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Previously…



… varied forces made their moves, as high-ranking army officers
plotted to gain control over the information contained within the
Ineffable Libram; the mysterious Rose Psychic arranged to send
Argent St. Cloud to the States; Harriet Cooper confided a secret in
her date Speed Saunders; and King Faraday does his best to keep his
own interests in the government activity surrounding the book
alive; all of this while the man called Midnight stumbled across
assorted body parts, emptied graves and a trucking company storing
U.S. Army supplies, a mystery that has dragged him into…
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San Francisco

19th July 1935
“I
tell you, Rocco, I heard a banging,” one of the three men insisted
as he led the way up from below and into the commercial garage for
the Naught Trucking Company.



“And I tell ya, yer imagining things, pal,” Rocco replied in that
squeaky voice of his that just drove the third man crazy. Still he
said nothing as he looked over Rocco, short and squat and dressed
in greasy ragged jeans and torn shirt; then glanced to Lenny, tall
and broad-shouldered, stringy blond hair spilling out from under
the Gatsby hat he wore. He shook his head and said nothing, instead
looking around the three-truck garage and checking for sources for
Lenny’s banging.



“Okay, mugs, spread out,” he said. “Roc, you go along the back of
the trucks, Lenny, check up front and the doors. I’ll check the
side rooms. Shout if ya spot anything.” He turned to open the door
to the office and then added with a sad sigh, “Anything other than
mice.”



“Gotcha, Benjy,” Lenny confirmed as he walked up to the front of
the building, and Rocco headed to the rear of the large cement
garage.



Benjy moved through the office. He flicked on the light switch and
started to look around the small room, then headed through a rear
door to check that out as well. He never noticed the dark-blue blur
that darted behind him and into the closet that had already been
looked into, and when Benjy heard Rocco call out, he paid little
heed to the fact that the closet door was slightly ajar, masked
eyes peering out to watch him dash off in response.



“Watchya got, Roc?” Benjy called out as he moved up to the storage
room on the far side of the garage.



“The doorknob’s broken off,” Rocco replied, kneeling over where
he’d found it. He handed it up to Benjy who also eyed the mallet
lying on the floor.



“Hey, Benjy, Rocco, the side door’s opened up,” Lenny called out
from around one of the trucks. “Looks like whoever was here ran off
that way.” Lenny then headed out into the night.



Benjy looked around the corner of the truck in time to see Lenny
take off and just shook his head again. “Let’s go, Roc. Can’t let
him go wandering around the city all night long.”



“You got it, Benjy,” Rocco said as the pair headed out after their
errant partner.



Back in the office, Midnight gave a cocky grin as he heard the
three men head out into the night, pursuing the false trail he’d
left behind. It gave him the time he needed to go looking through
the office, finally jimmying open a filing cabinet and quickly
poring over the enclosed papers.



“C’mon, c’mon, give me something to go back with,” he muttered in
worried frustration, but nothing that he looked over seemed to give
him a hint of anything more than just business as normal for the
Naught Truckers. He ran his hand over his jaw as he looked around
the office, and then let the grin form again.



“Two episodes ago, Juan wrote up a very neat little scene,”
Midnight muttered to himself. “You don’t suppose… ?” He pulled out
a drawer from the cabinet and looked underneath, then did it again
for the middle drawer. “Ah ha!” He tugged out two files that had
been jammed underneath and glanced them over quickly. He noticed
dark green triangle stickers placed on the upper left corner of
each folder, and a file number for each that started
“USAPrM”.



“Not quite a smoking gun, but enough to get me started,” Midnight
said as he slid them under his suit-coat and strapped them into the
inner lining. “Now to get out of here,” he mused further as he
slipped out of the office before rolling his eyes up in his head,
and added with a thought, and to stop talking out loud for the
listening audience at home.

 

 

 



Newark International Airport,

22nd July,
1935
Argent St. Cloud was a
woman that drew stares from men and women alike. As she practically
glided down the broad corridors of the newly-minted Newark Airport
Administration Building, men enjoyed the way her red satin dress
clung to each full, lush curve and women glared at the way her
platinum-blonde hair swept around her face and neck, nary a strand
out of place. They were jealous at how the make-up flattered her
almond-shaped face like it belonged, while men watched what they
could of the glamorous legs that carried her purposefully down the
airport halls. Men wanted her, women wanted to be her, and Argent
was fully aware of all of this. However, she had years ago accepted
that there was little she could do about it, so she refused to
downplay the looks that made traffic grind to a halt.



The modern-day Helen of Troy retrieved her suitcase and prepared to
head for the taxi stand when she met her match. The handsome,
smooth face that stared at her, made women swoon and men grow
jealous. Tall and athletic, Michael Gallant was tanned with
straw-blond hair, bright blue eyes that always laughed along with
the glacier-melting smile he was never without, and carried himself
ramrod straight and with an ease that would turn dancers green with
envy. The dark blue suit he wore trimmed his already narrow waist
to give his upper body a wedge-shape that gave an impression of
power and virility, and, much like Argent, Michael long ago gave up
trying to downplay such admiration and envy in others.



“Argent St. Cloud, you are not intending to carry that
suitcase by yourself, are you?” Michael chided her with that
dashing grin and mischievous twinkle in his eyes as his strong hand
reached out to grab the handle up away from her.



“Well, not now that a truly Gallant gentleman is here to take care
of me, Michael,” Argent replied with a soft laugh at the back of
her voice. She reached forward and planted a kiss on his cheek, he
doing the same, and a nearly audible groan slipped from the crowds
moving around them. The beautiful people were together, and all of
the fantasizing masses of common humanity turned away and went
about their business once more. “Thank you so much for meeting
me.”



“My pleasure,” Michael said as he turned to fall into step next to
her, luggage in his hand as he led the way. “When your father
telegrammed and let me know you were coming, I had to make sure I
met you.”



