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High Treason 
By Alan Anderson 

 
Why should the girl put on a strip act in her hotel window? Bruce wondered. Women and naval 
secrets, trick messages and seaplanes, all these and more were to clutter up his days because he 
was curious. 
 

T was three-ten A. M. before Private 
Detective Ray Bruce realized that guys who 
mix ale, wine, gin and whiskey are apt to 
get sick. When he got through snapping his 

cookies, he dragged a chair to the window and 
sat there getting a puss full of California sea 
breezes. 

Suddenly a light flashed on in a room across 
the court. A woman came into Bruce’s line of 
vision. And what a woman! She was a big 
blonde, full-bosomed, with wide shoulders and 

hips that the black silk pajamas strained to 
cover. Bruce sighed. Just his dish. A big blonde 
with plenty of appeal.  

Then she took off the pajama coat and 
heaved it across the room. Her torso—what he 
could see of it—was gleaming white. She 
stretched widely and her arms lifted. She 
yawned.  

“On the make, huh!” said Bruce and stuck 
his dome out of the window. His wing of the 
hotel was dark. Who the hell did she expect to 
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be up at that hour? He became suspicious.  
Then he got it! The strip act was to divert 

attention from something else. His eyes roved. 
Yep, there it was! Two floors below the blonde 
a woman in a black dress had climbed to the 
ledge and was moving toward the built-in fire 
escape. She made it all right.  

 
RUCE acted on an impulse. In about ten 
seconds he was dressed well enough to 
venture out on the street. He was lucky to 

catch an elevator on its way down. He made the 
street just as the woman came out from the 
court. She was a little dame. A black veil 
covered her face. Bruce slipped into the 
doorway as the woman got into a cab and was 
driven away.  

No use to follow. He’d be spotted at that 
hour. But his curiosity was at fever heat. A 
messenger boy coasted past on a bicycle. Bruce 
whistled. “Scram after that cab and find out 
where it dumps the dame! It’s worth a five 
spot.”  

The kid pedaled away, hell for leather. The 
cab hadn’t turned off and was only two blocks 
away. Bruce lighted a cigarette. Probably some 
married wench doing a little philandering. But 
why sneak down the fire escape! Only one 
answer to that. Her room was watched. By 
whom! And why! No answer to that—yet. The 
kid was gone twenty minutes. But he came back 
with a big grin on his kisser. 

“The dame was smart. She changes cabs and 
goes to a hotel. I come in when she asks for the 
key. It’s two-five,” said the kid and named the 
hotel.  

“Good work, buster,” Bruce told him and 
fished out a five.  

“I’m off at nine,” suggested the kid. “Need 
me?” 

“Drop around,” Bruce offered after a 
moment’s thought and gave him his room 
number.  

AY BRUCE was a guy who didn’t like 
mysteries. He went through the court and 
up the fire escape. The ledge was wide 

enough and sufficiently solid for even his 
weight. Gingerly he edged out. The window was 
still open. He crouched there and got out his 
fountain-pen flash-light. A single room. A good 
quality leather suitcase initialed J. M. Also a 
toilet kit so stamped. On the dresser: a razor, 
shaving cream, and a brush. In the closet, two 
suits.  

Hell! The dame’s a guy—a little guy.” 
He climbed in. The suits should reveal some 

clue. But they didn’t. Even the labels had been 
removed. Damned cautious, all this. A little guy 
whose initials were J. M. Whoever might be 
watching on the street, they’d never connect a 
little dame in a black dress with J. M. 

He backed out on the ledge, stood up and 
began to side step toward the fire escape. He 
was almost there when there was a sharp “ping” 
above his head and splinters of stone showered 
about his hat. One cut his scalp. Not bad though.  

There was no other silenced shot. Safe on 
the fire escape, he peered out behind the wall. 
His wing of the hotel was dark. The tell-tale 
smoke would, by that time, have dispersed. No 
use to look for the guy with the gun.  

But he could mosey down the corridor. 
Whoever was watching the room might reveal 
himself. He walked down the hallway. No doors 
were opened. He retraced his steps. J. M. was in 
three-eighteen.  

