and glanced leeringly at him. Then 
turned away. Trevor did not have any time to 
watch what they were doing to the Walsh girl. 
He stooped over and unlocked both of his leg 
cuffs. 

At the same second, there was a gruesome, 
horrible screech of agony and terror as Ruth 
wriggled like a snake in her bindings. 

Gruen laughed satanically and turned to 
Trevor. “Look at her,” he grated. “That’s acid 
there! We’re starting with the cheeks. Then 
we’ll go to the eyes and drop by drop we’ll let 
it eat into her brain!” 

“It burns! It burns!” screamed Ruth Walsh. 
 

CHAPTER III 
ESCAPE 

 
ART TREVOR plunged headlong across 
that room like a shell fired from a cannon! 
Taken completely by surprise, Walter 

Gruen could only glare, petrified, in 
astonishment. Morgan never even saw Trevor’s 
flashing frame until it was too late. But Louis 
had. 

Louis leaped into Trevor’s path, tugging at 
a gun. It flipped out in his hand, a stubby 
automatic. Crack! Crack! Twice it spit orange 
flame and belched lead in lightning stabs. The 
first slug zoomed into the opposite wall and 
ripped at the plaster there. The second tore at 
Trevor’s coat as he dove and went on to knock 
the chair into a far corner by its impetus. 

Then Trevor was on Louis! The two 
manacles were still on Trevor’s hands, still 
around his fighting wrists. Trevor brought up 

B



Secret Agent “X” 
 

11

his arms like the boom of a derrick and let them 
fall in a slashing, razorlike strike as swift and 
as deadly as that of a noxious diamondback! 

The loose cuffs struck Louis full in the face 
as he yanked on his trigger for a third shot. But 
Louis’ aim was shot to pieces. He jerked his 
gun. The jerk lifted the nozzle up high and sent 
the slug into the ceiling with a thudding sound. 

The cuffs tore at Louis’ face and continued 
on down through the flesh. Louis fell like a 
stone, his features a raw, gory pulp. Gruen was 
still standing there immobile, stunned and 
baffled by the sudden unwonted attack, at loss 
for its explanation and believing: it almost 
preternatural. But Bull Morgan was more 
practical. 

Bull whirled to meet Trevor, his beastlike 
fists curled into miniature stones. He lashed out 
at Trevor’s face, but Trevor ducked the wild 
swing and brought his own fist around in a 
haymaker. Bull weaved his head and Bart’s fist 
ploughed through empty air. 

But Bull had forgotten the dangling 
handcuffs on that fist. They swung out into 
space as Bart’s fist missed its mark and the 
lock of the manacles caught Bull Morgan 
directly under the eye. Trevor saw it happen, 
but he never quite understood what really took 
place. The next thing he knew. Bull was 
standing there cursing and screaming in horrid 
agony, and Trevor felt sick when he saw that 
the cuff had sliced the flesh beneath the eye 
socket wide open and had popped the eye right 
out of Morgan’s head. 

Morgan continued to scream and shriek for 
several seconds. Then as the inhuman pain 
devoured him, he uttered a low groan and 
sagged down limply into welcome 
unconsciousness. 

Trevor stepped back over the prostrate 
body of Louis, who was writhing around on the 
floor, moaning and clawing at his injured face. 
Gruen—the Murder Master—had moved to 
action. He fell against the table, his features 

contorted into animal rage, and hurled the 
bottle of vitriol right at Trevor’s face. 

Bart never even saw the vitriol flying 
towards him. He dove at that same split second 
for the ugly automatic which Louis had 
dropped to the floor when he fell. The vitriol 
scuttled through the air right over his stooped 
body and landed with a crash right next to 
Morgan, the acid bursting up into a fine spray 
as the bottle splintered into thousands of sharp 
pieces, and fell down on top of the unconscious 
Bull, splattering his face and burning into his 
unresisting flesh. 

Bart Trevor fired at Gruen twice, but he did 
not seem affected by the slugs. He hurled 
himself forward! Bart cursed. Gruen was 
wearing a bullet-proof vest, of course! There 
was only one place for a slug then. Right 
between the eyes. 