“I appreciate that, but I hope I’m not dragging you away from
important duties,” Argent said as they exited the building and
headed for his car. “I don’t want you getting into trouble over
little old me.”



“Not at all. The Army Air Corps has me on inactive duty,” Michael
assured her as he held the door open for his companion. He then set
the suitcase into the trunk and got into the driver’s seat. “These
days, I’m just doing some sideline favors for Mr. Dewey, and
looking for anything really exciting to do.”



“And I qualify as ‘really exciting’? Goodness, you must be bored
out of your mind,” Argent teased him as he swung out onto the
streets and guided his car through the traffic. “Did Father tell
you why I’m in the city?”



“Not really. Just let Lance and I know you were coming,” Michael
replied. “Lance sends his love, by the way, but he’s off in
Chicago, interning for his Master’s in commercial business.”



“Aww, here I was hoping to monopolize both twins during my stay,”
she said with a fake pout of her full red lips. “I’m here doing a
favor for one of Father’s friends, looking into retail property for
some sort of shop. I have the papers in my suitcase. Maybe you can
help me, if it doesn’t take you away from this Mr. Dewey of
yours?”



“Sure, I can help,” Michael replied easily as he turned again and
headed into New York City. “I’m not doing anything too
time-consuming. He’s just trying to put the screws to some
gangsters, and I’m giving his people a hand in the matter.”



Argent chuckled at his comments, and let fingers sweep at her hair
a bit.



“What’s so funny about that?” Michael asked.



“Oh, just the off-hand way you talk about such things,” she
answered, looking at him and enjoying the sight of the handsome
young man. “Like other people talk about running an errand to the
corner store, or taking in a show. It’s quite delightful,
Michael.”



“Well, thanks, glad to hear I delight you.” He winked as he laughed
with her, and guided his car toward the Waldorf-Astoria Hotel.
“Here we are.”



“Excellent. If you have time, I’d love to have lunch with you, and
we can talk about what I’m here to do some more,” she suggested as
a doorman stepped up and opened her car door to help her out.



“Sounds good to me. I’ll just keep the car idling then?”



“Please do,” she said as her luggage was retrieved for her. She
leaned into the passenger window, giggling as she heard the doorman
trip over the curb when he couldn’t take his eyes away from the
view she offered. “And hopefully, you can help me wrap this up
quickly. More so though, I’m hoping you can tell me about a woman
named Rose Psychic.” She blew him a kiss, stood upright and then
walked into the grand lobby as Michael stared at her wake.



Rose sent her?

 

 

 



Washington, D.C.

22nd July, 1935
“I
didn’t expect to hear from any of you folks quite so soon,” King
Faraday said as he entered his supervisor’s office, only to be met
by a Naval lieutenant he didn’t recognize. He glanced around, but
no one else was in the office, and this made Faraday lean back into
the door to close it and keep some distance from the stranger.
“This isn’t how it was supposed to work either, I thought.”



The lieutenant stared back with a quizzical expression, and held a
folder out to him. “I don’t know what you’re talking about, Agent
Faraday. I’m Lt. Kane, and I’m here to deliver this to you.” After
Faraday took the file and glanced over it to find no odd marks like
he’d been warned of, Kane continued. “You’ve been seconded to the
Department of the Navy. We need you to investigate that
break-in.”



Faraday flipped through the pages but then looked up at the
officer. “Why? Naval military police not up to scratch?”



“Not hardly,” Kane snapped back irritably. “Posse Comitatus Act. We
can’t go and be the police on civilian soil, and that’s where the
crimes are.”



Faraday nodded slowly as he read over the break-in at the trucking
firm, and the loss of the files, and apparently a number of U.S.
Army materials. “Why is the Navy dropping this off to me, if it’s
Army that’s stolen from?”



Kane narrowed his eyes. “Joint project.” He retrieved his cap from
the desk and started for the office door. “Just do your job, G-Man.
We need this guy found and caught and quick. We have a plane ready
for take-off for noon today. Be on it.” He opened the door and
stormed out, leaving Faraday to look over the file again.



San Francisco, the words fluttered over his brain.
What the hell are you doing, Midnight?

 

 

 



Same city,

the next day
The three people
walked up to and through the doors of the War Department’s
makeshift arrangement of headquarters, buildings scattered across
the National Mall. The guards nodded at the Army Air Corps Major,
who was leading in the pair of obvious inspectors, a blond-haired
man and auburn-haired woman. Each wore a white coat and carried a
clipboard, the woman officiously rating each guard on duty as they
straightened up a bit more than normal and waved the trio on
through.



Once inside and away from others, Harriet Cooper let out a nervous
giggle as Speed Saunders merely shook his head in amusement.
“Thanks so much for helping us out, Uncle Jimmy,” she said to the
third person with them, an older man who looked quite dynamic in
his well-decorated uniform.



“Well, I never could say no to the Coopers’ pride and joy now,
could I?” He seemed just a little unnerved as he led the pair
through the halls and moving them easily through the stopgap halls
of military power. “Mind you, I’m not sure about all this, so I
hope your source is on the money, sweetheart.”



“Major Doolittle, I assure you, I trust this guy with our life,”
Speed Saunders said with a tone of awe. “If he says there’s
something fishy with this Project M, I’m sure he’s on to
something.”



“Yeah, well the fact that he got these files from a civilian truck
company is the main reason I agreed to do this,” the officer
replied as he stopped at a door leading into a quiet,
little-traveled back area of the complex. “That and there’s too
much fishy about this whole operation. And while I’m fine with
secret projects, I’m not so happy with secret projects
no one seems to know about. And no one
I know seems to have heard word one about this
secret.” He checked the knob and found the door locked, frowning as
he tried a passkey that failed to work. “That and I could never
deny Harriet a thing. Her father and I, we go back a long ways, and
well, she stole my heart the day I laid eyes on her in that crib.”
He gave the woman a friendly wink as she blushed at his words and
turned away demurely. “Okay, locked door. Dead end. I don’t know
that I can swing us access to Project M’s rooms, not without
explaining why.”



