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Chapter I. THE MEN THE GOBLIN GOT

MAY BE there is nothing to superdtition. Maybe it just happened to be the thirteenth day of the World's
Farin New York City. The Fair management spent hundreds of thousands of dollars for publicity to let
the universe know that this World's Fair was big, bigger, biggest. It covered more acres of ground,
offered more means of amusement, had more stentific exhibits. It was worthy of that worn-out
word—colossal.

To give some ideax

Doc Savage—scientific man of mystery, muscular marve, dso reported to be an amazing person in other
ways—was to give a series of demondrations of ultramodern surgicd <kill. Ordinarily, such an event
would have been printed on the front pages of the newspapers in the United States, and cabled abroad.
But thistime, it was jugt a part of the World's Fair daly program.

Incidentdly, Doc Savage' s firg surgicd demonstration by mere chance happened to be scheduled for the
thirteenth day after the opening of the Fair, which was the day the goblin walked.

Additiondly, the Doc Savage demondration was given before a convention of surgeons and doctors
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exdusvey, which disappointed a lot of people who had heard that the lifework of Doc Savage was
redly righting wrongs and punishing evildoersin various parts of the earth, a career that had led the Man
of Bronze, as he was sometimes cdled, into some fantastic adventures.

The public had heard that Doc Savage did fantadtic things, and it would have liked to see a
demondtration of some fantadtic feats. But Doc Savage had a great didike for publicity, and he never cut
capers for the public's entertainment.

However, the goblin getting loose was not the first mysterious thing that happened.
Two men had disappeared. That was the initid mystery.

On another day prior to this thirteenth day after the opening of the World's Fair, two hundred thousand
vigtors paid admisson. Exactly two hundred thousand. And exactly two less than that came out.

They had automatic mechanica checking turngtiles at dl the gates, and a head gatekeeper whose job was
collecting the figures. The head gatekeeper saw from the readings that two less people came out than
went in. He decided one of the mechanicd contraptions had made a mistake. He was wrong.

Two people went into the Fair grounds and never came out—and it wasn't any mistake of any
mechanical contraption.

The goblin got them.

THE white-haired man in the long rubber gpron, when he appeared, acted as if the goblins were after
him, too.

The white-haired men was Professor Martin Uppercue, reported to be one of the world's greatest
scientigts. His specidty was dectrotherapeutics—he had discovered some remarkable things about how
diseases of the human body would react to dectrica treatment.

He was a amdl man, thin, with thick white hair on top of a large head. He made you think of the type of
muscdan danglly called a"long-haired boy."

There was nothing long-haired or old-fashioned about his scientific discoveries. He was fifty years ahead
of histime, maybe a hundred. Men of science knew Uppercue as a quiet-mannered, soft-voiced person
with keenly bright-blue eyes and a sedate deportment. Especidly sedate. He was dways dignified.

There was nothing sedate about the way Professor Martin Uppercue came out of his laboratory. Nor
dignified, ether.

Professor Uppercu€e' s laboratory was stuated near the center of the Fair Grounds close to the huge ball
of a structure cdled the Perisphere. It was only a few yards from the laboratory to the landscaped
gardens dong the Court of Communications. Professor Uppercue dashed wildly into this garden, which
was crowded with people.

The naturd firgt thought was that Professor Uppercue was chasing something.

As soon as they saw hisface, they knew he was not chasing anything. His face showed terror. His eyes
popped until they looked like smdl saucers stuck, bottoms out, on his face.

He ran headlong, knocking astounded people out of hisway. There was blood on his face, quite a bit of



it. His mouth was aso open, open like the mouth of a dog that has been backed into a corner and is
being whipped.

Professor Uppercue wheded his head in different directions as he ran. He seemed to be looking
everywhere, hoping, it was suddenly apparent, for a place to which to flee. He was carrying two articles.

One object that he carried seemed to be his laboratory apron. It was along rubber apron and he had it in
hisleft hand.

The second item was carried in his right hand, and it was more unusud. It was a cylinder, apparently
made of duminum. It was about three inches in diameter and as long as an average man's am, and
capped at each end.

He kept running, and glaring about in search of some place to run to.
There did not seem to be anything chasing him.

The crowd made the naturd mistake. They decided that Professor Martin Uppercue had gone insane. So
an effort was commenced to saize the madman.

The atempt to saize Professor Uppercue falled, but it did accomplish two things.

A man snatched Professor Uppercue's rubber apron, and kept it, and later turned it over to the proper
authorities, and it proved very important.

Secondly, they learned something about that duminumlike cylinder that Professor Uppercue carried. He
whacked different people over the head with it—the thing was light, and did not gregtly damage the
recipients of the blows. But severd persons were able to tedify that a whigpering sound came from ingde
the cylinder.

The sound from ingde the cylinder was generdly described as a whisper. One men tedtified it was more
like the scuffling of a shoe across a bare floor.

Professor Uppercue got avay and ran. He clutched the mysterious duminumlike tube with both arms.

THE flamboyant heart of the Fair Grounds had been called the Theme Center. Here was locked the
great spherica Perigphere that was like a mammoth white tennis bal two hundred feet in diameter, from
around its base shooting upward greet sprays of water that made it appear the huge bdl of sed was
floating on a fountain, and drding these fountains was a white, circular promenade bordered by heavy
shrubs and foliage.

Professor Uppercue dived into this expengvely landscaped brush patch.

There were two impressve gtructures in this Theme Center. One, of course, was the globular
Perigphere—the two-hundred-foot white tennis ball of athing. The other impressive item was the Trylon,
aspike of sed seven hundred feet high coming to a needle point at the top. The minds that concelved the
theme of the Fair had been unable to imagine anything more modernigtic than this ball-shaped Perisphere
and the needle-shaped Trylon, and the two were connected by a risng ramp—a wide sdewak tha
spiraled up under the base of the massive bl of sted.

When Professor Uppercue next was seen, he was stregking aong this ramp.



He now seemed hardly able to run. He was an ederly man, unused to much physca activity, and the
wild running dready had him near exhaustion. Once he banked into the sde banister of the risng ramp,
but he kept going. He was headed for the point where the dlevated structure entered one sde of the
towering Trylon.

The Fair police—the Fair cops wore neat uniforms dmilar to the New York State troopers—and
members of the crowd now set out in pursuit of Professor Uppercue. The crazed scientis—and the
impression thet everyone now held was that the scientist was insane—had a head dtart.

A number of people didinctly saw Professor Uppercue disappear into the Trylon.

A few moments later the police and more fleet-footed members of the crowd arived at the Trylon.
Everyone was wheezing from the terrific race up the indine. Puffing pursuers crowded into the Trylon.

There was gloom about them, strange modernistic semitwilight. Stretching upward until it disappeared in
the needle point saverd hundred feet above their heads, was the slent network of sted girders which
supported the great Trylon. The spot where the pursuers stood was a platform built gpproximatdy a
hundred feet above the spire’ s three-sided base.

"Where d he go?" aman ydled.

They had dl become aware of a drange sound—noise as if severd carpenters had gone to work
amultaneoudy sawing boards.
"Where' d he go!”

The words literdly crashed back at them. Everyone jumped, shocked by the increased volume, the
impact of the sound.

"Great grief!" aman muttered. " Some echoes."

The sound illudon of carpenters sawing wood, they redized now, was the noise of ther own breathing
that had traveled upward into the space, and sounded back greetly magnified by the unusud acoustics of
the Trylon.

A cop explained, "It's the way the place is built, | guess. But where' d that nut go to?!
"Search me!" grumbled another cop.

They did not search him, but they did search the Trylon—those parts of it where it seemed concelvable
that a man might be hidden—and then went over the surrounding grounds.

There was no trace of Professor Martin Uppercue or hisduminumlike cylinder.

THEN the goblin walked.

It happened not over fifteen minutes later. Immediately surrounding the Theme Center of the Fair—the
huge bl of the Perisphere and spike of the Trylon—uwere the most important buildings, which housed
exhibits having to do with branches of modern science. These dructures were large and, of course,
modernistic. They were brilliantly colored, for color was the theme of this vast World's Fair, if one was
to believe the words of the men who had conceived the thing.

Prominent among the centrdly located Fair buildings was the Hal of Mines.



It was ingde the Hall of Mines that the goblin walked.

Men and women spectators began to come out of the Hall of Mines, ydping a every jump. They were
frightened. Not as scared as Professor Martin Uppercue had been, but dmogt.

A Fair cop grabbed one of the runners. "What' s gone wrong now?"'
The man jerked athumb at the Hall of Mines. "Dud-dud-dud-damnedest thing in therel™

The cop ran in to see. The Hal of Mines was an enormous structure, well-lighted; it contained exhibits
intended to depict the progress of mining and metalurgy from the beginning of things down to the present.
There were hundreds of exhibits and as many scared people. A great dedl of confusion, in fact.

The cop jumped on top of an ore-processing mill where he could be seen.
"What's going on here?' he ydled.
"Over here," voices told him. "In the ming”

The mine they referred to was a reproduction of one of the famous gold shafts of the old West. It had
been a popular spot, for the artists who had created it had done a very lifdike job. The shaft doped into
an embankment and disappeared into the depths of the earth. There were shovels and picks stacked
about.

If the mine shaft had unexpectedly turned into atiger den, the vianity could not have been more deserted.
The cop planted himsdf in front of the shaft. He did not know what to think.

"It come out,” someone ydled for hisinformation. "Then it went back in again.”

"Whet did?"

"It looked like a hobgoblin."

"A what?'

"You get alook at the thing," the informant told the cop, "and you'll understand.”

At this point, the cop heard the sound—and the short hairs on the back of his neck began to want to get
up on end. The noise came from the mine shaft. It was a whimpering, a hoarse throat-tearing whimper.

The cop rubbed a hand over his head to make his hair lie down again.
"Hdl, that'sadog!" he said. "There'sjugt a stray dog in there.”

The cop got aflashlight and a gun and three other cops and went into the shaft. It was very dark. At
various points in the old mine, there stood wax figures of miners and these wax men were equipped with
miners caps which bore lights—dectric lights that imitated the old-time miner's kerosene lamp. It was
observed that none of these lamps were lighted; and the current seemed to be off.

"It was a dog, of course," the cop said, dthough they had not seen any.
"The people who saw it don’t describe any dog,” another cop told him.
"Ligen, I'll show you. I'll cdl the dog. Here, doggie—here, doggie—"



That cop never caled another dog again. As long as he lived, his voca chords would freeze when he
started to cal a dog—because he could not help remembering what he got when he called this dog.

It was probably eight feet high. It was not that wide. It had arms, legs, body. It had eyes that were greet
and awful, and it had strength that was the mogt awful of dl.

They saw it only an indant, not very dearly a tha, for it hurled rocks a them, boulders as large as
barres.

The policemen fled around the corner.

When the policemen had gathered their courage—and ten more cops and four submachine guns, riot
equipment and tear gas—they advanced. They found nothing.

No goblin, no way the goblin could have gotten out. No nothing.

Chapter I1. HIDDEN TRAIL

RUNNING north and east from the Theme Center of the Far—the spot where the Perisphere and
Trylon were located—were broad avenues and mals branching out like the spokes of awhed.

The Hdl of Medicine was on one of these spokes. It was a long, yelow-colored structure just north of
the circular walk bordering the mammoath Perisphere. Insde was the operating amphithegter, built like a
grdl theater, with circular tiers of seats forming an observers balcony. Seated tense and slent, white
masks over ther own faces, vidting medical men watched in awe. They were seeing one of the most
amazing things of therr lives

Other than the weird panting sounds that came from a mechanicd device that looked smilar to a
punching bag, located near the head of the operating table, there was no other sound. That bag pulsated
as oxygen mixed with anesthesia was fed to a amadl, ill form on the white operating table—the figure of
aboy from the dums of New Y ork.

A tumor was being removed from the boy’ s brain. It was a type of operation never done before.
Motion-picture cameras whirred, recording the procedure.

Above that dill form only the surgeon’s eyes were vishle. Amazing eyes. The eyes were magnetic, and
like restless pools of rich flake gold. Set wel apart, they were compelling and clear, holding the attention
of each assigtant. No words were spoken. Instead, those eyes directed, gave dmog a sharp command
when a nurse was a fraction of a second too dow. There was need for swift, sure speed. Remainder of
his face was hidden behind a mask of white.

In the observers bacony, a doctor whispered to a colleague.

"This particular penetration of the ethmoid cribriform has never been accomplished to date. Bet you he
don't make it!"

The second doctor said softly, "But that surgeon is Doc Savage! ™
"Sure, but the boy’ s been on the table a hdf hour now."

It did not seem to those seated above in the tiers that the figure of Doc Savage was unusudly large.



Standing aone, the bronze man's 9ze was deceptive, which was perhaps caused by the symmetry of his
physca development—so well proportioned that he seemed no tdler than an average six-foot man. But
whenever a nurse, who was tdl hersdf, came close, his unusud Sze was evident. Doc Savage was a
physicd giant.

Close over Doc Savage' s head, a cluster of round operating-room lights sent down powerful light.
A doctor seated in the topmogt tier whispered, "Ligten!”

Everyone could hear the commotion. An excited man had stopped to ydl at the doorman, probably not
redizing what a serious thing was going on indgde.

"A stientist named Uppercue went crazy, and they’re huntin’ ‘im!" the man yelled. "And they saw some
kind of a goblinin the Hall of Mined"

The skepticd doctors in the tiers breathed, "Good Lord. Hell never pull that lad through now. That'll
digtract him."

At the operating table, the nurses jerked worried glances toward Doc Savage. But gpparently the bronze
men had not heard a sound. His capable fingers moved swiftly. His hypnotic gaze flicked to the tiny
indrumentsin the nurses hands, indicating them as he needed them. For the fird time, he made a direct
Satement.

"Almog through,” he said.
But then the cluster of brilliant operating table lights overhead went out.

ONE nurse could not suppress her cry of horror as the big operating amphitheater with only amadl
windows high above, was thrown into gloom down where Doc Savage was working. The bronze man
was ready to suture—saw up—the incison close to the boy’s brain. One dip now—

A nurse legped to a wdl phone, franticaly cdled the engineer’s room in the basement of the Hdl of
Medicine, announced, "Something mysterious caused the transformers to burn out.”

Doc Savage ordered quigtly, "Waich the oxygen closdy.” He stepped swiftly from the room. He dways
tried to foresee emergencies; there was a flaghlight in his equipment case outside in the geilizing room.
He came back in a moment and passed the light to the assstant.

"Hold it steadly.”

Doc Savage' s flake-gold eyes never |eft the smdl incison that meant life or degth to the smdl boy on the
table; his swift hands made ddlicate movements, until findly he straightened, said quietly, "See that he has
absolute quiet. | Sdl see him later.”

Not until the table with the dill form was wheded from the darkened room, did the famous specidists
and surgeons gpplaud the bronze man’s work. The applause was aroar. Only the greatest of them redly
knew what an amazing feet they had witnessed.

Doc Savage, unmoved by the applause, was teking off the operating gown, white skull cap and facid
mask.

Most of the vidting medica men had never seen Doc Savage before he appeared in the room. They



stared, for this Doc Savage was a man of amazing physica appearance.

His bronze har was a shade darker than the bronze man’'s skin, and it lay fla and smooth, while his
mouth was muscular and strong without being severe. Strong facid lines showed power of character.

Doc Savage sad, "What was that interruption—about Uppercue?”

The bronze man's voice—cdm, yet with a repressed power and tond inflection that were
remarkable—held the atention of everyone, though Doc was only addressing the assstant doctor at his
gde

The assstant had unmasked aso. It could be seen that the assistant was a young, good-looking man with
dender haight and delicate features. His hair was straw-blond.

The assgtant was Dr. Alexis Mandroff—in charge of the dinic here—and he had willingly offered his
sarvices to Doc Savage in performing this operation to demonstrate a method that would save thousands
of livesin the future.

Dr. Mandroff replied, "It must be something terrible, ar.”

An attendant put in, "I just phoned to find out. They say Professor Uppercue isin trouble or something.
They're trying to catch hm—"

"Catch him?' Doc asked.
"They say he was acting insane.”
There were gasps of dismay, for many of these men knew the famous scientist, Uppercue.

To Dr. Mandroff, Doc said, "See that the printed booklet of the operation procedure is distributed. Also
see that each person gets a copy of the motion-picture film."

Dr. Mandroff nodded. "Da," he said. He meant, "Yes"

The bronze giant moved toward the exit. A nurse handed him his coat. As he stood in the doorway, his
shoulders dmog filled the space.

Dr. Mandroff hurried after the bronze man.

"You were wonderful, sr," he exdamed. "I ve done some work dong that line mysdf, but never anything
like you accomplished just now."

If Doc Savage was flattered, he showed no outward indication. Instead, he said, "Any written questions
they submit will be answered.”

"Perhaps | should go with you," Dr. Mandroff offered. "Professor Uppercue is a friend of mine—"
Doc shook his head. "Y ou stay with the patient, doctor."

The bronze man showed respect for the young, handsome Dr. Mandroff, who had recently arrived from
Russa, and was said to be an amnazingly clever surgeon who was at the World's Far to study newest
developmentsin medica science.



DOC SAVAGE went to investigate the mysery of what had happened to Uppercue.

After a few brief questions, Doc knew dl that had happened. He learned about the peculiar metd
cylinder. The Fair police gave him Uppercue' s lab gpron, said, "A lot of help thisthing is"

They did not redlize that the gpron was the one clue to Professor Uppercue s tral.
"What about this duminum cylinder?' Doc asked.

"It made whispering sounds.”

What?"

"Whdl, that's just what somebody sad.”

The Fair cops now came from the mine tunnd to tdl of the goblin.

"You're crazy!" they were told.

"Maybe it sounds like that. But half a dozen of us saw that thing."

"What you saw were shadows from your flashlights."

"I suppose shadows can throw rocks that weigh two hundred pounds?'

Doc Savage decided to look in the one place that seemed to have been passed up—Professor
Uppercue's laboratory, the spot from whence Uppercue had started on his wild flight. Looking at the
rubber apron in his hands, the bronze man had noted something.

Blood smears, and long hairs stuck to the inner sde of the lab apron.
It seemed sengble to learn the cause of Uppercue’ s flight.

The door at the top of the steps down which Uppercue had plunged from his laboratory was dill open.
Ingde, more sted steps led downward in a steep flight, ending in a long, narrow corridor with only a
angledim light at the far end—a passageway that was dl of a hundred feet in length.

Moving through the underground passage, Doc Savage—his sense of direction  was
well-devel oped—knew that he must be somewhere beneeth the huge Perisphere. The corridor ended at
a heavy-panded door, and this was dso open. The bronze man had to duck as he entered the room

beyond.

He was now in a modern laboratory, well-lighted, and containing many of the newest scientific inventions.
Doc Savage recognized gadgets that were dill supposed to be in experimentd state. A scientist himsdlf,
he appreciated these machines that Uppercue had designed.

On a workbench nearby was a amdl modd of a generator, and something familiar about the machine
hed the bronze man's attention for a moment. Then, his obsarving eyes moved to other objects in the
room.

It was blood on the floor that suddenly absorbed his attention. He bent down. His eyes dways sought
things eadly overlooked, such as long reddish hairs that were stuck in these bloodstains. They were the
same kind of hairs that had been caught on the rubber Iab apron.

The red smears led to another, smdler doorway across the room, an opening that was like the heavy



ged entrance to a vault. There was a lever that worked massve lock tumblers. The door was open.
Light came from somewhere beyond.

Doc Savage moved forward, and was surprised when he saw what lay past that vault door. Another
laboratory. Even gregter than the fird one. There was a high-domed celing, and heavy pieces of
mechinery made the place look like an dectricad powerhouse. Nothing was in operation, though the place
was fully lighted. The blood trall stopped at the threshold to this larger room—as though someone had
been dragged as far as the doorway and then picked up.

A smdl sound now came from the Man of Bronze, a sound that was a thrilling, low, exctic, as soft as a
tropicd wind filtering through jungle growth a night; it seemed to emanate from everywhere, yet
nowhere, dthough actudly it came from the bronze man's throat, and was a sound he unconscioudy
meade in moments of mental excitement.

It was very gsrange that Professor Uppercue should have such elaborate laboratories here a the
Far—but Doc's tralling was not the result of that. Nor of seeing the blood trall. Instead, he fdt the
presence of someone watching him. A dight sound, probably. He stood very dill, ligening. Then he
moved toward a massive machine, located in one darkened corner.

Someone—something—had moved behind that towering piece of sed and gears. The bronze man's
footsteps were soundless as he reached the spot and worked his way carefully dong one side of the
meachine.

He heard afant swishing sound. It could have been the noise a huge person makes when trying to move
a foot cautioudy. The floor here was cement, and the touch of a heavy foot—no meatter how
careful—would make such a sound.

Doc Savage was inches away from the rear of the machine now. There was conceding space back there
between the wal and the object he was cirding.

In one find movement, his muscles, like sted cables, sent him around to the rear of the machine. He got a
orip and dragged the skulker out.

It was aamd| blue-eyed girfl who cried, "Wait! Wait!"

Chapter 111. GOBLIN

SUCH a srdl and ddicate girl—nicdy curved, though—might be expected to be frightened and
helpless, especidly when swooped down upon by such agiant as Doc Savage. But this one wasn't. She
hed aamdl ovd face, perky chin, the kind of blue eyes that brought thoughts of the sea a dusk. The eyes
were bright and dert, for she was mad.

She kicked, clawed with one hand, stlamped at Doc's feet with pointed hedls.

"Let mego!”

Her right hand was behind her, as though dutching for support to something at the rear of the machine.
Doc asked, "What are you hiding behind you?"

The girl with the wide blue eyes fought harder for a moment, then stopped suddenly, defeated by the
bronze man's srength. She stamped her amdl foot again.



"l suppose,” she snapped, "that if you want to make loveto me, | can’t hdpit!"
Doc jumped and released her. He got alittle red.
Her soft hair was blond and somewhat curly above her pretty face.

Doc Savage stepped back and waited for the blond-haired girl to come farther out into the room where
he could get a better ook at her. But she merdly stood her ground, while one arm was il pushed behind
her.

"Get out of herd" she flared. "Get out of here before | cdl the—"

Doc sad earnedtly, "Perhaps you have seen Professor Martin Uppercue? Something has happened to
hm and—"

He saw that the girl’s features tightened. She began looking at him queerly. She was suddenly frightened,
Doc decided. Yet her chin remained firm.

She kept her right hand behind her back.
Doc said, "You know Professor Uppercue, do you not? Thisis his laboratory.”

Caution dowly crept into the girl’s blue eyes. She stared up a Doc, began to move carefully around him,
one hand ill behind her. She started to say, "I don't know you—"

Doc Savage had dready surmised that. Many people had never seen the Man of Bronze, though they
had read about him in the papers. He was rather pleased. He did not like publicity, and if no one knew
hm by sght, it would have been better.

And though Doc had never met the girl before, he began to deduce certain things. He had talked with
Professor Martin Uppercue severd times. Once would have been aufficient for him to have remembered
the little scientist’ s features. This blond girl’s blue eyes, the shape of her amdl face, the way she carried
her chin so proudly—there was a resemblance here to the missng scientist, Uppercue.

Doc suggested, "We might stop bluffing.”
"I don't know what you mean.”
"You might accept my help in finding your father."
—
Swiftly, the wary look came back in the blue eyes.
Thegirl blurted, "Father? | don't know what you're taking about. I'm going to call the police!”

She darted backing toward the shadowy corner behind the huge machine again, her right hand il
behind her as though feding the way.

Doc sad, "Wha have you in your right hand?' and moved &fter her.

Thegirl cried out, "Get out of herel” She turned to race around to the other side of the obstruction and
toward the vaultilke door, and Doc saw the object in her right hand.

It was ametd cylinder such as the bowlegged man on the Trylon ramp had described—the strange tube



that Professor Uppercue had been gripping to his chest the last time anyone had seen him. Doc got one
view of this, then the girl was through the doorway into the smdler Iab.

Thegirl screamed, "Hep me Put out the lightd”

Then it was suddenly very dark.