Then the door of three-seventeen opened an 
inch. Bruce was no shrinking violet. He put his 
shoulder against the door and shoved. It opened. 
A greasy-haired guy with close-set eyes was 
standing there. Bruce grunted recognition.  

“Levi York! What you up to! Framing 
another skirt?” 

Levi York’s cheeks reddened. He’d been a 
New York City dick who’d specialized in 
framing dames for morals court. His record had 
been impressive until Ray Bruce had come to 
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the aid of a sixteen year old waitress. York had 
been fired. The two men hated each other’s 
guts. 

“Scram!” hissed York, “Keep your nose out 
of this or you’ll be sorry. I’m on the right side 
of the fence.” 

“Nuts! I’m taking a hand in this game,” 
Bruce told him. “So keep your fingers crossed.”  

He banged out of the room, went to his own 
quarters, and called downstairs. There was a 
reservation on the nine o’clock plane. He had it 
canceled. The vacation was over and there was 
plenty of work back in New York. But Ray 
Bruce wasn’t a guy to let a mystery pass 
through his fingers or to give up a chance to put 
the skids under a rat who’d filled jails with 
innocent women. Besides, that blonde was a 
honey. Grinning, he reached for the binoculars 
he’d brought for the races.  

When the mysterious J. M. returned an hour 
before dawn, the blonde went through her act 
again. The glasses brought her plenty close. Her 
white flesh was flawless and her every move 
was a poem in seductive rhythm. Yellow hair. A 
swell mouth. And plenty of depth in those big 
blue eyes.  

Sighing, he went to bed. 
 
HE kid awakened him at nine-thirty. Bruce 
showered, shaved, then took the kid to the 
window. He pointed out the blonde’s room. 

“Find out her name and the number of the 
room. Find out who has three-eighteen, too.”  

“What’d I get? A big thanks!” 
Bruce peeled off a ten. The kid would be 

useful. Now that he’d decided to stick his nose 
in this screwy ease, he’d go the limit. The hotel 
where J. M. had gone was a swanky joint. He 
dressed accordingly. At the hotel, Bruce waited 
until the desk wan deserted, then he went to the 
clerk and dipped a folded ten across the marble 
surface.  

“Who’s the cutie in two-five?”  
“Two women there,” said the guy, sotto 

voce, as he tucked the bill away. “Lola Barnes 
and Djara Copeland.” 

“Who’s the little dame?” 
“Lola Barnes,” said the guy and his eyes 

widened. “Say, there goes Miss Copeland into 
the grill.”  

Bruce spun around to catch a glimpse of a 
well-dressed woman entering the grill. She was 
tall and slender and her gown fitted tautly about 
her hips but did not impair their pleasant 
motion.  

He went to the grill and saw her enter a 
booth. He took a table where he could see her 
but he didn’t look right away. He ordered a 
drink. Then, casually, it seemed, he glanced at 
the woman. Hell! She, too, wore a veil. 

Well, he couldn’t stay in Los Angeles the 
rest of his life. What he needed was action. He 
got up and went to the booth. The woman was 
staring out of the window. When she turned his 
way, he acted.  

“Can’t fool me, toots!” he declared and 
raised her veil before she had a chance to stop 
him. Her face was of surpassing beauty, but 
very Oriental with high cheek bones, almond, 
slanting eyes, and flesh a coppery color. The 
eyes narrowed. He stammered apologies.  

“Say! I’m sorry. I thought you were 
someone else. Guess I had one too many.” 

“That,” she agreed, “is obvious.” 
Her voice was plenty feminine and when he 

got back to his table, Bruce knew that the 
bosom of her gown held the real thing. He 
finished his drink and had a cigarette. When the 
alluring Djara Copeland was served a fair sized 
lunch, he left. 

The corridor leading to two-five was 
deserted. With a practised eye, he appraised the 
lock and with unerring accuracy selected the 
right key from a well filled ring. The door 
opened smoothly. He closed it behind him. 

The luggage there was worth least a half a 
grand. And the closet was packed with gowns. 
He picked up a flimsy chemise. It gave off a 
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pleasant perfume. “Fifty bucks,” he said to 
himself rather thoughtfully. If he was dealing 
with a ring of criminals, they were a well-heeled 
gang.  

