“Cancel the call for the doctor,” said Morley. “Cadl the morgue.”

By WILLIAM MORRISON

Army Aviator Don Morley Was Up Againgt aBlank Wall in Ferreting Out Treachery—Until aNazi
Agent Made Some Sabotage to Order for Him!

AR beow him, the plane was twisting and from the wreckage more than two miles away. turning end
over end. As he drifted dowly He made hisway dowly through the fields that down, Lieutenant Don
Morley heard the lay between him and what had been a new fighter crash, then the roar of an explosion.
Seconds later, plane. By the time he reached it, the wreckage was hisfeet hit the ground. He
disentangled himsalf charred and blackened, and the flames had dmost from his parachute, and stared at
the flamesrising died away. A group of farmers stood at a respectful distance, curious, but afraid to
venture too close.

“Your plane, Mister?’ one of them asked.

“It was.” Morley spoke coldly to concedl the rage he felt. “ Any of you men see what happened?’

“My boy waswatchin’ you. Personally, | ain't got timeto keep lookin’ upintheair. Buthesaida
wing came off.”

“Good boy. A wing did come off. Did he seewhereit fdl?’

The boy himsdlf, aten-year-old, darted forward.

“I'll show you whereit is, Captain!”

A few momentslater Morley was staring a what was left of the wing. It told him nothing.

Thiswasthe fourth plane of the new Wyait type that had crashed. Eight men dead so fa—and he
would have been the ninth if he hadn’t been unusudly aert and jumped just before the wing succeeded in
tearing loose. It was lucky, too, that he had been flying alone. There wouldn't have been time for two
men to get out of the plunging wreck.

“What happened, Captain?’ the boy asked. “Was there sabotage?’

Morley nodded dowly. It was so evidently sabotage that not even akid could mistakeit. Four Wyatt
fighters downed in two weeks—eight men murdered—his eyes were smoldering when he turned abruptly
on his hedl and tramped away.

ORLEY sa around the conference table with three men who turned their heads whenever hiseyes
met theirs.

“That' sthe kind of plane you' ve been supplying to the army, gentlemen,” he said bitterly. “They're
supposed to bein firg class condition when we get them.”

“They are.” It was Carter Wyatt himself, principa owner of the plant, who spoke. “1t's easy enough
to talk of sabotage, Lieutenant, but proof is another matter. Those planes were inspected thoroughly
before we let them out of the factory. Are you sure that something didn’t happen to them after they were
ddivered?’

Morley laughed without amusement.

“I'll stake my life that nothing happened to them. | know the mechanics who went over every bolt.
They're persond friends of mine, and they’ re careful about their work. And I’ [l tell you something else,
gentlemen. The F.B.1.” s pretty busy these days, and they didn’t have too many men to assign to thisjob
of investigation. That's one of the reasonsit was handed over to me.”

“We don't doubt your competence to investigate, Lieutenant.” It was Bracken, plant engineer, who
spoke. “But we' ve had about a dozen private detectives assigned to the job, and they’ ve found nothing.”

“I’'m not a detective myself, and | don’t promise to find anything. But the second reason the job was
handed over to meisthis—I know planes. | know the way they’ re supposed to be made, and | know



how they should operate. Most private detectives don’t. And, gentlemen, | intend to go over this plant of
yours from top to bottom.”

“That' s okay with us.” Wyatt pushed back hischair. “If there' s anything wrong here, we certainly
want to find it. Would you like to take alook at the wing assembly building firs?’

“Whatever you please. | know that awing came off my own plane, but | don’t know what happened
to the othersthat crashed. No one saw them crash, and the reason for their cracking up remainsa
mystery. | don't indst that something’ swrong with thewings. | just say that something’ swrong
somewhere”

Armstrong, the plant superintendent, was standing up.

“Firgt I'll show you the plant persondly, Lieutenant. After that, you'll be able to find your way around
done”

Morley nodded. Five minutes later he was in the wing assembly plant.

Most of the work was being done by men, but there were afew women, recently hired. Thejob
required skill, no great muscular strength. A few of the workerslooked up as he entered, then turned
back to their jobs. Some of them did not even look up.

“They don't ook it,” Morley was thinking, “but among these men and women there’ sa good chance
of my finding a murderer. Eight men are dready dead. And more will dieif | don't succeed.”

He stepped close, watched one man' sflying fingers. The man was about thirty, dark, close-shaven,
with asmal black moustache. For a second he caught Morley’ seye, and atrace of asmile crossed his
face. He was proud of hisskill, liked to have his work observed.