Trevor fired from the hip, jerking the pistol 
up. But there was only a metallic click. The 
gun was void of bullets. Louis had used some 
and the last two that Trevor had fired had 
depleted the supply. The gun was useless. 

Frantically he flung the automatic in 
Gruen’s face as the Murder Master grappled 
with him, catlike claws searching fiendishly for 
Trevor’s throat. Trevor jabbed Gruen behind 
the ear and sent him whistling to the floor. 
Gruen tried to rise, shaking his head at the 
numbness which Bart’s blow had caused. 

Trevor dashed over to Ruth Walsh and 
unstrapped her just as the door opened and 
Droone and the man Gruen had called Joe 
rushed in. 

“Ruth,” snapped Trevor, “get into that next 
room. Use water on that vitriol. It’ll dissipate 

ction of the acid!” the a
UTH WALSH nodded fearfully and 
scurried through the open door into the 
room from which Bull Morgan had 

procured the vitriol previously. 
Walter Gruen had risen to his feet. He was 

swaying unsteadily, his eyes red with pain and 

R



The Whispering Corpse 
 

12

rage. 
“Get him!” he roared furiously, “Get him!” 
Harry Droone and Joe came on. Droone 

skirted the table and charged like a bull at 
Trevor, who lithely eluded the rush and sprang 
agilely around the other side of the table and 
ran to meet Joe at the doorway. His fist hit Joe 
like an express train. The man fell. Trevor went 
through the door like a bolt of lightning. 

Droone and Gruen went after him. Droone 
was in the lead, a grisly .45 revolver in his 
hand. 

Trevor lit down the stairs three at a time. 
Crack! Droone fired the big blue-steel gun 
once. Trevor heard the slug buzz angrily past 
his ear. He reached the front door safely. For 
the moment, he was out of sight of the others in 
the delitescence of the hallway. He opened the 
door and slammed it. 

But he did not leave the house. Instead, he 
cut back into the ebony shadows of the hallway 
and crouched there like a cornered panther 
while Droone reached the doorway, went 
through, looked around for a few seconds and 
came right back. 

Droone said, “He’s gone, chief! He got 
away!” 

Trevor could hear Gruen cursing like a 
maniac at the top of the stairs. 

“Want me to try and chase him?” Droone 
asked. 

“No, you fool!” Gruen cried sharply. “He’s 
miles from here now! He’s gone to raise every 
cop within blocks for a raid on this place! 
We’ve got to clear out of here—leave no 
identification marks! It’s Trevor’s word against 
ours. He can’t prove anything. Hurry up!” 

“What about the dame?” Droone asked. 
“We’ll take her with us,” said Gruen. 

“We’re not through yet, Harry. If those papers 
ever get to John Walsh, the whole ring is sunk. 
Trevor can’t turn them over. We have Ruth 
Walsh. I’ve got a fine plan. It just came to me. 
We’ll hold the girl as hostage. Either Trevor 

gives himself up to us or we kill the girl!” 
“But suppose Trevor don’t, chief? Suppose 

he gets those papers to the D. A.?” 
“Then we’ll tell Walsh that unless he 

resigns at once, his daughter will be murdered. 
That’ll put Jim Block into the D. A.’s chair.” 

Droone laughed happily. “I get it,” he said. 
“Jim Block belongs to the Gruen organization! 
He’ll get those papers and turn them back to 
you.” 

“Exactly,” said Gruen. “Come on. Get that 
girl all wrapped up for delivery. We’ve got to 
travel tonight and right away. There’s no 
telling where that fool Trevor has gone!” 

Droone nodded and ran back up the stairs 
to the second floor. He did not know it, but 
almost in his shadow, another figure crept up 
the stairs after him. Trevor was afoot again. He 
paused in the dark hallway and watched 
Droone disappear after Gruen into another 
room. He heard a scream. Ruth’s voice. 

Trevor went taut. Then relaxed. They 
would not harm her here. They expected the 
police to come swooping down on the place. 
They were taking her with them. Trevor 
slithered up to the room where the chaotic 
mèlée had but recently transpired. He peered in 
cautiously. Louis was still there, rubbing his 
face dazedly. The man called Joe had 
disappeared. Bull Morgan lay on the floor. The 
vitriol had already left its macabre mark on the 
fellow. He was dead. 