He unlocked some of the luggage. In one 
pig-skin bag he found a portable all-wave radio. 
The hotel had built-in loud speakers in every 
room. He took out his notebook and jotted down 
the dial reading. Better get going. But first he 
glanced out the window. There was an office 
building across the street.  A lucky break, that.  

 
E LEFT the hotel and went to the second 
floor of the office building. There was a 
telephone book there. He phoned the radio 

editor of a newspaper. The dial reading, he was 
told, was on an unused band. Then Bruce 
phoned his room. The kid was there.  

“Did you get the dope?”  
“It was a cinch, boss.”  
“Grab the binoculars and scram over here,” 

Bruce ordered and named the office building.  
Djara Copeland’s room was directly 

opposite the men’s room. He went there and 
hung around until the kid showed up. The girl 
had not returned. But in fifteen minutes she 
came in and peeled off her dress. She was 
beautifully formed with long slender legs, 
narrow hips and well-spaced breasts. White lace 
step-ins and a scanty brassiere were all she 
wore.  

He watched her sit cross-legged on the floor 
and open the radio. She put on ear-phones and, 
lifting the rug, pulled out a large sheet of paper. 
Then she consulted her watch. Bruce did 
likewise. She frowned, carefully made a mark 
on the paper, and replaced it beneath the rug. 
Putting the radio away, she yawned and got into 
bed.  

Bruce turned to the kid. 
“Take these glasses and watch her. When 

she leaves, hop over to the hotel and if she’s 
eating, phone me. Think you’d recognize her 
kisser?”  

“Sure. She’s a Eurasian—half Oriental, half 
white.” 

“What did you find out!” 
“The dame’s Leona Ross. She’s in five-

twelve. Works in a hash house deal off the arm. 
She was a strip dancer in burlesque and’s tryin’ 
to crash the movies. The guy’s Jim Mathews. 
He’s a jockey. I got the stuff wrote down.” 

He handed Bruce a paper. Ray Bruce knew 
the resourcefulness of messenger boys too well 
to question the information. But the guy was a 
phony. He was sure of that.  

Nevertheless, he went out to the phone and 
called the track. As he had suspected, there was 
no Jim Mathews registered as a jockey.  

 
ROM the office building, Bruce went to a 
nearby hock shop. There he bought a good 
German camera for a hundred dollars. At 

the corner drug store he got a dozen plates. He 
went to his room and loaded the camera.  

“A hundred and twenty-five bucks,” he told 
the four walls. He was in up to his chin now. 
But if he could put the skids under that rat Levi, 
it’d be worth while. Bruce hadn’t forgotten that 
one of Levi York’s victims had killed herself.  

The bed looked swell. He stretched out and 
went to sleep. 

The kid called at seven. The dame was, he 
announced, hanging on the nose bag in the main 
dining room. Bruce ordered him to go to the 
lobby of the hotel. He got the camera and left. 
The kid was in the lobby. Bruce’s orders were 
curt. 

“If the dame comes out, have the telephone 
girl give two-five a ring.”  

With that, he raced up the stairs. Two-five 
opened to his pass key. He got out the paper 
from under the rug. A map. He didn’t bother to 
study it. But he opened it, propped it against the 
wall. He put the camera on the floor and 
exposed all twelve plates. Then he got out a tape 
measure. Twenty-four by twenty-six. He 
replaced the map and left. In the lobby, he 
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grabbed the kid.  
They went to a photographer. 
“Take the best negative and enlarge a print 

to twenty-sixty by twenty-four.”  
“I’ll have it by ten,” the man promised. 
From the photographer’s they went to a 

radio store where Bruce rented an all-wave 
radio and ordered it taken to his room. They left 
and hailed a cab. “Gee, boss,” said the kid 
“You’re sure shelling out the dough.”  

“I’ve tumbled on something big,” Bruce told 
him. “I wouldn’t be surprised that when this 
thing’s over, I’ll be plenty ahead—if I don’t get 
bumped off.”  