Morley passed on to the next man, then to awoman. They did not even spare him aglance. On the
wall was a huge pogter:

SMASH HITLER, MAKE THE RISING SUN SET

All of them, men and women, wereworking asif they took the wordsto heart.

Half an hour later, he was out of the wing assembly plant. He had seen nothing suspicious.

“We get some of our partsreadymade,” Armstrong explained. “ They’ re ingpected at the factories
that send them out, and they’ re inpected again here. No chance for dirty work.”

“I'd liketo take alook at the ingpectors.”

“Sure”

E SAW them. Here again, there was nothing suspicious. He passed through the huge building where
the motors were being put together, examined planesthat were amost ready to take the air. Nowhere
was there anything wrong.

Morley felt exasperated. Somebody was being too clever for him. The saboteurs, whoever they
were, were not doing the obvious things. No clogging of the gaslines, no sand in the bearings, no
tampering with important instruments. Any such tricks would have been quickly discovered and traced to
those responsible, and swift punishment would have followed. No, this was sabotage of an entirely
different kind.

Armstrong was staring at him, trying to tell from the expression on hisface whether he had
discovered anything. Morley tried to |ook not too disappointed.

“Sothisisdl thereis” hesad.

“Y ep, you' ve seen everything. Y ou don't have much chance to find anything wrong going through the
place so fast. But you can poke around anywhere you please and take your time about it.”

“How about the night shift?’

“They’ll be on soon. We' re running most of the plant one hundred and sixty-eight hours aweek, but
not al. Y ou can stay here aslong asyou want and take alook at things.”

Morley wandered through the plant again, thistime aone. An hour after Armstrong had left him, a
whistle blew, and the shifts changed. He watched the tired workmen file out, the new men take their
places. Nowhere was there asign of anything wrong.

And yet, four planes had crashed.

About eeven o' clock he had had enough. The plant was in aramshackle neighborhood, full of old



frame houses and dark, muddy Streets. Street lamps were few and far between. But the plant itself was
guarded, with soldiers patrolling the entrances and the streets directly outside. There was dmost no
chance of any one breaking in unobserved.

All the same, the neighborhood interested him. Possibly somewhere among the hundreds of ugly
houses, lived the man or men he wanted. He began to walk dowly through the muddy streets, examining
the buildings. It was cold and threatened rain, and there were few people out of doors. Most of the
people living here had to get up early and were dready adeep. There were few lights to be seen through
the drawn shades.

He was crossing a street when he felt something whistle past his ear. There was a ping on the other
Sde of the street.

Another man might have stopped, wondering what the sounds were, and offered a perfect target.
Morley had heard them before and dropped to the ground as a second and third shot tore past him.

Then therewas sillence.

HEN heraised hishead cautioudy, there was no onein sight. But he had his own automatic out now,
and hewas no longer a helplesstarget. He was lying near avacant lot, and judging from the sound asthe
bullets hit buildings behind him, the shooting had come from asmall brick building lessthan ahundred feet
away. Herose to a crouch and dashed for the building.

Another burst came. But his unexpected move had caught his assailant by surprise, and none of the
bullets touched him. He reached the brick house, dashed around the corner. The whole width of the
house was between him and the man who had fired at him.

He knew something about house-to-house fighting, and the chances were that the gunman didn’t. He
smiled grimly as he thought of the other man’s predicament. Was Morley trying to cregp up in back of
him, or was he coming around in front? The other man, trying to guess, must bein acold swest.

Hedidn't haveto be, thought Morley. Morley didn’t want to kill him, just capture him aive, find out
who had put him up to this attempt to commit murder.

Therewas anarrow ledge running around the house about four feet above the ground. Morley
legped to the ledge. It wasn't as high as he would have liked, but it would do for his purpose.

He moved dong the ledge dowly. When he had turned the corner, he found no manin sght. He
made hisway toward the next corner, and peered cautioudy around it.

The would-be murderer was lying on the ground, his eyes shifting uneasily. Which way would Morley
come?

He was|ooking too low, and Morley, from his perch up in the air, dmost laughed. He pointed hisgun
at the nervous figure on the ground, and gave cool orders.

“Drop that gun. Put up your hands!”

Startled, the gunman looked around in bewilderment. It took him afull second to see Morley. Then
hisgun legped into action.