“I can take care of that, sir,” Speed said with a jaunty grin as he
moved quickly to the door and knelt down, pulling out a set of
home-made tools. He paused a moment and looked up at the major, and
waited for his reaction to the obvious criminal behavior.



“Well, what are you waiting for, son?” Jimmy cracked a grin of his
own. “Listen, we’ve come this far. And I have to admit, if the
report is real, and covers the sorts of things your friends says it
does, I want to get to the bottom of this as well. We wouldn’t be
here if I didn’t intend to see it through.”



Speed nodded and returned to work, deftly tumbling the lock open
and the trio slipped into the set of rooms.



“Okay, according to the file numbers,” Doolittle said as he headed
for a set of filing cabinets, “we should find the ‘hole’ in… this…
no, this drawer.” He pulled it open wide and thumbed through the
papers as Speed stood behind him and looked over the man’s
shoulder. Harriet, on the other hand, slowly wandered around the
main room they were in, and saw two other closed doors and, after
trying the knob, learned they were locked as well. “Yeah, there’s
two files missing alright. I wonder if they have a withdrawal log
somewhere?”



“A clandestine research project would keep a log of files coming
and going?” Speed asked incredulously.



“Of course, my boy!” Jimmy said as he clapped a hand on Speed’s
shoulder. “How else are the spies going to find out what they need
to?” Speed stared at him and then started to laugh along with the
major. “Sometimes, yeah. Depends on the project. In this case,
since it seems like it’s got a lot of scattered locations and a
wide range of staff, they probably do, just to keep track of
everything. They’d never make progress otherwise. You should see
what gets lost even when everything is tracked out in the open.” He
chuckled a little more and then stopped at a wall containing three
rows of clipboards. “Here we go. Let’s see… ” he trailed the words
off as he flipped through the papers.



“Hey, Speed, check this out,” Harriet called to the blond
adventurer as she huddled over a desk. Speed stepped over and
leaned next to her, close to her, and she blushed and her eyes lit
up, but her only obvious action was to hold a carbon paper up to
the desk lamp, swiveling it so the bulb shone straight into the
black paper.



“Naval orders?” Speed mused as he took the paper and strained to
make the print out. “Is this a request to the Secret Service? From
the Navy? What are Navy orders doing in an Army project?”



“Is that you-know-who’s name there?” Harriet asked as she pointed
to a section of the faded words.



Speed narrowed his eyes further and shook his head in disbelief.
“Faraday? They want him to do something? Investigate something.
What is this all about?”



“It’s about lax security, is what it’s about,” Jimmy said in an
irritated voice. “That should have been shredded once the orders
were given, whatever they might have been.”



Speed looked over his shoulder at the Army Air Corps officer. “Find
what you were looking for?”



“Yes. Or no. Or no and yes.” He gave a wink at Speed’s confusion.
“There’s no record of those files being taken out in the last month
or so. Anything further back is already filed off somewhere else,
so who knows if it was taken out earlier. But I think it’s a good
bet those files should be here, in this office.”



Harriet was looking over the desk now, and grabbed up a pencil,
shading over the top of a sheet of paper next to the phone. It lay
near the outbox where she’d found the carbon paper, and she let out
a triumphal, if quiet, whoop as words appeared.



Speed and Jimmy looked back at Harriet now as she passed them the
scrap of paper. “Doc 0 to Pac Dep for Rev tests” it read, and the
two men looked at each other, and then to Harriet. Jimmy’s face was
dark, upset by the information they were finding and the easily
penetrated security of a secret project. Speed, however, had other
thoughts, thoughts he kept to himself for the moment though.



“Okay, I’m giving us fifteen more minutes in here, see if we can
dig up anything that explains what ‘rev tests’ are, and who this
Doctor Zero might be, and then we’re out of here,” Jimmy declared
as he crumpled the paper up in his hand and jammed it into his
pocket. “And we keep hoping all of this suspicious stuff leads to
something concrete, or my clusters are getting roasted when it all
comes out.”

 

 

 



Sacramento, California

23rd July,
1935
Midnight was feeling
pretty good, despite misgivings about the scope of this mysterious
Project M, and its military connections. He was feeling pretty good
about Speed, and his friend’s willingness to go out on a limb for
him. He and this Ms. Cooper he was talking a lot about took a big
risk, and got him some key information, and now the mystery man was
determined to hold up his end, vindicate their actions, and expose
something rotten festering beneath the Army’s notice.



That was the goal at least.



It seems this Doctor Zero, whoever he is, he’s supposed to have
his people make a pickup of smuggled medical supplies coming in
from out of Fort Sam Houston, Midnight remembered of the
conversation he’d had with Speed the night before. We didn’t
find anything about this Zero guy other than he seems to be the
spider in the middle of it all, and we think he’s somehow
infiltrated this Project M for his own uses.



Midnight was creeping across the top of a warehouse in the capital
of California, taking cover in the dark, moonless night. He peered
down through the skylight into the huge room below, trying to make
out details and make sense of what was going on.



The Pacific Air Depot seems to be where this nut is planning to
move the bodies out from, Speed had explained. Don’t know
where he’s taking them, or how long they’ll be there, but our
contact says that the depot can store a lot of materiel, that can
be hidden away there for a long time.



Medical supplies smuggled up by truck from Fort Sam Houston, bodies
smuggled out from San Francisco by truck, and a half-dozen
personnel transfers among various military units all led to a
flurry of activity to hide what was going on; that’s what Midnight
figured. Soon, Doctor Zero’s people would show up here, to grab the
medical supplies, and then he’d have his next lead.