The radio was delivered to the room soon 
after they got there. Thank heavens, Bruce 
thought, he’d served a trick on wireless in the 
Army. He knew code, but wasn’t so hot when it 
had steam behind it. Neither was Djara 
Copeland, he hoped. He dismissed the kid after 
ordering him to get the print at ten and leave it 
under the rug.  

 
HAT finished, Bruce went to the restaurant 
where Leona Rose slung hash. He stayed 
outside until he spotted the tables she 

served. Then he went in and sat down. She 
ankled up with the menu. She was a beauty. 
Big, too. He liked big blondes. 

“I’ll take the beef,” he told her, “and how 
about lapping up some beer when the joint 
closes?” 

“Listen, punk!” she told him in scorn. “I 
may have to work here but I don’t have to go 
out with dimwits dopey enough to eat in a dive 
like this.” 

“Sister, you sound plenty New Yorkish to 
me.” 

Her face softened. 
“You from New York? Gee, I’d like to be 

back. California’s a swell layout if you’ve got a 
roll.” 

“I’ve got a roll, baby. How about slopping 
up some suds? We’ll do the burg.” 

“Okay, handsome! I’m through at eleven.” 
She moved away. And the way her hips 

swayed from side to side—well, he gulped 
down his ice water and wondered why it didn’t 
turn to steam. The food was lousy. He mussed it 
up and went out for a meal. 

 
At eleven o’clock Leona Ross surprised him 

by not making any bones as to where she was 
staying. If they were going to visit the hot spots, 
she announced, she’d better bop into the glad 
rags. 

“And you,” she concluded, “stay in the 
lobby like a good boy.” 

“You must get plenty of tips,” said Bruce. 
“It’s a long story. Why I’m stopping here, I 

mean,” she told him without a trace of 
nervousness or embarrassment. “Tell you later.” 

She came down decked out in a black satin 
evening gown that fit her like the paper on the 
wall. They got into a cab. Bruce could peep 
down the bosom of her gown and catch a 
glimpse of shadowed white skin. He had to sit 
on his hands the rest of the way.  

By one o’clock, thanks to a supercharging of 
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ten Martinis, she got it off her chest. 
“Some old duffer remembered me from 

burlesque,” she explained. “He wanted me to 
come to his room for a strip act. I refused. Then 
he offered to stake me to a room for a week if 
I’d strip at three-fifteen and five-thirty in front 
of the window. What the hell! I’ve got to eat, 
even if I think it’s screwy.” 

Bruce decided that she was on the up and 
up. That added another person to the ranks of J. 
M. and Djara Copeland. Just how Levi York 
fitted into the picture, he couldn’t figure out. 

They returned to the hotel at two and Leona 
Ross did not object when he went up with her. 
Nor did she object when he took her into his 
arms and kissed her. His toe edged out and 
closed the door. The heat of her body permeated 
his clothing. A shoulder strap slithered down 
her arm. It fell away cleanly. His hand came up. 
Fingers closed on the velvet flesh of her upper 
arm. “You can’t stay long!” she whispered in a 
choked voice. 

 
ACK in his room, Bruce watched the strip 
act with a new appreciation. When it was 
over, and J. M. had made his departure, he 

raised the rug to reveal the print. He put it on 
the table and studied it thoughtfully. 

It showed the California coast from Los 
Angles to San Diego. But most of the map 
consisted of the Pacific Ocean. Some two 
hundred miles southwest of Los Angeles. Djara 
Copeland had made small dots forming a circle. 
There were five dots. His memory stirred. What 
had Leona Ross said?  

That she’d been at the hotel five days! It 
was Friday. On Sunday her week would be up. 

Then the purpose of all this intrigue would 
be climaxed on Sunday! Djara Copeland would 
mark two more dots on the map! He turned on 
the radio. The wave length was deader than a 
canned oyster. He went to bed.  

The next morning Bruce advanced another 
step in the solution of the problem. The map 

was evidently a marine map. That meant ships. 
And ships meant the water front. He went there.  

Striking up an acquaintance with a crusty 
old sailor, Bruce showed him the map. The man 
studied it, squirted a stream of tobacco juice 
between his teeth, and said:  

“Hell! Don’t make sense. Ain’t on no ship-
lane. An’ there ain’t good fishin’ out there 
either. In fact, ain’t nothin’ no ship’d go out 
there for.”  