REACHING the other room a split second ahead of the bronze man, the blond girl had evidently seen
someone whom she expected to hep her, and one of them had leaped to awadl switch, plunged the room
in darkness.

The person whom the girfl had seen must be someone friendly, for a man came legping a Doc in the
darkness. This person landed on the bronze giant's broad back, and began to act somewhat like a wiry,
long wild cat.

Doc Savage' s powerful hands got figfuls of legs thet fdt as if they were coated with piano wire. He
yanked the man off his back. The man twisted, squirmed, fought in a way that didn't seem possible of
one 0 fragilein size. The unseen attacker was underdevel oped, but he could scrap.

In the blackness, the girl cried, "Now that you've got him, I'll turn on the lightd"
She switched on the lab lights.

The attacker was an anaemic-looking man. Pale hair dangled about a head that was oversize, and he had
bright, pale-blue eyes. From his upside-down postion, the thin man looked up at Doc Savage.

"Doc!" he exploded.

Doc Savage sdldom showed surprise; in fact he was hardly surprised now, for just before the girl had
turned on the lights the bronze man had suspected the identity of the wiry hell-fighter.

Doc Savage, in the strange career of righting wrongs and punishing evildoers which was his red life work,
hed five assstants. The five were men who loved adventure, as did the Man of Bronze; dso the five
were, each of them, masters of some science or professon.

This one happened to be the ectrica expert of Doc Savage' s organization.

He was Maor Thomas J. Roberts, better known as Long Tom, a man sometimes called the "wizard of
the juice™ snce he was an dectricd genius comparable to Steinmetz and Edison.

Doc released Long Tom. The girl rushed forward.

"You know him?"' she demanded.

Long Tom said, "Know him? Thisis Doc Savage!”

"o

The girl’ s blue eyes widened.

Long Tom explained, "I had an appointment here with Professor Uppercue, Doc. | was late, and—"
Doc interjected, "You haven't heard about Uppercue behaving queerly, then vanishing?'



As the bronze man spoke, his magnetic eyes shifted to the girl. She stood diffly, chewing on her lip,
sying nothing.

Long Tom noted the girl’s suspicious attitude.

"I hadn’t heard,” he said. "'l just drove out here from headquarters.”

BRIEFLY, Doc Savage explained to his ad dl he knew about the scientist’s strange disappearance. As
he talked, Doc naticed that the girfl backed toward the wal again. There was an expression of fear, of
something esein her deep blue eyes.

Long Tonm's unhedlthy-looking face looked tense. He said worriedly, "Doc, that's funny. Professor
Uppercue is one of the finest scientists living. He sent a request asking meif | wouldn’t come out here for
consultation on some new, important thing he was about to create. | was to meet hm here in his
laboratory. But now—"

Long Tom's sharp gaze, too, had gone to the girl, who was acting strangely.

She was gaing toward the floor, the dender sted cylinder il clutched in her hand. Suddenly she bent
down, picked up something long and very thin. She cringed away from the blood that had been on the
floor.

The blond-haired gifl was halding one of the red, long hairs that Doc Savage had seen stuck in the
bloodgtains.

Long Tom saw the thing, asked, "What is it? Who—where—"
"Perhgps the young lady can tdl us"" Doc offered. "Where is that har from, miss?'

Thegirl looked scared for amoment. Then her sharp chin came up and she snapped, "I don’t know what
itis"

Doc’s flake-gold eyes were moving restlesdy. Apparently thisgifl was more involved in the mystery than
she wanted Doc or Long Tom to believe. She was holding back something.

Doc sad quietly, "You're Uppercue' s daughter, aren’'t you? There' s something you're afraid of. Why not
tdl uswhat it is?"

Long Tom's pdlid face brightened. "Sure!" he cried. "That's her—Uppercue' s daughter! | saw a picture
of her oncein the newsredls, and she—"

The metd cylinder now thrust out of Sght behind her back, the girl’s eyes sparkled and she cried, "
never saw Professor Uppercue inmy life”

"Then how did you get that metd tube?' Doc asked suddenly.

Doc recalled what the bowlegged man had told him on the Perisphere ramp. Doc Savage, of course, did
not know about the soft scraping sound that had been heard ingde Uppercue' s queer metd cylinder.

But the bronze man put out his hand and prompted, "L et us see that thing you are holding behind you."

At fird, the girl tried to duck away toward the door. Then meeting the compelling, hypnotic look in the
bronze man’'s eyes, she stopped. She handed the cylinder over quietly.



Both ends of the unusudly light object were inclosed with metd caps that were threaded. The whole thing
looked heavy, yet was as light as a feather.

Doc unscrewed one of the caps, turned the open sde of the long tube downward and waited to see what
would fal out.

Nothing happened.
He unscrewed the other end and peered through the thing.
It was absolutdy empty.

LONG TOM was garing at both the girl and Doc.
"What the devil isthisdl about?' he queried.
"That," Doc sad, "remains to be seen.”

He turned toward the passageway that led back to the steep flight of stairs to aboveground. "The firg
thing to do," the bronze man added, "isfind Uppercue.”

"But how—" the girl started to ask, and then clamped her oftly curved lipstight. She looked wary.

Long Tom put in, "When | was taking to the professor on the phone, he said that if | missed hm here |
might catch him over at the Hal of Mines. He dso said—"

There was asmdl, sharp cry from the blond girl. She said suddenly, "May | go with you?'
The dectrica wizard remarked, "I thought you said—"

Doc sad, "Perhapsit would be a good idea.”

He gave no further indication of what were his thoughtsin regard to the girl.

They went out.

Outsde in the Fair Grounds, the excitement had died down. There were too many thousands of people
here, anyway, for the news of Uppercue's odd disappearance to have reached the ears of more than a
few hundred.

World's Far police had quickly suppressed the rumor of some strange Thing—the goblin, a cop had
cdled it—being seen in one of the exhibition buildings. No one redly beieved the tde, anyhow. Also,
Uppercue s disappearance was considered to be the result of the scientist having mentd trouble,

No one connected Professor Uppercu€e’ s vanishing with the goblin walking, which was unfortunate.

Few people noticed the arivd of Doc Savage, Long Tom and the girl a the Hal of Mines, for vigtors
were again occupied with saring and gawking at the thousand and one marves of the Fair.

Ingde the long building containing the redigtic mine diggings, a lecturer was giving a talk on metdlurgy.
The crowd was over there, leaving the yanvning mouth of the mine shaft deserted.

Long Tom sad, "So thisis where they saw the goblin?”



"Wes"
"Reckon there' s any connection between Professor Uppercue and the so-called goblin?!
Thegirl jumped forward, gripped the skinny dectrica expert’'s am.

"No!" she cried. "Wait. [—"

Long Tom and Doc Savage exchanged queer looks. Then they waked into the mine shaft where the
goblin had been seen.

AFTER they had gone a few paces, it was very dark and dill. Doc Savage's hearing was probably
developed beyond that of an ordinary man—he had spent dmost two hours daly in regular exercise
routine since childhood, which was to alarge extent respongble for his unusud physique.

The bronze man 4ill had the flashlight that he had used to complete the brain operation in the hospita
amphitheater. He used thislight now, and its beam ran over the rock wals like a gray ghost.

When the girl screamed, it startled them both. There seemed no reason for it. They had seen nothing.

"Maximus!"
thegirl shrieked.
She would have run, but Doc Savage caught her. She struggled, trying to get away.

"What the blazes alls her?* Long Tom exploded.

Doc Savage did not know. He was puzzled. He hdd the girl and asked her, two or three times, what was
wrong, but got no answer.

Long Tom said, "You hold her. Maybe she saw something deeper in the mine. I'll look."

The gil must have been so busy sruggling with Doc Savage that she did not hear what the eectricd
wizard said, nor notice what he was doing. But when Long Tom had progressed some distance down the
ghaft, she understood.

"Waitl" she shrieked. "Stop!”

She was allittle too late with her warning, for a that moment Long Tom let out a howl of astonishment, a
how so astounded that Doc Savage released the girl and raced for the dectricd wizard' s voice.

The earlier descriptions of the goblin had not been exaggerated. It was, as the cops had sad, dl of eght
feet tdl, hunched in stature, and it had arms and legs. It gripped Long Tom closdy, and the eectricd
expert struggled and shouted.

The thing was fleeing down the tunnd and this, coupled with the fact that it struggled with Long Tom and
dirred up acloud of dust, prevented Doc Savage from getting a clear view.

Fast as the bronze man was on his feet, the thing had gained. It rounded a corner. Immediately there was
aterific crash, a sound that turned into a roar.

Theroof of the mine shaft had come down. Apparently the goblin, or whatever it was, had jerked loose
the supporting timbers and let the roof collgpse. Doc Savage waded into the dust and explored with his



hands.
Further pursuit of Long Tom and the thing that had seized him was blocked in thet direction.

Thegirl, Professor Uppercue' s daughter, was gone when Doc Savage ran back to the spot where he had
left her.

Chapter IV. GARGOYLE ON THE ROOF

IT was now that time of the day when late afternoon was giving way to dusk, and a lull seemed to stle,
bringing peace for a fev moments to a busy world. The wide shrubbery-bordered waks were less
crowded, for mogt Fair vistors were edting a Fair restaurants throughout the grounds or leaving for
home. In the Court of Power, alandscaped parklike inclosure located near the Theme Center of the Fair,
it was particularly quiet.

Two people were waking across the Court of Power, a man and a girl. The man was waspish, smartly
dressed—in fact, he was probably the best-dressed man on the Fair Grounds that day—and he carried
an innocent-looking black cane. His companion was dmogt as tal as himsdif.

The very correctly dressed man was making thregts.

"I | ever get my hands on Monk," he threatened, "I'll make the hairy ape wish he was back in a nice safe
junglel™

Thegirl wastdl. Her hair was an unusud bronze hue and her eyes an even more remarkable flake-gold
tint. She was drikingly beautiful. She laughed softly.

"Ham, you're aclever lawyer," she said, "but you certainly let Monk take you in."
"Gr-r-r" said the dapper Ham.

"Letting them use you to demongtrate a new man-beautifying machine a Cosmetics Hal!" The girl dmost
doubled over laughing. "How did you come to volunteer?'

Ham snarled. "I thought it was an invention of yours. There was aggn oniit that said so."
"Monk must have printed the Sgn," the girl said.
Ham said a number of things about the ancestry of a man named Monk, none of them complimentary.

"Monk must have hired the operators of the machine to persuade me to take a trim," he gritted. "The
operators were pretty girls Monk knew | would be susceptible.”

Thegirl laughed again.

She was Pat Savage, the lovdly cousn of Doc Savage, as evidenced by her having the same unusud,
flake-gold eyes and bronze har as the Man of Bronze. Owner of an exclusve beauty shop on Park
Avenue, Pat’s dients were of the Four Hundred. Today she had come to the Far to see the latest
inventions of the how-to-look-beautiful trade.

Her companion was Brigadier Generd Theodore Marley (Ham) Brooks, the lawyer of Doc Savage's
group of five adventurous associates. Ham's weakness was sartorid splendor, and his hobby was
quarrding with Monk Mayfair, who was another of the Doc Savage group of associates. The gag that



hed just been played on Ham was one that would take along time for him to live down.
Ham had been given amarce by Monk Mayfair!

Monk was the clever chemig in Doc's group. Deceived by some pretty girl operators—hired by
Monk—that the new marce machine was a beautifying ad invented by Pat Savage, the lawyer had
submitted to a trestment. He had little redized that for some time he would be going around with a very
nest "finger wave' in his dark hair!

Thisexplained why Ham's hat was now pulled down tightly over his head; aso why he was looking for
Monk.

"I'll assassnate that Monk!" Ham snarled.

Pat pointed at the Hal of Mines.

"Excitement.”

"Over at the Hal of Mines"

They could see milling excitement. Then they suddenly glimpsed a giant bronze figure.

"That's Doc!" Pat said.

Ham was suddenly moving forward. ™Y ou' d better wait here, Pat," he advised. "Looks like trouble.”

But Pat Savage hurried after the tal lawyer. Ever snce she could remember, she had wanted to be a
member of the bronze man's group. But because of the great danger of their work, Doc sddom
permitted Pat to accompany them.

"You don't keep me out of thid" Pet told the dapper lawyer.
Ham looked displeased, but it was no use to argue with agirl as beautiful as Pat.

"This" he murmured softly as he ran into the Hal of Mines, "looks interesting.”

DOC SAVAGE was giving building attendants quiet, but imperetive orders,
"Shoveld Pickd" Doc directed. "They may be trapped benegth the fdlen stone. Get more men!”

A few moments later, when workmen came running with shovels, Doc grabbed one and went to work.
At least twenty men took turns, shoveled as furioudy as they could.

Ham grabbed a shove and joined in.
"What's up, Doc?'

"Long Tom isin there—and the goblin."
"What?"

Doc explained the somewhat unbelievable series of events.



"Say!" Ham said. "It looks like the beginning of a darned queer mygery.”

The dide was dowly cleared away, disclosng benegth it the solid floor of the tunnd. Beyond this cleared
Space was a rectangular opening in the tunnd floor. An opening which should not have been there.
Everyone moved close. It appeared to be a deep pit in the floor.

A search showed no trace of Long Tom or the goblin in the mine. The searchers came back to the pit in
the floor.

The black hole, they could see, was dowly filling up with water that came up from somewhere below.
Along with the rigng water there was the rock and gravel that had, through power of gravity, did down
into the opening. The whole mess was bubbling and gurgling.

It might have been that this shaft had been caved in by the shock of the tunnd roof collapse.
"No humen," Doc said, quietly, "could livein that."

Ham and Pat were slent. As they had worked, the bronze man had briefly explained about what hed
happened a Uppercue's laboratory; of Long Tom's suggestion that they come here to perhaps find the
missing scientist, or Long Tom's strange attacker in the mine shaft.

"Where did Uppercue' s daughter go?' Ham asked.
"No tdling. She smply fled."

"And you have no idea of what is back of this?'
"None" Doc admitted.

At this point, a man came running into the mine tunndl.
"Something else has happened!” the newcomer barked.
mWhat?

"Therés some kind of a creature loose on top of the Motors Building. Thereé's a crowd over there
waiting for it to come down—"

Ham said, "Motors Building?"

"Wes"

Ham looked uncomfortable. "Thismay be my fault. | better investigate.”
“I'll go withyou,” Pat said. "l don’t want to miss anything.”

WHEN Ham and Pat Savage reached the Motors Building, a modernigtic structure that housed every
possible device connected with the automobile indudtry, they saw a daring throng a one end of the
building.

It was night now, and the Fair Grounds were bathed with myriads of brilliantly colored lights. Groups of
buildings each had color schemes of their own, and taken dl together, the yelows, blues, bright greens
and a dozen other shades combined in alighting effect that was breath-taking.



An apdike figure was moving around in a spatlight ray that was directed & a cornice of the Motors
Building.

Pat Savage stared upward.

"Good Heaven!" Pat exclaimed. "That's Monk, not an anima!"

Ham snorted. "No one could ever tdl the difference.”

"Let’'sgo to the roof,” Pat said, "and see what that crazy chemid isdoing.”
"I think 1 know!" Ham muittered under his bresth.

It was ten minutes before they could find their way to the roof-top. The building was deek-sided, and
built like a huge letter T. The section where Monk prowled was near atower a one end of the structure.
There was no way up from the outside.

In the building, Ham caught an elevator and rose to the top floor. From there, he ran up a narrow iron
darway to the penthouse. Hurrying out onto the roof, he was momentarily blinded by the floodlights
which illuminated the building wals from the ground.

Then he saw Monk, who looked like a burly ape dimbing out dong the roof edge to a dim ledge that
was high above the staring crowd below.

Ham ydled, "Come back here, you hary midfit, before you break your neck!"
Monk turned and glared. Ham returned the glare. These two liked nothing better than an argument.

Monk was Lieutenant Colond Andrew Blodgett Mayfar, chemist of Doc’s group. Constructed dmost
as broad as he was tdl, and covered with red hairs that bristled like dyed stedd wool, Monk looked not
unlike a suffed ape out of a musaum jungle exhibit. In strange contrast to his massve body, however,
Monk’s voice was athin squeak.

"Come over here, you shyster," he invited. "There' s something you' re gonna explain!™

The skilled chemig indicated an object out near the edge of the precarious ledge. Cautioudy, Ham
moved over to the roof edge and peered.

"I don't see anything at dl, you flat-head—"

THEN Ham saw what Monk meant. The object was a grotesquely carved gargoyle, one of the
weird-looking figures placed on the upper part of many buildings. In this case, a sculptor had let his
thoughts run rampant in desgning the homdy figure—and, strangdy, the head of the gargoyle had an
uncanny resemblance to Monk’s face.

Ham began laughing.
"A perfect example of prehigtoric workmanship,” he gurgled unkindly. "In fact—"
Monk’s face was red with rage.

"Ligen, you marcdled clotheshorse" he piped. "You had something to do with thig I’'m gonna find the
auy that made this thing and ask him where he got the modd—"



Ham, as a matter of fact, was respongble for the statue resembling Monk. The well-dressed lawyer
laughed until he had to hold his sides.

"S0 you climbed up here to see yoursdf?!

Monk stalked to Ham, made a grab for the dapper lawyer’s hat, and said, "Wait urtil you try to wash the
curly-girly out of your har, shyser!”

Thet slenced Ham.

With a growl of disgust Monk swung and started across the long roof-top.
"Where you going?' Pet cdled.

"Where they fumigate for lawyers,” Monk snapped.

"Wait," Pat said. "Did you know that Professor Uppercue—"

"Let the big clown go!" Ham snapped.

Monk disappeared into the deep gloom toward the center of the wide roof. The building extended for a
length of severd city blocks, and away from the edges where floodlights played ther streamers up from
the ground, the place was in ygian darkness.

Ham, 4ill chuckling to himsdlf, started to leave the roof. Far below on the grounds, he noticed two greeat
creular pools that were part of the decorative scheme, and he stopped to admire the effect of colored
lights upon the water.

Ahead, in the darkness, there was a dill yell.
"Ham!" Come here! There's somethin’—"
Monk’s voice! It suddenly broke off in a choking gasp.

Ham'sfirg thought was thet it was a trick. But no. No, it was no trick. Suddenly worried, Ham Started
running. There had been a note in Monk’s voice tha the lawvyer had never heard before. Terror, he
believed. Utter terror, too.

And the hairy Monk wasn't afraid of Satan himsdif. Y et the tone had digtinctly been of awe—and fear.

Ham banged into an obstruction in the darkness, circled it, then drew up with an open-mouthed gasp.
Jugt ahead, limned on the raised wall dong the roof edge, a figure stood. It was vagudy humen in form,
but of superhuman sze. Ham was too far away to see the Thing's face, but he was aware of its weird,
booming chuckle. That sound was like nothing humean. It was hard to think of it even as a voice.

Ham thought of the goblin as described by those who had seen it.
As he stared in bewilderment, the Thing leaped outward into space.
And it was holding Monk asit |egped.

Chapter V. MAN WITH THE SCAR
DOC SAVAGE had returned to the laboratory of Martin Uppercue. After Ham and Pat Savage had |eft



to invedtigate the trouble on the roof, the bronze man had spent a little time looking for the smdl blond
girl. He had not found her.

Doc had then gone back to his car, near the Hdl of Medicine, and from an equipment case taken a
specid ultraviolet light used to penetrate fog or water. He had used the light on the rectangular pit that
hed been found beneath the mine tunnd heap.

Strangdly, when Doc Savage had left the Hal of Mines, he did not seem gresatly upset about Long Tom's
watery grave demise.

The smdl door at the top of the steps outsde Uppercue's laboratory was locked. Doc had closed it
when they dl had left here alittle while ago.

From his pocket he got a key that would open dmogt any type of lock. A Fair cop, in his natty uniform,
was going by and came up the steps to greet the bronze man.

"l undergtand,” he said, "thet you are Doc Savage. I’ ve been ingtructed to give you any possible aid. Can
| do anything?'

Doc nodded, told the officer that Ham and Pat Savage might be looking for him. They were to be
permitted to enter the |aboratory.

Nether Doc Savage nor the officer had heard about the excitement atop the Motors Building.

The cop sad, "Say, Mr. Savage, there sure is queer things goin' on around here. Like Uppercue's
disappearance. You know, | have a hunch that guy was up to something. I—"

"Has any trace been found of him?" the bronze man Interjected.
"Naw. Say, | hope you can find him, though. They say you're good a suff like that, and—"
"That," Doc finished, "is what we hope to do."

He went ingde, down the steep steps and dong the narrow corridor to the laboratory. The rubber apron,
the empty metd cylinder that the smdl blond girl had carried, were on a workbench where the bronze
men had left them.

He disregarded these now and moved to the table where the modd spherica generator was set up. Doc
Savage seemed especidly interested in the generator.

He noted that it was put together in units that could be quickly dismantled. Soon he had the modd apart
and was busy examining each part. His metdlic features were thoughtful.

Doc Savage had discovered something.

The running feet in the corridor behind him made sharp sounds that knocked about the laboratory walls.
Doc Savage turned to face the girl who came dashing breathlesdy into the room.

It was the nicdy put-together smdl blond girl, and she cried, "May | stay with you?"

Doc Savage sad, "You seem to be a person who changes her mind often. A little while ago you
disappeared. You' ve refused to be at dl hepful.”

"It was the man." Her eyes were big and round.



"Wha man?"'

"The one with the scar. | saw him garing at me over there at the Hal of Mines. That’s why | ducked ouit.
He was fallowing me now when | camethisway. | . .. I'm afrad.”

"It could not have been that—goblin—that scared you?

"I...yes...tha scared me, too. But it was the man with the scar that caused meto flee"
"What isthet ‘goblin’ 7'

Thegir sad nothing.

"You know what it is" Doc said. "That was obvious. Now, what isit?'

"l won't tel you!" the girl said.

Ham and Pat Savage came back then with the news of Monk’s seizure.

PAT SAVAGE'S eyes were bright, and a flush of excitement had climbed into her cheeks.

"Doc," she exclamed, "That . . . that Thing | saw grab Monk was incredible. You should have seen its
sze | was sanding there on the roof when—"

Ham cut in with, "And it jumped right off the roof with Monk gripped in its ams, Doc! | heard Monk
ydl, and tried to reach him—"

"Jumped?’
Doc Savage was at dert attention.

Ohbvioudy the bronze giant was thinking of the height of the Motors Building; that death could be the only
end for anyone legping from its roof.

But Pat quickly put in, "They landed in one of those two big pools beside the building. You know, those
pools around on the Sde. There' salat of shrubbery and gardens surrounding the spot, and by the time |
got there that Thing had disappeared.”

"And Monk?' Doc queried.

"Gone, too," Ham said. He explained. "The spot that Thing jumped from was directly over one of the
pools. By the time | got down there—by the time anyone could get there, both Monk and the Thing
were gone. You could see the wet tracks where the Thing had pulled Monk out of the water.”

For once, the smooth-talking, dapper lavyer was upset. He was deeply worried about Monk. Though
the hairy chemis and Ham liked nothing better than an argument or fight, ether would have gadly
forfeited hislife for the other intime of danger.

Doc Savage was thoughtful for a moment, saying nothing.
Then with a brief, "Wait here" he went out to where he had I€ft the Fair cop at the outer door.

Doc Savage questioned the man about the blond girl arriving here.



"She was followed," the cop said.

"Followed?'

"l saw the mug who wastralin’ her. | started for him. He ran.”
"Can you describe him?*

"W, now"—the officer was thoughtful—"Y es and no. He had some sort of scar on his face. And the
bloke was grinning like he was happy as hdl about something.”

Doc Savage sad, "Thanks™" and went back to the laboratory.
Someone was redly trailing the girl. Doc had thought she was lying about that.

As Doc looked at the girl’ssmdl ovd face, back in Uppercue' s laboratory, he was certain that she was
terrified. It was in her blue eyes. She sat in a char near the workbench, her amdl hands twiging a lace
handkerchief in her 1ap.

