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Chapter I. THE RED SPOTS

THE midget racing car was about as long as the tow-headed young man, provided he had been lying
down. But Tink O'Nell wasn't lying down. His long, lanky form looked as if he were trying to get it
benesath the raised hood of the car. His tow head was practicaly out of sght.

Then the upper hdf of Tink O’'Neil came out from beneeth the hood, and he straightened. His tanned,
nice-looking features were grease-smeared. Tink O'Neil looked more like a garage "grease monkey”
then a clever young fdlow who knew awhole lot about engineering, sted and midget cars.

Tink O’'Neil turned to the man Stting on the track fence, grinned and announced, "Wdl, she'sdl st for a
speed trid, Mr. Mason. And you just watch; it's going to be pretty."

Later, Tink O'Nell was going to wonder why he ever made that statement. He was going to regret,
amog, that he ever dimbed behind the whed of the fast-looking little racer.

Tink O’'Nell fastened down the hood. The motor of the amdl car was dready turning over with a sweet
pur.
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The man on the fence said, "I'll clock you around once, then open her up when you pass me"
Tink O’'Neil grinned. "Hope you see me when | go by!"

The man on the fence looked like somebody of importance. He was somewhat stout, wel dressed, with
sed-gray har and good features. He was probably one of the richest menin America. He was president,
a least, of one of America s largest e companies.

He was J. Henry Mason, a man known throughout the United States.

The sted millionaire said now, "Be careful, Tink. Remember, thisis redly a test of that new gted in the
brake drums and the rear axle—not a race in which you are supposed to break your neck."

The tone of J. Henry Mason's voice said that he liked this young men a good dedl. For Tink O’'Nell was
trouble-shooter at one of the great sted plants of the millionare. He was a vaued employee. And he was
adways tinkering around with cars and engines.

It just happened that his hobby was midget racing cars.

Tink was dimbing beneath the whed. He had a time tucking his long, lanky legs benesth the cowling of
the smdl car. He pulled goggles down over his eyes.

J. Henry Mason got down from the fence. For a large man, he moved with quick, effident steps. He
added:

"Only a couple times around, Tink. Don't forget, | have an appointment to meet Mally and that girl Pat
Savage. They're trying out Mally’s new plane this morning. It's got that new T.3 sted in the wing
congruction. So | haven't much time”

Tink O'Nell nodded. He gunned the motor, and the soft purr became a roar. There was the andl of
castor ail, some of whichisused indl racing cars. Dust kicked out behind the amdl car.

Tink started up, eased through the speeds and jogged adong at about fifty around the haf-mile dirt track.

J. Henry Mason watched with a hdf amile on his features. Some lad—he thought. Smart as a whip, and
dated to get to the top. He saw Tink around the two far curves, and then the young man was coming into
the straightaway. He opened the car up wide.

The car came down the home dtretch like a flashing yellow comet. J. Henry Mason stood ready with his
stop watch. As Tink streaked past, he clocked him.

Dug blanketed over the stedl king. He blinked, squinted, findly managed to see the car roaring into the
fird turn. Tink O'Nell was taking it wide a the dtart, cutting across the arc and hitting the dangerous
curve on theindderail as he got hdf way around.

Mason nodded gpprovingly. That was the way to take them, he knew.

Then Tink was in the back stretch, wide open, easang out in order to take the far curve. He went into it in
acloud of dust and spewing smdl stones. Almog indantly, he was out of it and hammering down the
home stretch. Mason hdld his stop watch ready to catch the time.

But something happened.

THE car seemed to be out of contral. It was swaying.



And then J. Henry Mason gasped as he saw what was the trouble.
The back left whed was coming off!

Attached to the whed was part of the rear axle. The thing came suddenly loose, crashed the wooden
guard rall of the fence, tearing down a dozen feet of the heavy wood.

The car zoomed around in a crazy cirdle. It made two complete turns, haf of another, shot backward
dong the dirt track.

J. Henry Mason cried out in horror and legped clear. The next moment, he figured, it would go over and
Tink O’'Neil would be ground to a pulp. For in these midget cars there was no room for the driver to get
hiswhole body ducked down benegth the protective cowling of the machine.

But, miraculoudy, the car did not turn over. It ended up, instead, againg the raling with a crash. Qll
smoke and dust temporarily velled it. J. Henry Mason held his breath. Perhaps—

Then the cloud drifted away and he saw Tink O'Nell dimbing from the amdl car. Tink's goggles were
pushed back from his dust-smeared face, and where his eyes had been covered they appeared like white
gmdl saucers surrounded by grime and dirt.

Tink O'Nell sad grimly, "Look, Mr. Mason, this T.3—our new ged is supposed to be tougher and
stronger than any known steel—was used in the axles and brake drums, wasn't it?"

Mason nodded. "Certainly, because | supervised the job mysdf.”

"I know," said Tink. "But do you know what happened?’

"What?' the millionaire wanted to know.

"That rear axle crydtdlized. | heard the whine asiit let go. It snapped right in two."
BUE"

"And these brake drums. They did the same. Wait, I'll show you—" Tink was dready on the ground,
diding under a part of the midget car that was clear of the track.

He continued: "I can’t understand it, Mr. Mason. Every brake drum is split wide open, and | had barely
started to use the brakes when | fdt that rear whed going. They've cracked open just as though they
were made out of tin."

Mason looked asif he was going to choke. He exclamed, "But T.3 is the greatest sted ever produced!
It's going to revolutionize the sted indudry. It's going to—"

From benegth the car, Tink O’'Nell said, "What did you say, Sr?"
There was no answer. Tink frowned, because the stedl king's words had broken off aoruptly.
He asked again, "What did you say?'

There was dill no answer. And from where he was, Tink could not see the giant of a man who had
stepped from the tal bushes near the track rall and seized J. Henry Mason.