“Hang around much, old timer?” 
“Yep! Got me a shack yonder. Ain’t nothin’ 

doin’ since tuny season. I just keep my eye 
peeled on things.” 

“Did you ever see a woman. . .?” said Bruce 
and described Djara Copeland. 

“That heathen? Yep, I seen her around. She 
rented Butch Jensen’s cruiser. Goes gaddin’ 
around. Not fur though.” 

“Know Jensen?” 
“Yep, me and him’s buddies.” 
Bruce peeled off a twenty. 
“See what you can find out about the 

woman. Where she goes, what she does. You 
know, everything.” 

The old coot was tickled to death. Bruce 
would have liked to hang around awhile but the 
hour when Djara Copeland listened to the radio 
was drawing near. He went back to the hotel 
and had a lunch sent up. While he was eating, 
the kid wandered in. 

“Sit down and button your puss,” Bruce 
warned as he tuned in the radio. The wave 
length was still dead. 

But right on the second the set began to 
sputter a message from a powerful set. The 
sending was slow. But Ray Bruce couldn’t’ 
make head or tail of it. He groaned as the 
message ended.  

The reception had been as clear as a bell. 
That gave him an idea. He tuned in a Denver 
station. There was some static. There was also a 
little static on the Frisco station.  

“It’s from that place on the map,” he said to 
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the kid. 
“Smugglers,” suggested the kid  
“Maybe,” said Bruce cautiously. “They 

might be using the cruiser to run stuff in. But 
this J. M. mug doesn’t fit into that picture.”  

Bruce was puzzled. If the Eurasian were a 
smuggler, she wouldn’t hire a cruiser well 
known on the water front. Then, he decided, the 
cruiser would take her to the dots on the map—
was a means of getaway. 

 
E WENT to the window with the glasses. 
J. M. was eating lunch. He had a hunch the 
guy didn’t go out during the day. So he 

sent the kid to watch Djara Copeland. Then he 
taxied to the water front. 

The sailor took him into the shack and 
closed the door. 

“This here female don’t do nothin’ but 
cruise around, mister. Butch says she don’t go 
out fur. Ten mile maybe.” 

“Is the ship well fueled and provisioned?” 
“Nope. Just grub for snacks an’ not enough 

gas to take her fifty miles.” 
The name of the ship, Bruce learned, was 

the Vanessa. The old sailor also avowed that 
Djara Copeland sailed alone.  

Well, one thing certain, the ship could be 
fueled on a moment’s notice. 

He considered a new line of approach. To 
get the room next to Djara Copeland’s. He 
decided against it. Only one reason for J. M. to 
visit the Eurasian—to consult the map. That and 
to neck hell out of her. They wouldn’t spill the 
beans. 

He returned to the hotel. The kid came in at 
dinner-time with news. 

“That Chinese dame packs all her duds, 
see!” 

“Well, she’s got to wait for the last message 
tomorrow,” Bruce mused. “The pay off’ll be in 
the afternoon.” 

“What do we do now, boss? 
“Scram out of here. Show up tomorrow. I’m 

going to neck the pants off a big blonde mama 
tonight.” 

He did so. What a dish—what a dish! It was 
dawn before he left. Leona Ross would return to 
New York with him. That was the nuts. If he 
could only crack this case wide open! It was 
heading him for a padded cell.  

Nevertheless he ate a good breakfast. The 
kid showed up before he finished. Bruce wanted 
to keep his eye on J. M.’s room. So he sent the 
kid to the water front to find out about the 
Vanessa—whether the cruiser was being 
prepared for a trip or not. Just what he’d do if 
the ship was the means of get-away, he didn’t 
know. Better to find out first.  

 
HEN the kid had gone, Bruce took the 
binoculars and sat by the window. J. M. 
was up and plenty nervous. He was 

pacing the floor and smoking cigarettes, chain 
fashion. How was the Eurasian going to get the 
location of the last dot to the guy? Puzzled, 
Bruce got out his print. Hell! The dots were 
equally distant. He could mark the last two dots 
in and form a circle. But which of the last dots 
would be the rendezvous! 

