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      The Raid From Mars


    




     




    

      by Miles J. Breuer


    




    




     




    

      Raiders come from Mars to steal Earths radium. In desperate defense, an entire army division is wiped out. Then "Swoop" Martin, air pilot, volunteers a suicidal attack…


    


  




  

     




    


  




   




   




   




  




  
CHAPTER I 




   The Radium Thefts




   




  

     




    The squadron dove viciously down at the raider…
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    In a corner office of the ground floor of the Department of Justice Building in Washington, D. C., a man sat bent over his desk with his forehead in his hands. He was a keen and powerful looking person, but at the present he looked utterly puzzled and helpless. He was Herbert Hawes, Chief of the Bureau of Criminal Investigation, and a famous man.




     




    Beside him on the desk, and on the floor around his chair, were arranged stack after stack of telegrams, yellow with black headings, and white with blue headings.




     




    “Mercy Hospital reports mysterious disappearance of radium salts during night”




     




     “Entire stock of radium disappeared last night. Two attendants found unconscious!”




     




    “One hundred thousand dollars worth of radium disappeared from Mt. Sinai Hospital. Nurse and doctor unconscious!”




     




    “Total radium supply stolen. Locks demolished. No clues!”




     




    Thus ran the telegrams, all of them. They came from all of the large hospitals in the principal cities in the United States, and from numerous large University laboratories. From Bangor, Maine to Jacksonville, Florida, from Portland, Oregon, to Los Angeles, and crisscrosswise over the country, the story was the same.




     




    “A raid on the country’s supply of radium!” the chief gasped, and sank down in his chair. The realization of the enormity of the affair grew on him by leaps and bounds.


  




   




  




   




  

    “What a holdup!”
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    Now he sat at his desk with his head on his hands. There wasn’t a clue. There was nothing to go on. He could think of no way to start. He sat there and worried.




     




    He did not know how long he had been brooding there, when he slowly became aware of an insistent irritation forcing itself into his detached brain. It dawned on him that it was the telephone. He rubbed his eyes, shook himself and grabbed the instrument.




     




    “Hello!” he said, as quickly as he could.




     




    “Lincoln, Nebraska, calling,” came through the telephone. “Is this Chief Hawes? Chief of Police Henderson, of Lincoln, wishes to speak to you.”




     




    There was a momentary silence while the connection was made, then a gruff voice spoke. The two chiefs identified themselves to each other.




     




    “I suppose you are investigating the disappearance of the radium,” said the Police Chief from Lincoln.




     




    Chief Hawes grunted in a dubious sort of fashion. Chief Henderson from Lincoln continued: “The accounts in the newspapers—”




     




    Chief Hawes just now thought to look up at the clock. Three o’clock. Four hours his head had lain sunk on his desk, thinking and dozing alternately after this terrific shock had struck him.




     




    “—the accounts in the newspapers have been most unsatisfactory, but I gather there is a serious problem on, I have what may be a clue. Do you want it?”




     




    “Do I? Do I? Come on quick!” roared Chief Hawes, banging his desk with the other fist. Chief Henderson continued:




     




    “There was a young chap, just a boy, in my office yesterday, with a most fantastic tale, which now strikes me as having a possible hook-up with this thing. It was so wild, that I told him it was bosh and sent him about his business. Now that this thing has turned up, I feel that there may be something in the boy’s story. We ought to look into it.”




     




    “What did he have to say?” demanded Chief Hawes.




     




    “He had a curious tale about some inventor with heart disease communicating with Mars—; shall I send him over to you?”




     




    “Nuts! I thought you had a clue. What d’ya want to bother me with . . .”




     




    “Well,” the Western Police Chief explained, “his story said just that: stealing radium by some guys from Mars.”




     




    “Nuts!”




     




    “Shall I send him over?” queried Chief Henderson.
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