Pat Savage moved around to the blond girl’s side, placed an am around her shoulder and said, "'l wish
you would let us hep."

Thegirl began shaking. "Jugt get . . . get me to some place wherel'll be . . . safe. That'sdl you can do."

Doc Savage sad, "WEll take you to a safe place. Ham, escort both girls over to that smdl building near
where my car is parked. They'll be sdfe there.”

Pat would have objected, but Doc got her aside and said, "Gives you a chance to question her."
Pat was satisfied.

Later, Doc said something in an aside to the well-dressed lawyer, and Ham smiled. The place the bronze
men had referred to was a amdl lockup—a jal on the grounds used in case of emergency. Doc Savage
knew that a guard was on constant duty there. Thus the gilswould be safe.

When Ham had gone out with the girls, Doc Savage stepped through the vaultlike door into the large
laboratory, the room with dl the machinery that obvioudy wasin readiness to operate something above.

The bronze man stared upward. Across the room, iron steps like those in a ship’s engine room, led to a
cawalk near the high dome of the room. From there, dill another iron ladder led to an opening in the
caling, a trapdoor of some sort.

Power lines, cables, different kinds of wiring aso led up to somewhere above. Doc decided that he
would later go up and investigete.

The tdl dark man who stepped out from behind the vaultlike door Doc had just cleared, said quigly,
"Maybe you better stay right here, mider.”

There was alot of gunin the man'sfig.

DOC SAVAGE' Sright hand wasin his coat pocket. He didn’t move, but looked quielly at the tdl young
mean who moved around to a position in front of him.



About thirty would catch his age, and he had pleasant brown eyes, darker brown hair, and was wearing
pin-striped trousers and a dark, semiforma coat. He reminded one of the dert young men who were
members of the diplomatic service in Washington. An embassy attaché.

He looked nothing like a gunman; yet the heavy automatic in his hand was steady on Doc's chest, and the
young man's face was quite grim.

The dranger said, "You aren’'t fooling me. What's the idea of sending that nice kid to jail? | heard what
you said—and don't act like a toad, ether!”

Thislast was an exasperated command when the stranger saw what Doc was doing.

The bronze man had taken a deep bregath, like a person who is going to be obstinate. Doc was holding
his breath and moving dowly back from the black hole of the gun barrel.

The tdl men stepped forward, his face flushed with anger as he glared a Doc Savage. "See here" he
shouted, "you ether start talking or this gun starts blasting!”

Ordinarily, the bronze man would have been weering a bulletproof vest. He had Ieft it off because of the
operation he had been asked to perform this afternoon. If that gun went off, nothing would stop the heavy

dugs
And the young man holding it looked mad enough to fire a any second.

Doc had been holding his bregth for fully two minutes. He had backed away from the spot where he firs
stood.

The brown-eyed man reached that spot now, choked, started to yank a his collar, and suddenly
collapsed. His fingers went dack around the gun buit.

Doc Savage caught the man as he fdl, picked up the gun, dropped it into his pocket and, lifting the tal
men eesly into his arms, hurried him out of the room. On the way out, the bronze man reached back with
one hand to close the heavy vault door behind him.

Then Doc let out his breath.
He propped the man in a chair and in afew moments the brown eyes opened.

"l—ugh— Say, what the—" the man started to bluster. He dimbed to his feet, svung a geaming right fist
a the bronze man's head.

Doc Savage, in a swift movement, caught that fig in his right hand and the young men stopped in his
forward plunge as though he had run into a brick wall. His eyes looked startled.

Doc sad quietly, "Now let’s be sensble? That harmless gas has made you light-headed. 1t will passin a

WHILE the bronze man's hand had been in hisright pocket, he had broken asmdl bulb that contained a
quick-acting anaesthetic gas. Doc had held his breath, thus inhding none of the colorless, odorless gas.
The effectiveness of the gas wore off in a few moments. But as a matter of precaution, Doc Savage had
closed the door behind him.

Doc explained about Professor Uppercue; about how he had placed the blond girl with his cousin Pat in



aplace where they would be safe for the moment. He asked:
"You were upset about Uppercue' s daughter, weren't you?"
The young man'’s face had flushed when he learned that the speaker was Doc Savage. He talked.

He was Adam Ash, a public rdations consul a the World's Fair. His job was that of diplomat dedling
with various representatives of foreign powers with buildings at the Fair. Doc was impressed by Adam
Ad's background, histraining.

He queried, "Then thisgirl is Uppercue' s daughter? What is she afraid of ?*

Adam Adh's brown eyes looked worried. "Uppercue was readying some great experiment,” he said.
"Publiaty on the thing was being kept from the newspapers until everything was al set.”

"What kind of an experiment?'
" don’'t know. But something terrific.”

"There is some connection between Uppercue's disappearance and this so-caled goblin that has been
seen, and has saized two of my men. Any idea what the connection might be?"

"No."

The bronze man did not comment further. Often when Doc Savage did not wish to explain an idea that
was shaping up in hismind, he maintained slence.

Unexpectedly, he asked, "Who has charge of the attendance records here at the Fair?"
Ash mentioned an officid’s name, told where he could be located.

Seaing that Adam Ash—who was gpparently quite fond of Uppercue's daughter, Kay—was willing to
help, the bronze man suggested that he go over and see that the girls were dl right. Ash agreed, and then
departed.

Doc Savage went to the Adminidration Building, learned from the gate-keeper about the actud figures
on the attendance record shests.

The masses of figures did not interet Doc Savage, but what did paticulaly interest him was the
two-less-went-out-than-came-in angle.

"Oh, we noticed that," they told him. "But one of the machines mugt have made a mistake."

As Doc left the officd’s office, he paused in the open doorway a moment as the gatekeeper agan
repeated the information. The bronze man’s eyes were thoughtful, and he did not see the figure of a man
lukinginan L of the corridor.

Doc was thinking as he Ieft the building and walked through a darkened area where cars were parked.
The bronze man didiked publicity, and he was taking a route that was away from the wide, wdl-lighted
mdls

Agan he did not see the man who was fdlowing him, the corridor lurker—an individua with a peculiar
scar on hisface,



Chapter VI. THE THING CHUCKLES

DOC SAVAGE'S route took him back toward the Court of Communications. This consisted of the
broad twin mals that paralleled a landscaped green built between. Evening World's Fair vidtors jammed
the walks now and it was impossible for the bronze man to avoid the crowds at this point.

Ye there was little posshility of recognition, for everyone was dazzled by the splendor of the long,
varicolor-lighted promenade walk. There were too many things for people to are at.

The crowd was unusudly close-packed down near the huge Perisphere. The great white-covered bdl
looked like a giant round egg in the powerful floodlights.

Someone tugged at the bronze man's arm as he quietly made hisway through the crush of human beings.
Doc turned.

And jus as he did so, Doc Savage fdt another jerk at his coat deeve, near the shoulder.
But it was no one trying to gain his atention.

Instead, Doc Savage had a brief glimpse of a man whirling away from him, of a face that seemed to be
drawn into a hell-let’ s-have-some-fun sort of grin and beaded eyes that were as cold as death. The man
elbowed hisway swiftly through the crowd.

Doc Savage saw his own torn coat deeve, and something else.

The object was along, nicke-plated insrument that was in the man’s hand; it gleamed for a brief second
inthe light. Then the man had ducked through the crowd.

The bronze man did not have to examine his torn coat to know what that tug had meant. The grinning
men with the scar near his mouth had tried to jab him with some sort of hypodermic needle.

Doc took out after him.

Thiswasn't too difficult, for even on the jammed walks, the man’s high slk hat bobbed up above heads
frequently. The assailant’s dtire was hardly in keeping with the hard, icy stare in his piglike eyes. For,
wearing "tals’ and the high slk hat, he appeared, at a brief glance, like one of the many vidting foreign
diplomatd

THE chase continued across the wide mdl, through the throngs and to a bypath that wound beneath thick
foliage near bordering trees. It was not the sort of chase that draws attention, for there were too many
people to make running possible.

It was redly a case of quick footwork in dipping in and out of holes in the jam of people. The man with
the grinning face proved to be quite adept at moving swiftly without drawing any attention.

But when he got away from the walks and beneath the endhrouding trees, he got his legs pumping and
looked like an open-field runner going places.

Doc Savage ran just as swiftly, but with no gpparent effort.

Doc knew that the running man mugt have trailed him from the Adminigtration Building. For some reason,
the stranger had followed him there, must have overheard the questions Doc had asked of the



gatekeeper.

The chase was leading toward the spot where Doc's big sedan was parked near the Hal of Medicine.
The man in the dlk hat reached another crowded mdl again—one of the streets that led toward the
Theme Center like the spoke of a whed—dowed his steps, got into the crowd and disappeared
momentarily.

But his high hat bobbed up again over near the long ydlow-waled building; he cut around toward the
rear.

Doc decided thet this had lasted long enough and quickened his stride. Obvioudy, the stranger ahead
could answer important questions. He was involved in this mystery somehow; otherwise, why the attack?

Beneeth the bronze man's coat was one of the specid machine pistols that he had picked up when he
went back to his car. Like an overgzed automatic, the pistol could fire the "mercy” bullets that Doc’s ads
used. The bullets could bring down a crook, make him unconscious without doing any specific harm.

But there was a posshility of the bullets travding beyond the darkened parking space back here and
griking one of the Fair vigtors. Doc Savage figured it would be just as easy to catch the man by hand.

They were now running close to the high wals behind the Hall of Medicine. It was dark back here, after
the brilliant lights of the mdl behind. But in the gloom, the bronze man’'s unusua gold eyes held to the
dreeking figure ahead.

Doc Savage closed in. In three more gtrides he would be &ble to bring the stranger down in a flying
tackle. The bronze man's powerful legs started to close that gap—

And a man who came out of the rear exit of the Hdl of Medicine a that moment opened the door
outward right in Doc Savage' s path.

THE heavy door was ripped hdf from its hinges as the bronze giant's form plowed into it. Doc went
down.

He was on his feet in a fraction of a second. Doc Savage' s quick mind had prepared his trained body for
that crash in the heartbeat of time before he had hit the opening door. Muscles had set for the impact. He
was unhurt.

But the tal man who gasped with dismay, and who moved forward quickly to ad Doc Savage, said, "l
say, but I'm sorry! Da. | had no idea anyone was so near this door—"

And then he paused, peered a the bronze man's face and exdamed, "Doc Savage! What—what's
wrong? May | hep?'

It was good-looking Dr. Alexis Mandroff, the personable young doctor who had assisted Doc Savage in
the brain operation this very afternoon.

It was not necessary for Doc to explain. Ahead, the running man had skidded to a hdt in the gravd. His
path had taken him toward the huge Perisphere, and he perhaps surmised that there he might be trapped.
It would be difficult to circle the mammoath globe with its throng-packed walks.

The grinning man cut across the parking lot, ducked behind aline of machines on the far sde of the yard.
He was out of sght, but there was the sound of his feet kicking up cinders.



Doc Savage sad, "I'm trying to catch him."

Doctor Mandroff, hatless, his straw-blond har rumpling as he dropped his black medicd bag and started
running, yelled, "Come on, then! Between us, well fool hm!™

He went to the Ieft; while the bronze man cut off to the right of their trapped mouse. The vicim was
somewhere behind the parked machines.

But fifteen minutes later, it was tdl Dr. Mandroff who panted, "I guess we ve log him. Da?"
"Yes" Doc agreed.
They went back to the bronze man’s car.

Doc Savage unlocked the door, leaned ingde the car and turned on a switch on his short-wave radio. He
waited a moment until the set warmed up, then said quietly, "Ham, you might come over to the Hdl of
Medicine. Bring the man named Adam Ash who was sent to meet you."

Dr. Mandroff, leening over to stare a the radio ingde the bronze giant's sedan sad "How in the
world—" His gray eyes were wide.

"Tha," Doc said, "is quite a Smple device. My men dl carry smdl, portable earphones with them. We
use a pecid wave length and Ham is expecting to hear from me. Y ou know him, | believe.

Dr. Mandroff nodded, suggested that they wait indde in his office, which he had just I€ft.

Mandroff again made apologies for opening the door so quickly in the bronze man's path. "I'm so sorry,
but it was an accident that could not be helped,” he said miserably.

Insde the building, Mandroff moved on ahead, and flicked on a light in a modernidticaly furnished office
that was more of a consultation room than anything else. An open doorway on the far side of the room
showed a more practica, white case-lined office beyond.

A few moments later cane-swinging Ham arrived with Adam Ash. It seemed that Ash was dready
acquainted with Dr. Mandroff.

It was Adam Ash who sad: "l think this is entirdy concerned with his mygerious experiment that
Uppercue planned. The thing he was keeping secret.”

THEY were dl seated in Mandroff’ s consultation room.

Ham, the smooth-talking lawyer, put in, "But | saw the Thing—this—whatever it was. | saw it grab
Monk and legp from the Motors Building!" Ham's grip was white-knuckled on the handle of his
innocent-looking cane—it was redly a sword cane.

The lawyer’s voice lowered and trembled dightly. "And it got Long Tom, another of our associates.”

"How do you account for the seizure of Monk and Long Tom?' Dr. Mandroff asked curioudy. "What
was the motive?'

"They were investigating Professor Uppercu€e' s disappearance. Somebody didn’t want that."
"Thet might be," Dr. Mandroff said thoughtfully.



Doc sad, "Two other persons have disappeared on these Fair Grounds, too.”

"Who?'

"Asyet unidentified. Attendance records merdly show two persons came in and didn’t leave.”
"That," Dr. Mandroff said gravely, "is mygerious”

"Apparently as important as the disappearance of Professor Uppercue, do."

e

"An attempt was made to kill me after | found out that two of the crowd apparently had never Ieft the
Far Grounds."

Ham thought about it for a moment, then rubbed his forehead in an exasperated way.
"Thegirls are safe, anyway," he said.
"You're sure?' Doc sad grimly.

The well-dressed lawvyer nodded. "Safe in the Fair jail, with a guard outside the door. Pet is fit to be
tied."

Doc Savage looked a Adam Ash. "You look as if something was on your mind.”
The pleasant-faced public rdaions consul nodded.

"l just thought of something that might be important.”

"Let ushaveit."

"It srikes me that part of this mystery has to do with a specid meta cylinder that Professor Uppercue
was dways closgly guarding. In it, he had something that he once told me meant the success or failure of
an experiment greater than any known invention.”

Doc mentioned the cylinder he had opened in Uppercu€e' s laboratory, the tube he had found empty.

"If it was empty, that wasn't the one" Adam Ash said. "He had severa other fake ones in case someone
tried to stedl the redl cylinder. Precaution, | guess. He was amost nuts about the whole business”

For severd moments, everyone in the room was slent. Through the open windows came the constant
soft hum of voices of thousands of people on the Fair Grounds. Each man was thinking to himsdf that
any one of those innocent persons might be seized by the weird creature that was the goblin.

It was diffly quiet ingde the room, until Ham said, "Doc, | cdled the headquarters of the Fair police. Told
them to tdl any excited vigtors that the legp of Monk and that—that Thing from the Motors Building
roof was a publicity sunt or something. Otherwise, there might be a panic.”

Doc nodded. "That was an excelent idea,” he said.
The bronze man stood up, indicating that the talk was finished.

From outside, on the warm night air, came a sound that held every other occupant of the room rigid. A
sound like nothing humen.



It was a guitura chuckling, and the volume of the sound was enough to vibrate through the whole room.
Ham ydled, "Tha—that— It's the same sound | heard that goblin of a Thing make!"

Chapter VII. MONK’'SMEMORY IMPROVES

OUTSIDE, they found no one. Whatever strange being had been out in the darkness behind the building,
hed disappeared as easly asits weird throat sound had come through the window.

Ham said, "It might have been atrick.”
"Trick?'
"To get usdl steamed up on the mysterious mongter theory."

Doc Savage did not comment. The bronze man removed some gadgets from specid compartments built
into the ingde of his big sedan, and these he tucked away in a vest he wore benesth his coat. He aso
thought it wise to put on one of his bulletproof vests.

Ham asked one more question.
"Doc—about Long Tom? Is he redly—"
The lawyer couldn’t get the word out. He had been going to say "dead.”

But Doc Savage shook his head. He told about the trouble a the mine exhibit. "We examined that pit
beneath the mine cave-in. There was water and fdlen earth. But no sgn of Long Tom."

"Then how in the devil—" Ham Started to ask.
"Perhaps we' |l have that answer shortly,” Doc finished and eft.

A few moments later the bronze man was passing over the Bridge of Whedls, a futuridic structure that
crossed a busy Long Idand parkway separating part of the World's Fair Grounds from the centra
portion where the Theme Center was located.

Over here was the Motors Building and the two big pools into one of which the Thing had plunged with
Monk inits huge arms.

The pools were surrounded by landscaped gardens, and what Doc Savage next did was unobserved. He
took from his specid vest a queer-looking object. It looked like an old-fashioned lantern.

Then he carefully circled one of the pools.

The water marks that the Thing had left when it dragged Monk from a pool had disappeared now, yet in
afew moments the bronze man had picked up the trail. The lantern device Doc carried employed an
ultraviolet light, but it would have been usdess for traling purposes, except for one thing—the chemicds
which Monk aways carried about his person.

If Monk was conscious, it was a good bet that he had managed to open one of these bottles of chemicas
and pour the contents on his captor, where the chemicd would mingle with water that dripped—and
leave atrail.



Sure enough, there were footprints which fluoresced—glowed as do aspirin and vasdine and other
substances—when exposed to an ultraviolet light.

The prints of huge feet glowed with an uncanny luminance a the pool edge. They led off across a sweep
of green lawn, cut behind Fair buildings and down a long dope toward an atificid lake that had been
epecidly constructed at the Fair.

The lake looked like any red lake, and was over amilein length.

The tracks swerved away from the lake and avoided any buildings. Doc Savage findly found himsdf in a
fidd that was a |eftover part of the vast Hushing Meadows, on which the World' s Fair had been erected.

Thebig prints ended at an iron manhole cover in the center of the fied.

The ultraviolet lantern showed something else now. Hand prints on the manhole cover. Big prints that no
ordinary man could make. They were smudged, usdess as a clue—but Doc Savage redized that the
cresture must have gone below ground here.

The bronze man lifted the heavy iron cover—it was dl of four feet in diameter and two inches
thick—raised it as eadily as though it were a pot lid.

Insde, an iron ladder led downward into a damp-amelling cavern. Heat, a Seaming odor floated up and
sruck Doc Savage' s metdlic features.

The place was obvioudy an opening to the underground pipe lines that carried steam from a centrd
hedting plant to the various Fair buildings. Electrica conduits were probably under here aso, since there
was no wiring visble anywhere about the modern grounds.

Deep down in the black pit a squeaky voice grumbled, "Goshamighty! How am | gonna get outta this
danged Turkish bath?"

IT was Monk.

Doc Savage removed a powerful flaghlight from his pocket and went down the iron ladder swiftly. The
ladder ended in asmdl circular room whose wadls were a maze of vaves and skinny and fa pipes. The
pipes were insulated, but ill the thick, choking heat caused by steam made the place like an oven.

Monk was banging his hairy bulk about the place, trying to find away out. The gpelike chemid looked as
though he had tangled with a dozen wild cats.

"Doc!" Monk squealed delightedly. "Blazed | thought | was a gonner sure! | been tryin' to get outta this
damned place for hdf an hour!"

Monk’s little eyes were red and inflamed in his homdy face. He squinted a Doc Savage through the
glare of the flaghlight ray. He asked serioudy, "Look, Doc, thisan't one of them short-cuts to hdl, isit?'

The bronze man's eyes looked dightly worried at the Sght of Monk’ s condition.

Clothes had been hdf torn from the harry chemis’s powerful torso. He was bruised and scratched.
Monk liked nathing better than a good fight, but this time it looked as though he had been set upon by
half a dozen thugs.

Fghting his way blindly through the underground pipe lines with their intense, choking heet, it was quite



obvious that Monk was amost done for.
Doc sad, "We d better get out of here.”

He gave the chemigt a boost up the ladder, and a moment later they were out in the fresh night ar again.
In the distance, the pink-red glow of the many Fair buildings made the heavens bright as day.

Monk straightened out rapidly. The fresh ar soon cleared his fogged brain, and Doc Savage had made
hisad take a specid capsule that quickly brought back renewed strength, after which Monk seemed dll
right.

Briefly, he told the bronze man what had happened.

"Doc!" the burly chemist piped. "You oughta see that Thing! It's at least eight feet tal and strong as a
bull. We landed in that danged pool and | tried to drown the Thing, but it rapped me over the head and |
woke up down there some place.”

Monk indicated the manhole which Doc now had covered again.

"Doesit have red har?' Doc Savage asked quietly.

Monk amost jumped. "Then, you . . . you've seen it, too?'

Doc Savage shook his head.

He said, "But we found some of the hairs mixed with bloodstains in Uppercu€e' s |aboratory.”

"Uppercue!” Monk got the name out in a surprised squeak. "You mean, it . . . tha Thing has
Uppercue?'

"And Long Tom," the bronze man added.

The broad-bodied chemist was suddenly trembling with fury. "Doc,” he exclaimed, "theré's somethin’ |
should remember! | got a hazy recollection of comin’ to for a couple moments down there."

To hep him, Doc Savage said, "The Thing had red hair, and was over eight feet high. What ese?"

"It'sgot the funniest face, Doc. Like a guy who can't think. The eyes look right through you, as though
they don't even see you."

Monk shuddered. "And it's dressed in some kind of a chesp gray suit likea. . . well, like a convict.”
"And the features?' the bronze man prodded.
Both men were waking back toward the Fair buildings now.

Monk’s forehead wrinkled as he tried to remember through the nightmare. "Well, Doc, you just can't
describe them. They . . . they're blank, is dl. And there's something ese. It seems there should be
somethin’ | should remember. 1—"

Monk’s words trailed off, as though he were dipping back into the fog again.
"Yes?' Doc prompted.

Suddenly the hary chemigt gave a whoop and started jumping up and down.



"Doc, we ve got to hurry!™ he piped.
"Hurry?'
Monk looked as though he had swallowed a grapefruit whole. Startled.

"I remember a little now,"” Monk raced on. "Someone was taking to this Thing—this what-you-call-it.
Y ou know, like a person trying to tdl a dog to do something. He was saying it over and over, and—"

"Saying what?' Doc Savage prodded patiently.

"It was something about that Thing was to go and kidnap the two girls!”

THE point a which Doc Savage had located Monk was a good two miles from where the bronze man
hed left his car. But Doc and his assstant had now reached one of the express highways that circled the
World's Fair Grounds.

These roads were dso used by the specid Fair police in patrolling the various routes that skirted the
fringe of the many buildings and smdler crossroads.

Doc hailed a cruigng radio car, spoke to the man in trooper’s uniform at the whedl. The driver was one
of the regular Fair police.

The bronze man identified himsdlf, then asked, "Is this a two-way radio, officer?' Doc indicated a box
beneeth the dashboard and a microphone hanging from a hook nearby.

The man in the patrol car nodded. The car was painted the color of an amy car, and the top was
lowered.

Doc asked, "Then cdl your headquarters and have someone find out if the two girls who were left
guarded in that amdl holdover tank are dl right."

While the officer contacted his dispatcher, Doc Savage explained to Monk about Pat Savage and the
blond girl.

In a moment the loud-speaker in the police car crackled, and then avoice said, "Car 15 . . . Calling car
15. .. We've phoned the officer on guard at the place you mentioned and he informs us that the
two young ladies are O. K. That is all—"

Monk let out his breath.
"Whew!" he sghed. "If anything ever happened to Pat—"

His tone said that Pat Savage was just about the grandest gifl living. Monk liked dl the girls, but the
bronze man's cousin rated far above anyone the homdy chemist had ever met.

The police car had been cruisgng the Fair hignway while the cal had been made to headquarters. Doc
thanked the officer, directed, "Drop us here.”

The spot a which they left the patrol car was not far from where Doc’s own sedan was parked. It was
not very late in the evening, and there were 4ill throngs of Fair vigtors on the grounds. Cars were not
permitted to use the roads ingde, in the more congested part of the Fair, while so many people were
everywhere.