The dight pop that came from the silenced weapon was drowned out by the roar of Morley’sown
automatic. The figure on the ground gtiffened in agony, and the arm holding the wegpon relaxed. The gun
fdl to the ground.

Morley legped down from the ledge. Although the man’s shot had torn aholein hisleft trouser cuff, it
hadn’t touched hisleg. The man himsdlf was not yet dead, but the bright arteria blood pouring from the
woundsin hisside didn’t look too good.

Morley cursed quietly. He had meant to hurt and disarm the man, not to kill him. But he had reacted
to the man’ s attempt to commit murder intuitively, without a chance to think, and his own training had
been too good. He himsdlf had shot to kill.

“Who hired you to kill me?’” Morley snapped. “Quick!”

The man opened his mouth, and a gush of blood poured through it. The face was coarse and
pockmarked, and the eyes, before Morley’ s bullets had dulled them, must have been hard and shifty.
Morley stared helplesdy. In the short timeleft him, this man wouldn’t talk. He' d die, but he wouldn't
talk.



PAIR of policemen made their gppearance, guns drawn and ready for action. Their eyes popped
when they saw the dying man with Morley in mud-stained mufti bending over him.

“Hey, what’ sgoing on?’ one of the cops demanded.

“Get adoctor before he passes out,” Morley ordered.

“You killed him!” And then the policemen’ s eyeswidened ill further. “Why it’s Big-Foot McCreal
He' s poison. What the—"

Big-Foot McCrae shuddered for the last time and lay till.

“Cance that cdl for the doctor,” Morley said. “Call the morgue.”

“What did you kill him for?’

“Because hetried to kill me.”

“Why?

That why was the important thing. Somebody had hired this gunman to put him out of the way
because he was dangerous to the saboteurs. The funny thing was that Morley himsdlf didn’t see how he
was dangerous. He had examined the factory and found nothing wrong. What were the saboteurs afraid
of ?

About adozen private detectives had |ooked for the guilty men too. Nobody, so far as he knew, had
taken ashot at them. He' d have to speak to Bracken and Wyatt about it tomorrow. Meanwhile, the cop
wanted an answer to his question.

Morley made the answer short, but that wasn't enough for the cops. A man had been killed, and they
wanted to know al about it. They kept on asking questions, and then other cops arrived and asked
guestions, too. It wastwo o’ clock before Morley got to bed.

Hewas up at six in the morning. He had seen the workers on two shifts, and he wanted to see the
men on the third before they went off at eight. He got to the plant at six-thirty and looked around. The
men on this shift worked in the same way as did those on the others, steadily and fast, knowing that they
had an important job to do. Wanting to show everyone they meant business. There was no sign of
anything wrong.

The men went off at eight, and the day-workers came on. Morley racked his brains and cursed
himsdlf for afool. Somebody figured he knew enough to be dangerous. But he himsdlf couldn’t get it.

From the wing assembly plant he could see alight on in one of the offices across the yard. Some of
the office workers must be here before their usua hoursfor checking in. That was abreak. Morley |eft
the assembly plant, stepped acrossthe yard. He' d have a chance to talk to Wyaitt or Bracken.

As he moved toward the door, he heard the shrill sound of a scream. Hishand fdll to hisgun again as
he raced forward. Throwing the door open, he dmost bumped into a stenographer who was groping for
the handlefrom theinsde.

YATT was on the floor unconscious, atrickle of blood streaming down his forehead. The only other
door led to an inner office. It was closed. Morley pulled at the knob. The door was locked.

A bullet took care of the lock, and he threw the door open. Thiswas Wyaitt' s private office.
Somebody had been tampering with the safe. The heavy outer door was gar. Insde, however, wasa
thin door that was opened by means of akey. Thiswas still shut.

Wyatt' s private office had another door. This door was closed, but not locked. Morley went through
it, passed through aroom where the stenographer was supposed to work, found himsdlf in Bracken's
office.

Bracken was at his desk, facing the other way, leaning back in hisswive chair. Morley barked at
him.

“Bracken, did anybody come through here?’

There was no answer. It was only then that Morley saw the swelling on the man’s heed, the thin
stream of blood on hisface.

Bracken was unconscious, and Morley decided that he could be left done for awhile. He hastened
back to where Wyait was lying on thefloor.



Armstrong was now bending over him. As Morley watched, he saw Wyatt tir and heard him groan.
Hewas coming to. A haf-minute later, he sat up.

A doctor arrived, and it was not long before both Bracken and Wyait werefit to talk.