Our friend says that not all of the funding for Project M is
coming from government sources, the soft, sweet voice of
Harriet Cooper said, and Midnight smiled at the memory. He couldn’t
wait to meet her. Jungle girls were nice, but someone who knew the
latest fashions was more his thing. He said that, from what was
found in some financial records we nicked, there were outside
sources of income, and he suspects that it’s not on the up and up.
That Project M might not be aware of it even. Midnight’s mind
immediately turned to the opium dens that had started this whole
debacle and shook his head.



Midnight frowned at that thought as he heard a heavy vehicle
pulling up to the rear of the warehouse. He crept over to the edge
of the roof and saw the olive drab truck come to a stop. His frown
deepened as he watched the two soldiers hop out of the cab. I
don’t want to fight soldiers. They might have no clue, they might
just be following orders. He watched them open up the loading
dock door and he moved back over the skylight. Or they might be
thugs in green clothing. Let’s hope it’s that one.



He watched the two men look around in the warehouse, finally
locating their prize. Midnight left them to their work and headed
for a fire escape, quickly dashing down the metal stairs, finally
creeping up onto the opened dock door. He grinned with nervous
excitement, adrenaline building up in his veins at the impending
fight. He crept into the building, using available crates and boxes
to hide from his targets as they loaded up a pair of handtrucks
with boxes. His fists curled up tight in their black gloves, his
face set with determination, and he prepared to leap out.



“Don’t do it, masked man.” The voice was sharp, distinct,
commanding, and came from behind the man called Midnight.



The mystery man’s eyes widened in surprise as the soldiers glanced
in his direction. Midnight spun in his crouch and looked at the
silhouette of King Faraday. The thickly-built agent was glaring at
Midnight, a soft breeze tugging at the edges of his trench coat,
cigarette clenched in his snarling mouth. He grabbed it and angrily
tossed it to the ground, stomping on it hard as he moved toward the
mystery man.



“Faraday! What are you… ” Midnight never finished the question as
the secret service agent closed the gap with surprising speed and
brought his leg up into a vicious kick that caught the crouched
vigilante full in the chest. The blue-clad hero spun back and
crashed into the wooden crates, gasping as he felt the splinters
rip up his shirt and slice at his skin, but Faraday didn’t
care.



“I’m here as a federal law enforcement officer,” Faraday said
sharply as his hands reached down to grab the shoulders of the
face-down Midnight’s suit coat and started to heft the man up.
“These men are here on orders of the Army. What’s your excuse,
masked man?” he snapped as he brought Midnight sharply up to his
feet, his back to Faraday.



“Crime-fighting, copper,” Midnight retorted as he used the momentum
built up by the agent, snapped his head back and caught Faraday
full in the face. As Faraday staggered back from the sudden blow,
Midnight pulled away with his own, not-inconsiderable strength, the
sleeves of his suit-coat ripping off in the agent’s hands.



“Wrong place, wrong time,” Faraday growled as he leaped into
Midnight, a heavy shoulder smashing into the small of Midnight’s
back and sending them both to the ground. The masked man grunted in
pain as his jaw cracked into the concrete floor, and Faraday’s
weight fell on top of him from behind.



Midnight refused to pay attention to the aches building in his
body, and instead rolled with the tackle, trying to bring Faraday
around and under him. He threw a powerful fist into the agent’s
jaw, as Faraday landed a pair of wicked blows to the mystery man’s
short ribs.



“Get that stuff loaded!” Faraday ordered the soldiers as he grunted
in pain. This gave Midnight a chance to pull his legs up under
Faraday and kick him off with a powerful thrust, and then Midnight
rolled up onto his feet. “I’ve got this handled.” Faraday wiped the
small trickle of blood from the corner of his mouth before throwing
himself back at his opponent.



The soldiers did as they were told, watching Faraday continue to
speak in clipped, quiet threats (they could only imagine, by the
angry responses of the vigilante) while running the handtrucks out
to the waiting vehicle. When they’d finished loading the truck,
they looked back in time to see Faraday land a brutal punch to
Midnight’s stomach, doubling the vigilante over and into a powerful
uppercut that threw Midnight’s head, whole body, back and sent him
tumbling to the ground.



Faraday huffed, and puffed, and twisted his head from side to side,
a wicked crackling from his neck coming in response, and then he
looked at the soldiers. Faraday secured Midnight’s hands behind his
back, and then lugged him to the rear of the truck. “Okay, let’s
get back to Pac and get this whole thing finished. I’m ready to get
back to D.C.”

 

 

 



Washington, D.C.,

sometime during that
night
Speed Saunders sat in his
townhouse apartment, sunk deep into an overstuffed chair next to a
mahogany side table, hand resting on a heavy Scotch glass
half-filled with the rich amber liquid. He stared off into the
semi-gloom and mused. His friends would be shocked to see the look
of concern on his face, a foreign expression to the daredevil
playboy. His wrinkled shirt was open at the collar and at the
cuffs, and his short blond hair seemed rumpled. He hadn’t slept
since his talk with Midnight. Saying all the information aloud
mingled with his thoughts, and now all of it roiled in his
brain.



He sighed and drew the glass up to his lips, drinking the powerful
liquid, as he stared at nothing. He placed the glass back with a
heavy sound and let his head fall back onto the top of the chair,
so that now his eyes stared at the ceiling.



The carbon, the message pad, it was just all… That’s what
Harriet had asked after they finished talking to Midnight. You
think that was all too easy too, don’t you, Cyril?



“Too convenient,” Speed muttered aloud, completing her sentence as
it echoed in his brain. He nodded to no one, but he had to admit,
something was just completely wrong with this scenario. But that
wasn’t the only thing that bothered the devil-may-care adventurer.
No, as suspicious as this whole scenario seemed to be, he had a
deeper concern.