Avoiding the main thoroughfares, Doc again questioned Monk as they headed toward the medica
building parking lot. Doc Savage had told Monk about leaving Ham there with good-looking Adam Ash
and Dr. Mandroff.

"Try to remember something else about that place where the Thing took you," the bronze men
suggested.

Monk’s scarred face was thoughtful. "I’ ve tried to, Doc," he said gpologeticdly, "but | only came to for a
few seconds and everything was blurry. But I'm gonna find my way back to that damned steam-hole
a,]l_ll

"You didn't see the speaker—the one who gave the Thing the orders?" the bronze man prodded.

"No," Monk stated in his squeaky voice. "It was dark down there, and the place they dumped me must
have been off from some kind of larger room. | just heard the voice—"

Monk stopped in his ralling stride. His massve arms, which trailed to his knees a times, came up to
dutch the bronze man’s own. His face was worried again.

"Doc!" Monk exdlaimed. "Thet voicel"
"What voice?'

"The dispatcher’s voice just now on the police short wave. The guy that said Pat and that other dame
was O. K. It—"

"Wdl?'

"Blazed" Monk squealed in his childlike tone. "It just came to me. It sounded like the voice that told that
goblin—or whatever it is—to grab the girld"

Doc Savage had continued forward swiftly a Monk’s gartling announcement. They had been close to
Doc’'s big car. In a moment, the bronze man was working with the short-wave radio, a two-way set
itsdf. He got the wave length of the Fair police.

"Hdlo?' the bronze man said.
An excited voice replied. "Hello? Who is it?"
Doc Savage identified himsdf.

And the voice—a different one than they had heard over the police car radio—sad breathlesdy,
"There's been trouble over here, Mr. Savage. We found our regular dispatcher knocked out a few
moments ago! Heis still unconscious and we can't learn what the trouble was—"'

Doc interrupted with, "Can you contact the smdl jal where the two girls are being guarded?’

The voice answered: "Just a moment. We have an intercommunications system here. I'll get the
guard—"

The radio in Doc Savage's car hummed for a fev moments. Then the voice came back, and it was
excited.

"We can't get any reply from that place!™
the police dispatcher said.



Chapter VIII. LONESOME

WHEN Doc Savage had left his very attractive coudn, Pat, dong with the equaly as pretty blond-haired
girl, Kay Uppercue, Pat had at first been furious.

She had figured that for a least oncein her life, she was going to be right in the midst of trouble.
But the bronze man had decided differently.

Pat Savage, her unusud gold eyes flaming, had sat diffly on the edge of an iron cot within the sngle cell
and glared. After awhile she became aware of the tenseness of the dender, blue-eyed girl beside her.

Pet’ s inquisitive nature got to work.

"You are Kay Uppercue, aren’'t you?' Doc's attractive cousn asked.

Theamdl girl seated so rigidly beside Pat Savage nodded. She looked too frightened to do otherwise.
"Yes" she sad tremuloudly.

"Then why not tdl me what thisisdl aout?' Pat suggested.

"I...thatis...a+—"thegil sammered. Pat’s aam went around the smdl blond girl’s shoulders.
"Please let me hdp,” Pat offered.

Thegirl looked up a Pat Savage, a the frankness in lovely eyes that were like Doc Savage's own. She
murmured, "1 redly ought to. But | . . . I'm terrified! If that . . . that Thing ever catches me—"

Pat indicated the heavy bars of their solitary cell. She pointed to the policeman who was on guard in the
doorway of the smdl building. The cop was working on his teeth with a toothpick.

"Doc Savage cartanly couldn't have left usin a safer place” Pat said cheerfully.
"Wdl, maybe I' d better tdl you,"” Kay Uppercue findly admitted with asgh.

But just then they were interrupted by the arrival of someone a the outer door, where the guard was
seated.

The man who stepped indde the amdl jal room just outsde the girls cdl door, looked like someone of
importance. Pat could not get a good look &t the arrivd, for his back was partly toward them as he
talked to the guard.

But she heard the man say, "It ees quite important, monsieur. Le Docteur Savage has send these
message to his cousin. It ees ver-ry important, non!"

The broad-faced guard looked quizzicd for a moment, cocking an eye at the man who was taking to
him. Then he shrugged. Perhaps he was afraid to offend this messenger from Doc Savage, who wore a
high glk hat and talls. These Frenchmen were pretty touchy, the guard knew.

He shuffled across the room, unlocked the heavy iron-barred door that protected Pat and the blond girl,
and sad, "O. K., miger. Tak to ‘em. But make it snappy.”

The guard started to go back to his post.



The vigting "diplomat” pulled a long-barreled gun from beneath his coat, stuck it againg the guard's
back, and snarled, "O. K., copper, push your face ingde this cage and don't try trickd™

The long gun dug into the guard's back. The cop raised his hands. As he moved past the gunman, the
dranger quickly lifted the guard’s service gun from a hip pocket. Then he brought his own gun barre
down on the policeman’s skull.

The guard tumbled face-firg into the smdl cdl.
Kay Uppercue legped to her feet and started to scream.
But Pat Savage put in swiftly, "Stop it! | don’t think this guy isfooling!"

For Pat had seen the odd look on the arrivd’ s peculiar face. There was an old scar near the mouth, and
it twisted the whole face out of shape, so that the gunman seemed to be grinning happily about something.
But the amdl, fidy eyes were as cold as death itsdf.

Over his shoulder, the gunmen cdled, "All right, you guys—come and get ‘em!™ The grinning-faced man
then took an apple from his pocket, polished it on his deeve, and cdmly took a bite,

Sx more "diplomats' jumped into the cdl room from just outsde the doorway. Like ther leader, they
were arrayed intails and high glk hats. They could have been eadly mistakenin a crowd for a committee
of vigting representatives of aforeign power.

Close to, they had faces that would have terrified babies.

The men grabbed Pat Savage and the girl with her, quickly placed gags in the girls mouths, and pushed
them ungently toward the door. One thug asked, "Take them to the regular place, Lonesome?”

"Yegh," sad the leader, pausng a moment in his gpple chewing, and the girls were bundled into a car
parked just around the corner of the building.

Lonesome followed, after locking the cell door on the unconscious guard.

Lonesome was the leader whose twisted mouth made him appear like he was tickled pink about
something. But there was nothing cheerful about his harsh voice.

"This" he sad flaly, "will sure get Doc Savage's goat.”

He took another bite of the apple.

THE bronze man and Monk were dill sanding near Doc’'s short-wave car radio when the police
emergency dispatcher made his gartling announcement.

The apelike chemig got excited. "I'm goin’ over there, Doc!" he ydled in his squeaky voice. "Maybe that
dame has played atrick on Pai—"

"Wait!" the bronze man said swiftly.
There was a buzzing in the loudspeaker; the police announcer’ s voice came on the ar again.

"Mr. Savage,"
the voice said, "we have the intercommunications system switched onto that jail lockup. We should



have the guard in a moment . . . We're sending a man over there to investigate—"

Jugt then another sound faded in behind the announcer’s voice. Doc Savage surmised that it was coming
from the communications speaker, mogt likely on the dispatcher’s desk.

The sound was Kay Uppercue's screams as the gpple-eating kidnap leader named Lonesome knocked
out the guard.

The announcer’ s voice got excited as he started to repeat the information for the bronze man's benefit.
But Doc had heard enough. He flicked off the radio in his sedan. Voices spoke excitedly behind him.

Ham and young Adam Ash had returned, and both had heard the gartling news. Monk was dmost going
crazy.

He legped at the fastidioudy-dressed lawyer and squeded. "You blasted shyster! Doc says you were
gonna watch the girls. | ought to bounce you so hard on that thing you call a head that it'll take—"

Well-dressed Ham drew himsdf up iffly. His eyes gleamed.

"Liden, you hairy gossoon,” he snapped. "If it hadn’'t been for you going native and garting to dimb on
roofs, we wouldn't have had this trouble. Doc should be looking for Uppercue and Long Tom, but he
had to get you out of ajam fird. Furthermore—"

The battle got off to a nice Sart.
Quietly, Doc Savage said, "Perhapsit would be a good ideaif you tried to find the girls”
That settled that.

Ham and Monk took out in a hurry in the direction of the building where the girls had been left under
guard.

Doc darted to turn toward Adam Ash, and he saw then that the brown-eyed tdl man’'s eyes were
blazing.

Adam Ash said iffly, "I don't like to be hasty, Mr. Savage, but | must say I'm disappointed in you. You
sad the girls would be dl right. And now"—the young public relations consul’s usudly pleasant voice
rose drilly—"wdl, | think I’d better handle thisin my own way!"

Adam Ash stalked off furiously.

For along moment the bronze man merdly stood and watched Adam Ash disappear in the gloom behind
the Hal of Medicine. Doc’s metdlic features were thoughtful.

Something in Adam Adh's words had not rung quite true.

Doc Savage decided to follow Ash, for he wondered if the dark-haired young man's fedings for
Uppercue' s pretty daughter were as sincere as Ash had pretended.

IT was getting late now, and the extensve World's Fair Grounds were practicaly empty of weary
vigtors. Digplay floodlights had been switched off. Many of the brightly-painted exhibit buildings were
darkened. The glamour, the thousand-and-one sghts that hed a daring vidtor's atention, were now
oloomy-looking structures in the quiet night.



Across the sweeping Hushing Meadows, a chill, dank mis was ralling in from nearby Long Idand
Sound.

Curioudy, Adam AdT's steps took him in a direction away from those of Doc Savage's wrangling aids.
Adsh seemed to be headed for the Lagoon of Nations, the entrance point to building colonies of foreign
countries. It was like being carried on a magic carpet to far-off lands.

Doc Savage found himsdf traling dong a narrow, cobbled dreet in the French Quarter. Building
doorways were dark now; the vague form of Adam Ash, some distance ahead, was like that of a Dr.
Jekyll gaking the Paris underworld.

Adam Ash made no stops. He seemed to have a definite god in view. He left the French quarter,
crossed a white bridge that led across a creek into the more sedate section that was Great Britan's
exhibit.

The bronze man's steps were soundless as he followed. He was fairly close behind Adam Ash, yet s0
quiely could Doc Savage move his powerful form, that not the barest foot scuff could be heard.

Ash swung around a corner and disappeared.

Doc Savage moved slently up to the building corner and stood ligening. His trained ears told him that
Adam Ash had paused.

Then there was a new sound: the dick of a car door being unlocked and opened. A moment later a car
motor sputtered into life, gears clashed and Adam Ash took off as though the devil himsdf were after
him.

Hearing the motor, the bronze man had leaped slently forward, planning to swing onto a rear bumper of
Adam Adh's car. But the young man's actions had been too surprising. The car got awvay before Doc
reached the spot where it had been parked.

The public relations consul’s car reached one of the express highways that circled the Fair Grounds, and
Doc Savage knew that there was no exit from that highway until one reached the far Sde of the Fair.

Behind Doc, some place, another car was moving in the quiet night.

Doc hastened back to the corner intime to see one of the World's Fair police prowl cars cruisng toward
him. An officer in the regulation trooperlike uniform was a the whed.

The car was the open modd, two-seated type of khaki color.

The bronze man halled the driver, identified himsdf and indicated Adam Adh's coupé in the distance.
Doc sad, "If you go straight back this road, we can intercept that other car hdfway around the bordering
highway. Hurry."

Doc Savage dimbed in the front seat, the driver got the car in gear again and dmost pulled the whedls off
getting away from there like mad.

Doc looked suddenly cautious. "Thisis the wrong way—"he started to protest.

The man beside him raised his right hand higher, to show the gun in his steedy fid, and said, "But this
roscoe shoots one way, bronze guy!"

Two heads rose up from the rear compartment—the men had obvioudy been hunkered down there out



of Sght—and one of the two snarled, "These gats work the same way, too, friend!"

His gunmen partner chuckled. "Now we re gonnalearn about that metd cylinder!”

Chapter IX. CURTAIN CALL

MONK and Ham were standing outside the smdl lockup where the girls had been kidnaped. Other
police officers had arrived now, and were indde questioning the dazed guard. Doc Savage's two ads
had remained long enough to hear a vague description of the crook leader with the grinning face. Then
they had hurried out.

Monk’s keg-sized arms hung dejectedly a his Sdes. Hisllittle eyesin their pits of gristle were dulll.

The hairy chemigt looked at waspish Ham and said, "The only reason | don’t tear you apart for letting this
happen, is on account of the testimonid.”

"The tesimonia?'
The quick-thinking lawyer was wary.

"Yep. I've sent atesimonid to the company that makes that marce machine, sayin' how wel you liked
your permanent. They might want a picture of you!"

Ham snorted, and his figs knotted.

The astute lawyer had a thick shock of dark har, and was proud of it—but furious a the very pretty
wave that wasin that hair now.

"You hary oaf!" he said. He looked at Monk’s tattered figure and sniffed. "At least, I'm an attraction to
the ladies. But you look like something out of a logt cvilization!”

The endless bickering that was forever taking place between the two, got under way again.
But the weird sound that came out of the night cut the near-brawl short.

It seemed to come from nearby, and yet the only things in the vidnity of Monk and Ham were the
deserted dtreets that bordered the long, rectangular Adminigration Building, a parking lot that was now
empty of cars, and vacant rest benches that were placed about for weary sghtseers.

The lavyer lowered his sword cane, which had been raised over the hary chemist’s head, and looked
dartled.

"What was that?' he asked cautioudy.
Thenight air was again diffly slent.

But Monk was leaning forward strangdy, his bulletlike head draning outward. "It sounds like—" he
gtarted to say, and then the sound came again.

IT was athroaty chuckling, and it came from a bridge some distance away from them. The bridge was a
wak for vigtors going from the Adminidration Building to the Annex, behind, and it was shaped not



unlike a yacht's deek hull.

The chuckling came from up there on the bridge. It was an uncanny thing, deep, far-reaching. Any other
person would have been frozen in tense horror.

But hairy Monk suddenly let out ahowl and legped forward. "That's it!" he squeded. "What I'm gonna
do to that Thing thistimeistragic!"

It was said that Monk would probably fight a gorilla, given the chance.

But Ham's black, dert eyes had seen the vague figure on the bridge. It was a hulking form that loomed
messvey in the dark night. Forgotten was the argument. Crazy Monk was headed right for destruction,
and it was the lawyer’s job to stop him. For when Death stepped close, Ham would have gladly lad
down hislife to protect the man with whom he argued so frequently.

Cdling, "Wait, you missng link!" Ham took out after his partner.

The Thing on the bridge turned, svung into a long-strided gait and disappeared toward the wide,
darkened Court of Communications. Its chilling throat sound floated back on the damp air.

The chase continued some distance down the wide mdl, and then Monk swerved to the Ieft as the huge
figure ducked beneath shrubs nearby.

By the time Ham came running up, Monk was tearing his way recklessy through thorn bushes and rare,
imported plants.

"Logt it!" he said grimly.
Ham's face was thoughtful.

Then he asked abruptly, "Ligten, where did we leave Habeas and Chemidry this afternoon? We parked
the car some place—"

Monk let out a whoop.

"Blazed" he squedled. "I forgot about poor Habeas. They're locked in our car back at that Cosmetics
Hdl. Say! Maybe Habeas could pick up the—"

"—scent of this—this goblin," Ham finished. "That's why | asked about the pets. Only, that scrawny pig
couldn't smdl its own dinner. | meant Chemigtry!"

Monk scowled.

They hurried back to where ther limousine had been left early this afternoon. The two pets—after Ham
unlocked the car—leaped out in joyful glee a the Sght of thar masters.

Then they backed off suddenly and glared a one another. Like Monk and Ham, the pets, too, enjoyed a
fight.

THE two pets were remarkable-looking creatures. Habeas Corpus, the pig, had long ears like a jackass,
diltlike legs, and a snout made for boring into gopher holes. Chemidtry was a pint-szed modd of an ape
and, drangdy, looked greeily like hary Monk. The pig belonged to Monk; Chemidiry to the dapper
lawyer. Sarcastic remarks by either of Doc Savage' s aids toward the other’ s pet were aufficient to sart a



nd| war.

The pets were quickly separated before a fight started and taken back to where Monk had logt the dim
tral of the man-creature Thing . Surprisngly, both Chemistry and Habeas Corpus picked up the tral
about the same indant.

The pig scrambled off with its long snout to the ground; Chemistry went bouncing dong on hands and
fedt.

The two ads of the bronze man raced after them.

The chase led far across the World's Fair Grounds, back to a spot somewhat near the lake where Doc
Savage had found Monk in the manhole. The pets cut across to a landscaped stretch of gardens that
curved down to a huge, semicircular building.

Ham recognized the Structure as the great Marine Amphithegater, built & one end of the long, atificd
lake. The side of the white building they were gpproaching looked like the high wal of a sadium, and on
the ground levd were entrances leading to the tiers of seats above.

The two pets went scrambling into an open gate, and were heard prancing up steps to balconies
overhead.

Monk and Ham were close behind.

Suddenly, as both aids emerged at the head of along aide that led downward between the tiers of seats,
they saw the pets stopped tensdly some rows ahead.

Monk and Ham were in a bacony high above the lake. Like a playhouse theater built on a mammath
scae, the amphitheater faced a huge, crcular stage, constructed right out in the lake. The a@de at which
they had emerged led downward to shadowy gloom. But the pets were close enough ahead to be seen.
They had not moved.

Chemigiry was chaitering like an excited monkey. The pig snorted.

Monk whispered in his squesky voice, "They've found it, Ham!"

He started down the steps.

"Carefull" Ham warned.

There was afigure down there, vague in the night light. It was seated in a balcony seat close to the aide.
Monk again whispered. "You got a flaghlight, Ham?'

The lawyer nodded.

"Hick it on the minute | get close to that Thing."

Monk kept moving cautioudy forward.

But Ham dipped Monk a mechine pistol. He rapped softly, "Use this, stupid—and if you can’'t stop it,
I’ve got my sword ready."

They stalked forward, sedthily approached the seated figure. Then Monk said, "Now!"



Thelittle, loudly-dressed man who legped to his feet as the light ray hit him, exclamed, "Douse that light
you foold Y ou're going to spoil everything. I’'m tdling you!"

The amdl man was halding binocularsin his hands.

MONK dowly lowered the machine pistol in his hand and stared a what he had expected to be the
terrible Thing.

Hepiped, "l ... ah. .. that is—Goshamighty, who in blazes are you?"
Habeas the pig bristled his back and gawked likewise.

The man they had pounced upon was no tdler than the thickset Monk, and thin. His clothes were so loud
they dmogt shrieked. He had bright, dark eyes, white hair and eyebrows that were black. Gold rings with
large stones flashed on severd of hisfingers.

The gtranger drew himsdf up haughtily and asked, "I don’t believe | know you two, ether, friends. But
never let it he said that Shill Burns was one to be highbrow. You gentlemen are now taking to the one
and only Burns, who knows everybody and has seen everything. Why, like | dways say, gentlemen, like
| dways say—when better dhills are born, Shill Burnswill first have to be consulted. Hal™

The man laughed at his own remark.
Ham sad coally, "He sounds like a Side-show spider—"

"Ah" cut in the flashy little man. "My friend, you have hit on only one of the accomplishments of the greet
Shill Burns. But now | have been cdled to this mammoth, gigantic, stupendous World's Fair as a specid
consultant. Like I'm tdling you, friends, like I'm tdling you. There is nothing—do you hear>—nothing
that the great Shill Burns does not know—"

"Maybe this mug knows about goblins™ Monk said.
At the remark, the voluble little man went tense. His voice dropped to a stage whisper.

"Say!" he said cautioudy. "Y ou gentlemen look somehow familiar! Would it be possible that you are two
of the well-known assistants of the bronze man known as Doc Savage—"

"Thet about hitsit," Ham said.
"Ah"
Little Shill Burns was suddenly passing the binoculars to Ham.

"Then | can help you," he announced with confidence. "Consider it fate that has brought you two friends
to me"

Shill Burns indicated the huge stage out in the lake.
"Look!" he directed.

Ham peered through the binoculars. He saw a dark hole that was the stage proper. It was too dark to
make out anything else.



He passed back the glasses and said frodtily, "I don't see athing.”

Monk took the glasses and squinted his apelike eyes. Habeas and Chemidiry climbed up on the back of
two seats and gawked aso.

"Blazed" Monk gaculated. "What isthis?'
Shill Burns took the glasses from Monk and aso looked.
He announced, "It's gone!”

He swung to look a Ham. "But it's there. It's out there on the big stage. Fate has brought you two
gentlemen to me. Come!™

Hadhy little Shill Burns started down the bacony toward a sairway that led to the |ake edge.
Monk gave the lawyer a 9delong look.

"I can't savvy that mug, Ham. | wonder—"

The two ads of Doc Savage were tralling along.

"He knows something,” said Ham.

"BUE"

"He'sashrewd cuss. Perhaps he can hdp us”

Hary Monk relaxed alittle. "Yep. As much as | hate to admit it, | think you're right. Now maybe welll
find that Uppercue and Long Tom. Daggonit, Ham, this mystery is gettin’ me."

For once, Ham was quiet and thoughtful.
At the lake edge, they dimbed into a rowboat. The pets tumbled in after them.

Shill Burns wrinkled his nose at the sght of Habeas and Chemidry. He started to pick up the oars, but
Monk took the rower’s seat and went to work with bulging muscles.

Once Ham commented, "Those oars bend, usdesd”

But they ssfely reached a landing ladder for the great stage, climbed to the footlights, stared at the
vastness of the structure, and started moving toward the background of scenery.

Monk grumbled, "Dangit! | don’t see no Sgns of anyone, or any goblin—"

Curtains parted backstage and sx men with submachine guns cradled in their aams covered Monk and
the lawyer.

The grinning-faced leader said sadly, "Her€' s one play that closes before the curtain goes up, dopes!”
Then he cadmly went on taking bites at the apple which he held in hisleft hand.

Chapter X. DEATH WITHOUT MUSIC



THE dapper lawyer and Monk were caught off guard.

There had been no one on the stage upon ther arriva. Both aids of Doc Savage had been daring at the
magnitude of this unusud large stage built right out in the lake, and at the looming vastness of the circular
amphithester across the water.

The sx ugly black mouths of the machine-gun barrels took their minds off anything theetrical.
Monk exploded, "Say!"

He then jerked his little head around to ask Shill Burns what this was dl about. "You dang well better
explan this, you double-crosser—" the hary chemig started to exdam. But he stopped, stared.

Shill Burns had vanished.

At some point where the three of them had dimbed up to the stage proper, Monk and Ham in the lead
with the two pets, the overdressed Shill Burns had taken a slent departure.

Ham stared at the menacing gun barrels and commented, "Neat trick, wasn't it?'
Monk grumbled, "Ah!" and started to bellow.

Monk was ready to fight, guns or not. The apelike chemit liked to fight, and when he got into a scrap his
squeaky voice dways changed to abull roar and he howled and bellowed.

He was getting worked up to afight now.
Ham advised quigtly, "Tha won't help any, you dunce. Those gunswill rip you apart.”
But Monk howled, "Dang it—them Tommies are fakes!" and dived forward.

When the Tommy guns did not start their chatter of death, the thinrwaisted lawyer legped forward, too.
The Sx gunmen dropped their weapons, grinned out of evil faces and started dugging at the two Doc
Savage men.

One thug commented, "Hell, a lotta damage these two birds can do againgt Sx!"
The speaker wasin error.

Like a cyclone released without warning, the hairy chemist grabbed two of the men, banged ther tough
heads together three times in quick succession and dropped the dazed figures to the floor. He reached
for two more figures.

Ham had whipped his sword from his black cane handle and was udng it deftly. That sword point
contained a mild anaesthetic drug that, when the point flicked an opponent’s body, quickly put him to

deep.
The dapper lawyer put two more of the thugs to deep.

The "guns' that had been dropped to the stage floor, were merdy show "props,” and were wooden.
Monk had seen thisin the moment before he had barged into the mélée.