He returned to the window. Four middle-
aged men were in J. M.’s. And J. M. was 
stripped on the bed! One of the men was 
unrolling bandages. Had the mysterious J. M. 
been hurt! No. No mark on that naked body. 

Then they began to tape up the guy’s 
stomach! They did so carefully—drawing the 
bandages tight and sealing them with adhesive. 
No joke about that, either. The men were 
serious. J. M. was listening to a white-haired 
man who’d sat on the edge of the bed.  

The phone rang. Bruce answered it. It was 
the kid. 

“This Vanessa just left with a gang of guys 
goin’ fishing. The mug with the whiskers says 
the Copeland dame gave up the ship last night. 
An’ those guys are okay. I know two of them. 
One’s a real estate guy an’ the other’s a 
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cameraman.”  
Mystified and discouraged, Bruce ordered 

the kid to return. He’d doped it out wrong. Now 
he had to watch the whole case blow up in his 
face. Well, he at least could help the police after 
the crime was carried out.  

A crisp, commanding voice brought back 
reality! 

“Get ‘em up Bruce!” 
He raised his hands and turned toward the 

door. Levi York was there with a damned big 
forty-five in his paw. Ray Bruce was no fool. 
York wasn’t bluffing. 

“You stay here until the guy’s gone,” said 
York. 

“You sap!” hissed Bruce. “You let the guy 
run out every night. What a watchman you 
turned out to be.” 

York paled. “How. . . how’d he do it?” 
“A ledge by the window, you chump.” 
York went to the window and looked out. 

But the .45 still covered Bruce.  
Again Bruce was shocked by a commanding 

voice! 
“Drop that gun, York!”  
Both men spun. Djara Copeland stood there. 

The silenced pistol in her hand jutted flame with 
a dismal cough. York fell. Bruce glanced at him. 
The bullet had ploughed right between those 
close-set eyes. He was plenty dead.  

“He knew that the man escaped by the 
window,” she explained with a smile.  

Bruce began to sweat like a stuck pig. His 
life wasn’t worth a plugged nickel. But the 
Eurasian was in no hurry. He knew why—she 
didn’t know what he knew; or how he was 
mixed up in all this.  

He glanced out of the window. J. M. was 
dressed now. On the bed lay a leather coat and 
fur-lined gloves! And heavy fur-lined shoes! 
Those articles proved the missing piece of this 
amazing jig-saw case! Bruce’s stunned brain 
refused to grasp the audacity of the crime. Then 
he knew it was true.  

But his expression revealed that knowledge! 
The Eurasian’s eyes narrowed. The pistol came 
up. Then Bruce saw the door knob turn. 

“Don’t kill me!” he yelled in mock terror. 
Then came a knock. Djara Copeland came 

to Bruce’s side and whispered. 
“Ask who it is.” 
“Who’s there?” he called. 
“A bell boy, sir,” said the kid. 
“I’ve got that important message you’ve 

been waiting for.” 

 
The Eurasian’s eyes narrowed. He knew 

what she was thinking. That this might be 
valuable information. 

“Tell him to slip it under the door,” she 
ordered. 

He did so. A yellow telegraph envelope 
appeared under the door. She waited. Then, still 
covering Bruce, she edged toward the door, 
stooped carefully and groped with her left hand 
while her attention centered on keeping Bruce 
covered.  

But just as she touched the envelope and 
moved it, the door was flung inwards! It struck 
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her hard, knocked her off balance and, to save 
herself, she was forced to lower her gun arm.  

 
RUCE dove! It was a hard neck tackle. He 
knocked the gun from her hand and got a 
half-nelson on her right arm. She struggled 

fruitlessly. The kid came in grinning. “I waited 
till I seen it move, boss.” 

“That’s using the old noodle. Get the cuffs 
out of my bag.” He shackled her to the chair. 

“It’s too late,” she told him triumphantly. 
“You have me, but my work is done. The 
factory phones have been disconnected by 
orders from Washington and Federal agents are 
guarding the place. Even the President couldn’t 
get in.” 