Cyril?



His mind’s eye watched those red lips form that word he nearly
hated more than any other, and he took an even deeper pull of his
Scotch.



No, what bothered Speed Saunders, the darling of the socialites and
the hero of the sensationalist rags more than the mysterious
goings-on of a super-secret military project that might be setting
them all up for an even more mysterious reason, was that he really,
really loved to hear Harriet Cooper say his name.

 

 

 



Pacific Air Depot,

10 miles outside of Sacramento,

later that very night
The truck
pulled into the main building of the Army Air Corps base, and shut
down, rattling to a stop. Lights flared to life, covering the
middle of the large room with blinding light as Faraday jumped down
from the back of the truck, dragging along a dazed, semi-conscious
Midnight with him. The soldiers stepped out of the cab and all
three men shielded their eyes against the powerful
floodlights.



“I see we’ve captured the criminal, Agent Faraday,” came a shrill,
cruel-sounding voice from somewhere in the blaze of yellowish
light. “Excellent job. I knew we could count on you.”



Faraday tried to focus on the direction of the voice, seeing what
seemed to be a scrawny, short silhouette in the distance. He wore a
labcoat, some of the light seemed to glint off thick glasses, but
more details eluded the agent. “Yeah. Got him. His name is
Midnight, a mystery man out of San Francisco.”



“Excellent. We’ll put him in the stockade, and you can be on your
way,” the man said as he seemed to move down the side of the wall,
keeping Faraday from being able to focus on him.



“Shouldn’t he go to the civilian authorities?” Faraday asked, brow
furrowed.



“What do you know about the military code of justice, agent?” the
man snapped back.



“Nothing.”



“Good. Let’s pretend that I do, and I say he stays in the
military’s hands,” the man said as the soldiers looked at each
other now, not sure what was going on. “So into the stockade, and
then back to your regular assignments, Agent Faraday.”



“What’s he gotten into?” Faraday demanded to know.



“None of your concern. You’re not cleared for this, so don’t let it
bother you. You did a good job, Agent, don’t mess it up now.” The
figure had moved into the recesses of the building, and Faraday
couldn’t even make out his shadowy shape anymore.



“I’ve Delta Green clearance on military matters. I saw what was on
those files, so I know I’m cleared,” Faraday challenged the strange
little man, and grinned when there was a long pause.



“How did you know about the file’s markings?” The silhouette
reappeared, and grew more distinct as the figure stepped closer
this time. Bald, shriveled, a peanut of a man, the very picture of
a mad scientist from the pulp novels. “How could you know what
Midnight found?”



“Just a guess?” Midnight replied for his partner as he suddenly
lashed out with his hands, grabbing the small man by the collar,
the faked bindings falling away easily as Faraday spun on the two
soldiers.



“Unless you’re cleared Delta Green, get out of here and forget you
heard those words,” Faraday ordered with a firm authority. Already
shaken and uncertain about events, and seeing no actual officers
now that they could see the strange little man better, the soldiers
listened and backed away, and then ran to find someone with
authority on the base.



“No touching government property, you bad man!” the strange man
chastised Midnight. “Besides, you’re going to have your hands full
in a moment.” He grinned, a particularly horrid little grin, like a
gash across the scrawny man’s weak little chin.



Faraday turned back to Midnight and the strange man, and saw new
silhouettes moving up toward them. Three of them, hunched and
twisted, but human, shuffling in their direction. They made no
noises beyond the scrape and thump of footfalls and, as they became
clearer in the harsh glare, Midnight’s hands reflexively let go of
the mad scientist and he stepped back next to Faraday.



“Playing possum, good idea,” Midnight said to the agent as the
ghastly, gray-skinned soldiers came into sharper view. Blank eyes
stared out past the two men, long, twisted limbs bulged with
muscles in disconcerting places, and the shambling gait would have
been comical if Midnight and Faraday weren’t positive of the three
figures’ deceased status. “Getting me in here to confront Doctor
Zero, good idea. Fighting the undead… not so good.”



Faraday coolly pulled out his revolver and lifted it up, squeezing
off two rounds in rapid succession. One of the creatures recoiled a
bit as the shots smashed through his inert heart. Without missing a
beat, Faraday pulled his aim higher, planting another shot in the
center of its forehead that sent it falling onto its back. That
moment was shortlived when the creature rose unsteadily back to its
feet.



Now both men had concerned looks on their faces.



“I just wanted to bust an opium dealer, that’s all!”
Midnight cursed as he charged at the unnatural soldiers, tackling
one and pushing it back before it was able to react, throwing it
onto a large metal drum with a sickening thud. Midnight was soon
staggering back himself when the monster’s arms crashed down on his
own broad shoulders with incredible strength.



Faraday brought his firearm down against the face of the revenant
he’d shot, staggering it back again, and breaking the jaw so that
it hung in a grotesque taunt as he swung back at the agent. The
other one did as well, this blow catching enough of Faraday’s side
to send him staggering back several steps and making his ribs
ache.



Midnight was thrown to one side and he crashed into another stack
of barrels, forcing the air from his lungs and he felt his ankle
twist in a very bad way, leaving him stunned for several moments.
Faraday sent a harsh kick into the stomach of the revenant he’d
been shooting, but barely got a response this time, though he was
able to roll with its counterpunch, and get away from its attacks
safely.



“Faraday, get the fire axe!” Midnight called out as the mystery man
pulled himself up to his feet. He was shaky, but he had a plan, one
that came to mind as soon as he smelled the contents of the
barrels, felt the stinging liquid drip onto his exposed skin. Two
of the revenants responded to his voice and started to move toward
him as a result, but Midnight seemed unfazed. “Get to the junction
box, and when I say now, give it all you got!”