But Lonesome, the leader of the gang, had leaped clear at the firsd Sgns of Monk’s fury. He had
discarded the apple. He came up behind the two scrgpping aids now and snarled, "This one ian't a
fakel"



There was aroar, and lead dugs tore holes through the flooring & Monk’s fest.
The heavy wegpon in the grinning-faced leader’ s big hands was ariot gun of latest design.

Monk and his smooth-looking partner decided that maybe the leader meant business. They drew up
short.

The long-eared pig and Chemistry had been scurrying around taking nips out of some of the prone
gunmen. But now they, too, sensed danger for their masters. They likewise halted iffly.

Monk scooped up Habeas and stood squinting at the crook leader’s oddly-grinning face. He sad
blandly, "For aguy that looks like he' s gonna bust out laughing, you sure sound gloomy.”

Lonesome, the leader, said, "This face fooled the others, too."
"What others?'

"The ones that croaked."

"But who—"

"You two guyswon't like the pit either,” said Lonesome sadly.

A LITTLE later, the two ads learned what Lonesome had meant when he had spoken about the "pit."

Thefive dazed thugs were on their feet again—each was that degree of toughness that he had only been
knocked out for a moment or two—and now they were in charge of Ham and the hairy-fisted chemidt.
Red guns taken from shoulder holsters covered Monk and Ham now.

The cut lips and swollen knobs on the heads of the five added none to their hard features. Expressons in
the men’ sfishy eyes said that it was going to be fun rubbing out the two Doc Savage men.

Ham, trailed by Monk with Habeas held in his arms, was pushed down aflight of sairs backstage. There
were numerous dressing rooms benegth the large circular stage; but Monk and the lawyer were directed
away from these.

One captor sad, "You guys get a specid room.”
The tone of the man's words caused Ham to give his partner a guarded, sdelong look.

But Monk was camly scratching the porker’s back, and looking as unconcerned as a toastmaster being
escorted into another banquet room.

The route ended at asmdl trapdoor built into awall. Monk had a time squeezing his broad form through
the opening.

He put down Habesas, said something in a mumble to the pig and findly got his squat figure through. Ham
followed with Chemidry at his hedls.

Lonesome' s men camein and grinned.

The place was a deep pit—an orchestra pit that was now far below the stage above. The lawyer had
seen such places before.



Built dong modern lines, the pit was redly like a long, narrow room that could be lowered out of sght
when the orchestra was not needed. All musica equipment had been removed from the orchestra pit, and
now the space reminded Ham of a deek-sided bear pit at a zoo.

It was fifteen feet up the smooth wadls to the stage above, and there was not a sngle thing that could have
been used as a foothold to dimb those walls.

One gunman said, "Lie down on your backs."
Monk and Ham lay down.
Another of Lonesome's men said, "That' s the right position to die in anyway!"

He backed out of the wdl trap opening, which was of heavy sted, and the others backed out one a a
time ds0. Thar leader, Lonesome, had not come down here with his henchmen.

Monk heard the door dam; then some sort of heavy bolt was shot home. Though the muscular chemigt
could look over his head and see night sky high above, he knew that they were just as effectively trapped
as though they had been in a black dungeon.

Monk grinned, "They think they got us fooled!"
Ham looked at his partner sharply, scowled. "Ligten, chump, just what else would you cal it?"

The lawvyer had walked around the room once, ingpecting the trap briefly. He figured that these orchestra
pitswere raised by hydraulic water pressure. When he saw something—a amdl round opening—at one
end of the room, his face looked worried.

Ham walked back and faced Monk. The hairy chemig was grinning chearfully. He added to his
satement.

"Yep," Monk said. "Those guys sure were dumb. | worked it right under their noses.”
"Worked whét, you missng link?'

"l wasn't scraiching Habeas' back," continued Monk. "I was writing the words."
Ham scowled. "What words?"

"The message to Doc," grinned Monk. "I told him just where we were and to hurry over here. |
whispered to Habeas to hurry back and find Doc. Hell use that powder on the pig's back, and my
writing will fl—flour—"

"You mean fluoresce,” explained the dapper lawyer.

"Yep. That'sit. And now Doc will see the message and get us out of herel™

Ham looked rdlieved. "Sometimes™" he said, "I think you're dmost intdligent. Y ou know what?'
Ham was indicating an opening, aamdl pipelike opening in one wall.

"What?' Monk queried.

"This platform is lifted by hydraulic water pressure,” the lawyer explained. "Only now | have a hunch
they’ve connected a water supply to this inlet here. Lonesome and his men plan to flood this pit and



watch us drown like rats."

Monk looked undisturbed. "l sure was smart to send Habeas with that message then, wasn't 17" he sad
|oftily.

Before Ham could reply, the bolt did back in the wal trapdoor, and the grinning-faced Lonesome stuck
his head ingde for just an ingtant.

Lonesome's brief words were in srange contrast to his gosh-but-I’'m-happy features. He spoke
goomily.

"Sending that message to Doc Savage was a dumb idea," Lonesome said. Then he dammed and bolted
the heavy sted door.

He had been halding the pig, Habeas, in hisarms.

LONESOME locked the hound-eared pigin asmdl room beneath the stage and proceeded to another,
larger room where his men were waiting. It looked like a miniature League of Nations medting with the
gunmen in their frock-tailed coats and stovepipe hats.

But the cirde of grim, bruised faces seemed more like those of a conference of thugs after a prison
break.

One man grinned, "Well, chief, that takes care of Doc Savage's crowd. Now we can go ahead, en?'
The grinning Lonesome said harshly, "How about those dames? Are they ill where we left them?”

A second gunman spoke, "Sure, Lonesome. Gagged, too. | gotta hand it to you for efficiency, chief. [—"
"And that skinny bird caled Long Tom?' went on Lonesome.

A third henchman grinned. "He' s with the . . . the goblin boss. And they’re takin' them over to that room
where the brains wants Doc Savage brought.”

One of the five men facing Lonesome laughed loudly. "Nicky sure fooled that Doc Savage!” he said.
"Can you imagine a hood like Nicky posn’ as one of them radio-car cops? He even—"

"Don't kid yoursdf about this bronze guy,” Lonesome said idly. "You're never sure when you got him.
Has anyone checked to make sure Doc Savage isin the operating room?”

The others shrugged. Apparently, no one had.

Lonesome growled a curse and stepped to a wadl phone. He dided a number and waited some time
before there was an answer.

Then an obvioudy disguised voice said, "Yes?'

"Lonesome spesking,” the happy-looking but grim crook sad. "We got that Monk and Ham in the
orchestra pit."

"Good!" the voice exclamed. "That about makes it perfect.”
"Then you got Doc Savage?'



A nadly laugh floated from the mouthpiece of the telephone. "I'll say we have. Right here in the operating
room. The secret one. Those dumb doctors Il never find this placel™

"And Uppercue?' Lonesome continued.
There was a short, tense Slence.
Then: "Never you mind about him any more. I’ m taking care of that angle

A second later the voice added: "Don't forget to fasten that big tarpaulin cover over the orchestra pit.
That will trap that lawyer and Monk Mayfair when you fill the pit. Those birds can probably svim.”

Lonesome asked, "Then we better drown ‘em now, hunh?'

"You better wait a little" the man giving orders over the wire directed. "We want to make sure this
operation works."

That ended the telephone conversation.

Chapter XI. STRANGE EYES

THE lagt thing Doc Savage recalled before being brought into the formidable-looking room he was in
now, was something about an assailant saying, "Now we' re gonnafind out about that stedl cylinder!™

After that, a sharp insrument had jabbed his back and he had remembered nothing. This had taken place
inthe police car driven by the phony Fair cop.

The bronze man's power of resstance to any kind of deep-producing drug was unusud. Perhaps his
great vitdity accounted for this.

Thus he had soon thrown off the drowsiness, and now his senses were dready dert as he was carried
onto some kind of movable platform. The platform started risng in an eccentric arc. Doc Savage had the
sensation of floating in endless space.

He tried to move, to stare about. But he was bound securdy hand and foot. His eyes were covered with
tape.

The thing he had been placed upon evidently was moving upward as near as Doc could deduce, and
from unusud sounds that the bronze man caught with his sharp hearing, he knew that the platform was
dimbing ingde some huge place.

It was a peculiar sensation.

Thething findly came to a stop, and Doc Savage recognized one of his captors voices as the man said,
"Carry the bronze guy into the secret room.”

Doc Savage was lifted—it took al three men—and he caught the assorted odors of a hospita operating
room. He fdt himsdf dumped heavily on a long table. Immediatdly rough hands were fagening heavy
straps about the bronze man's powerful legs and ams. Then the adhesve was yanked from Doc
Savage's eyes.

For amoment, the intense light that struck Doc’s unusua gold eyes was blinding. But dowly he managed
to adjust hisvison to that brilliant glare. Doc turned his head.



The room where he had been carried was some sort of laboratory. Doc saw racks of test tubes, retorts,
dozens of shelves with bottles containing various drugs and chemicals. Directly over his head was a huge,
convex window that now reveded the dark night above. The window was about twelve feet square and
constructed of opaque block glass. But right now a cluster of blue-white colored lights were turned on
beneeth it, and it was this glare that had struck the bronze man’s eyes.

Doc shifted his head again.

In one corner of the laboratory was a strange-gppearing machine into which ran dl sorts of wiring. The
mechine was huilt around a long operating-type table of white. Above the operating table were
suspended big glass containers filled with odd-colored liquids. Rubber tubing went from the containers to
massve-sized gadgets beside the table. These looked like giant hypodermic needles.

All thisweird apparatus surrounded the thin, anaemic-looking figure strapped down on the tabletop.

Doc Savage's eyes widened. The bronze man sddom reveded his emotions, but his metdlic festures
were tense now.

For the helpless figure bound to the operating table was that of the dectrica wizard, Long Tom!

A DOOR opened across the room and afigurein white walked in.

Immediatdly, the three men close to the table where Doc Savage was held captive snapped to dert
attention. These three were the two roughly dressed men from the police car rear seat, and the car driver
himsdf—the one posng as a Far prowl cop. All, from ther talk, worked for the grinning-faced
Lonesome.

The strong straps were holding the bronze giant across his chest, waist and ankles. But Doc could il lift
his head a few inches from the table. He raised it now as one of his captors sad, "Wel, here's tha Doc
guy, professor. | guess gettin' him about cleans up the job, eh?’

Thefigurein white stood slently just ingde the doorway. The effect was disturbing.

For the figure was clothed from head to foot in the garb of a surgeon ready to undertake an operation.
There was the dlose-fitting white skull cap, a mask that covered the face, dl but the eyes, and the white
hospitd gown tied in the back. From the elbows down, the arms were covered with long rubber gloves

The eyes were the mogt chilling thing about the figure. This was because heavy goggles fitted close above
the face mask, and behind the thick-lensed glasses the eyes appeared large and distorted.

Doc knew that the eyes could possibly be samdl. It was the goggles that gave the enlarged effect.

The figure spoke, "Yes, as far as you men are concerned, the job is about done. But mine has just
started. Release the bronze man!”

One guard looked scared. "But, boss! This guy’s dynamitel Better we should keep him tied—"

The figure in white showed a large gun that he had been holding concedled in his folded arms. The gun
was a big .45 automatic, and now it aimed directly at the bronze giant's prone figure.

"Release him," the masked one rapped. "I've got to use him."

Doc had been draining his ears to catch every tond inflection of the speaker’s voice. It was a voice that



held the firgt rather shrill, falsetto pitch of a person with a twisted mind.

Doc Savage had made an intense study of the human mind. So he knew that the way this person spoke,
the somewhat nervous, dill pitch, was indicative of near-madness.

Either that, or—another, more gartling thought hit the bronze man—the figure could be that of a woman!

Doc was untied.

THE guards moved back swiftly, cautioudy, as the man of bronze swung his feet to the tile floor. Doc
flexed his cabldlike muscles. In doing so, the inddes of his ams fdt for the specid vest that he wore
benesath his coat. The equipment vest with the secreted gadgets.

It was dill there.

Apparently in their quick search of him for a gun, the guards had overlooked the vest. One thug was
holding Doc’ s specid machine pistal.

His gaze went to the strange eyes behind the goggles again. The figure was watching him closdly, the .45
now shifted to train on Doc’'s head. The masked one addressed as "Professor,” said, "I happen to know
you use a bulletproof vest. But there ign't anything stopping a dug from entering your brain. So be
careful!”

The speaker jerked his head toward another, smdler doorway across the room, and the three guards
hurried out. A moment later Doc Savage heard the strange whirring sound of the movable platform. It
seemed to be dropping away into a bottomless pit.

Across the room on the weird-looking operating table, Long Tom'’ s thin figure moved.
The masked one laughed.

"Your dectrical wizard is drugged,” the dill voice said. "He hardly knows what this is about. That,
however, makes it dl the better for the experiment.”

The bronze man's eyes were wary. The gun had not wavered a fraction of an inch from his head.
"What experiment?' Doc asked.
"The Man of Tomorrow experiment,” the masked surgeon said.

Doc immediaidy thought of the huge-sized, avesome figure—the goblin—that had seized Monk. His
eyes narrowed imperceptibly, and then his gaze flicked to Long Tom, dirring restlesdy on the operating
table. Long Tom seemed to be dowly coming out of some sort of stupor. He was mumbling.

Doc asked of the masked figure, "Y ou mean—the goblin?'
"That," said the one behind the megnifying goggles, "is the generd idea.”
Doc Savage could not help but give adight start.

The figure in white continued, "The goblin is caled Maximus. But Maximus is a fool. He has no brain.
The experiment ruined that. Maximus can only follow childlike directions. But—"



The ghill voice got thinner, more sharp. "But your eectricd expert has a trained mind. His brain is far
superior to most men's. It should withgand the terific shock of the Man of Tomorrow power

generdion.”
"Power?' Doc Savage asked vagudly.

The bronze man asked the question hdtingly, as though dow to grasp what the other meant. But in
redity, Doc’s mind had never been more dert.

"Yes, power!" the masked speaker said. "Long Tom's brain in a body of giant sze will produce the
greatest man living—the Man of Tomorrow. | need one thing: the secret of producing a certain type of
dectricity—something that I'll cdl animal dectricity, which is probably a by-product of processing
tremendous voltages. This animal dectricity will bring life into body cdlls of my giant men."

At the statement, Doc’ s lips showed the faintest trace of agmile "And that’s what has you sumped?' he
sad.

But the other shook his head.

"Scientis Martin Uppercue knows that secret,” the garbed person jerked out ghilly.

"And Uppercue has disappeared,” Doc finished.

The bronze giant sensed afeding of rdief. Perhaps, then, there was dill a chance for Long Tom and—

Doc's guard laughed oddly. "No, Uppercue is not missng. | have himright here in the next room. I'll say
thisfor him: he has a great scientific mind that cannot be swayed. He has refused to reved that secret.”

Dog Savage nodded. Rdaxing dightly, he said, "And so you're stumped. Without that secret, you
cannot—"

Thefigurein white started shaking its head dowly. The eyes looked strangely mad behind the magnifying
goggles

"No," the masked surgeon said dowly. "I was in that audience that watched you and Dr. Mandroff
operate this afternoon. | understand your unusud powers, Doc Savage. So | know Martin Uppercue is
going to reved his secret!”

"Reved—" Doc dtarted to query.
The masked one held the .45 steady and motioned toward the doorway through which he had entered.

"Yes" hefinished. "Because you're going to make him reveal it!"

THE power of Doc Savage's unusud eyes was not a mysery to many men of science. Those eyes had
been known to hypnotize a man within a few seconds. The sdentificaly trained mind behind Doc’s eyes
held an amazing control over men of average intdligence.

If necessary, the bronze man could even sway the minds of men of dmost equd inteligence to himsdf.
That seemed to be the white-garbed surgeon’s ideain regard to Uppercue.

Doc was at lagt facing the missng scientist who had disappeared under such queer circumstances.



Smdl, white-hared Martin Uppercue was tied in a sraight-back char in the room adjoining the
laboratory. His birdlike, wiry figure was no longer tense and active; instead, something of the brilliant
man's intense energy had gone from his dumped figure.

"Uppercue!” the white-garbed figure rapped. "Thisis Doc Savage, remember? Look at him."

Martin Uppercue looked like a person who had been beaten until life was uninteresting to him further. He
rased hiswhite head dowly and stared at the bronze man out of blesk eyes. For a moment, there was no

recognition.

The man in surgeon’s garb was sanding to one sde of Doc, the gun 4ill trained on the bronze giant's
head. He said now, "You're going to tak, Uppercue. You're going to tdl about that sted cylinder.
Whereisit? What isin that tube?'

At the words, Martin Uppercue stiffened.
His marvelous brain, the one part of him that had not been conquered by terror or threats, again rebelled.

"I'll never . . . tak!" Martin Uppercue managed to get out. He looked more directly a Doc Savage now.
The eyes had logt alittle of their dullness. It was possible that the little scientist recognized the bronze
figure, though he said nathing to indicate it.

To one sde of Doc, the masked figure snapped, "All right, hypnotize him. Make him talk. If you don't—"
The man broke off and waggled the .45 Sgnificantly.

Doc asked, "Have you got some bright object?’

In hypnotism, it is usudly hepful to have the subject center his gaze upon some bright and shiny object.

Acting carefully, keeping wel out of the bronze man’s reach as he hdd the gun steady in one hand, the
figurein the mask tossed over aring taken from beneath the surgeon’s gown. It was a amdl ring with a
bright, clear stone, that held and reflected the light from a bulb overhead.

Doc noticed that the fingers of the masked figure, though rubber-gloved, were long and dim like a
woman's.

Doc took thering, glanced &t it, rubbed it on his deeve.
"Careful!" his captor warned.

Doc’s hands had been close to his coat. The white-garbed one was taking no chances on the physicd
giant’'sunusud capabilities.

Then Doc Savage started taking, holding the bright-stoned ring before Martin Uppercue' s gaze. The
bronze man's words were soft-spoken, low, yet the tond inflection of those words hed a srange

vibrancy. They were compdlling, fascinging, gripping.

Sowly, the little scientis’s eyes went to the ring and his gaze hdd there. This was the firg step in
hypnotism.

As Doc talked, and without an apparent movement of his head, he managed a sddong glance a the
masked figure, to one side of him.

Behind the disguisng goggles, the strange eyes were shifting back and forth between Doc and thering.



The bronze man talked on in a vibrant monotone.

Without a sngle pause, steadily, like the certain, throbbing beat of a jungle drum, Doc Savage's voice
intoned words that would weaken Uppercue' s resistance.

Once, the thin stientist shot a swift glance to the bronze man's flake-gold eyes. As though he read a
message there, his gaze went back to the ring and its compelling attraction.

Doc was saying, "You are going to tdl me of the metd cylinder, Martin Uppercue. Remember? The
cylinder that you were carrying when you ran from your laboratory. Think. Think hard! Wheat is the secret
of that tube, Martin Uppercue? What is—"

As he spoke, Doc sent a quick glance from the corner of his eyes. The masked one's own gaze was
intent upon the ring.

Doc said without a break in his vibrant flow of words, "Drop that gun!”

The deadly .45 in the hand of the surgeon dipped to the floor.

Martin Uppercue strained againg his bindings, his words hardly those of a hypnotized man.
"You did it, Doc Savagel" Uppercue shouted. "You’ ve hypnotized him!"

Chapter XII. ONE-WAY EXIT

MARTIN UPPERCUE' S exdamation was correct. For Doc Savage, ingead of hypnotizing the helpless
stientist himsdf, had been cleverly drawing the masked figure's eyes to the ring. The figure in white had,
unknowingly, centered his gaze upon the bright stone.

The bronze man had not tried to hypnotize Martin Uppercue. Doc had reveded thisin a quick, gppeding
message to the little scientist as he talked. The masked person had not perceived that glance.

But Uppercue had made one mistake. He had shouted. That was sufficient to break the spell the moment
the white-gowned surgeon dropped the deadly .45.

Underganding of his error immediatdy legped into the eyes behind the goggles. The masked one moved.
There was no chance to retrieve the falen gun. Doc Savage was dready legping forward.
So the figurein white twisted, plunged toward a cabinet sanding against one wal of the room.

The cabinet contained many sharp-bladed operating instruments. The masked man's rubber-gloved hand
plunged through glass door and dl, then the figure whirled with a deadly-looking knife in his hand, leaped
toward Doc.

Doc Savage had logt the machine pistol to one of the guards who had helped bring him here. To pause
and pick up the masked man’sfdlen .45, would have been fatd. And Uppercue was tied hdplesdy in the
chair.

Doc's agile fingers had gone benegth his coat.
They came out with aamdl object taken from his specid equipment vest. Doc hurled the vid.



Thething struck the masked figure's knife hand, burst, and a quick-acting anaesthetic gas enveloped the
masked surgeon’s face. The gas was a type that should easly penetrate the gauze mask that hid the
figure s face.

Doc's assalant staggered, brushing a the ar before his goggled eyes. He backed agang a far wal,
swayed there for an ingant, and then started dowly collgpsing to the floor.

The bronze man spun toward hedpless Martin Uppercue. The scientig’s amdl eyes were bright.
"Gracious, now we |l find out who that devil i9" he exclaimed.

Doc quickly untied straps holding the scientist’ s wridts to the chair arms. He spoke rapidly, briefly.

"You can loosen your own ankles” Doc sad. "Try to hold your breath. That gas will float over here
shortly. It is harmless. I’ve got to—"

Doc Savage heard the humming sound of the movable platform. Outside the adjoining room, he could
hear the strange object lifting again, coming up from some mysterious depth.

The guards were returning!

The bronze giant whirled toward the operating room and reached Long Tom's prone figure. The
eectricad expert’s eyes were open, Saring a Doc; but there was a vacant, stupefied look in thelr depths.

Doc Savage quickly loosened the table straps, then reached indde his coat. His bronzed hand came out
with a shining hypodermic needle. He swiftly jabbed the hypo into Long Tom’'s arm.

Almogt immediatdy, the aid dtarted reacting to the injection. The hypo was a powerful simulant that
would counteract the drug in Long Tom's system. And though frail-looking, with a pdlid color that made
him look anaemic, Long Tom had never known a sck day in his life. His little skinny form was tough,
hard—whipcord and muscle.

Long Tom jerked up on the table and exclamed, "Doc!"

The Man of Bronze nodded toward the door through which he'd been brought into the room, said,
"Gunmen are on the way."

The hum of the strangely rising platform was quite loud now.

Long Tom had stooped, to remove something strapped ingde his trousers leg. It was one of the specid
mechine pigtols that dl the bronze man's ads carried.

"Cover the door," Doc directed, as he whipped back toward the adjacent smdl room. He had to tie up
the masked figure, hdp Uppercue, return and aid Long Tom before the gunmen arrived.

As Doc neared the doorway, he tossed a smdl lozenge into his mouth. The lozenge contained a form of
concentrated oxygen that would counteract the effects of the gas Doc had thrown in the vid. He took out
another capsule to give Martin Uppercue. The gas might have reached the scientist—

Across the threshold, Doc Savage drew up with a jerk. His metdlic features went grim. More than the
gas had reached the dender little scientist.

Both Martin Uppercue and the masked figure had disappeared.



DOC peered swiftly around.

The only exit from this smdler room was the entranceway back into the operating room. There were no
closats, nothing save a couple of chairs, a table and the broken glass indrument case. There was a
telephone on the table.

There was aSmilar opague glass skylight in the celling, as in the adjoining, larger room. Doc had noted a
queer thing about those ceilings; they were convex and low.

The only manner in which the masked figure and Martin Uppercue could have escaped would be through
a secret pand. Obvioudy, thought the bronze man, the goggled surgeon had not been completdy
knocked out by the gas. The gauze face mask mus have saved him. Thus he had regained his strength
long enough to saize Uppercue and escape.

There was no time to search, for at that moment a bull-fiddle roar cut loose back in the operating room.
Doc Savage hurried that way.

The door leading to the floating platform thing had crashed open and one roughly dressed man had
legped in with agunin his hand.

But Long Tom had been ready. Mercy bullets from the specid pigtal in the dectricd wizard's hand had
caught the firg arrivd in the legs. The man went down mouthing oaths.