Panic seized Bruce. He’d suspected that. But 
he grabbed the map, told the kid to guard the 
Eurasian. He beat it downstairs. There was a 
staff general in Washington whom Bruce knew. 
He’d been the general’s orderly. They were 
good friends.  

Bruce had a stroke of good luck. The 
general was home. But he scoffed at the 
warning. Bruce talked plenty fast explaining. 
The general was panic-stricken.  

“What can we do?” he wanted to know. 
“Only one thing. There’s an army air field 

near here. We’ve got to stop that guy if we have 
to kill him. Order out a squadron of pursuit 
ships, see! And some bombers. Tell them to 
take me along, see! Give them the orders. 
We’ve got to reach there first.”  

“Hop to it! And, for God’s sake, don’t fail.” 
Bruce ran out and hailed a cab. The field 

was, thank heavens, closer than the factory. And 
J. M. hadn’t left yet. He’d noted that before he 
left the room.  

“Give it hell,” he told the driver. “Crash the 
lights. You’ve got Uncle Sam on your side.”  

They burned up the roads. But half way 
there, a motorcycle cop waved them to the curb. 
The guy began to write out a ticket. No use to 
argue with a fat-head cop.  

Bruce got out and floored the cop with a 
round house wallop. The driver objected. Bruce 
dragged him out and socked him cold. Then he 
got in the cab and drove off. When he got there, 
two fenders were gone and a tire was flat. But 
he was on government property now. There 
were officers awaiting him.  

On the field, the props of eighteen pursuit 
ships were ticking over sweetly. Nearer, five 
huge bombers were warming up. One of the 
officers grabbed his arm and ran him to a 
bomber.  

“But the map?” Bruce objected. 
“We’ll radio the location from the bomber.” 
He handed the officer the map and was put 

in the front glass-enclosed gunner’s cockpit. 
They took off fast, circled high and began 
angling for the sea. Hell, they’d make the two 
hundred miles in less than an hour.  

 
IME passed. They climbed steadily. Below 
lay the fleecy tops of mountainous clouds. 
They were going higher than the national 

debt. Bruce felt giddy. But the feeling passed.  
Then the bomber slowed and began to 

descend in a wide spiral. The pursuit ships, 
Bruce saw, were below and well scattered. He 
stood up and looked back. The officer was using 
the radio—both talking and listening. Then 
some message brought a smile to his lips and he 
gave a command.  

Instantly all the ships headed west. The 
bombers descending; the pursuit ships climbing. 
They were angling down cautiously. Soon mist 
enveloped them. The pilot leveled off slightly. 
They were in the heart of the cloud. Then down 
to the thin mist of the cloud’s belly. Then, as 
through a veil, Bruce saw it. His spirits soared. 
He’d been right! 

Below, moving slowly north, steamed a 
huge aircraft carrier!  

It carried no flag. But the funnels were 
curved back to leave the landing deck open! 
 The bomber came up in a fast zoom, 
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broke through the cloud and began circling. The 
pursuit ships were some two thousand feet 
overhead. Then he saw the officer behind him 
using glasses. He found binoculars in the 
cockpit and sighted east.  

Far ahead, but just skimming the top of the 
clouds, was a metallic gleam in the sun. It grew 
until he could see the clean lines of a new attack 
plane. It was moving plenty fast. Then it slowed 
and began to spiral downward. 

The bomber flipped over on its nose and 
screamed down in a power dive! Bruce felt 
dizzy. The motors sound reached a high pitched 
wail. Clouds zipped past and, when they 
reached unclouded air, the wings glistened 
wetly. The ship leveled off. Bruce’s guts 
seemed to fall to his shoe tops. His head 
snapped down until his chin smacked his chest. 

The attack ship was jockeying for a landing 
on the carrier! 

But the eighteen pursuit ships ripped 
through the clouds and, like a swarm of bees 
attacking a winged enemy, pounced on the 
attack ship from every angle. The pilot 
abandoned the landing, came about in a 
wingover and circled. 

From the deck of the carrier came machine-
gun fire! 

But the four huge bombers began jockeying 
above the ship. The fire subsided. Those on 
deck could see the undercarriage loaded bombs. 