AT firg, not getting any reply from Mason, Tink O’ Neil figured that the sted millionaire had most likely
walked back down to the dirt track in order to ingpect the broken axle attached to the whed, which had



come off.

So Tink went on prying at the broken piece of brake drum which he had found as he did benesth the
racing car. The brake drum had cracked, and now he had a piece of it dmost free. He was quite anxious
to ingpect it and to learn what had happened to T.3.

As J. Henry Mason had mentioned, T.3 was the latest invention of his vast sted mills. It was a formula
that was going to cause a lot of changes in airplanes, armaments and ships. Because it was the toughest
and strongest sted known—and aso the lightest in weight.

Mason had mentioned something about his pretty daughter Mally trying out a new plane, done with
someone named Pat Savage. Tink recaled hearing something about this from Mallie hersdlf.

For Tink O’'Neil knew Molly Mason pretty wel. He thought she was just about tops. He even had hopes
that some day—

Well, anyway, he saw alot of her.

And Molly Mason had told Tink O’'Nell about her new plane, which was to be ready today. A girl
named Pat Savage was going to go up with her. It seemed Mally had met this other girl at an exdlusve
beauty sdlonin New York. Pat Savage owned and operated the beauty establishment. But Pat Savage,
according to Mally, was the kind of girl who would rather be flying planes and getting into some sort of
adventure, instead of gayingin New Y ork.

These things flashed through Tink O'Nell’s mind as he crawled from beneath his amdl racing car. They
suddenly took on a terrible sgnificance.

Because Tink was garing at the broken brake drum which he hed in his hand, and a the sted which
composed that brake drum. The same kind of sted that was in the wings of Mally Mason’s new speed
plane.

The tow-headed young troubleshooter’s mouth fdl open, and he started to exdam, "Good grief, this
is—"

He stopped, staring around for the millionaire stedl king. He looked back down to the track, in order to
cdl out the artling information to J. Henry Mason.

But Mason was nowherein sght.

That was odd, Tink O’ Neil thought. Because the dirt track was a smdl, private proving grounds that only
Tink and the stedl king ever used. It was deserted. There was an empty, smdl grandstand and a judges
tower across the way, indde the ral. It would be mighty easy to see anyone out there on the stretch of
draightaway.

But there was no millionaire, no sound. Only the quietude of early morning and the soft rustling of birds in
the trees located ingde the inner fence of the ovdl.

Puzzled, Tink O'Neil caled the millionaré s name. He put down the heavy piece of brake drum and
started looking around. And he came upon the footprints in the dust not far from where his car had
cracked up.

One set of prints was much larger than the other, as though they might have been made by a man with
huge feet. Tink ingantly knew that J. Henry Mason’s shoes were nowhere as near as large as these. He
frowned.



The footprints made a crooked tral ingde the rail, disappeared beneath thick foliage which grew dmost
up to the protective guard rail of the track.

Tink ducked beneath the bushes, prowled around for fifteen minutes and found—nothing!

Suddenly, it came to him that there was something awfully queer about happenings during the past hdf
hour. Firg, his narrow escape from death. And now the sudden disappearance of the millionare sted

magnate.

Agan Tink O'Neil thought of J Henry Mason's statement about Mally's new plane, and the tryout
which was teking place this morning. Horror legped over Tink. T.3 was in that new plane—and now
Mally was headed toward death.

With panic saizing him, Tink O'Nell aoruptly made off across the dugt of the track. He changed into a
fagt sorint. He recdled that there was a phone booth benegth the grandstand. From there he could cdl
Mally and warn her—

And then he remembered that he had no dightest idea as to just where the plane tryout was to teke
place. There was no way he could reach the girl!

And yet there wad!

IT came to Tink in aflash. Herecdled that this gifl Pat Savage, who was to fly with Mally this morning,
was a cousin or something like that of a person named Doc Savage. Tink, from time to time, had heard
Oetails about Doc Savage.

He remembered that Doc Savage—they called him the Man of Bronze—was supposed to be a menta
giant, a sdentific genius of some sort. Perhaps Doc Savage could get in touch with thisgifl Pat Savage—

Tink O’'Neil reached the phone booth, found a nicke in his grease-smeared jumper and findly got hold
of Long Distance. He recdled that Doc Savage had his headquarters in New York. But he had no idea
just how he was ever going to explain how to reach him.

He said, "Look, | haven't any change here, operator. But it's urgent that | reach a person named Doc
Savage, in New York. You'll have to reverse the chargesif you can. Maybe the New Y ork end can help
you find the address of Doc Savage. Or perhaps—"

The operator’s words shocked Tink O’'Neil. For she said, "Oh, it's no trouble at dl. | can get Doc
Savage for you in a moment. Just hold the line"

Tink gasped. Apparently thisfdlow Doc Savage was wdl known to the telephone company. He mugt get
alot of phone cdls, the tow-headed young man thought—

He heard the connection being made, and the operator taking to a man who sad this was the
headquarters of Doc Savage. The man wanted to know who was cdling. Operator relayed the question.

"Tdl him it's James O’'Nell," Tink sad excitedly. "But that won't meaen a thing to him." He thought
quickly. "Look, inform him thet it's about his cousn Pat Savage. Tdl him it's terribly urgent, a matter of
life or—"

Abruptly, Tink paused. He ligened in partid awe to the voice which came dearly and yet quietly over the
wires. The voice hdd a strange, compdlling qudity, and had the clearness of a deep-toned bel despite
the fact that it was miles away.



The unusud voice said, "Thisis Doc Savage speaking. What isit you wish to say about Pat Savege?'