He would not die.

Doc Savage and his men never took alife needlesdy. They preferred, when possible, to use gadgets that
made afight bloodless. And Long Tom redized that Doc wanted to capture these men now, to question
them.

A second gunman—the fake Fair trooper—swung into the room. His gun was blasting even before he
saw the bronze man. The thug was aming at skinny Long Tom.

The third guard was jumping into the room behind his fake cop partner and, with a snarl, he dso yanked
out agun.

Long Tom's queer-looking pistal cut down the second thug. Again the mercy bullets had struck in the
legs, and the man would recover, to talk. The specid bullets only caused temporary unconsciousness.

But the twisted expresson on the third gunman’s face said that he would not go down until he had
brought desth to at least Doc or his assstant.

S0 the bronze man hurled the powder that brought temporary blindness to anyonein its path.

The gunman choked, batted at his eyes, started triggering his gun recklesdy. But he was shooting too
high, through the enveloping powder that brought the blindness.

Doc Savage cdled to Long Tom, "Hald it."

Thead of Doc Savage had been ready to bring down the third and last arrival. But Doc did not want the
sound of Long Tom's pistal to draw the blinded thug'sfire.

The man fired his last shot through the opaque glass skylight above. A pane of glass crashed downward,
agug of night ar came into the room—and blew the powder directly into the faces of the bronze man
and his assstant!



They staggered about blindly.
Doc cdled, "Careful, Long Tom! That gunman is over toward that entrance door."

Doc Savage, even with his unusud eyes temporarily blinded, had an uncanny sense of direction. He
headed toward the thug.

Doc heard the door dam and a second later the whirring sound of the movable platform motor.
Doc announced grimly, "He's escaped. Can you see, Long Tom?'
The ad was making growling sounds somewhere nearby.

Both men were so blinded that they seemed to be fumbling around in pitch-black night, though lights
were dill onin the room.

Long Tom said, "Blazed I'm kinda mixed up!"
The telephone in the adjoining smdler room started ringing.

MOVING caefully, hands stretched out before him, Doc reached the inner room and the phone. Lifting
the receiver, the bronze man imitated the missng masked surgeon’s voice.

It was a cdl from Lonesome, beneath the amphitheater stage. The grinning henchman of the masked
surgeon thought he was taking to his chief. He had cdled again to ask a question about Monk and the

dapper lawyer.

Doc Savage thought quickly. He knew now where histwo assstants were held captives. Lonesome aso
spoke vagudy about the girls being safdy tied up in some other place.

Lonesome was taking it for granted that his chief knew the location of that hide-out. 1t would not be wise
for Doc to ask questions about it. Better to hold Lonesome and his killers off until he and Long Tom
could get to the amphitheater Stage.

Thus, Doc Savage directed, in the masked figure s voice, that Monk and Ham be kept dive urtil they
were certain the operation on Long Tom was a Success.

Lonesome bdieved these were orders from his chief, the masked one.

Sill moving in blind darkness. Doc Savage hung up the receiver. Somewhere behind him, Long Tom
exdamed:

"Say, Doc! I've found it!"
"Found what?'
"A way outa this danged place!”

Doc Savage moved cautioudy forward, toward the source of Long Tom's voice. Doc knew that, in a
few moments, the temporary blindness would wear off.

He said, "But there's no door."

"Itsapand,” sad Long Tom. "And it opens outward. | can fed it. Wish | could see, dang it! It swings



outward and there' s some sort of space behind—"

Suddenly, there was a sharp cry from Doc’'s assstant. Long Tom darted to shout, "Hey, Doc! I'm
fdling—"

And the words died awvay as though the thin eectricd expert had dropped like a plummet into a
bottomless pit.

In hisworry for Long Tom, perhaps Doc Savage moved a little too swiftly. Also, he had not redized he
was 0 near the secret panel. Furthermore, the pand had swung open, and remaned tha way, thus
leaving no wall for Doc' s sengitive fingers to touch.

Doc stepped through the opening before he redlized he had gained the wall.

He went plunging downward.

Chapter XI11. ADAM ASH ISMISSING

BECAUSE Doc Savage was a physica phenomenon who was practicaly fearless, and who had faced
death in many forms, he did not cry out when he plunged into space. The sensation was doubly awful
when it is consdered that the bronze man was 4ill blinded from the powder.

But in that brief second before Doc’s shoulders hit a dick surface and he went skidding downward at a
furious pace, he had redized that the secret pand could not possibly lead to death.

For certainly the masked surgeon and Professor Uppercue must have used this exit.

Doc knew that he was hurtling down a long, steep dide, much like the chutes used in a fun house at
Coney Idand. Only this particular dide mugt have started at a great height, for the plunge downward was
breath-taking, and at train speed.

Fndly, Doc fdt a dackening in his terrific rush; the chute was flatening out. Built like a highly polished
and waxed semishdll, there was not a angle thing to grasp.

But dowly the bronze man’s form was coming to a stop.

Ahead some place, Doc Savage heard a commotion. It was Long Tom, his aid, and he was growling
oaths.

A moment later, Doc dropped down beside the thin dectrica expert. The dide had ended, to dump the
bronze giant man off its end and into some sort of amdl room. Doc Savage fdt his body hit double
trapdoors that swung quickly downward. They whipped back into place again as he cleared them.

His large form brushed Long Tom's, and the aid exclaimed, "Whew! | sure thought | was a goner that
time, Doc!"

Doc Savage asked, "Can you see yet?'
"I dunno,” Long Tom said curioudy. "Either | can't see, or this hole we'reinis black as night.”
Doc sad, "Wait."

He took aflashlight from his specia vest and flicked it on. Doc could see nothing.



To Long Tom, he said, "How about you?'

"How about me, what?'

"I have alight turned on," stated Doc.

"Then I’'m 4ill blind," announced the eectrical wizard.

DOC removed a andl vid containing a solution from his inner vest. He broke the vid, reached for his
ad s handsin the dark and directed, "Here, rub some of this on your eyes.”

Both men wiped their eyes with the solution, and dmost immediately they were able to see again. The
liquid was a specid preparation of the bronze man’s invention, made by Doc to counteract the effects of
the temporary blinding eye powder.

They stared around as Doc Savage directed the flashlight ray.
Long Tom sad, "It's some sort of tunnd. There' s pipes and dl.”

Doc nodded. He was directing the light overhead, pointing it a a thin, dmogt invisble line where the
double trapdoors had swung back together. The spot was about eght feet over his head.

"Tha," Doc said, indicating the closed doors, "makes it impossble to ever reach the secret |aboratory
agan. No one could possbly dimb that steep dide. It must have been over two hundred feet long.”

"Do you remember how you got into that room where they had me?' Long Tom asked.

Doc shook his head. "They used drugs. But there was the odd sensation of the way that platform moved.
It didn't go Sraight up.”

"Yet that room was & some high point,” the dectricd expert offered. "Remember that funny caling
skylight?"

Doc nodded.
"What was that masked devil goin’ to do to me, Doc?!

The bronze man did not answer. Often, when Doc Savage had hit upon some idea, some explandion of
amysery, he preferred to unravel the whole case before gating his findings He was turning a clue over
inhismind now, and a part of the concluson he had reached was gartling.

Doc sad, "For the present, it will be impossble to know where we were just now. Uppercue knows the
answers to this mysery. And so does that masked surgeon—or, & least, part of the solution. He is
holding Uppercue until he learns more.”

"Then we better tral them," suggested Long Tom. He was indicating tracks in the dugt a ther feet.
Apparently the tunnd was one seldom used, and there were scuff marks in the dust.

But Doc Savage shook his heed.

"If we don't hurry and find our way out of this place,” he went on, "it might be too late to save Monk and
Ham."



Long Tom started to say, "Then we better—"

The datling, gutturd chuckling of the thing they knew as the "goblin—the creature cdled
Maximus—came from somewhere ahead in the underground cavern.

USING thelight, Doc Savage plunged ahead through the dank tunnd. As Doc explained hedtily to Long
Tom, "l want to meet this Maximus. | want to see him."

Running at Doc’s hedls, the dectricd expert shuddered.

"Maybe you better not, Doc. That guy, that goblin's got the strength of ten men. Just lookin' a him
amog scared me to desth—like back there in the mine shaft.”

Brigfly Long Tom explained about that.

It seemed there had been away into a basement cavern through the flooring beneath the mine. Maximus,
the dectricd expert said, had pulled a supporting timber loose insgde the tunnd, then leagped with Long
Tom into the trap opening.

Long Tom remembered, vagudy, of passing downward and into some underground room. There a
masked man had met them and said something about turning on a water-main vave.

Prodded by Doc for further information, Long Tom stated that he had been knocked out by Maximus,
and could recdl nothing further until he came to on the operating table.

"Wasit a place like this?' Doc asked.

Both men were 4ill running through what seemed to be an endless maze of pipes. They had found no
trace of the weird thing that had made the chuckling sound.

"Ye-es" Long Tom sad thoughtfully. "It was like this™
"Then," Doc snapped, "that explainsit.”

"Explans what?"

Doc told about finding Monk in the manhole opening.

He continued: "There are fifteen miles of water mains, thirteen miles of gas mains, and another fifteen
miles of dectrica conduits beneath these grounds, besides thirty miles of sewers.”

Long Tom whidtled. "An army could hide down here, then."
"Or be hidden," Doc Savage put in Sgnificantly.

And he added: "Many of those ducts—like this one—will probably never be used. Thusit is Smple for
thevillain to duck out of Sght easly and appear esawhere on the Fair Grounds.”

The dectric expert looked puzzled. "But how are we goin’ to get out of this danged place, Doc?!

The bronze man had paused, to study a section they had just entered. They had been running stooped
over. This part they were now in was higher, though, and was joined by aline coming in at right angles.

"This" Doc indicated, "looks like away out.”



It wes.
There was a narrow sted ladder, leading to above.

Since they had found no trace of the goblin, Doc reminded his assistant of the predicament of Monk and
Ham. Doc hurried up the ladder, Doc in the lead.

It took aman of the bronze man's great strength to raise the massve iron cover that sealed them below
ground.

Then they were out in the night again. Both men stared slently around.
Suddenly, Long Tom said, "Ligten, Doc!"

Voices were taking. One was sharp and clear. The speaker was rgpping:
"L ook, you hairy baboon, try to raise this sde!"

Doc sad, "That's Ham."

"And he could only be talking to one person that way!" Long Tom added.

Y et the only thing close by was the huge, deserted amphitheater and the lake, cdm and fog-shrouded in
the night.

THE bronze man and Long Tom had moved around to a point directly in front of the great amphithester.
They were sanding near the lake edge.

Though the massive, open-air theater was gpparently deserted, the squabbling voices of Monk and Ham
sounded clearly. It seemed they were somewhere above, in one of the balconies.

Long Tom asked curioudy, "Doc, what could those two guys be tryin' to escape from up there?”

There had been something about, "Trying to raise this danged covert” Monk’s words echoed dearly in
the night.

"Acoudtics"” the bronze man stated. He added: "But Monk and Ham aren’t here"
"But where—"

"The amphitheater acts like a great sounding board for any speech out there on the idand stage. The
voices of Monk and Ham are carrying from there. We need a boat.”

Long Tom looked puzzled, but quickly followed Doc as the bronze man moved toward a amdl dock a
the lake sde.

Soon they were slently rowing toward the dark stage.

When Doc and his assstant had, a few moments later, dimbed the steps to the broad stage, they heard
the splashing—a commotion beneath a heavy tarpaulin cover across the orchestra pit.

Monk was heard to squed, "Hey, shyster! Get this danged Chemidry off my back! He's pullin' me
under!"



Doc moved swiftly to the edge of the stage, a a point directly above the disappearing orchestra pit.
Beside him, Long Tom could see where the heavy canvas cover was securdly tied down. Apparently,
Monk and Ham had no knives to dash the tough materid, and water that was dowly filling the pit was
trapping them like rats.

From his equipment vest, Doc quickly got a sharp-edged insrument. He worked fast with long, sweeping
movements. A section of canvas was opened up.

Doc directed, "Over here, Monk."
The bronze man directed the flashlight ray downward.

Shortly, the hary chemidt, with the pet ape dinging to his back, dimbed out, helped by Doc Savage.
Ham followed. Both aids looked haf drowned.

Monk squealed, "Goshamighty, Doc! They filled that place with water, an’ it was dmost to the top!"
"You mean—Lonesome?’ Doc asked.
Monk glared. "Yep. And that grinning devil has Habeas! I'm gonna—"

"Perhaps," Doc warned, "we might use alittle caution. We might be able to trap Lonesome and his mob.”
The bronze man looked at Ham, who seemed to be the less excited. "Y ou know where they are, Ham?"

The lawyer, looking much distraught, because of his wet, expensvely tailored clothes, said, "We can
reach their hideout from backstage.”

He led the way.

But just asthey reached the rear of the wide stage, Doc suddenly paused and raised his hand for slence.
He sad quietly, "Ligen!"

The others stood dlently.

Behind them, from out on the water, there was the sound of oars, squesking in oarlocks. And voices.
Voices that carried planly between the massve backgrounds of stage and amphithester.

Doc Savage recognized Lonesome' s voice, and the grinning-faced thug was saying:

"So we gotta find him. The chief says he must have the accumulator, and that’s the one gadget stoppin’
the experiment, now."

A second harsh voice floated across through the foggy night.
"What's an accumulator, Lonesome?’

"It's about the gze of a suitcase, and if you birds find it, you better be careful how you handle it. The
chief says that dingus could stop the Niagara Fals power plant itsdf!”
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The voices were fading. The boat was heard to scrape the Sde of a dock near the amphitheater. Doc
Savage' s aids could hear nothing ese.

But the bronze man’s unusua hearing detected il further conversation.



The last words he caught were:
"S0 you guys look for Adam Ashl”

Chapter X1V. STORM CLOUDS GATHERING

APPARENTLY Lonesome's men had known of the arrival of Doc Savage and Long Tom at the idand
stage. Besides, the gunmen had left by some rear exit and their boat had not passed the front of the stage
proper.

Monk was dl for taking right out after Lonesome’ s gang in order to get Habeas. And another thought hit
him.

"Thegirls, Doc!" Monk piped. "Daggonit, they’ve got Pat and that nifty little blonde hidden some place,
and maybe—"

Ham sad sgnificantly, "The only reason that hairy mistake was worrying about being drowned just now,
was because he hasn't had a chance to date that Kay Uppercue.”

Monk grumbled, "There s somethin’ subtle about that crack, shyster. [—"

Doc sad, "Temporaily, | believe the girls—wherever they are—are safe. That masked surgeon figures
Kay Uppercue knows something. He doesn’t dare harm her. And Pat can take care of hersdf.”

"But—" Monk started to query.
"Lonesome s perhaps on hisway to meet the masked man and Uppercue.”
Doc Savage looked at his aids, gave brief orders.

"Long Tom will look for the girls Ham, you and Monk follow Lonesome and try to learn the way into
that secret operating room. Uppercue will mogt likdy be taken back there. Get equipment from my car
and keep in touch with me"

Ham looked worried. "But Doc, whatever this experiment those guys are planning is—what if they start
i—"

Doc and his aids had dimbed down from the stage again and were preparing to shove off in the rowboat.
The bronze man interrupted the lawyer's query.

"Apparently they’re sdlemated,” Doc said. "Because of one thing. Something called an accumulator. And
the person who has that ismissng.”

Hary Monk suddenly remembered the trick played upon him by the little, flashy Shill Burns. He told
briefly of the voluble man who had brought them there, and ended with, "Dang it, Doc, I'm gonna find
that guy. He' s mixed up in this mystery some place!™

"It might be a good ideg," offered Doc.

Back at the shore of the amphitheater, Doc Savage questioned Long Tom quietly. He mentioned the
amdl modd generator he had seen in Uppercue's laboratory. The dectrical wizard's eyes widened, and
he said:



"Doc, Uppercue was secretive about that. | don't think it had anything to do with this Man of Tomorrow
experiment on which the Fair people were getting ready to release publicity. It was something dse.”

"Correct,” Doc said. "Andin that generator modd there was atiny part missng. Enlarged from scae, tha
unit would be about the Sze of a suitcase. Did you ever hear of an aomic accumulator, Long Tom?"

The dectrical expert’s eyes went wide, and perhaps a little horrified. "Big eectric companies have
experimented with those accumulatord” he exclaimed. "Given perfect insulation, an aomic accumulator
could store energy equaling millions of volts. Enough for that thing to drain the power of the largest
eectricd digributing plants. Why, it would even wreck—"

Doc nodded.

"That," the bronze man said, "is the generd idea. And the missng metd cylinder that Uppercue was firg
carying has something to do with it, dso."

Long Tom was abruptly tense. He gripped the bronze man's arm. The dectrical expert’s saentific brain
was swiftly fitting pieces of a gigantic idea together. He gasped:

"Doc, that place where we were taken, that trick, movable platform—I was thinking of that little model
you saw in Uppercue's lab. Good Lord, could they be planning—"

The bronze man interrupted quietly, though he, too, was tense. "You're on the right track,” he stated.
"So, hurry. In the meantime I’'m going to locate the man who seems to be holding the key to the whole

thing.
"You mean—"
"That person seems to be Adam Ash," Doc finished.

Shortly after this conversation with Long Tom, Doc disappeared on amisson of his own.

BUT by the following night, the mystery ill had not been solved.

And anew mystery had developed at the great Perisphere. All during the day, visitors had been refused
admittance to the giant globe of stedl. The news spread; one stranger told another:

"They won't dlow you in the Perisphere!™

"Why?

"I dunno. But | heard some fdlow talking about a goblin."

"What's a goblin—can it hurt you?'

"Danged if | know. But I’d sure like to know what iswrong in there!”

And so it continued. One tdling another. People jamming up dong the circular mdl endirding the
Perisphere and causng no end of trouble for the Fair cops. There was confuson, questions,
wondermen.

The excitement increased throughout the day. There were two persons, though, who were unaffected by
it.



Monk and Ham had followed ssemingly endless miles of the tunndlike pipe line conduits that
honeycombed the vast grounds. Lonesome and his men had completely euded them.

From thar car, they had obtained a sound-detector device to use in locating any secret byways in the
underground mains. They were adso carrying a portable short-wave transmitter and receiver with which
to keep in touch with Doc Savage.

Both aids were grimy and tired from ther trek through the gloomy, suffy, narrow tunnds. But Monk
never dackened in hisralling stride, as he sad:

"They got Habeas. And that runt pig is smart. Maybe if Lonesome goes to where the girls are hidden,
Habeas will get back with a message, somehow.”

Ham snorted. Chemidtry, the ape, tralling dong at his Sde, the pet’s face dust-smeared from peering into
dark places, brigtled, too.

"Thet fool pig couldn’t find his own way home" the lawyer said unkindly. "And dl that’s bothering you is
shining up to that blonde, Kay Uppercue. I'll take Pat any day."

“I'll take ‘em both," Monk said.
The bickering continued throughout the day.

IN the meantime, Long Tom was on a gmilar hunt. He had gone back to the manhole where he and the
bronze man had |eft the underground pipe lines, traced hisway back to where he and Doc had landed in
ahegp after tumbling down the long dide.

There seemed to be no way whatever of getting back up above, to the strange operating room where the
measked one had held him captive.

The eectricd wizard took time out to make careful caculaions. He worked his way dowly back to an
exit and as he did s0, jotted down figures on a piece of paper.

He had dso been usng a compass.

When Long Tom was outsde in the crowded Fair Grounds again—it was late in the afternoon now—he
plotted hisway back to a spot that should be dmaost over the point where he and Doc had piled up in a
hegp underground.

The dectrical expert stared. Sowly, Doc's comments of the night before took on great Sgnificancein this
active mind.

Before Long Tom loomed the massive, round bulk of the Perisphere. He saw the excited crowds and
elbowed hisway through.

Tense with excitement, Long Tom hurried up to an entranceway to the huge sphere. He had to get insde
now, had to—

A uniformed Fair policeman stopped the dectricd genius at the door and said, "Sorry, gr, but the
Perigphere is closed to dl vigtors.

"Closed?' skinny Long Tom said.



"There seems to be something out of order. No more vistorswill be dlowed ingde.”

The anaemic-looking aid of Doc Savage turned hurriedly away. Perhaps he could locate the bronze man
back a Doc's car, 4ill in the parking lot behind the Hall of Medicine. Something told Long Tom that
there was need for haste. The Perisphere was closed! Closed because—

Long Tom started running through the crowds, he had to find Doc Savage!

UNLUCKILY, the bronze man had left his parked sedan only a few moments before Long Tom's
ariva. Doc had spent the whole day tralling Adam Asgh, the young public relations consul. The last due
hed led back here to the Hal of Medicine. There, thetrall ended.

Doc tried to rase Monk and Ham on the short-wave set in his car, and recaiving no reply, took a few
moments' time to vist the youngster he had operated on in the Hdl of Medicine.

The boy wasin a specid hospita room that the bronze man had ordered for him. None would ever know
that Doc Savage was paying dl the lad's expenses here.

Doc found Dr. Alexis Mandroff in the private room with the patient. Mandroff reported chearfully:
"He's doing fine, Mr. Savage. But he just dropped off to deep. Too bad you can't talk to him."

Doc gazed a the amdl, cdm face in the white bed. Color had dready returned to the thin features. Gone
was the expression of pain and fear that had been on the lad’ s face such a short time ago.

Beside the bronze man, Dr. Mandroff said, "The nurse says he is picking up rgpidly. Da—yes, you
catanly performed a marvelous fedt, gr.”

They moved quietly outside to a corridor.

The bronze man told Dr. Mandroff that he was seeking Adam Ash. Doc did not state his purpose, but
merdy mentioned that the young public relations consul could not be located.

Thetal doctor with the straw-blond hair was smoothing fawn-colored gloves over his hands. He picked
up a medicd bag from a nearby table, looked a Doc Savage out of keenly sharp eyes. "That's odd,"
Mandroff said. "I don't know why he should be keeping out of the way. He was here only a few
moments ago, and said that he was going over to watch that moon-rocket experiment tonight as soon as
it gets dark.”

Both men were approaching an exit from the building.

Dr. Mandroff asked about the missng scientist, Professor Uppercue, about the mysterious way in which
Uppercue had disappeared.

But Doc Savage did not mention the experience in the hidden operating room. He merdy said, "The
scentist cannot be found. | think it is more important to firg locate Adam Ash.”

Dr. Mandroff offered brief gpologies for leaving.
"lwish | could hdp," he said. "But | have an urgent cdl into the city. Perhaps | could meet you tonight—"
Doc Savage nodded.



"I'll be looking for Adam Ash over by that moon-rocket tryout,” he finished.
Mandroff shook hands and I€ft.

But by nine that night, though the bronze man scrutinized hundreds of faces in the great crowd waiting to
view the moon-rocket sensation, he had not located Adam Ash.

DR. MANDROFF had been correct in dating that Adam Ash was going to watch the moon-rocket
experiment. Adam Ash was obsarving the fantastic event now. But he was nat in the jam-packed crowds
around the tower where the rocket was to be released.

Adam Ash was seated in hissmdl coupé in a landscaped amdl lane some distance away.

There was a strained look on the dender, brown-eyed man’s good-looking features. The place where he
hed chosen to park was wel away from the Fair crowds. Adam Ash seemed greatly worried about
something.

Once, he got out of the car to walk around to the rear and unlock the rumble seat. He peered insde.
Looking reassured, he closed the rumble lid and relocked it.

The object he had checked upon was aflat, long case of suitcase Sze.

Some distance ahead, where practicaly every vistor a the World's Fair was gathered, a greet roar
suddenly went up.

They were rdeasing the rocket.

The moon rocket contained no human beings. It was merdy a test flight of a torpedo-shaped, huge
object of dlver color. Ingde the rocket had been placed the newest scientific devices for recording the
moon rocket’s flight. If the rocket ever returned to be gripped by the earth’s pull of gravity, specid
radio-controlled machines would guideit to alanding.