Trevor crept into the room. He had to take 
the risk. He frisked Morgan’s pockets while 
Louis, his back turned to the shamus, rubbed 
his mauled features. Trevor felt the welcome 
grip of a pistol in Morgan’s back pocket. He 
pulled it out, reversed and leaped onto Louis. 
One short blow, and Louis fell forward on his 
face unconscious. 

Then Trevor went to the room into which 
Droone and the Murder Master had 
disappeared. He could not try the knob. He 
grabbed a rickety chair in the hall and placed it 
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against the wall to one side of the door, the 
pistol in his hand. He looked into the room 
through the transom. 

The transom was painted. It should have 
been opaque, but time had worn the paint and 
left a hazy transparency across the glass. 
Droone and Gruen were in the room all right. 
But what a room it was! 
 

HERE were huge generators and electrical 
cabinets in the place with controls and 
volume dials replete across the face of the 

panels. A wired microphone was on a small 
table in front of these radio panels. Gruen was 
sitting down in front of the microphone. 
Droone went to the control board and switched 
on the juice. 

“Want police calls?” Droone asked. 
“No!” snapped Gruen. “Give me a short 

wave length of 211. That’s the length I used on 
the receiving set I planted in Herrick’s skull. 
The corpse may still be at the morgue. And 
there’s just a bare chance that Trevor may go 
back to headquarters to that fool friend of his, 
Inspector Brandt. I’m going to try a message 
through the corpse again. It worked once.” 

At the open transom, Trevor was amazed at 
the whole layout. The mystery of the 
whispering corpse had bothered him greatly. 
He had not been able to see how any one could 
have fixed up the morgue with a receiving set. 
But he saw now. Gruen, the man-devil, had had 
Robert Herrick slain, fearful of Herrick’s 
disclosing tongue. Then Herrick’s skull had 
been trepanned and a small short-wave 
receiving set had been thrust into the brain 
cavity, the brain and other organs having been 
removed. The skull was then replaced and the 
body cast into the street where the police found 
it and took it to the morgue for autopsy. The 
Murder Master had called Trevor through the 
set in Herrick’s dead head and was now trying 
to reestablish communication. 

“Bart Trevor,” whispered Gruen weirdly. 

“Bart Trevor . . . .” 
Through the loudspeaker across the room, 

Bart could hear some one gasp and then a voice 
cry, “Gott in himmel!” 

He had to smile. Poor old Karl Topeka was 
being frightened out of his wits again in the 
morgue. This was all damned clever. They also 
picked up the sounds at the other end like a 
telephone. 

Gruen frowned at Droone and said, “I don’t 
think he’s there. I’ll leave the message for him 
anyway.” He returned to the microphone and 
said. “Tell Bart Trevor that Ruth Walsh will be 
murdered unless he returns to the spot where 
she is alone and gives himself up. Tell him that. 
Tell him to act immediately,” 

Gruen cut the mike off. 
“What now?” asked Droone. 
“Quick!” said Gruen. “Switch me in on the 

police short-wave length—215 meters!” 
Droone snapped a dial around and tuned in 

again. 
“Calling Police Headquarters.” said Gruen. 

“Calling Police Headquarters!” There was a 
short silence. “Tell John Walsh that these are 
the kidnapers of his daughter. If he has not 
resigned his office by midnight, his daughter 
will meet a horrible death. Relay that 
instantly.” 

Droone cut him off again. “What about the 
hideout, chief?” he said. “Hadn’t you better let 
the boys over there know we’re coming? 
You’re going over to Long Island, aren’t you?” 

“Tune me in,” snapped Gruen. “Wave 
length 200.” 

Droone worked the dials again. He turned 
on volume and waved to Gruen. 

Gruen said. “Calling Hempstead Station. 
Calling Hempstead Station 

A metallic voice replied over the 
loudspeaker, “Okay, chief, we’re listening.” 