Faraday could smell the turpentine that was spilling from where
Midnight stood and gave a grim smile in response, getting the axe
and getting into position. As he did so, Midnight used all his
remaining strength to heft one barrel up and bring it into the
chest of one revenant. His ankle screamed in pain at him,
threatening to topple him, but the barrel crashed hard enough to
knock the creature over and Midnight gave a rolling leap to his
left just in time to let the other creature merely tear up more of
his shirt from his back.



“Damn, that smarts!” Midnight cried out as his wounds rolled
through some of the stray liquid, and he nearly didn’t get back to
his feet, his ankle falling out from under him. But he rolled out
another barrel, putting it between him and the third revenant as it
shuffled up to him. He taunted it and ducked the powerful fist,
letting it break into the metallic skin of the drum and then more
turpentine started to pour out.



Again the revenant lunged with its fist, and Midnight ducked under
it, shouldering underneath the hideous undead monster and flipping
it over his back, letting it crash into the other two revenants
before rolling the barrel with all his might at Faraday.



He raced as fast as his limp would carry him, just barely
outdistancing the revenants, and he cried “Now!” when the barrel
and its trail of caustic liquid was close enough, so that the
sparks from Faraday’s blow could ignite it. Flames coursed out over
the turpentine, sweeping over the revenants and eliciting dull
cries of pain from them as Faraday caught the stumbling Midnight
and pulled him from the building.



The two men staggered from the building as flames tore into other
barrels of flammable liquids and electrical cables and soon small
explosions were rocking the building as the military base’s
personnel responded to the emergency, battling the hungry inferno,
and initially ignoring the tattered heroes as they rested against a
building on the other side of the field.



“Look. A building on fire. After we got into a fight,” Midnight
deadpanned. “It’s good to have traditions in this business.” He
leaned heavily against the wall and struggled to keep from sobbing
at the pain eating his foot and itching at his wounds.



“I have no idea how I’m going to explain this one,” Faraday said in
reply, just staring at the rising flames. “I mean, none. At all.
I can’t even explain this to myself.”



“Don’t worry. I think Speed’s on top of all this.”



“Ah. Well.” King Faraday exhaled, long and slow, and pulled a
cigarette out of his jacket, staring at it for long moments before
lighting it. “Speed’s on top of it. Yes, that makes me feel much
better.”

 

 

 



Washington, D.C.

26th July, 1935
The
three men sat in the conference room and stared at each other over
the piles of reports, papers, books, stone sculptures, and several
other odd bric-a-brac. They looked less happy with the reports in
front of them than before. At the center of the table lay the
Ineffable Libram, and a sheaf of preliminary translations from
Harriet Cooper.



“Well?” Colonel Philip Darnell asked in a derisive tone of
voice.



“I think it was a success,” Major Derek Trevor replied, letting a
pleased look show through his pretend scowl. “Things went according
to Hoyle, as I see it.”



“A major depot building burned to the ground!” Darnell almost
shouted.



“Yes. A little more collateral damage than was expected,” Commander
Martin Cook replied. “But, Faraday did what was expected,
his people did exactly what they needed to, and very quickly, they
shut our ‘Doctor Zero’ down.”



“The West formula did exactly what it was supposed to do, along
with the fact that the results were quickly and easily contained by
the fire, as we’d hoped,” Trevor added.



“And we have our people in place in case Project M decides to get
out of hand,” Cook finished reporting.



Darnell leaned back in his chair, frowning, but nodding. “I guess
you’re right then. Okay. As you say in the Navy, Cook, the
shakedown cruise was a success. Now let’s launch this for
real.”

 



THE END



====================================================================================
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Danger Trail: The Blood and Dragon Affair, Part 2 (of 3).

Ninjas and vampires and diabolical plots, oh my! King Faraday,
Speed Saunders and the Enemy Ace are joined by a masked
crime-fighter as they face two secret societies with a monstrous
agenda! Pulp action at its finest as we seek out...the Danger
Trail!
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Trail #3 (2007)
Danger Trail: The Blood and Dragon Affair, Part 3 (of 3).

Learn the mission of the Blood Red Moon! Uncover the mastermind
behind the Black Dragon Society! Watch our heroes try and work
together when some can't trust others, and one has no clue that
there's cavalry coming to the rescue! Who would have thought
marital strife could be so much danger for the heroes, or so
entertaining for the readers! It's the conclusion to "The Blood and
Dragon Affair!"
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League #8 (2007)
Justice League: Lucky Number 7.

What are the chances that a rash of good fortune across the
globe could be the League's next case? Pretty good when this luck
starts rewriting the laws of the universe and threatening the
existence of ages-old mystic defenses keeping ancient, primordial
forces at bay!



	


Justice
League #9 (2007)
Justice League: To See Tomorrow.

Why are there hawk soldiers of Thanagar on Earth? Who are the
strange new superhumans appearing around the globe, testing and
probing local governments? What exactly is the Justice League
facing when a quartet of self-proclaimed heroes declares Earth
"their last stand?" It's the beginning of an epic threat wrapped
inside two strange mysteries that will leave the Justice League
hoping that Earth survives "To See Tomorrow!"
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Justice League: To See Tomorrow, Part Two (of Four).

"To See Tomorrow" continues as the stakes only get higher and
secrets slowly start to unravel. Hawkman and the Martian Manhunter
are caught between the Thanagarian invaders and their own
satellite! The rest of the League is caught between Mon-El and
Wandjina! And in the big picture, it's all symbolic of the Earth
being caught between the enigmatic Overmaster and a still-hidden
mastermind with dreadful intent!
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Danger Trail: The Verdant Darkness Affair, Part 2 (of 2).

What connection lies between la Llorona's kidnapped children and
Nyola's captured heroine Rima? What is drawing the natives of
Central America and Mexico together? Speed Saunders, King Faraday
and Midnight are joined by Doctor Occult to learn the truth before
an Empire of Blood washes over the land!