The strange thing | eft the Fair Grounds with a hill whistling sound that could be heard for miles

There was merdy a slver stresk—though huge floodlights had been rigged up to illuminae the
rocket—and then floating down from the heavens came a stream of sparks, cascading like some
multicolored comet.

Adam Ash stood beside his coupé, his head strained backward, and watched those trailing sparks with
tense fascination. Almogt at the same moment thunder rumbled far off, and a flash of lightning cut through

the sky.
The grumble of the thunder perhaps covered the heavy step that sounded behind Adam Ash.
Too lae, the public relations consul sensed the feding of some bulky object close to him, and whirled.

Thething was a towering giant of man sze, and its hair was red. The facid features were et in a blank,
chlling stare, the wide eyes apparently fastened on some distant object.

Adam Ash attempted to legp clear.

But powerful arms seized the young man's dender form, whirled him off his feet; from the giant’s throat
there came a gutturd, weird chuckling.



Adam Ash choked out, "Maximus—the goblin!”

Overhead, as though angered by the invason of the manmade rocket, the heavens loosened a
thunderclap that drowned out Adam Adh's frantic cry.

Chapter XV. STAIRWAY TO DOOM

ANOTHER man had observed the trall of sparks from the moon rocket. And then, later, he agan
peered heavenward as the storm gave muttering warning of its approach.

Doc Savage was that observer, but he was no longer near the crowds gathered to watch the rocket’s
fantadtic flight.

The bronze man had returned to his big sedan. He was able to contact Monk and Ham with the
short-wave radio this time, and shortly they put in a bedraggled appearance. For once, the usudly
sartoridly perfect lawyer was dust-smeared and grimy. Even the high polish of Ham's sword cane was
dulled.

Chemidry, the ape, looked moth-eaten.

Monk reported complete falure in ther search for Lonesome and his men. He spoke sadly about
Habess, gill missng.

Doc told about traling young Adam Ash.

"You found that crook, then?' Monk asked.

The bronze man shook his head. "No," he said. "And it seems apparent that heis not a crook, Monk."
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"I've been checking up on him," Doc went on quigtly. "Adam Ash is Kay Uppercue's fiancé Heis a
close friend of Professor Uppercue. Along with his public relaions work here at the Fair, young Adam
Ash has been hdping Martin Uppercue in his experiments & night. Ash is somewha of a scientist
himsdf."

Monk got his scarred face screwed up in a knot. He looked puzzled.
"But Doc,” he said, "'l can’t savvy why this Adam Ash is hiding out—"

"Because" the bronze man continued, "he was given something by Martin Uppercue to protect.
Uppercue was taking no chances. The metd cylinder, which has strangdly disappeared, was part of the
mystery. Something that resembles a suitcase is another part. | beieve Adam Ash hasit.”

Weary-looking Ham put in suddenly, "Here he comes now!”

ADAM ASH, tdl and smartly dressed in his pin-striped trousers and morning coat, walked up to Doc
and his ads as though just meeting them casudly while out for a walk. He hardly looked like a person
who had been attempting to hide from some vague menace.

Adam Ash said quite camly, "I was looking for you, Mr. Savage.”



Doc Savage sad nothing for a moment. But his flake-gold eyes were unusudly sharp. Some dightest
change in the good-looking public relaions consul’s voice had been only noticesble to the bronze man.
That voice seemed judt aftrifle dill.

Doc findly said, "I missed you at the moon rocket send-off. Dr. Mandroff told me you would be over
there”

Adam Ash nodded. "That’sright. | was watching that trail of sparks behind it. Did you ever see anything
quite so marvelous?'

Doc Savage admitted that he had watched the show.

Monk, ligening curioudy, had to get out a question that was bothering him. Out it came with a rush.
"Say, Ash," Monk piped dilly, "you sure been actin’ funny. What' s the idea?"

The cdmness dropped from Adam Ash's dapper dender figure. He looked worried.

“I'm convinced | can trust you men," he said confidentialy. "I have learned of Doc Savage' s worth-while
work snce | fird met you. Yes, I’ ve been kesping under cover. But now | think | need your help—your
assstance to help save Martin Uppercue from something terrible about to happen.”

"Yes?' prompted Doc Savage quietly.

Adam Ash cast a worried look at the dark sky overhead. The thunder was growing nearer. He sad
tensdly, "If this torm breaks, the person behind this mystery will do everything in his power to work the
test tonight.”

"What tes?' Ham prodded.

"The experiment in the Perispherel™ Adam Ash blurted fearfully. "Bt firgt, they’ll need the metd cylinder.
They've dready stolen another necessary unit from my coupé. If we could get into the Perisphere,

perhaps—"
The bronze man appeared uneasy. He said, "Monk, try to contact Long Tom from the car.”
The hairy chemigt leaped to obey Doc’s order.

A second later, he returned, to report, "Long Tom's down in Uppercue' s laboratory, Doc. Says he's
located that real metd cylinder. Says to send somebody over there quick—"

Adam Ash seemed to reach a sudden concluson. He addressed Doc Savage.

"I know a way into the Perisphere, even though it's closed,” he put in quickly. "Monk and Ham, here,
can go and meet your man named Long Tom. But right now, we ve got to stop a fiend up there in the
Perispherel”

Doc Savage prepared to leave with Adam Ash. "You mean,” he asked, "the Perigphere is the location of
that secret operating room?"

Ash nodded jerkily. "And morel" he cried. "Tonight, if the sorm breaks, a new Man of Tomorrow will
be created!"

A moment later the bronze man was hurrying toward the huge, looming Perisphere with Adam Ash.
Monk and Ham had gone partway, to circle the globe in an opposite direction and enter Uppercue's



laboratory near its base.

Nether Doc nor his assistants could have known of the appearance of Maximus, the goblin, as Adam
Ash watched the moon rocket’ s blazing trail!

IT had started to rain. With the occasiond flashes of lightning, the threat of the coming storm, the night
Far vidtors were rapidly leaving the grounds. Besides, it was getting late now, and it appeared that the
gorm was going to be a bad one.

Doc Savage and trim-looking Adam Ash passed an entrance to the globular Perisphere that was guarded
by a uniformed Fair officer. Thiswas at the same door that Long Tom had tried to enter earlier today.

But now Adam Ash waked up to the man in uniform, spoke a few words, and the cop turned to unlock
aheavy entrance door. He gave afriendly amile as Doc and the public reations consul stepped ingde the
mammoth globe.

They seemed to be in some sort of walled shell, much like the inner "kin" of a great ocean liner’s hold.
Within this double-walled shdl was a curving ladder that snaked upward into gloom.

Adam Ash abruptly indicated the ladder and said sharply, "You won't wak up that, bronze guy. You'll
be carried up!"

He stepped aside and a hdf a dozen assorted gunmen leaped from dark corners of the arc-shaped room.
The leader was the man of the beady eyes and the hell-let’ s-go-out-and-ring-doorbells grinning face.
Lonesome! His voice was a harsh snarl.

Lonesome said, "Watch out this bronze mug doesn't go for one of his trick gadgets Close in on him
careful, you birdd" Then he continued eating the apple which he hdd in his hand.

Sx menacing autometics cautioudy closed inon Doc Savage. The weapons were in the steady hands of
the hardfaced men.

Doc was ordered to put his hands behind his back.

Strangdly, the bronze man offered no resistance. And right benesth Doc’s armpits, if he moved his ams
ina certain way, were hidden smdl containers that would have sprayed an enveloping black gas into the
faces of dl.

But Doc Savage dlowed himsdf to be tied hand and foot.
"Get Maximud" Adam Ash ordered sharply. He referred to the goblin.

A moment later, the huge, shambling thing with the red hair came through a nearby door. It stood before
tdl Adam Ash, its garing, blank eyes fastened on the public relations consul in a fixed manner.

With a soothing, strange tone, Adam Ash directed, "Maximus, you are going to carry the bronze man to
the operating room on top of the Perisphere. Understand?’

The giant creature made a queer throat sound. It moved close to Doc Savage.

DOC was tense, unmoving. His metdlic features showed no expression, no indication of his thoughts as



he studied the goblin known as Maximus. He saw the bloodshot eyes of the thing, the broad, vacant stare
of the set face, the drab-gray, loose daothing that covered the massive body.

Doc was lifted into the huge man-creature’ s arms. Sowly, monotonoudy, Maximus started the long dimb
up the curving ladder.

The bronze man knew that they were mounting the great arc of the Perisphere shdl, going higher and
higher toward that strange operating room in the very top of the globe. Outside, ran hammered down
and beat againg the sides of stedl. The rumble of thunder increased, and the huge ball seemed to tremble.

Somewhere behind the bronze man, the voice of Adam Ash queried, "All exit doors are locked and
barred?"

The gloomy voice of Lonesome replied, "The devil himsdf couldn’t get in, boss. The only escape now is
down the chute”

Adam Adh's voice seemed to be dropping back.

He said, "Then we'll go to meet that Long Tom and the others. We sent Monk and the lawyer to meet
him." There was a dill laugh, a stisfied sound from Adam Ash.

Someone said, "Jeez, boss, are you goin' to start the thing?'
"That," came Adam Adh's voice fantly, "isthe main idea."

And high up on the upper hdf of the great globe, dill gripped in the arms of the goblin as the cresture
climbed, Doc Savage recdled that amdl generator modd in the laboratory of Martin Uppercue, beneath
thisvery giant sphere.

The modd represented a type of sphericd generator which had been developed on a huge scde by
various eectric manufacturing companies. Its design was known to be more efficent than any other type.
Millions of volts had been generated in tests with various ones built.

And now—

Doc Savage's thoughts leaped to different parts of the table modd he had inspected briefly. Yet that
ingpection had been sufficient for the bronze man to retain an exact picture of the whole unit itsdf.

Martin Uppercue' s spherical generator was an exact reproduction of the giant Perisphere!

Chapter XVI. MAD MENACE

ONE of the reasons for the success of Doc Savage's condant fight againg evil-doers throughout the
world, was the close unity between the Man of Bronze and his aids.

A spoken word from the giant bronze man, and any one of Doc’s assistants could be depended upon to
follow through with some particular assgnment.

Doc Savage had mentioned to Long Tom, the eectricd expert, something about the smdl modd
generator in Martin Uppercue' s laboratory. Immediaidy the unhedthy-looking aid's quick mind had
followed the bronze man’s trend of thoughts.

As soon as possible, Long Tom had therefore returned to Uppercue's laboratory, somewhere beneath



the grest Perisphere.

It was here that he had contacted Monk, at the short-wave set in Dock’s car, announcing that he had
located the odd metd cylinder.

Long Tom had found the thin tube hidden in a cabinet near a workbench where the modd generator was
St up.

Pacing the cylinder to one side, the quick hands of Long Tom had gone to work on the modd itsdlf. It
was quickly dismantled. The eectricd wizard's sharp eyes widened as he worked swiftly.

He located the smdl missng part and, from quick caculations, saw that the unit which was needed fitted
in at the very top of the spherica motor. In actud sze, it would be the shape of along suitcase.

Long Tom remembered the "accumulator” that the bronze man had mentioned.

Recently, Long Tom had lectured before a group of famous engineers on the possibilities of such an
accumulator. The atomic machine was a unit capable of soring unlimited power. Hooked into a power
trangmisson line, an accumulator would be capable of draining the current and putting out dl lights in a
large-sized city.

One thing had halted the perfection of such an invention. A perfect insulator was needed with which to
protect the suitcase-sized unit, when in operation in connection with a huge, spherical generator.

Long Tom was intently studying the one tiny part of the modd that was missng. He knew now that
Martin Uppercue, fearful lest someone should sted his secret, had left something out of that smdl-scae
modd. He had dso—

Abruptly, there was a commotion behind the dectricd wizard. He whirled to face those who had come
into the passageway from outside.

It was the waspish-looking Ham, arguing with hairy Monk as they hurried into the laboratory. Behind
them trailed Chemidtry, the smdl chimp.

Monk squedled excitedly, "Long Tom, look! That guy Adam Agh is with Doc, an’ he had a clue to
somethin’. We're dl to hurry and meet them. Maybe we ll find the girls there, too; and like | was tdlin
Ham—"

Ham managed a pained sneer. "Wait till that Adam Ash learns you're on the make for his girl, you
missing link! There s going to be trouble arting—"

From the vaultilke door leading to the larger laboratory beyond, well-dressed Adam Ash said coldly:
"Trouble has dready started, friendd”

TALL Adam Ash stepped into the room with an object in his hand that had been taken from Doc Savage
when he was brought, drugged, to the secret operating room. It was the machine pistol, a deadly wegpon
when the regular high-powered explosive bullets were used.

Long Tom saw, with a start, that the drum attached to the weapon was |oaded.
Hary Monk’s smdl eyes had blinked rapidly at the 9ght of Adam Ash. He let out abull roar.



"You tricked Doc!" the powerful chemis yelled. Y ou—"
Monk suddenly whipped a pistol from historn dothing and started blazing away.

But Adam Ash had acted a split second before the gun cut loose. He had legped back through the
protecting, heavy vault door, to take up a position behind the stedl casement.

From somewhere deeper in that room, came a shattering roar as one of the gunmen with Adam Ash
loosened a hall of machine-gun lead.

Pdlets spattered the wals near the heads of Monk and Ham. Long Tom had lesped for a corner of the
room and switched off the caling lights.

Adam Ash was shouting orders above the roar of gunfire. Another desth gun took up its nerve-racking
chatter.

And then, from the only other passageway leading out of this underground room, Lonesome's
sad-sounding voice yeled, "I'm lockin’ the door, boss. Give ‘em the gadl”

The door dammed to the passageway that could have been the only possble exit for the three aids of
Doc Savage.

Immediatdy from the vaultlike opening through which an orange-red stream of gunfire was coming, there
was the Snigter hiss of ges.

Chemigry was squedling.
Monk howled, "Blagt ‘em! I'm goin’ through that door and get that traitor Adam Ash! I'm gonna—"

"Wait, you fool!" Ham snapped in the darkness. "I’ve got something that will knock those devils out of
their shoes. Here, give me a hand.”

Monk located the lawyer’ s voice. Ham was crouched in a corner of the darkened room, out of range of
the deadly meachine-gun fire.

AsMonk crept up to his side, Ham said, "I’ve got a hand grenade. Picked it up from Doc's car before
we came over here. But the pin's stuck. Here, take ahold.”

Monk reached out to help, bdlowing happily, "For once, shyger, | got to admit you're smart. Wat'll we
toss this pinegpple at those birds—"

The chemig struggled with the jammed pin in the hand grenade. Luckily, it did not release.

For the knockout-gas fumes that enveloped the three aids and the pet, Chemidry, within the next two
seconds put them swiftly to deep.

DAPPER Adam Ash gave terse orders a few moments later as Monk, Ham, Long Tom and the pet
were carried from Uppercu€e' s [aboratory.

An exhaudt fan—Iocated in one wdl of the lab—had been turned on and the room quickly cleared of the
gas fumes.

The public relations consul’ s eyes were cold, and there was a amirk on his thin lips "This" he sad to the



grinning-faced thug beside him, "takes care of Doc Savage's crowd. Take them up to the operating
room, Lonesome."

Lonesome |looked incongruous with the heavy machine gun cradled in his arm. For he was 4ill wearing
the high Sk hat and "talls™ The fixed grin of his mouth hardly went with the menacing Tommy. "Hell,
chief, let’s giveit to them right here.”

The eyes of Adam Ash snapped. "Y ou're forgetting the experiment, you fool. Take them above—up the
cawak." The queer, Sill tone that Doc Savage had noted, was now back in Adam’s Adh's voice.

The three aids and the pet were carried through the big motor room where Doc had fird found Kay
Uppercue. The catwak took the men high above the dectrica equipment of massve sze. Somewhere in
the long, high-callinged room, there was the soft, steady purr of a amdl booster dynamo running.

Gunmen reached the amdl opening in the celing, a direct opening into the huge Perisphere above. Iron
steps led upward.

Adam Ash paused to see that everyone was out of the big motor room below. Then, with a twisted grin
on hislips, he stepped to a heavily insulated control pand built near the catwalk.

Large contact switches of varying sizes were at his fingertips Adam Ash started dagpping the switches
home—dosing the eectric circuits.

Immediately, the motor hum in the power room increased.

Like the dhill "winding up* of a big transport plane inertia starter, the motor hum increased to an
ear-splitting howl.

Adam Ash laughed with dmost insane glee. "And now,” he grinned, "the real generator startsl”

Above him, waiting in the entranceway to the huge Perisphere, the grinning-faced L onesome commented:
"That little dude, Shill Burns, didn’'t do bad when he led those guys our way, boss!™

They moved on into the place above.

THIS was the vast, awe-ingpiring interior of the Perigphere itsdf. But now a strange transformation was
teking place. Levers that Adam Ash had thrown had started a movement of giant-sized units in the
two-hundred-foot-high globe.

Sections of a massive machine were swinging out into pogtion overhead. The men carying Doc's ads
paused a moment and stared in wide-eyed wonder. One thug shivered dightly.

"Hdl, boss," he gasped, "if thisthing ever gets out of control—"

Adam Ash snapped an order. "Move" he said dilly. "Take those fools up the curved ladder. The
movable plaform has been dismantled. Others are guarding Doc Savage and the rest, above."

Lonesome, his own voice atrifle awed, remained behind, to query, "Say, chidf, that gorm is sure goin’ to
be a corker!"

Outsde the great sted bdl, the fury of the universe seemed to have been unleashed agand the
Perisphere. Thunder cracked ominoudy; a steady trembling took place beneath the sphere's very



foundation.
Adam Ash laughed queerly.

Sounds of the ssorm seemed to remind him of one more thing to be done. He stepped toward a barred
exit doorway near the base of the Perisphere.

Loosening a heavy sted bar, he opened the door to let in a burst of wind and rain. A lightning flash
revealed his satanic face for an indant.

Adam Ash sad, "I'll get back through the |aboratory entrance. Bar this last exit. Ther€'s one thing | must
do."

Lonesome stood there grinning, his voice gloomy. "But, chief, you better not—"

"That fool, Shill Burns, mugt be located,” finished Ash. "He's just dumb enough to sumble onto
something. I’ ve got to get him aso.”

The queer laugh that Adam Ash gave as he disappeared into the night sent a chilly feather of ice racing
down his henchman, Lonesome's, spine.

Lonesome had been standing polishing an apple on his deeve. Ready to take a bite, he lowered the apple
and stood with his mouth haf open.

Chapter XVII. THE GENERATOR STARTS

SHILL BURNS was not a brave man. But the flashily dressed little talker was an opportunist. Any little
racket in which he could collect his own ten cents worth—while dill keeping within the law—appeded
to the gum-chewing little sharpshooter.

Burns had seen a chance to cash in on the Martin Uppercue disappearance, and the night he had
followed the strange figure of the goblin—Maximus—to the Marine Amphitheater on the lake, he had
redly been sncere when directing Monk and Ham to the stage. Shill Burns had hoped for anice retainer.

When Lonesome and his men had struck, Shill Burns got scared and ran for cover. He had hidden out
throughout that night and the next day.

But now, moving like a little wet terrier in the ran and scary claps of thunder, he was gaking the
deserted Fair Grounds, trying to bring himsdf to cal the police. He knew, somehow, that Doc Savage
wasin trouble. Yet Shill Burns was &fraid to contact the law. He had been mixed in shady dedlings in the

past.
Shill Burns spent an hour trying to make up hismind.

He went back to his little concession office with the determination that he would put through the phone
cdl. And tdl, gray-eyed Dr. Alexis Mandroff was there waiting for him.

Shill Burns had seen the doctor severd times, knew him by reputation. He was surprised at this
complimentary vigt.

Dr. Mandroff amiled and asked, "Y ou’re Shill Burns, da?"
Shill's chest expanded.



"No other, friend, no other. To whom am | obligated for this—"
Dr. Alexis Mandroff’ s light features grew suddenly serious.

"Doc Savage, a friend of mine, once mentioned you,” Mandroff hurried on. "Now he and some of his
ads are missng. | thought you might be able to hdp me locate them. I'm afrad something has
happened—"

Shill Burns suddenly decided that he had kept ill long enough.

"My friend," he said confidentidly, getting his gum out of the way, "that thought is mutud. I’'m tdling you,
it's something beyond our grasp. And yet | have an idea—yes, an idea—"

"Wha?' interrupted Dr. Mandroff, trying not to appear impatient.

"Now you take that Perisphere” said Shill Burns "Theré's something damned mysterious going on
there—"

"Then we should invedtigate" suggested Mandroff. He was carrying a cane, and wearing the expensive
fawn-colored gloves. He stepped toward the door. The doctor was aso wearing a cape agangd the
downpour outside.

Shill Burns grabbed a coat and quickly followed. He said worriedly, "Friend, | gotta hunch Doc Savage
issomewhere in that damned globe"

WHEN Doc Savage was carried into the weird operating room atop the Perisphere globe, and untied to
be guarded by the ponderous, red-haired Maximus, he had made no atempt to escape.

For the bronze man had permitted himsdf to be brought here. It was in this place that he had hoped to
find the others—Martin Uppercue and the two girls.

For the bronze giant had suspected Adam Adh's trickery!

Martin Uppercue was there, tied again in a chair, and close by were aso the bound, shepely figures of
lovdy Pat Savage and the pretty Kay Uppercue. The girls faces were pdlid, drawn from ther dire
experience, and yet Pat Savage managed a smile

Doc, after being searched to make certain he was unarmed, had been permitted freedom by gunmen who
stood guard in the room. Besides, the brute-sized Maximus stood towering nearby.

Doc had thought firgt of the girls

They were dl in the smdler room adjoining the operating room.

Pat Savage sad cheerfully, "for once, my dear cousin, | looked for trouble and found it! Are you angry?'
The bronze man was Slent. For Doc knew that only one ending awaited dl of them now: desath!

He turned to little white-haired Martin Uppercue.

The scientigt said, "Thanks, Doc Savage, for dmaost rescuing me once before in this room. But I'm afraid
there will be no chance a a rescue again." Uppercue looked dgnificantly a the menacing guns in the
hands of the guards close by.



His voice was weary, though no fear showed in the little bright-eyed man's face.
"You know what's in there?' Uppercue asked, nodding toward the adjoining, larger room.
Grinning, the gunmen permitted Doc Savage to |ook.

The bronze man saw more bound figureslaid out on tables near the weird operating platform. Above the
heads of the stupefied victims, rain dashed the opaque glass of the convex skylight. Lightning seemed to
legp right out of the heavens above and smash againg the glass covering. The broken pane had been
patched.

Doc returned and spoke to the scientist. "Those are the missng Fair vidtors who were jabbed with
hypodermic needlesin the crowds. | dmost got the same trestment from Lonesome, mysdf. They were
to be used to fake the Man of Tomorrow publicity surrounding your own experiment.”

Uppercue nodded his bushy white head.

"Correct,” he said. "No man can create a man. Tha poor devil, Maximus, was a Fair vigtor himsdf,
once. He was given injections of thyroxine and adrenain—and changed rapidly into a pituitary giant. B,
inthe experiment, hiswill power was destroyed. Now he only follows the directions of that masked devil
who has him hypnotized.”

Doc mentioned that he was aware of the method used. He had figured something like this when he had
checked with the gatekeeper about the missng persons, and when an atempt had been made to jab
himsdf with a hypo near the Hdl of Medicine.

He sad, "The Man of Tomorrow suff was merdly publicity to draw the Fair crowds—and a shidd to
cover your own experiments. But the masked surgeon cashed in on it. Obvioudy he is mad enough to
redly bdieve a superman can be created.”

Across the room, amdl Kay Uppercue and Pat Savage were gaing in open-mouthed horror.

Doc’'s metdlic features were tense. "Given the proper voltage, life might possibly be brought to body
cdls” he continued. "Thet is something of this masked one'sidea, | bdieve."

Jus then there was a disturbance at the door.

HAM and Monk, dong with Long Tom and the pet ape, were carried into the room. The three aids had
darted to regan consciousness. Monk was druggling like a bull ape to break loose from severd
scar-faced captors.

Monk saw the two girls and let out a roar of protest.
"What the hdl do you meen, tyin' them girls up like that?' he bellowed.