“This is the Murder Master. We are coming 
out there directly by speed boat. Keep well 
under cover. Police may be wise. Signing off.” 
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“That’s got it!” exclaimed Droone. “But 
what about Trevor? He’ll come here if he gets 
your message and we’ll be gone!” 

“I’m leaving Louis behind,” said Gruen. 
“He’ll wait for Trevor in case there’s a police 
trap. Well leave the other launch for Louis and 
Trevor. Louis can handle it all right. Come on.” 

“How about all this?” 
“Leave it!” 
Bart Trevor, who had watched the whole 

thing, slunk back into the shadows of the 
hallway and watched Gruen and Droone leave 
the radio room and enter the room where Ruth 
had previously been tied. He followed them 
and peered in. The man called Joe had Ruth 
bound hand and foot. Louis had recovered and 
was wildly gesticulating and telling that some 
one had slugged him from behind. 

“You’re crazy!” snapped the Murder 
Master. “That crack Trevor gave you makes 
you see things. You’re staying here, Louis, to 
wait for Trevor. He’ll probably be back, but 
there won’t be any fighting. He’ll go along 
with you peacefully. Take him in the launch 
out to the Hempstead hideout up the Sound. 
Joe, Droone and myself are taking the girl in 
the speed boat.” 

Louis said, “Right, chief.” 
Joe and Droone packed up Ruth, whose 

mouth was covered with a piece of heavy white 
adhesive tape and carried her out, Walter 
Gruen following them. 

Then Trevor, gripping the pistol he had 
taken from the corpse, followed the group 
silently down the stairs. They did not stop at 
the first floor, where the street entrance was, 
but continued on down into the cellar of the 
house. Trevor followed them cautiously, 
careful not to make any sound. 

He descended the cellar stairs in their wake 
and heard the faint dull sound of slapping 
water. Where was this house? He didn’t know. 
He had not been outside of it. And he had not 
seen how he had gotten there. Evidently it 

bordered a river—no doubt the East River since 
the men had spoken of riding up to Long Island 
across the Sound. 

Suddenly, Trevor heard a guttering roar as 
a gasoline engine turned over, caught, and 
thundered staccato bursts in grinding cadence. 
There was a whine to the motor and a quick 
rush of power. Dreading the fact that he was 
too late, Trevor leaped down the stairs. 

There was a flash of white boiling water, a 
swift vision of the stern of a motorboat, and 
Gruen and his killers were gone. 

Trevor was too late! His quarry had flown! 
 

CHAPTER IV 
DEATH RENDEZVOUS 

 
NE thing that immediately impressed Bart 
Trevor as he stood there feeling beaten 
and helpless was the marvelous layout of 

this under-house mooring ground. It was the 
cellar of the place above. And this cellar was 
nothing but East River. The steps ended where 
a narrow pier began under the house. The river 
water came right in and washed the small pier. 
There were two mooring places. Trevor saw, 
swiftly, another launch, a bigger one. Yes, it 
was bigger, but it was also clumsier and it had 
only an outboard motor. Chase would be futile. 
A telephone on the wall caught Trevor’s eye. 

He leaped to it, lifted the receiver and 
listened for the voice of the operator. 

“Number, please?” 
Trevor snapped the number, got hold of 

Inspector Brandt and hastily told him what had 
happened. Brandt almost cried at the sound of 
Trevor’s voice. He gasped out what had been 
happening. Police h.q. and the city in general 
were in an uproar over the abduction and 
threatened death of Ruth Walsh. Trevor told 
Brandt to warn the Long Island police that the 
hideout was on the waterfront at Hempstead. 

“They’ve got a fast launch,” Trevor 
breathed. “Or I’d go after them. You’ll need 
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some boat to catch them now. But the Long 
Island cops can nab the whole bunch when they 
land at Hempstead.” 

“Nuts,” said Inspector Brandt. “The L. I. 
boys aren’t going to take the credit for this 
case. Where are you!” 

“Somewhere on the East River,” said Bart. 
“About 20th Street, I think. I see a familiar sign 
over in Brooklyn there.” 

“My God!” Brandt cried. “You’re right 
near the city police plane. Have you got a boat? 
They’re at Seventeenth!” 