	


Weird
Western Quarterly #11 (2008)
Johnny Thunder: Steel Heart Iron Soul.

As Johnny Thunder, John Tane has evaded the deathbed oath to his
mother never to do violence, and become Mesa City's great
protector. Now he's about to be challenged on a whole new level
when a powerful land baron makes a grab for greater wealth and
glory, and the enigmatic renegade, Madame .44, has Johnny Thunder's
heart in her sights! What might be his most dangerous mission yet
will also be the first chapter in a ballad of love and gunslinging
like the Wild West has yet to see!
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Speeding
Bullet #4 (2008)
Bulletman: The Birth of Bulletman, Part 4 (of 4): Man Made
Gods.

This is it! The mystery is revealed and the gloves come off as
Bulletman dukes it out with the Murder Prophet and his god of
murder, the Nihilist! Can he come through his baptism of fire and
blood intact? And even if he wins, does the Prophet truly get the
last laugh?
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Trail #9 (2008)
Danger Trail: The Nation of Murder Affair, Part 2 (of 2).

As Speed Saunders and King Faraday join Argent St. Cloud to
search for Michael Gallant, a wave of murders leaves the city of
New York reeling as the heat rises, tempers flare, and Rue Morgue
revels in the bloodbath!



	


Danger
Trail #8 (2008)
Danger Trail: The Nation of Murder Affair, Part 1 (of 2).

Gangsters want Thomas Dewey dead at all costs, bringing Michael
Gallant onto the case, Argent St. Cloud at his side! But when
Murder, Inc. steps up to the challenge, can even he call on enough
reinforcements to save the day?
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Trail #10 (2008)
Danger Trail: The Stolen Myth Affair, Part 1 (of 3).

It begins here! Threads woven from the start of the series, put
into play centuries beforehand, all start to come together in this
issue, as familiar faces return to the scene, dark forces gather
for the attack, and the secrets of the Trail yawn wide and
threatening! All this and a special guest-star...the Queen of the
Amazons!
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Trail #11 (2008)
Danger Trail: The Stolen Myth Affair, Part 2 (of 3).

Things heat up for our heroes as the Dragon Queen and the Queen
of Blood unite to betray Vandal Savage; Savage raids Washington,
D.C. to acquire the Ineffable Libram; and King Faraday and Speed
Saunders face off with Queen Hippolyta and Rima the Jungle Woman!
Things couldn't get any worse than this, could they?



	


Danger
Trail Annual #1 (2008)
Danger Trail: The Savage Sins Affair.

As the Stolen Myth Affair heats up, as a covert war rages on the
Danger Trail, take a peek inside the history of the man who has set
this all into motion...Vandal Savage! Balloon Buster Steven Savage
is doing just that as he uncovers threads and connections
surrounding the many figures of the age that all lead back to this
diabolical mastermind, some stretching back centuries! If the truth
about him can't be unraveled soon, those threads will choke the
present day and continue into the future!



	


Danger
Trail #12 (2008)
Danger Trail: The Stolen Myth Affair, Part 3 (of 3).

Vandal Savage begins his plan to bring the world into his
control! King Faraday, Speed Saunders and Midnight, along with
their assembled allies, make their bid to stop him, but there are
three queens in this game, and each one has their own vision for
how the endgame should play out! It's the end of the first year on
the Danger Trail...is it also just the end?



	


Speeding
Bullet #1 (2008)
Speeding Bullet, Part 1 (of 4): Modern Gods.

James Barr has developed a special device that allows him
tremendous powers! Now he steps into a new world of masked men and
heroic deeds, but is he really ready to take his place among the
world's newest gods? Will the Murder Prophet usher in an age of
blood first?



	


Speeding
Bullet #2 (2008)
Speeding Bullet: The Birth of Bulletman, Part 2 (of 4): Deepest
Secrets.

James Barr steps into costume for the first time, and Bulletman
is on the case of the Obermyer murders. But so is another
person...the actual killer, a mysterious being called the Murder
Prophet, who is paving the way for his master, and the police and
the rookie hero struggle to catch up and stop him!



	


Speeding
Bullet #3 (2008)
Speeding Bullet: The Birth of Bulletman, Part 3 (of 4): Bleeding
Truths.

The race is on to uncover the real killer as Detectives Farley
and Doherty try to dig through the murder mystery, Martin Obermyer
meets the killer and Bulletman stumbles in a critical way, leaving
him to face the fury of his wife!



	


Mightiest
Mortals #4 (2008)
Mightiest Mortals: Wielding Fists of Virtue.

Captain Marvel is caught between a throwdown with Ibac and
Sivana launching an all-out assault on our hero and the Fawcett
itself! As bad as that is, though, it gets worse for Kit
Freeman...much worse! Meet Sabbac!
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Mortals #5 (2008)
Mightiest Mortals: Scenes of a Day



	


Mightiest
Mortals #6 (2008)
Mightiest Mortals: Between Opposing Forces.

Freddy finds himself having the most startlingly worst day of
anyone's life! Can it be worse than losing a close relative? What
about the dark secret within another relative? Or the secrets being
held by his best friend? It all comes crashing down on him in a
terrible avalanche of revelations! All this while the city moves on
without him!



	


Mightiest
Mortals #7 (2008)
Mightiest Mortals: From the Shadows of Twisted Minds.

Get ready for action and excitement! Freddy buries his cousin,
Christopher Freeman, and has another showdown with his step-brother
Tim Karnes. And we discover just how fiendish Sivana can be when he
pushes Captain Marvel's every attribute in an issue in which the
World's Wickedest Scientist...doesn't even appear! All this, and
the fate of Beautia!



	


Mightiest
Mortals #8 (2008)
Mightiest Mortals: To the Truth of the Matter.