In the doorway behind them, Lonesome said gloomily, "I’'m going to take pleasure in rubbing out that
dish-faced guy!"

Before Monk could think of a suitable retort, everyone was hed tense by the strange vibration that began
tofill the room.

The bronze man's gaze flicked to the scientist, Uppercue, and he saw the look of utter horror in the little
man's eyes.



Professor Uppercue sammered, "My God! He. . . he's started the Perisphere generator!”
The hum of some massve motor was dowly, inexorably increasing into a deep-throbbed whine.
Even saverd of Lonesome' s gunmen looked nervous.

One sad, "Say, Lonesome, where's the chigf? | don't think it's goin’ to be so damned hedthy hangin’
around here much longer!" The gunman was jittery about the eectrical whine below them.

Lonesome rapped, "Shut up!”

As everyone ligened in awe to the weird, dowly increesing speed of the mammoth generator in the
massve bl beneath them, a guard suddenly appeared and shoved two more figures into the room. He
sad to Lonesome:

"I caught these two guys snoopin’ around!”

The two newest captives were the loudly dressed Shill Burns and tdl Dr. Alexis Mandroff.

Chapter XVIII. UNMASKED FIEND
EVERYONE stared at the last two captives brought in.
Shill Burns, protesting volubly, clutched regd-looking Dr. Alexis Mandroff’'s arm and cried:

"Likel said, Doc, you're important! You got connections here a the Fair. Tdl ‘em they can't get away
with this—"

The blond-haired, tdl doctor shrugged his shoulders hopelesdly.
"It looks," he sad quietly, "as though you and | have nathing to say about that."

The masked fiend, through his chief henchman, Lonesome, now had captured everyone who might
frudrate his plans.

It was hairy Monk, kicking up afuss as he tried to wriggle out of his bonds, who croaked hallowly, "All
right, where is he? Where' s that yahoo behind dl this trouble—that Adam Ash?'

Petite Kay Uppercue, hearing Monk’ s words, stared out of horror-filled eyes. She sammered: "You . . .
yousad...Adan Ash—"

Doc Savage knew that the smdl blond girl had been engaged to the good-looking public relations conaul,
Adam Ash.

Monk redized his error. The way in which he looked a Kay Uppercue said that he thought she was
swdl, and now to have blurted that Adam Ash was the red fiend—

It was Dr. Mandroff who interjected with: "Do you mean to say that young Adam Ash is the one behind
dl this? Why, | never dreamed—" His voice broke off Srilly.

The wdl-known doctor looked at the bronze man, a othersin the room.

Kay Uppercue was crying softly.



Pat Savage, diffly erect in the chair in which she was tied, looked a Doc Savage.
Like Monk, Dr. Mandroff redlized his error.

He said thoughtfully, “I’'m sorry, Miss Uppercue. | . . . | didn’t understand.”

Only the bronze man himsdf had been acting strangdly.

DOC SAVAGE appeared not to have heard the others. Instead, he had been intently regarding the
meassve figure of Maximus stationed near himsdf to act as guard.

Doc had caught the huge giant's stary eyes, was looking into therr depths peculiarly with his own. The
bronze man’s compdling eyes were like unwavering, accusng pools of restless gold.

Everyone stiffened as the bronze man spoke.

With great tond inflection, Doc Savage ordered: "Maximud You are ligening to me now, understand?
You are to obey me”

The increasing generator vibration that gripped the whole Perisphere seemed to lend power to the bronze
man’s words.

"Maximus—bring us Adam Ash!" rapped Doc Savage.

Sowly, eyes fixed ahead as though in a trance, huge Maximus shuffled step by step to the center of the
room.

Fascinated, Lonesome's accomplices stepped aside, hdd spellbound. The gunmen had seemed to forget
thet the bronze man was unguarded, now that Maximus had moved away from his side.

In the middle of the room, Maximus paused. Close above his towering form, the smdler glass skylight of
thisinner room was within reach. The giant figure reached up, released a catch and did the panel back on
agroove.

Even Pat Savage shuddered dightly as the fury of the storm lashed into the room. Thunder rolled in greeat
waves, jagged streaks of white lightning seemed to legp to the very opening above.

The huge hands of Maximus reached outward into the stcorm—and dragged from the roof of the massve
ged bdl a soaked, limp form.

The haf-conscious figure of Adam Ash was dragged to the bronze man's feet!

Pat Savage gasped.

Kay Uppercue crowded her amdl knuckles againgt her teeth and tried to tifle a scream.
Monk’s eyes dmost bulged in ther pits of grisle. He piped, “"Now, how in hdl—"
Maximus stood dumbly by, awaiting the bronze man’s next order.

The mind of Doc Savage, his greet will power, had conquered another snigter brain that controlled the
one of the dumb brute!



LONG TOM had been roughly dumped in a corner of the room when dragged into the strange
Perisphere hide-out. But he had twisted to one elbow now. He asked of Doc: "But . . . but if Adam Ash
wasn't the masked man, then who—"

Others, too, were asking that question slently. Even the hard-faced thugs of Lonesome were daring a
Doc Savage. Apparently none had ever known the true identity of the masked director of crime, and
now—

Onethug asked, "Then where is the masked guy?'

Through the room, even above the ever-increesng moan of the mondrous generator in this sphere
underneath them, an exatic trilling note floated. It was the identifying sound the Man of Bronze made in
moments of mentd stress—or perhaps approach to near danger.

And covered by the generator whine, no one had heard the ifled exclamation, the inteke of bresth of
another person in that room.

Y e Doc Savage had heard—because he had been ligening for that very thing.
It was Martin Uppercue who cried, "But the accumulator! It is pricdlesst Where isit, Doc Savage?!

Agan the bronze man looked a Maximus. He sad firmly, steadily, in that strangdy compdling tone:
"Maximus, now get the accumulator.”

The huge man-mongter again moved toward the middle of the room, leaned one hand on the table and
reached upward with the other into the rain that was hammering into the room.

The hand of Maximus paused. He turned uncertainly, his staring-eyed gaze going to Doc Savage, and
then shifting away, as though pulled by some other force.

Doc Savage sad tensdy, "One man in this room has controlled Maximus. He is trying to overcome my
power over this dumb servant now. Because that person dso needs the metd cylinder—and someone in
thisroom has it!"

The bronze man's words mugt have proved a dartling shock to the red villan. For the moment, his
control over Maximus was lost. The huge giant again looked a Doc Savage, seemed to nod in
agreement—and reached again toward the roof opening.

There was aill cry of anger from a person near Doc Savage. A man plunged toward the table directly
beneath the open roof skylight.

The well-tailored form of Dr. Alexis Mandroff, hiswet cape hillowing out behind him, mounted the table
in a 9ngle swift bound. Agile, dender hands clawed the roof opening and the blond-haired man raised
himsdf swiftly out of Sght.

Alexis Mandroff’ s face had been twisted with maniaca fury.

DOC SAVAGE fired orders.
"Maximud Help the hairy one. And the man with the sword cane by his side. Untie them. Hurry!"

Spelbound by the sudden exposure of a men they did not even know had employed them, the
bulging-eyed gunmen were dow to move. The ropes were yanked from Monk Mayfar's wrigts by



Maximus, with one powerful twist, and the release of Ham followed.

The hairy chemig dived headfird into a dow-moving thug, grabbed agun and let out a whoop.
"I'm sure gonna raise havoc now!" Monk bawled.

Monk blasted away with the gun.

A thug returned the fire, but his am was wild. Perhaps he, too, had been gartled by the form of Dr.
Mandroff legping out onto the very top of the globe of sted!.

Uppercue was screaming, "The accumuleator! He's after the accumulator, Doc Savage.”

But the bronze man had swung with powerful, cabled arms out to the dippery, rain-swept roof. Two
hundred feet below lay the lightning-illuminated Fair Grounds. More than a dozen steps ether way from
that smdl opening atop the Perisphere, and the bronze man’'s form would skid to swift doom on the
curved, dick surfaces of the sphere.

And towering over dl, ssemingly only afew feet away, rose the three-sided spire that was the Trylon. It
lofted dill another hdf thousand feet above the globe of steel—and from its Sdes now bombarded flashes
of light.

The Trylon, during a storm, was congantly struck by lightning which harmlesdy followed its tapered
length into the earth.

Doctor Mandroff had whirled back toward the bronze man with an object in his hand. It was along case,
goproximately the Sze of alarge suitcase. He snarled dilly:

"Even you cannot stop me now, Doc Savage. I'm going back down there into the room!"
With his free hand, he fired the .45 automatic.

Doc Savage had been in the act of hurtling at Alexis Mandroff. Weight had been thrown forward on the
bdls of the bronze man's feet. The heavy .45 dug caught him in the chest, and he pitched sideward, to
rall toward the curve of the roof that dropped off sharply to the wide circular mall far below.

OUT here in the storm-lashed night, the weird roar of the Perisphere generator was a thing tha
penetrated far. It was like the combined bumblebee hum of a thousand bombing planes. It was not a
desfening sound, but rather a vibration that sent a strange chill through all.

It was too late for Fair vistors now—yet many had gathered far below the spot where Doc Savage and
Mandroff were fighting.

Those persons were the Fair police, attracted by the uncanny sound of the giant generator, and hundreds
of late workers and exhibitors who had been on their way home for the night.

Prowl car drens screamed like indgnificant play horns, againg the greater noise envedoping dl. Armed
coppers battered againg the heavy, stedl-barred doors that had been closed a the Perisphere base. No
one could find away indgde.

And as Doc Savage was seen by Mandroff to dip toward a plunge of death, the mad-eyed doctor
legped back into the roof room with the precious accumulator case in his hand.



But Mandroff had not figured on the trained hands, the fingers of Doc Savage. Dally, the bronze man
exercised various parts of his marvelous body. Those bronze-colored hands contained a grip of stedl.

Doc'sfingers had splayed as he struck the curved roof. Fingertips had flattened mightily againg the wet
ded surface. Like avacuum-cup tire grips a dippery pavement, Doc's fingertips had stopped his dide.

Sowly, he pulled himsdf back to the roof opening. He had not been injured by the .45 dug. Doc's
bulletproof vest had stopped that bullet.

But the force of the shot, catching the bronze man partidly off baance as it did, had been enough to
make him dip back on the deek-surfaced globe.

Doc Savage legped back toward the Perisphere room.

Chapter XIX. DEATH STRIKESHIGH UP
A TERRIFIC bettle was taking place within the room of the Perisphere.

Hary Monk had taken time out between pile-driver swings, a Lonesome's men, to legp to Long Tom's
sde. The skinny-looking dectrica expert had been lying hdplesdy in the same corner of the room. Monk
swiftly unbound hiswrigts.

Yet Long Tom made no atempt to get up and join the mé8ée. One leg remained diffly straight before him
on the floor, as though broken.

But Long Tom picked up a crook’s fdlen gun and bopped heads as Monk and Ham sent dizzy victims
flying his way.

And huge Maximus, apparently dill obeying the will of the grest bronze man, joined in to help Doc’s aids.

One of Lonesome's henchmen saw the twisted face and figure of Dr. Mandroff plunge back into the
room from the roof opening. He took one glimpse at the hurtling Mandroff, and bawled, "Me, I'm gettin’
outa here! This damned Perisphereisgoin’ to shake itsdf gpart any minute!”

The thug went diving through the secret pand wadl opening that Doc and Long Tom had once before
used. Another gunmen followed, ydling in fear. The great sphere of sted was actudly vibrating on its
base. It gppeared that over a hundred thousand tons of metd threatened to collgpse a any second.

Monk let out aydl and raced to the wdl opening where the thug had disappeared down the chute. He
was holding something solid in his hairy fig, jerking at the object with his other hand.

Then Monk bellowed, "I got it, Ham. | got that danged pin outa the grenade. Lookit this, will ya" He
tossed the bomb, and a second later there was a tremendous roar somewhere below in the escape chute
thet led to the underground pipe lines.

It was Long Tom who cried dhilly, "Fool! That's the only way out of here. We're dl doomed now!™
Monk looked startled.
In the excitement, they saw Mandroff for the fird time.

The doctor, with the heavy suitcase-shaped accumulator in his hand, had leaped past the fight to reach an
outer wall of the room. Thisroof prison was built between two outer layers of the stedd Perisphere, and in



thet outer wall was another four-foot-wide partition of thin sted!.

MANDROFF had pushed awal lever to raise a partition of that outer narrow room. He plunged indde
and yanked something downward with his hand.

He turned, his eyes wild, his face contorted.

"Foold No one can reach me now. There's an escape ladder in here. As soon as | charge this thing, I'll
send you dl to doom benegth tons of crushed sted—by letting the Perisphere generator run wild and tear
itsdlf loosa!"

Monk and Ham drew up short, to stare. Apparently nothing separated them from the wild-eyed doctor.

Doc Savage came hurtling into the room from just above as Monk, with a howl, dived toward nearby
Alexis Mandroff.

Monk said, "I'll get that guy—"

And then he gave ayip of pain. The hairy chemigt had cracked his head againgt something that appeared
to be only empty space between him and the doctor.

From where he was il tied, Professor Uppercue exclaimed, "It's a sheet of shatterproof, invisble glass.
You can't reech him—"

Thelittle scientist’s dert eyes suddenly popped like round saucers. "Look! He's putting the accumulator
into the dot! My God, well dl be—"

The bronze man's brain had remembered the modd generator congtruction in that flegting, precious
indant. He said, "But he needs the insulator—the stedl cylinder.”

Abruptly Doc went into whirlwind action. He started shoving everyone toward the adjoining operating
room. He dammed orders at Monk and Ham.

"Get everyone out of here” yeled Doc. "There's no time to untie anyone. Take them, chairs and al.
Hurry!"

The bronze giant had dready swung hdpless Pat Savage and Kay Uppercue up by a char in each am.
He plunged through the doorway.

The room was cleared in seconds. The bronze man was the only one to see the crazed Alexis Mandroff’s
last movements.

Behind the glass screen, the doctor had findly worked the heavy accumulator into a specia groove made
for it somewhere in the Perisphere generator outer wall.

There was a sudden peculiar humming. And then the ozone amdl| that ectricity makes when burning.
Doc Savage himsdf moved back into the room with the others.

But from the large glass skylight of this larger room, everyone saw the weird arc of flaming lightning that
came from the very heavens above, from the top-most point of the skyscraper-high Trylon that adjoined
the great ball.



There was a horrible crash, and the Perisphere seemed to rock and sway. In the outer shell room where
Alexis Mandroff was crouched, liquid fire salit the thin stedl wal at his back. Sted mdted around that
spot, melted like athin scrap of tin caught in thousands of degrees heat. Molten sted splashed off the Sde
of the Perisphere at that one concentrated point.

There was asngle scream of horror from the doctor.
Then there was only the stench of flesh and the ozone améll.
Alexis Mandroff had died the desth of white-hot fire.

BREATHLESS seconds passed. No one moved in the outer room that had been protected by the
second inner wall of the great sphere.

Professor Martin Uppercue breathed findly, "We . . . we' d better not let the girls look!™

Doc Savage had gone into the smdl room close to the shel partition where Mandroff had sedled himsdf
in. The bronze men said quietly, "There s nothing to see. Only dugt!”

Dugt was dl that remained of the fiend who had been Mandroff.

Suddenly, Monk yeled, "Hey, Doc! The blasted thing's stoppin’. Ligen! The Perisphere generator’'s
dyin’ down!"

It was true. The whine that had accompanied the anvful trembling of the massve sphere was fading.
Vibration dackened.

Doc sad, "Perhaps Martin Uppercue can tdl you the explanation of that—and of Mandroff’s death.”
The bronze man had released the smdl, bright-eyed scienti<t.

Uppercue sad shakily: "The accumulator is my invention. It might be compared to a storage battery.
Only it stores power—thousands and thousands of volts of energy. The Perisphere generator—the
largest spherical generator ever designed—was needed to charge the accumulator. 1t would only take
the massve generator below a matter of seconds to completely charge it."”

"But how—" Ham started to ask curioudy.

Uppercue went on swiftly, his keen eyes bright. "Mandroff had been to my laboratory often. He had seen
that modd of the Perisphere generator. | told him, and others, in order to cover my red work, that we
were planning a Man of Tomorrow experiment and thus needed greater dectrica generation than had
ever before been produced.”

Ham had to get the question out. "But why was he killed?"
Doc Savage answered the query.

"Because Mandroff falled to use the one thing needed to make the accumulator a success,” he explained.
"That isthe insulator, which Uppercue, here, had in the metd cylinder—the cylinder he tried so vdiantly
to protect, and which Long Tom found hidden back in his laboratory. The insulator was needed while
charging the accumulator, and to protect it after receiving that charge. Without it—"

The bronze man indicated the space where Dr. Alexis Mandroff had only a feiw moments before been.



"Ingead,” Doc went on, "when no insulaion was there to hold thet terrific Perisphere charge within the
accumulator, the great voltage kicked back and drew the bolt of lightning from the Trylon—and at the
same time, shorted the Perigphere generator and perhaps saved usdl.”

Uppercue nodded, said in an awed voice, "Yes. The generator below us, tons of sted and power, would
have probably run wild and torn the Perisphere to pieces.”

For once in his scrappy life, hairy Monk was slent for two full moments. Then he blurted, " Say—gosh!”

DOC SAVAGE interrupted the questions to take care of Adam Ash. The young public relaions consul
was dill dazed, and there might be a brain concussion. The bronze man showed Ham and Monk how to
get back to the narrow sted ladder ingde the Perigphere "skin." Unarmed thugs guarded by Monk and
Ham were put to work carrying Adam Ash below.

Soon coppers who had been battering at the lower Perisphere locked exits had been admitted and were
dimbing up here to the secret room. It was not until much later that morning, in Uppercue’'s own
laboratory, that Doc finished with explanations.

Someone had asked about the missng metd cylinder, the tubdike thing that had caused pretty Kay
Uppercue to act so suspicioudy—as well as good-looking Adam Ash.

The scientid’ s daughter was there in the lab now, after learning from the hospitd that her fiancé would be
dl rightinaday or so. Her brilliant father gave her awarm amile.

"Tdl them, Kay," Professor Uppercue sad.

"That tube" the smdl blond gifl said, "contained a monatomic film that was to have insulaied the
accumulator. It was thinner than the thinnest paper. | found the red tube, brought it back here to the
lab—"

Ham asked, amiling fondly at the blue-eyed daughter of the scientist, "But where isit now?"

Long Tom looked sheepish. His anaemic features, for once, flushed dightly as he looked at the girl. "I
found it—before that Lonesome and his mob knocked out Monk and Ham and me, down here! Dang it,
| hed it hidden in my pants leg, but Monk got it up there in the Perisphere fight—"

Doc interrupted quietly with, "Well, where isit, Monk?'

Monk stammered, coughed, then got words out. "Goshamighty!" he piped. "That Lonesome had Habeas
locked in a closet up there. So | took a swing at that grinning ranny with that tube thing. | guess—well,
hdl! | guess| busted it dl to bitd"

Uppercue sghed. "It is just as wdl," he sad. "I'm afrad the accumulator's posshilities were too
great—and dso too dangerous. With its unlimited, stored power, it would have dways been a treasure
sought by men like Mandroff."

Pat Savage was dightly holding well-dressed Ham's arm. She lill looked a trifle frightened, though her
lovely gold eyes were bright.

She queried, "But the Man of Tomorrow—what about him?'

Doc explained, "It was merdy publicity to cover Professor Uppercue’ s work." The bronze man looked



a the white-haired scientist and received a nod of agreemen.

"Of course, that publicity would have helped the World's Fair. Later, it could have been announced that
something went wrong. But Mandroff, having access to persons stricken on the grounds by the heet and
S0 on, made a pituitary giant out of one man, to scare off everyone and cover his own search for
Uppercue's invention, and to throw suspicion on kidnagped Professor Uppercue. Those other victims
were being held in readiness should Maximus be killed—to make it appear Maximus was indestructible.”

"And Mandroff even tried to get you!" Pat Savage said.

The bronze man smiled. "I suspected him first when he barged right out of the Hall of Medicine sde door
when | was chasng Lonesome, the man who tried to jab me with a needle. Mandroff’s door-swinging
was too nicdy timed to be an accident. And further, up there in the secret room, and when he was
masked, Mandroff cut his hand when he grabbed a scape from a glass case. | saw the cut on his right
hand when he tried to quickly dip his gloves on a the hospitd yesterday.”

Queried about Maximus, Doc explained that he had given the giant man the firg of trestments that would
gradudly bring him back to normal. Maximus would forever be of huge Sze, but in time—after a ddicate
brain operation—the man would forget his terrible experience and be a norma human.

The other captives, misang Fair vistors, had been given smilar trestment by the bronze men at the
hospital early this morning.

Doc dso produced a set of paper-thin eye shdls of brown shade. He told how Alexis Mandroff had
disguised himsdf as young Adam Ash, usng the eye caps to cover his own gray eyes. Mandroff had
known about Adam Ash going to watch the moon-rocket show, and had quickly disguised himsdf and
taken the public reaions consul’s place—after having Ash grabbed by Maximus. It was Mandroff who
hed appeared after the moon-rocket show, ingtead of Adam Ash.

It was Mandroff’s ghill voice that Monk had recognized on the palice radio when, disguised, Mandroff
hed knocked out the dispatcher and taken his place.

Doc produced the ring that had been used to make him try and hypnotize Martin Uppercue. The ring,
Doc told, fitted Mandroff’ s thin, womanish finger exactly.

Behind the group, afamiliar voice spoke.

A voice that said, "Wdl, wdl, wdl! I'm tdling you, friends, it is a pleasure to be back with you again. As
| told them over there at the hospitd, | got in a little mess trying to hdp the famous bronze man. But it
was worth it. Oh, yes, indeed, it was worth it! |—"

SHILL BURNS, in a new, screaming checkered auit and a patch over one eye, came like a little
gamecock into the room with the long-eared pig, Habeas, and the runt ape tralling dong behind.

The voluble, former sde-show spider turned to Monk and Ham, and said with an expangve amile,
"Friends, consder yoursdves lucky to have ever met the great Shill Burns. | have judt this past hour
completed arrangements for an exhibit of the two most famous pets in the world—Habeas and
Chemidry. Like | dways ssy—"

Hary Monk let out a howl of rage. He legped toward Shill Burns, who, suddenly wide-eyed, backed
awiftly toward the passageway exit.



Monk yeled, "Exhibit Habeas, will you? Ligten, you over-dressed wart—"

Ham, too, had leaped after Shill Burns. But the fast-talking and fast-moving little opportunist had evaded
both aids, to disappear medly through the corridor.

Monk and Ham hit the narrow doorway at the same time, and jammed there shoulder to shoulder and
faceto face.

Monk gave a big-mouthed grin, raised a hairy hand and lifted the hat that had been jammed over Ham's
head ever Snce the hair-waving trick he, himsdf, had maneuvered.

The lawyer’ s nicely waved, dark hair was reveded.
Ham strived furioudy to bring up his sword cane with which to bat Monk.

The hairy chemigt cdled to demure Kay Uppercue, "What do you think of a guy that waves his hair, Blue
Eyes?'

Smdl, shapdy Kay Uppercue moved close to the two aids of Doc Savage. She amiled at both.
"Wl [—"

Monk was beaming, sepping asde a last to face the girl.

"Now if you weren't engaged to that handsome Adam Ash—" Monk started in his childish voice.

"Oh, that doesn’t matter!” said Kay. "Adam told me not to be blue while he's lad up. He even suggested
thet | go to dinner and a show occasondly."

Monk was ready to start at once. He reached for blonde Kay's arm, his eyes as hopeful as a young
cdf's

"That'sfined" he piped. "Too bad about Ham, here. Before he can have any dates, héll have to grow out
that wave—"

"Oh!" Kay said. "But you didn't understand. | have a date with Ham dready. You know, Ham is s0
mature-looking; thus people are less gpt to talk about an engaged woman.”

Monk deflated. His shoulders dumped.

Ham cdled back, "How about that testimonid, sweetheart?'

THE END