Breathlesdy, Tink O’ Neil told what he knew about Mally Mason's gppointment to fly a new plane with
Pat Savage. He tried to tdl something about what had happened here at the track, but he was s0 excited
he got incoherent. And so he switched back to the girls and ydled:

"Look, Mr. Savage, I've heard of those short-wave radios and some of the gadgets you use in your
work. Well, you've got to reach them—somehow. Get hold of them and stop them from going up in that
new plang!™

"Why?" The question, some strange qudlity of the tone, partialy camed Tink O’ Neil.
"Because" Tink went on, "they’rein terrible danger. You see, it's about T.3, and—"

Abruptly, Tink O’'Neil stopped. And stared. Gawked in wide-eyed astonishment & the figure standing
just outside the phone-booth door.

It was a man of giant Sze. He mugt have been close to seven feet tal. From the waist up, he was naked.

For just an ingtant, recognition flashed across Tink's face. This giant fellow was J&f Hanson, one of the
ged workers from Open-hearth Shop No. 5, located only amile from here.

And then, in the next moment, Tink gasped, "No! It can’t bel"

For Big Jeff Hanson, for dl his muscular hulk, was a quiet, plodding worker who never as much as raised
hisvoice or showed the dightest anger. He was a brute of aman as gentle as an ox.

But this man here—

Tink drew back in fear. The man's left eye was closed, squinted shut in a peculiar manner that gave his
whole face the slly expresson of a lunatic. He was giggling softly, and a the same time watching Tink
O'Nil.

And this was only a hdf of the horror of the man's appearance.

For from the waist up, where he was naked, his body was covered with livid red spots, like blotches of
inflamed red pimples. The red spots were on the face as well, and added to the closed, squinting eye,
they made the giant look like a painted clown.

A clown that was stark mad!

One word flashed through Tink O’ Neil’ s whirling brain. Smdlpox! The red marks made him think of the
dreaded disease.

But even thiswasn't hdf as dreadful as the fdlow’ s insane regard. He made a movement toward Tink.

Therecalver dill in hishand, Tink O’'Neil yeled into the mouthpiece, "He's crazy! He's crazy as a loon.
And he's covered with red spots. [—"

Tink O’'Neil’s words ended in a gurgle as the giant figure seized him, dapped a hand over his mouth and
dragged him from the phone booth.

The telephone receiver swayed back and forth on its short length of cord.
Chapter Il. THE MADMEN



TINK O'NEIL was not a coward. And for dl his lankiness, he was as hard as the sted which had been
his business for severd years past.

And itis quite likdy that he would not have stood a chance againg the giant of a half-naked man except
for one thing. The menacing red spots.

Sght of the spots drove Tink O’ Nell alittle berserk. They scared him. And so he fought like fury.

He broke free of the giant figure' s grasp, ducked low, and butted the grinning lunatic with his head. Tink
O'Nell put dl the steam he had into the flying dive.

It fdt as though he had smacked up againgt a brick wadl. The giant figure stood on spread feet, and his
eye kept sguinting and he merdly grinned foolishly. He made some sort of sound like a giggle, and
launched out at the young trouble-shooter again.

Sartled, Tink O’'Nell side-stepped, spun away from the groping, huge arms. He shuddered at ght of the
hairy torso covered with the red spots. He took out at a gdlop in a direction away from the giant figure.

But the madman ran after him, gobbling up distance as his massve feet dapped the ground. Tink
managed to get clear of the grandstand, reached the dirt track again and went sprinting back toward
where his wrecked racing car was againg the fence.

He gulped in chunks of ar as the giant fdlow closed in behind him. Tink O’'Neil’s gray eyes were wide in
his dirt-and-grease-smeared face. He had to hold out another moment, because back near the midget
racer there was something—

The giant, giggling man was amost on top of him when Tink reached the pile of Suff near the fence. The
objects were tools which the sandy-haired young man had brought aong when he drove the racer to the
ardl track. In the pile was a heavy wrench.

Tink scooped up the wrench, whirled around and took a swing at his assallant. He missed the giant figure
by afraction of an inch.

And the fdlow merdy stood there, grinning, one eye squinting crazily.

Tink was aghast. He knew that if he had connected with the heavy wrench, that he probably would have
brained the crazed man.

Then, oddly, the giant fdlow stared queerly a Tink. He seemed to be turning something over in his mind,
if you could say that he was capable of concentration.

On a sudden impulse, he jerked around and started running like mad in the opposite direction.

FOR an ingant, Tink O'Nell merdy stared. Then he took out after the giant figure. For as long as this
fdlow with the red spots had not actudly seized him, Tink O'Neil was not so scared. He was determined
to learn more of this crazy mystery.

Mysery of a wrecked racing car, of the disgppearance of millionare J. Henry Mason—and the
appearance of a madman with red spots.

Tink was certain that the giant man was a steelworker. He most certainly looked like aman Tink knew at
the open-hearth shop. And yet—

Tink abruptly yeled, "Hey!"



Because the giant he was chasing had made suddenly for the wrecked car. In passng the machine, the
fdlow dived down and jerked up the piece of broken brake drum that Tink had, a little earlier, been
ingpecting. With the drum in his huge hands, the man leaped toward the brush and undergrowth just
indde the inner rail.

He disappeared.

But Tink O’ Nell was able to follow the loud sounds of his crashing feet. Tink’s progress, however, was
dower.

Hefindly emerged on the far Sde of the ova, and saw—some distance away—the giant fdlow stresking
across to a roadway that wound through woods beyond the teting grounds. Tink followed.

And ten minutes later it dawned on Tink where the giant was headed. For ahead, the great line of
mammoth smokestacks had loomed up in the ar. There was the black smoke, the smdl of the great sted
mills It was the big Open-hearth Shop No.5.

They were gpproaching the plant from the rear, and the road snaked in and out of the trees. Ahead, Tink
dill heard the crashing of the giant figure' s feet, though he only caught glimpses of the spotted man from
timeto time.