“I have a boat.” 
“Then tear down to the police pier where 

they have the plane moored. Captain Kerry is 
in charge there. I’ll phone ahead and fix it up 
for you. Good luck!” 

“Thanks,” said Trevor. He hung up. 
Untying the hawser of the launch, he leaped 

into it and straddled to the stern, where the 
outboard motor was. He whirled the disc with a 
short piece of rope. The motor caught, and the 
launch under his guiding rudder nosed out of 
its pier into the river. 

Trevor headed south. The launch went 
faster than he thought it would. In several 
minutes, a long amber finger shot out from one 
of the piers on the waterfront and lighted on 
him. A voice billowed out fantastically across 
the waves. 

“Trevor?” 
“Yes!” he yelled back. 
“Turn in here. Police plane is waiting!” 
Trevor stabbed at the rudder and shot the 

launch around vertically. The searchlight 
illumined his way and picked out a mooring 
place at the pier. He leaped out, shutting the 
motor off. 

He heard a peculiar stuttering rhythm. He 
glanced over the side of the pier. Nestled there 
was a huge Sikorsky amphibian, riding the 
water easily, its twin engines turning over. 

“Right here, Trevor,” said a man next to 
him. “Hop in. Captain Kerry is waiting for 

you!” 
Bart leaped down into the cabin of the 

Sikorsky. It was a spacious place with lounge 
seats along each side of the fuselage. Captain 
Kerry was up in the control cockpit, just 
forward of the cabin. Another man was with 
him at the controls. Kerry leaned out and called 
back. “Trevor?” 

“Yes, captain.” 
“Good work. Trevor. I’m taking off. 

Hempstead, isn’t it?” 
“Yes, captain,” replied Bart. “They’re in a 

speed boat and they’ve quite a start!” 
“We’ll get ‘em,” said Kerry. “Sit tight.” 
In twenty minutes, Trevor could see the 

silvery stretches of the Sound beneath him. Off 
to his left was New Rochelle and the 
Westchester suburbs. Ahead loomed the dark 
coastline of Long Island. But he could see 
nothing of the speed boat in the semi-darkness. 

Presently Kerry snapped, “Speed boat 
below us! I’m dropping a magnesium flare. 
Look sharp!” 

Trevor clung to the window of the plane’s 
cabin and stared down overside. He discerned 
the speed boat and its occupants swishing 
through the water in a nebula of flying spray. 

“That’s it!” he cried loudly. “There’s Gruen 
at the helm. And there’s Ruth Walsh in the 
stern with those other two rats! Go down on 
them, captain!” 
 

 MAN next to Trevor in the cabin jammed 
something into Bart’s hands. Trevor 
gazed at the object. It was a Thompson 

sub-machine gun. 
“But we can’t use an m. g. on them!” Bart 

protested. “Ruth Walsh is down in the boat 
with them!” 

Captain Kerry sent the Sikorsky down in a 
shallow dive, nevertheless. Below him in the 
boat, Trevor could see a stuttering flame leap 
from the boat into the air. Then he heard a 
ripping sound and watched a line of holes bite 
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into the doped linen of the wing. 
Kerry banked the plane away. “They’ve got 

a machine gun on board!” he cried. “We’ve got 
to fire on them, regardless of the girl!” 

“You can’t!” protested Trevor. “It’ll be 
murder. Ruth Walsh—” He was gazing down 
as he spoke. He gasped suddenly and went stiff 
as steel. “She’s overside!” he roared. “Ruth 
Walsh just went overside. She jumped! My 
God, she’s all tied! She’ll drown.” 

“She knew we couldn’t attack with her in 
the craft,” said Kerry. “Great girl! She went 
over to let us pot the others!” 

“But she’ll drown!” Bart shrilled. 
“No,” said Kerry. “Look there!” 
Behind them, where the faint white splash 

showed the spot where Ruth Walsh had hit the 
sea, a searchlight lit upon the place and the 
vague gray outline of a boat sliced through the 
sea towards her. 

“Police boat!” snapped Kerry. “Brandt 
must’ve warned New Rochelle about the 
escape! They’ve sent out a police boat from 
Hudson Park. They’ll pick her up.” 