“What happened?’ Morley asked.

It was Wyatt who answered.

“I got here about eight with Bracken. We both had alot of work to do, and we went to our offices.
My stenographer was a work in her own room.

“| stepped in to give her some dictation and thought | heard anoise out here. | came out to
investigate—and that’ sdl 1 know.”

“I wanted to see Mr. Wyatt,” the girl said, “but found the door to his office locked. | had to go
around the building. When | camein, hewaslying on thefloor.”

Morley nodded.

“I guessyour arriva scared the crook, and he made off through your office.”

“He must have found mein theway of hisescape,” Bracken said weakly. “ So he hit me over the
head and got out of the building as you were entering it at the other end.”

“What was the crook after?’” Morley’ s voice was sharp.

“I don’'t know.” Wyatt looked puzzled. “ There’ s some money in that safe, but not much. Not enough
for him to take achance like this. There are some vauable papers. But as the crook didn’t get achance
to lay his hands on them, | don’t know which ones he wanted.”

“Where were you, Armstrong, when al thiswas happening?’ Morley snapped suddenly.

“Why,” Armstrong ssammered. “I—I wasin the locker room.”

“Anybody see you there?’

“I don’t know.”

HEY weredl gazing a Morley tensdy, wondering what he was thinking. His face was
expressonless.

“Wadl,” hesad, “asthe crook didn’'t get away with anything, you may aswell return to your work. |
don't think he' 1l try the same thing twice.”

Wyatt sooke hesitantly.

“Lieutenant, did you discover—"

“What?’

“What you were looking for. Any sort of sabotage. Y ou were around last night, weren't you?’

“I was. But | didn’t find anything.”

Some of the tenseness seemed to go out of the faces watching him.

“I suppose,” Wyatt remarked, 1’ m expecting too much, hoping for results so soon.”

Morley’sface was grim.

“I'm afraid you are. | haven't found athing. I’m going out to the plant again and keep on looking.”

Wyatt excused himsdlf, hurried away. Asthe othersleft, Morley walked out of the office and back to
the plant.

It would have been foolish to tell anyone at this stage what he suspected—foolish, because he didn’t
believe it himsdf. What was more, he not only had no proof, but no evidence. And he couldn’t hopeto
convince otherswhile hewasn't convinced himself.

Thistime, while he wasin the plant, he spoke to the men. They wanted to work, but he interrupted
them, forced some of them to answer his questions. He could have asked the same questions of Wyatt or
Bracken or Armstrong, but he preferred to ask the men in the plant.

Sowly hisideas became more definite. And then, shortly after noon, came the last piece of evidence
he needed. He saw Armstrong hastening toward him, his face troubled.

“Lieutenant—" Armstrong said hesitantly.

“What isit?’

“We ve found some sabotage.”

Morley’s eyes narrowed. Thiswas more than he expected.



“Where?

“ Among the finished planes. Some of the wing struts were weakened. And there were small spare
meta parts scattered through the motors. Once the motors started, the pieces of metal would tear heck
out of them.”

“Who discovered this?’

“One of the ingpectors. He saw adash on awing, and that made him suspicious.”

It was all he needed.

“Haveyoutold Mr. Wyatt?’

“Not yet. | thought you ought to be the first one to know.”

“All right, well tel him together.”

YATT and Bracken were talking over anew plane when Morley and the plant superintendent burst
in upon them. They seemed Startled when they heard the news.

“It soundsincredible!” Bracken cried.

Wyaitt shook his head.

“I don't believeit. Thosefinished planes were well-guarded.”

“What do you say, Armstrong?’

“A man who knowsthe plant could get into the building without being seen. | could do it mysdlf,”
sad Armstrong.

“Nobody could stop you or Bracken or Wyaitt,” agreed Morley. He turned to Wyatt. “I’d like to
take alook at your safe.”

Wyatt stiffened.

“| don't see any reason for that. What' sin that safeismy business, Lieutenant.”

“Any objection to letting me seethe blueprintsin it?’

Wyaitt’ s eyes opened wide.

“How did you know there were blueprints?’

“I guessed. Y ou said there were val uable papers, and blueprints of new planes seem pretty valuable
tome”

“Wadll, if you indst—»but | can’'t seewhat good it’ll do you.”

“Y ou let me worry about that,” Morley told him. “1 know who the saboteur is, Wyatt, and the
blueprintsin your safewill furnish the proof.”

Whyatt was suddenly pink with excitement.