Fndly, Tink arrived at the gate in the high stedl fence that surrounded the big shops. No one was around,
but he saw the marks of the giant’s shoes in the dusty road. Tink put on a burst of speed, raced into the
long storage yard surrounding the huge towering, smoke-blackened buildings

And a dozen yards ahead, a freight train—it conssted of five or 9x open cars loaded with pig
iron—backed into the yard and cut off the young trouble-shooter’ s progress.

BY thetime the dow-moving tran had gone past, Tink’s quarry had disappeared. He saw no sgnsof the
giant man.

But what he did see was the excited group of steelworkers headed for the huge entrance doors of the
open-hearth shop. Tink ran up to them.

He caught the excited taking, the shouts of dismay that came from the throats of the husky steelworkers.
Like the giant crazed man had been, they wore only thick-soled work-shoes and trousers. From the
was up, they were naked and grimy and sweat-smeared. Obvioudy, the men had just come running out
of another of the shops, and were headed toward the vast, vaulted length of No. 5.

Tink asked, "What's wrong?'

The workmen knew the young, tow-headed engineer. Tink had devised a number of improvements
around the various sted shops. He was favored by the men.

"Wrong?' exclamed one of the workers. "Hdl, Tink, plenty’s wrong! Come adong."

Tink joined the excited group of men, and another said to him, "Say, maybe you can talk to him!"
"Tak to whom?" Tink asked.

"What about Johnson?"

"He's cracked up! The heat’s got him, Tink. HE sin No. 5 here and they say as how he's stark mad!”



Shock ran through lanky Tink O’ Nell. What was this damnable mysery that had so abruptly hit the sted
plant? A worker attacking himsdf. And now another gone berserk!

Heled the group of sted workers ingde the vast space of the foundry. Heat—heat that was wdl over a
hundred degrees—hit them in the faces like a blast of ar from a furnace.

There was the migy, thick atmosphere of molten sted and the blast furnaces, and the roar of ar beng
forced into the bottom of the towering cupolas. A huge crucible of molten sted hung from an overhead
crane, but the crane operator was Stting in shocked wonder, ungble to lower the molten sted because of
the confusion on the dirt floor benesth him.

Hdf a hundred husky steelworkers were lined up on that floor, Saring in amazement at one who was on
the runway above them.

The runway was a plaformin front of the line of giant furnaces. It was from here that the furnaces were
"tapped” and the white-hot metd drawn off into the great crucibles. But there was no work going on
Now.

The sngle workman was moving dong the platform, his eyes glazed, a sound like ggdling coming from
his dack mouth.

TINK O'NEIL, like the others near him, stared in horror. The man was Johnson, a worker with a long
and effident record. Johnson had never been known to lose his temper. He got dong wdl with his felow
men. He had awife and four kids, and he never missed a day a the shops.

But now the man was stark mad. Tink, with a start, noted that one of Johnson's eyes was closed in a
squint much like that of the giant who had attacked him. And there were the undghtly red spots—the
pimply, gruesome spots that had likewise been on the bared torso and face of the first crazed man.

The madman stopped his prowling dong the platform, gripped an iron guard rail, and leered down & his
fdlow men. It was then that Tink stepped forward.

A gasp went up behind him as Tink cupped his hands around his lips and shouted, "Johnson! You come
down herel"

In emergencies, Tink O’'Neil had commandeered men before. And there was a tone in his words now
that caused the grinning, red-spotted man to turn his head and look at the tow-headed trouble-shooter.

The man’s mouth opened and a sound like a grunt came from his throat. He was trying to speak, to say
something coherent. The onlookers could tdll that from the strained expression on Johnson's face.

Tink O’'Nell cdled, "It'sdl right, Johnson. Come down. No on€e's going to bother you!"

The red-spotted big man seemed to gather alittle something of Tink O’ Nell’s words. He gave a hdf nod,
then moved toward an iron ladder that led down from the platform.

Others moved back in fear as the perspiring, massve worker approached Tink O'Neil. Someone sad
guardedly, "Don't be a chump, Tink. The guy is nutd™

But Tink O’'Nell stood where he was.

Johnson came close up to him, watching Tink carefully as he moved dowly across the big floor of the
shop. Then he paused, his one eye hdf squinting, the ugly red spots gleaming beneath the swesat of his
bared body.



Tink sad quidtly, "What isit, fela? What happened to you?'
The man kept staring. The other workers had moved far back againg awall. Their eyes were wide.

Suddenly, without warning, big Johnson let out an unholy ydl and leaped past Tink O’'Neil. One
workman had been dower than his partnersin moving back from the spot.

The man was seized by wild-eyed Johnson, hefted like a amdl child above the crazed man's head, and
raced down the long length of the shop floor.

A man screamed. Tink O’ Nell leaped to race after the madman, but even as he moved he knew he was
too late.

A dozen feet from the suspended, overhead crucible of malten stedl, big Johnson paused, then hurled the
men he held as though the poor felow might have been atoy.

He hurled him up into the mammoth caldron of molten stedl.

LATER, the madman escaped. After his blood-chilling act, he continued his plunge through the long
foundry and out a doorway at the far end. Some of the more courageous workmen followed. They
searched the extensve yards of the stedl plant. Five hundred men joined in, and many had clubs and

Weapons.
But they found no trace of red-spotted Johnson.

Tink reported the disappearance of J. Henry Mason. He did not tell this to the menin the shops. Instead,
he went to a phone in asmdl office a one end of the big foundry. He caled the front office and told the
plant manager of the mydery.