The guys in the attack ship was plenty game. 
But the pursuit ships were blocking his every 
more. He had the faster plane, but that was only 
good for retreat. The game was up—and he 
knew it. He had either to wreck the plane and 
kill himself or go back to the field and take his 
medicine.  

 
E decided on the latter. He turned tail and 
fled with the pursuit ships strung out 
behind him.  

Bruce relaxed. Below, the aircraft carrier 
was churning up a creamy wake. Smoke poured 

from its funnels. It was headed toward the 
setting sun! Bound for the land of the Rising 
Sun! A well-laid plan had failed.  

Back at the field, they found the new attack 
ship safe and the test pilot under arrest. The 
plane was housed in a hangar and a guard set 
about it. The news was phoned officials at the 
aircraft factory.  

Ignoring congratulations, Bruce beat it back 
to town. The kid was guarding the Eurasian all 
right. Levi York was still on the floor and still 
plenty dead.  

“The minute I lamped the flying togs I knew 
the answer,” Bruce told her. “Only test pilots 
get their guts taped.”  

“You’ll burn for this.” He nodded at York. 
The Eurasian was cool. “I care not! My 

work is done. My country has the finest fighting 
ship in the world. Ten years you spend to 
perfect it. In one week we take it. Even 
though....” She looked at York “... even though 
the country he worked for suspected our plans 
and hired him to make sure John Merrick had no 
dealings with me.” She shrugged in disgust. “He 
was a stupid man.”  

“What country?” Bruce demanded. 
“One of Europe is enough to say. Or perhaps 

Asia.” 
“Russia,” he grunted, than demanded: “But 

why the cruiser?”  
“Merrick loved me. He would land the ship 

and a pilot would fly him to the cruiser. I was 
supposed to be on board, bound for South 
America. But I would not sail. The pilot would 
pick out the first cruiser and motion Merrick to 
jump. The parachute would not open.”  

Bruce shook his head in disgust 
“But Merrick didn’t land the plane. He’s 

under arrest out at the army field.”  
“You jest.” 
He nodded to the radio. 
“I’ve got a notion the aircraft-carrier’s been 

burning up the air since we slipped them a 
double cross.”  
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He took off the handcuffs and let her tune in 
the radio. She listened a moment and then 
turned a deathly greenish gray.  

“I have failed,” she said and stood up 
drunkenly. “I am sick.”  

She went to the bathroom. Bruce didn’t care. 
There was no escape; no window.  

“Don’t drown yourself,” he called. Then his 
face paled and he made a dash for the bath.  

Djara Copeland had stripped to step-ins and 
brassiere. Her rounded breasts glistened through 
meshes of the net but her slender legs were 
trembling. 

Then, before he could prevent it, she 
whipped the straight razor from the washbowl, 
sliced it into her stomach, and gave a savage 
jerk upwards. Blood gushed and splattered on 
the white tiles. She fell in a mass of blood. She 
was dead.  

Bruce stumbled from the room, grabbed the 
kid, and went down and had a drink. That made 
him feel better.  

 
E went to Djara Copeland’s hotel room. 
She would never again wear those 
expensive underthings. And he knew a big 

blonde honey who’d look pretty swell in black 
lace chemises.  

With the kid hired as office boy and 
dispatched for three tickets on the east bound 
plane, Bruce went up to Leona Ross’s room. He 
carried two suitcases crammed with the sort of 
glad rags a dame goes nuts about. He opened 
the door with a pass key. 

Leona Ross was in bed asleep. The sheet cut 
nicely across her breast to reveal the full  glory 
of a matchless torso. The sheet hung about her 
body to reveal the precise outline of her figure, 
and her deep breathing imparted to her breasts a 
delicate trembling.  

Bruce felt dizzy. He sat down. He’d wake 
her up and show her the glad rags. But he 
wouldn’t tell her about the fifty thousand dollars 
in unregistered bonds one suitcase had held. 
Djara Copeland had been plenty well heeled. 
The dough would make a swell nest egg! 

Better wake her up, he decided. He leaned 
over and cool arms wound about his neck; 
pulled him down until his lips closed on her 
mouth. This was life! And just his dish—a big 
blonde honey.... 

 

H