Billy and Freddy have their confrontations on secrets kept,
power hoarded and relations hidden, all the while the forces of the
law struggle to keep Lady Justice apart from her new champion and
Miss Minerva asserts her innocence!



	


Mightiest
Mortals #9 (2008)
Mightiest Mortals: The Abyss of Blood Relations

Fawcett City goes on despite the gang war, despite the debut of
new heroes, despite it all, Fawcett City goes on. Come and see how
it does, as Chief Kitchens deals with the presence of Captain
Marvel and what it means for his police force! And has Miss Minerva
over-played her hand?



	


Mightiest
Mortals #11 (2008)
Mightiest Mortals: The Tide of Heroism.

The beginning of the stunning two-part finale to Captain
Marvel's first year! Sabbac has gone on a rampage, and Ibac is
taking advantage of the chaos! Bulletman struggles to intervene,
but everyone wants to know where Captain Marvel is! All this and
more (and boy, do I really mean it this time)!



	


Mightiest
Mortals #10 (2008)
Mightiest Mortals: The Punishment of Good Deeds.

Amazing origins issue as we discover the secret behind the magic
words, and the history of Sabbac and Ibac! Freddy walks into a
deathtrap, Victor Craize starts to feel the power of the people,
and the police make a startling discovery about Miss Minerva!



	


Mightiest
Mortals #12 (2008)
Mightiest Mortals: By an Act of Love.

This is it! Sabbac is on a rampage! Ibac sends his men out
against the leaderless forces of his gangland opponent! Into the
middle of this stands Captain Marvel and his allies! When the smoke
clears, who will stand triumphant?



	


Nightwing
#30 (2008)
Nightwing: The Riddle of the Sphinx.

Just when you'd think Dick's got enough trouble juggling Titans
duties as Nightwing, solo duties as the Batman, and mentoring
duties with Tim, things get harder. There's a new villain hitting
the streets, one with a dangerous delusion, and Dick's not happy to
see that Nightwing is apparently on the case, without Dick's
permission! Come and join us for "The Riddle of the Sphinx!"



	


Nightwing
#31 (2008)
Nightwing: Riddle of the Sphinx, Part 2 (of 2)

Dick must try to get to the bottom of the crazed King Tut and
foil his rampages, but he also needs to figure out how to deal with
the new Nightwing! As he digs up more information on both, all
three men spiral into a collision course of tragic proportions, and
Professor McElroy might just be the ultimate victim in all of
this!



	


Justice
League #11 (2008)
Justice League: To See Tomorrow, Part Three (of Four).

Things are falling into place at a rapid pace now... for the
villains! With the League stretched thin across the globe, friends
come racing to the rescue and the action only heats up! Watch
Hawkgirl lead the storming of the JL satellite; witness Superman
confront Mon-El over his mysterious mission; and thrill to the
throwdown between Wonder Woman and the Persuader, as the master
villain behind it all draws closer to his goal! All this and
more!



	


Danger
Trail Vol. 1 (2009)
This volume collects Danger Trail #1-12 as well as Danger Trail
Annual #1. This is the complete first story arc in which our pulp
heroes confront the treachery of the Blood Queen, the Dragon Queen
and their mysterious backer. Stay tuned for Danger Trail #13 coming
soon!
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Trail #13 (2009)
Danger Trail: The Brown Lady Affair, Part 1.

In the wake of the battle with Vandal Savage, Speed Saunders has
set his sights on finding the Sigil of Seven; that quest being his
only remaining link to the missing (and treacherous) Harriet
Cooper! His friends Argent St. Cloud and Michael Gallant, along
with ally Doctor Occult, want to know what his intentions are, but
first they must untangle a dark scheme involving the ghosts of
Great Britain!



	


Mightiest
Mortals #13 (2009)
Mightiest Mortals: Opening Passages.

As Fawcett City recovers from the fall of Ibac and Sabbac, our
heroes find more things to be worried about. Susan Barr must
prosecute the bloodthirsty Tim Karnes while reassessing her stance
on costumed crime-fighters; Dudley must wrestle with what he should
reveal to Billy, and Billy must deal with the fact that Freddy
refuses to return to his crippled body!
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Trail #14 (2009)
Danger Trail: The Brown Lady Affair, Part 2 (of 2).

Speed Saunders must deal with the fact that the artifact Harriet
had been searching for, the Sigil of Seven, is Doctor Occult's
primary weapon against supernatural evil! In the wake of her
treachery, what can that mean? And none of our heroes can take the
time to figure it out now, as they struggle to save Michael Gallant
from the Dagger of Koth!
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Trail #15 (2009)
Danger Trail: The Falkenstein Affair.

Once rivals of the air and enemies at war, now the Enemy Ace and
the Balloon Buster must work together to penetrate the secrets of
Castle Falkenstein and the strange mad scientist ready to bring two
worlds together to fuel his rise to power!
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Danger Trail: The Blood of Templars Affair.
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Trail #17 (2009)
Danger Trail: The Blood of Templars Affair, Part Two.

Things heat up for our heroes as they head into an ancient
Knights Templar castle as one of three groups desperate to unlock
its secrets and find a powerful relic that will decide the victor
in the opening battles of a far greater war, one that has the
attention of the enigmatic Sanguine Father! A far greater war that
echoes across the decades!
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Trail #18 (2009)
Danger Trail: Affairs of Blood and Fate, Part Two: The Angel of
Death!

The strangest crossover of all times continues here, as Rose
Psychic, Eel O'Brien, Speed Saunders, Midnight, Trin Dee and Andrew
Bennett find themselves caught in a holy war between the forces of
the Order of St. Dumas and the Sanguine Father, who offers a
glimpse into a terrifying future for the world!
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Danger Trail: Affairs of Blood and State, Part 6 (of 6).
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Danger Trail: Affairs of Blood and State, Part 4.
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Weird Western Quarterly: Lust Faith Love Treachery.
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