“Y ou mean you know who got to those finished planes?'Y ou haven’t had time to investigate them,
Lieutenant. And | thought you said earlier thismorning that you hadn’t found anything.”

“I’'vefound enough by now. And the guilty man handed me a couple of good hints on aplatter.” His
eyes swept the three men coldly. “Last night agunman tried to kill me.”

Wyaitt |ooked astonished.

“What happened?’

“You'll find it in thismorning' s papers when you get timeto read them. | got him first. Unfortunately,
my aim was too good, and he died before he could tell me who hired him.”

“Why did anybody want you out of the way?” Armstrong demanded. “We had a dozen detectives
here before. Nobody tried to kill them.”

“That' sexactly what | told mysdf. The answer isthat I’ m not a detective. | know planes. The men
you hired didn’t know them.”

“There ssomething in that,” admitted Wyait.

“| told you three | knew planes. That was why somebody decided to kill me.”

“It doesn’t make sense. Y ou didn't discover anything wrong yesterday,” objected Bracken.

“No, but somebody figured I’ d discover what was wrong soon. It wasinevitable. If | could bekilled
and my body hidden so that it wouldn't be discovered right away, the saboteur figured he would have
timeto cover histracks.”



YATT drummed with hisfingers nervoudy on adesk.

“What did he need time for?’

“To get those blueprints. They werethe only red evidencein the case. Hetried getting them this
morning and failed. He was going to try again soon. | suspected then what the trouble was, even though
a firg it didn't seem possible.

“Then came this sabotage of the finished planes. That wasthefirst time anything as obvious as that
had happened. It was clear that somebody wanted usto find what was wrong with those planes.

“I knew at once that it was a desperate attempt to set me on the wrong track. That failed too.”

“How was the actual sabotage carried out?” Armstrong asked nervoudly.

“It was clever. | spoke to some of the workmen in the plant and checked my suspicions. Y ou three
men know that before this fighter plane was accepted by the army you had to build amodd and have it
tested. It passed every test. Y ou got ordersto go ahead and build.”

“It sagood plane,” stated Wyatt.

“Thefirgt onewas. So were the next few models. But those planes were built in your small
experimenta plant, acouple of hundred milesfrom here. And that plant didn’t have facilities for
large-scale production. So you started work here.

“Y our machinists made dies according to plan, your assembly workers put finished parts together.
But the men you had working here hadn’t worked on this plane before. They didn’t notice that the plans
had been changed. Y ou weren't building exactly the same plane.”

“You'recrazy.” Armstrong sharled.

“Likefun | am! The plane was different. But you couldn’t notice the difference by looking &t it. Slight,
very dight changesin the motor—tiny changesin the angles at which the wings were set.

“Everything was done to weaken the plane, to make it easy for the motor to fail, the wingsto drop
off. You couldn't tell that anything was wrong no matter how carefully you ingpected it. But that plane
was just as much sabotaged asif somebody had put sugar inthe fud line.”

“Somebody substituted different blueprints!” Wyatt exclaimed.

“Sure. And the beauty of it, from the saboteur’ s point of view, was that once the job was done, it
was done for every plane. Every last one was weakened, set to fail when it got ared test.”

“The change should have been noticed,” said Armstrong.

“Only by somebody who had occasion to study the blueprints. Only by somebody who knew the
plane backwards and forwards. Only by the same man who had done the dirty work.”

Wyatt' s face was red with anger.

“Bracken!” he shouted.

“He sthe man. He saplane designer. He' sthe only one who had a chance to substitute different
blueprints. Thismorning, redlizing his danger, he hit you over the head and tried to get them back. But he
was interrupted, had to fake knocking himsdf out.”

“Hewent for atrip to Germany four years ago,” Wyatt said. “1 didn’t realize when he came back that
he had changed, but he had. | thought he went to study plane designs. What he did was sell out. He
admired those Nazis, and he sold out.”

“He snot the only one. But | think you' Il find it wasn't admiration aone. He probably got paid
plenty. How much wasit, Bracken?’

Bracken' sface was green. He was up suddenly, making for the door. Thistime Morley did not shoot
before thinking.

His bullet tore through Bracken’sarm just asthe latter’ s hand tightened on the door knob. Thearm
fell to Bracken'sside, useless.

“That'Il giveyou an idea of how aflyer feed swhen awing comes off,” Morley told the groaning man.
“Jugt afaint idea. And after you go before ajudge and jury, you'll know how aman fee'swhen he
crashes.”
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