He wasted little timein explanations. There was no time for that now. He had to reach Mally, who was
going to take up a plane in which there was some of the famous T.3. He had to save her life

Tink, avoiding the others, hurried from the open-hearth shop and quickly reached his smdl coupé,
parked not far indde the gates of the vast plant. It was only a ten-minute ride to the big home of J. Henry
Mason. Perhaps someone there could tdl him exactly where the girfl and Pat Savage had gone.

For even though Tink had put through a cal to Doc Savage, he doubted that the remarkable bronze man
could do any good. He was too far away, to begin with.

Tink drove madly. The millionare's pdatid resdence was on the man highway leading into Buffdo.
Luckily for Tink O’ Nell, he did not have to get into the traffic of the large city. The estate was well on the
outskirts, and only a short drive from the big sted plant.

The grounds bordered the highway itsdf, but the rambling stone house was set far back beneath
endhrouding trees and carefully-tended shrubs. Tink dammed his smdl car up the arding drive, jammed
on his brakes before along veranda and legped out. He had dready seen the man on the front porch.

It was Mally’s cousin, Walter Mason.

Even sounds of Tink O’ Neil’s noisy arriva had not aroused the fat young man from a peaceful dumber in
aredining chair.

Walter Mason was more than fat. He bulged. His various chins bulged, his ssomach bulged past his chest
and histhick lips puffed out as he snored contentedly. He had thin, scraggly blond hair and his big head



appeared to bulge out benegth that hair.
Tink O’'Neil shook Walter Mason and cried, "For Heaven's sake, man, wake up!"

Walter Mason gtirred. Or rather, some of him moved and the rest just trembled like jely. He opened his
eyes.

He had round, bright eyesin around, fat face.
He murmured, "Huh?'

Then he recognized Tink O’'Nell and sat up with an effort. He said, puzzled, "What the devil’s wrong
with you? Look like you' ve seen a ghogt, Tink."

"Look!" Tink O'Nell gasped. "You've got to tdl me where | can find Mally. It's awful. It's terrible.
We ve got to tdl her about T.3 and that her plane might crash, and—"

Fat Wdter Mason made no further attempt to get up. That would have been too much of an effort, and
the lazy young man never exerted himsdf unless absolutely necessary.

He sad with asgh, "For the love of Pete, will you St down and stop that shouting? Here, I'll order you
adrink. You are asght. You look like you need one—"

The fat man was reaching toward a button attached to a cord near the head of his chair. He kept pawing
around with his flabby hand, atempting to locate the cord without rasing up.

"Ligen," rapped Tink O’ Naelil. "I guessI'll have to take timeto tdl you—"

Briefly, he told aout the crack-up of the racing car, of the strange disappearance of J. Henry Mason.
Also of the mad workmen at the stedl plant. He ended with:

"Don't ask me what it is. Don't think I’'m wacky. It's something terrible that’s hgppening and . . . and
we ve got to reach Moally. Her lifé sin danger, man!"

At lagt, as Tink talked, Walter showed interest, and then worry. He sat up. The char creaked benegth
him. But his bright, dert eyes were now sharp.

"Grief!" he exclamed. "Then we'll have to do something.”
Tink O’'Nelil sghed. "That’swhét I’ ve been trying to tdl you! Well, where can we locate her?"

Walter Mason tugged at one of his chins. "Let me see," he said musngly. "She was out long before | got
up thismorning. And | was just catching a little nap now. | haven't the dightest idea—" He snapped his
fat fingers. "But perhaps the servants will know."

WALTER waddled off into the big house. Tink followed. And five minutes later, after questioning hdf a
dozen servants, they knew no more than they had to start. Apparently pretty Molly Mason had told no
one where she was going to try out the new plane.

But fat Walter seemed more worried about J. Henry Mason himsdf. He said. "But what's happened to
him? Gracious, we amply must cal the police or do something!"

Tink ordered, "Wait!"

"BlJt—"



"I've dready cadled on aman who can do more than the police. I" ve got in touch with Doc Savage!™
Walter Mason looked at Tink. ™Y ou mean, the Doc Savage?'
Tink O’'Nelll nodded. "And now, about Molly—"

But Walter was dready headed toward a phone in the spacious center hdlway. He said, "Gosh, Doc
Savage knows J. Henry. I'm going to make certain he's going to help us™

Tink watched the fat young man. Water was not worried about lovey Mally. Instead, his fear was for
the millionaire. Tink could understand that. J. Henry Mason kept up a amdl trust fund for Walter. And
now the fat, lazy fellow was worried about the source of that income. A day’s work would probably kill
Water, Tink knew.

In a few moments, Walter was connected with Doc Savage' s headquarters in New York. Tink waited
until Walter had hung up, then asked, "Wdl?'

"One of Doc Savage's ads answered,” supplied Wdlter. "He sad that two men named Monk Mayfar
and Ham Brooks are seeking the girlsin their plane. It seems they’ve aready been in touch with them,
and—"

Tink’s eyes brightened hopefully. "Where are they?' he prodded.
"They took off from that private fidd out near Lake Erie, outsde Buffdo. And they—"

But Tink was dready headed back toward the veranda. He cdled back, "Then I'm going to that airport,
too. Maybe | can rent a plane and locate them!™

Walter Mason sghed and wiped perspiration from his chins and sat down in the nearest chair. He looked
dl worn out.

Tink O’'Neil was back in his car in amoment and racing out of the winding drive. He was unaware of his
disheveled appearance. His straw-colored hair was rumpled; his white jumper smeared with grease and
dirt of the racetrack. But his pleasant gray eyes were bright.

So Doc Savage had two of his ads in touch with the girls in the plane? Perhaps they had aready told
Mally and Pat Savage about the danger of T.3.

Tink fet suddenly elated. These aids of Doc Savage were said to be good. They did things in a big way,
andinahurry.