“Then dive for the speed boat!” yelled 
Trevor excitedly. “Dive down, captain, and 
let’s give her a raze of lead!” 

The Sikorsky reared up like a living thing 
and then went over and down in a steep dive. 
Trevor forced the tommy-gun out of the cabin 
window of the ship. 

Down the Sikorsky flew, the twin engines 
pounding out a terrific song of grinding power 
and zooming death! 

The stuttering flame leaped upwards from 
the speed boat again. And again the slugs found 
a mark somewhere in the plane. 

Tac-tac-tac-tac! 
Trevor’s finger tripped his Thompson 

trigger and his gun leaped up and down, 
barking like a savage dog and vomiting a 
stream of lethal gray lead down through the 
night! 

Huge fountains of water shot high into the 

air around the speed boat as Trevor’s bullets 
missed the craft and ploughed deep into the 
water like avenging hornets. The other cop in 
the cabin had a tommy-gun going now and the 
roar filled the plane. 

The Sikorsky zipped right over the speed 
boat and went up into the air again to bank 
around steeply and come back in another dive. 
They were nearing Hempstead now, and Trevor 
could see myriad auto lights on the shore line. 
The Long Island police were on the job, raiding 
the hideout of the Murder Master’s killers. 

Kerry flung the amphibian down again. The 
ship went lower than before, so low that the 
cabin pontoon nearly scraped the waters of the 
Sound. Trevor had a flashing vision of the 
speed boat directly under him. He saw three 
white terrified faces as the big flying boat tore 
at the sea craft head on. It looked like a 
collision. The gun on the speed boat had 
stopped its vicious tongue. 

Grimly Trevor drew a careful bead on the 
upraised staring face of Walter Gruen—the 
Murder Master. He tripped the trigger and sent 
an unerring line of lead slashing down through 
the sky. He saw the bullets plop into Gruen’s 
face as the handful of lead splattered the boat. 
Gruen’s face seemed to melt away into a 
ghastly black hole. The Murder Master flung 
up his arms and toppled limply over the side of 
the speed boat into the sea. 

Kerry zoomed again to come back for 
another try. But it was no use. Trevor’s bullets 
had taken their toll. The stern of the speed boat 
had exploded and orange flames licked the 
wood of the hull and sides hungrily, crackling 
like an enraged demon as the smoke and fire 
rose up from the ship. 

“Sinking,” said Kerry. “You potted it, 
Trevor. Must’ve hit the gas tank. Look at her!” 

The speed boat was a flaming pyre of 
twisted metal and charred wood. The furnace 
reached up into the night in a ghostly flare, and 
in a few seconds the swift craft turned turtle 
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and sank quickly from sight. 
Trevor took his tommy-gun back out of the 

window and sighed. The case was over. The 
papers he had would never convict Walter 
Gruen of theft, fraud, graft and the other sundry 
crimes against him. 

When the Sikorsky gently settled in the 
waters of the East River again and taxied up to 
its mooring place at Seventeenth Street. Bart 
Trevor, tired but happy, found Inspector Bill 
Brandt waiting there for him. 

Brandt pounded him on the back and 
congratulated him for the good work. 

“But Ruth Walsh,” said Trevor. “Did they 
pick her up all right?” 

“I’ll say they did,” Brandt exclaimed. “The 
New Rochelle police boat got her immediately 
after she jumped. She’s a good swimmer, 

Trevor. She managed to stay afloat, bonds and 
all, until they reached her. She’s some girl. 
She’s home with her dad now, I guess. I think 
they took her in while you and Kerry were over 
at Hempstead.” 

“A clean sweep,” said Trevor. “The Long 
Island police had found the hide-out just before 
we shot down Gruen, Droone and that other 
man in the launch. When we landed at 
Hempstead, the place was under arrest and they 
had taken every member of the gang there.” 

“Swell work, Bart,” said Inspector Brandt. 
“And, by the way, did you find out the secret of 
that whispering corpse?” 

Trevor laughed. “Corpses don’t whisper, 
inspector. And I’ll show you why when we go 
down to the morgue!” 

 