Tink eased on his brakes for the sharp turn into the highway that would take him to the airport. Perhaps
he would meet these two aids of Doc Savage, be intime to help them—

But, just then, it looked asif he wasn't going to be in time to hep anyone. Because the haf-naked giant
of aman stepped out from the nearby trees and legped on the car’ s running board.

Tink drew back in horror. The man had the unaghtly red spots. His left eye was closed in that peculiar
grinning squint. And the man himsdf was giggling alittle.

It was the giant of afdlow who had attacked him at the dirt track.

Chapter lll. THE BLACK PLANE
HAD young Tink O’'Neil, at the moment, seen the two aids of Doc Savage who were in the plane on the



way from New Y ork, he might not have been so certain that the two men were going to be of any help.

Both men acted as though they were more interested in daughtering one another than going to the aid of
two pretty girls

One of the two was seated at the controls of the streamlined, fast plane. He was an individud made to
stop traffic at busy street corners. He often had.

Aswide, dmog, as hewas tdl, dl visble parts of him were covered with brisly red hair that looked like
ardl rusted nalls His head was flat, and he had little bright eyes sunk deep in his face. He looked not
unlike agorillain shabby dothing.

It was exactly because of this appearance that Lieutenant Colone Andrew Blodgett Mayfair got his
nickname of "Monk."

The tdl, dender man who stood in the control cockpit of the plane, glowering down a Monk, was in
dartling contrast to the apelike fellow.

One word described him. Dapper. He wore the smartest in daytime attire. He carried a polished black
cane. He was dark and not unhandsome, with sharply defined features. He was Brigadier Generd
Theodore Marley Brooks, but everyone called hm Ham. His pet pastime was sguabbling with Monk; in
fact, the pair of them—redlly very good pals—were on the verge of a squabble right now.

However, crackling of a amdl loud-speaker in the cockpit caused both aids to stop ther argument and
ligen.

Shortly a pleasant voice said, "Ham, are you 4ill on the way out here to this airport?”
Monk jumped. "That's Pat!" he said.
He referred to Pat Savage, the lovely cousin of Doc Savage.

Ham legped forward and lifted a amdl hand microphone from a nearby hook. This was the second time
thismorning they had been in contact with Pat Savage via short-wave radio.

Ham said, "Yes, Pat, well be there shortly. And you girls wait right there at the airport, as Doc ordered.”
The lawvyer had to bat Monk’s hand away as the hairy fdlow tried to grab the mike.

Pat’ s voice came back on the speaker. "See here" she sad crisaly, "Mally Mason and | have figured out
Doc’s purpose. He hates to see me go up in planes. That was just a sunt to stop me. So we're taking off
immediady."

Ham looked asif he had swallowed something containing tacks. He got white,

Monk exclaimed, "Goshamighty! Doc said they might get killed!"

Frantic, Ham clutched the hand mike. He yelled, "Ligen, Pat, wings of that plane you're going up in—"
And then he paused, for the loud-speaker near him had stopped its crackling. Pat had switched off.

Monk groaned. The lawyer’s hand was trembling. All thoughts of the argument which had just taken
place between the two was abruptly forgotten.

For both redized how much lovely Pat meant to the Man of Bronze. Besides, they were both crazy



about Pat Savage.

Monk settled down to getting dl the speed possible out of the plane. He said, "Blazed We ve got to stop
them!"”

For once, dapper Ham agreed with his gpelike partner.
"Yes" Ham breathed, and it was dmogt a prayer.
Both men were grimly slent as the fast plane streaked through the sky.

A hdf hour later Monk, dill at the controls of the speedy plane, picked up the hezy outline of Lake Erie
inthe distance. He was soon skirting Buffdo and seeking the smdl airport which Pat, in her firg contact
with the two aids, had said they were usng.

It was a clear morning, warm and cloudless, and Monk had no trouble in soon loceting the arfidd. He
turned to his dapper partner and said, "WE |l be there in a minute. Blazes, | hope those girls didn’'t—"

Monk paused, looking at Ham. For the lawyer, ingtead of ligening to his partner, was staring overhead
through a window above them.

Abruptly Ham commented, "Thet buzzard—or whatever it is—is sure moving fast!"

Monk twisted his head upward and looked aso. Hislittle bright eyes squinted. Suddenly he let out ayip.
"Buzzard, hdl!" he squeaked. "That's a plane! And the blasted thing' s diving right at ud™

Monk was correct.

For the black spot that 1ooked like a large bird suddenly took on more form and became a black plane
of latest design. It was diving with the rush of a plummet, directly over their heads.

Monk let out a howl, sent their own ship into a dizzy Sdedip as he tried franticdly to get out of the way
of the diving plane.

A moment later, the black plane skimmed past their nose and shot on ahead. It mugt have been going
better than three hundred miles an hour.

Monk let out his breath. "The blasted fodl!" he piped. "Must be one of them crazy test pilots. Guess he
didn't see us”

But there was no rdief in Ham’s voice as he exclaimed, "Maybe he planned on missing us. Look!"

And dmog before he had pointed ahead, they swept into the black cloud. The thick, inky smoke that
hed poured out from the exhaust of the plane ahead. The other plane itsdf had disappeared, and Monk
found himsdf flying blindly through the stuff that was thicker than fog.

Ham ydled, "It's a trick! Pull out of this Suff!" He glanced quickly at the dtimeter. "Don't dive. We ve
only two thousand feet. Go up!"

Monk yanked back on the stick and they shot upward through the inky substance. Thet is, from the angle
of the plane they could tdl that they were dimbing steeply.

And then, suddenly, Monk’s brow was furrowed and he was pulling excitedly at the gas-control arm.



"What's wrong now?" demanded Ham.
"The motor’s choked! She's going dead on us. She's gonna gall!”

Ham, the lawyer, could think swiftly in emergencies. Monk was dill fooling around with the gas throttle,
swearing because the ship’s motor sputtered and the plane refused to dimb out of the surrounding black
cloud.

Ham ordered sharply, "Wel go into a spin, you blasted idiot! Divel Dive as far as you can, and maybe
well clear this quff."

Monk reacted mechanicdly. He threw the ship into a sudden plunge, opened the gas throttle wide. The
motor kept sputtering, thregtening to stop a any moment.

Ham was shouting, "Something in the exhaust from that plane choked our engine. Try to keep it going,
and maybe well hit clear ar again.”

Next, both ads were abruptly tugging at their collars. Their faces reddened. A part of the black cloud
hed seeped into the plane cockpit, and gpparently the Suff contained no oxygen, for they found it hard to
breathe.

Behind them, the two pets were gagping aso.

Monk was the chemig in Doc Savage's organization. And despite his gpelike appearance, he was a
good chemigt. He was one of the best.

Hary Monk, between gasps for fresh air, was siffing now. He announced, "Smdl of that black suff tels
meitisaform. .. of chemicd they use. . . inplanes.. . . fighting forest fires. It . . . it chokes off oxygen!"

Ham's eyes were bleared. But he was gaing a the dtimeter. He suddenly pointed a finger at the
ingrument and choked out, "L ook out! We ve only got three hundred feet!”

Even as he said this, they cleared the black fog and shot out into bright daylight again. They had plunged
another two hundred feet while Ham was spesking.

And both men saw the choppy water beneath them. Lake Eriel A moment more, and they would have
plunged into it!

But Monk leveled off, the plane motor picked up again as its carburetor sucked in fresh air, and they
agan zoomed upward.

Both aids stared upward &t the floating black cloud.

Monk snorted, "Blazed I'm gonna find that black plane and chase that danged pilot to hdl and gonel
Jugt wait until 1—"

Ham was draightening his collar. He was breathing better again, and he had been watching the sky
around them.

He said, "That dloud has dispersed enough so that you can see. You aren't going to catch anyone, if you
ask me"

It was true. The black plane had disappeared.
BUT both men were puzzled about the mysterious attack. As Monk sad:



"What connection did that guy have with the girls? Why did he want to stop us?'

Ham shrugged. "Only thing | know is that Doc got a request from some man named Tink O’ Nell, tdling
him about Pat going up in a plane with agifl named Mally Mason. We were to stop them, because it has
something to do with athing called T.3."

Monk nodded. Doc had told them something of the urgent phone call received early this moring from
Tirnk O’ Nail.

"And," the hary chemig added, "this crazy guy who phoned ydled something about a giant with red
spots. He musta been nutd™

Ham's features, however, looked worried. "We'd better hurry up and locate that arport agan,” he
suggested. "It's damned queer why that black plane tried to put us out of business.”

Abruptly, the radio loud-speaker crackled agan. Ham jumped to grab the microphone, so he could
answer in case it was Pat Savage.

And it was.
Pat’ s voice came breathlesdy over the speaker: "Ham! Monk! We' rein trouble! Are you listening?”
The lawyer quickly tuned in on Pat’s wave length. He said worriedly, "What's wrong, Pat?"

Doc Savage' s lovey cousin continued: "We took up thisnew plane. | . . . | guess Doc was right after dl.
Ham, there's something wrong with one of the steering control cables!”

Monk’s little eyes fairly popped. "Ask her where they arel” he said dhilly.
Ham did, and Pat’s voice came back: "A smdl arport five miles south of Buffado. Ham, the cable—"

There was a short slence, then Pat’ s frantic voice again: "We . . . we ve goneinto a nose dive. We can't
pull out of it!"

The spesker went slent. Both aids stared.

Chapter IV. THE SKINNY MEN

THE plane was a cabin job with a Sngle metd wing. Interior of the cabin was decorated in soft-toned
blue, and the leather seats were of the same pae hue.

The faces of the two girlsin the cockpit of the streamlined ship were aso about the same color.

The tdl, wel-formed girl at the controls had red-gold hair, blue eyes and a nice mouth. Except for one
fact, she would have appeared gartlingly beautiful. But this beauty was now dimmed by contrast with the
second girl, seated beside her.

The one at the controls was Mally Mason, one of the wedthiest girlsin the United States.
The second, more beautiful one was Pat Savage, cousin of the remarkable Man of Bronze.

Pat had the bronze-gold hair, the golden-hued skin coloring of her famous cousin. She was aso tdl,
dender and with the kind of figure that belongs behind footlights. Her eyes were dso of an unusud gold
shade.

Pat had just dropped the radio microphone. Her eyes were wide and frightened as she stared at her



companion, Molly Mason.
Pat Savage cried, "Good heavens, what shdl we do?"

It could be seen that the gifl at the controls was franticaly trying to work a rudder of the plane. The plane
itsdf was headed downward toward the earth at terrific speed.

Mally Mason gasped, "It's. . . it sjammed. | can’'t work the rudder. W€l crash!”

Pat was dinging to a support. She leaned over, motioned the other golden-haired girl out of the seat and
sad, "Here, let metry it

Pa Savage knew how to fly planes. Often, unknown to her cousn Doc, she had received expert
ingruction from various of the bronze man's aids.

Theterrific plunge of the plane had Mally Mason weak and trembling. She flopped into the adjoining seat
and stared in terror. She managed to cry, "That new stee—T.3—was used in the rudder wires. It's the
strongest thing known. But now"—she pointed with a sheking hand out the window near hee—"it . . . it's
snapped! We can't work that one control!™

Pat Savage was the camer of the two. Her lips set gimly and she worked with the controls. Suddenly,
ghe threw the plane over and sent it into a Sdedip. Air hammered past the cabin of the hurtling ship. Pat
wiggled the plane back and forth.

And abruptly the ship leveled off and went stresking ahead in aflat plane. Momentarily, its terrible plunge
hed been stopped.

Tense, Pat gripped the controls, and she scarcely breathed as she dowly worked the fast plane around to
an essy, fdling spirdl.

She sad tightly, "I think we can bring it down thisway. Air pressure kicked the rudder around. If nothing

happens—"
Mally Mason nodded, her dim body taut. She glanced out a Sde window, exclamed, "We re practicdly
over thefidd. Thisisthe place where | told father to meet us. Careful, Pat!”

But Pat didn't have to be warned. She had managed to get partid control of the plane, and now each
manipulaion she made was done with infinite caution.

They dropped lower and lower in the long spird, and soon the amdl arfidd was just beneath them. It
was scarcely more than a large dearing in surrounding woods. There was a sngle old hangar, and
obvioudy the fidd was seldom in use. No one appeared on the ground below them.

But as Pat caefully draightened the plane out for a pancake landing, Mdly Mason exdamed:
"There—jud off to the Sde of the fidld! Father’s sedan. He must be waiting for ud"

Pat was too busy to look. The fidd was flying up a them now. She tensed, gave a little prayer and
brought the ship down.

They bounced wildy once, settled, then remained on the ground and rolled furioudy toward the trees
bordering the edge of the smdl fidd. For a moment, it looked as though they were going to crash the big
limousine parked right at the border line of trees.

At the last moment, however, Pat sent the plane in adiding hdf cirde and brought it to an abrupt stop in



acloud of kicking dust. They came to a stop with a wing tip not Sx feet away from the waiting car, now
half concedled in the dust cloud.

Mally Mason gave a quick cry of rdief and jumped toward the cabin door. Her tal, graceful figure had
logt its tenseness, and she said, "Pet, you' re wonderful! | never could have done that!"

Right behind the wedthy girl, Pat gave a relieved Sgh and commented, "Gosh, this ground sure looks
swvdl agan!™

But as they jumped out to the ground both drew back in terror. For the assorted thugs who closed in on
them from the sedan looked far more menacing than the earth at four thousand feet.

THERE were three men of varying Szes. One was very short and thin, another medium and aso thin, and
the third a beanpole of afdlow even skinnier than the other two.

But the mogt unusud thing about dl three was the gloomy expresson of ther bony faces. Each was
dressed in severe black, and dong with the gloomy expression, the trio looked like hungry undertakers
viewing the Fountain of Eternd 'Y outh.

Pretty Molly Mason screamed. She stared toward the big limousine and cdled, "Father!™

One of the skinny men grabbed her. He said without expression, "Ydl your head off, baby. Your old
men an't within fifty miles of herel™

Mally Mason's softly curved lips parted in horror. "But," she gasped, "he was to meet us herel”
The one halding her said gloomily, "He ain't megting anyone, toots.”

Moally Mason forced back a sob. She kicked, squirmed, tore at her captor’s form. But the man—and it
was the little skinny one—must have been built of whipcord and wire. He handled the tdl, dender girl
eesly, started dragging her toward the big car.

It took the other two to manage Pat Savage.

Pat jerked free of the beanpole-looking fdlow, cuffed him across the face, nedtly tripped his partner and
spoun back toward the open plane door. Pat’s dress swirled around her trim legs. She reached the cabin
door, dammed it behind her and threw the catch in place—al before the stunned men could again grab
her.

It appeared that Pat was leaving her pretty friend to face the mudc aone.

But thiswas not Pat’s idea a dl. She knew, inginctively, that they had no chance againg the skinny men.
There was something about the hard, gloomy expressions on the men's faces that told Pat these fdlows
got what they went &fter.

Pat was smply trying to keep them out of the plane long enough to give her time to leave a message for
Doc Savage!

The two outsde were hammering on the door. Pat found her purse, kept down low enough so that the
men could not see what she was doing. Perhaps Doc would never find her apped for help. But it was
worth the try. Doc had uncovered lesser cluesin the past.

On agmdl piece of paper from her purse, she scribbled franticaly:
Doc—Three skinny men have captured us. Obvioudy they know something about J. Henry Mason, who



was to meet us here at arfidd five miles south of Buffdo. Help.

Pat Savage folded the note once and tucked it down behind a seat in the plane cabin. She doubted that
these men would take the plane. Doubtless they had observed the trouble Pat had experienced in landing
the ship, and knew that something was wrong with it.

But if Doc found the plane later, he would naturdly search it minutdy for trace of the missng girls He
would mogt likdy find the message.

Pat next whirled back to where afire extinguisher was hooked to one wdl of the cabin. This was jus a
the moment one of the skinny men smashed the cabin window. Pet started pumping fire-extinguishing
liquid into the arrival’ s face.

She hoped that the men would figure she had been after the extinguisher.

THE fird man—the tdlest one—had managed to reach through the broken glass and unhook the door.
He was ingde now, spluttering and weaving around as the liquid hit im in the face.

He grated, "Y ou danged fool! Drop that thing!"
Pat backed away and kept pumping the hand extinguisher.

It was the medium-sized thin man who made use of his tdler partner’s form. He ducked behind his
partner, waited until they were close to Pat, then spun clear and grabbed Pat’s wrid.

His stedlike grip twisted the extinguisher free of Pat’'s grasp. Pressure on the girl’s am caused her to
wince with pain. For dl their thinness, these fellows were just about the toughest individuas Pet had ever
run up againg.

She was quickly subdued, dragged out of the cabin and thrown into the car. Next, the two girls were
bound hand and foot and placed on the floor. Two of the men stood looking gloomily down at them from
the open car door. The third had momentarily disappeared.

Mally Mason, frantic about her father, cried, "What is the meaning of this? Where is my father? Where's
Tink O’'Neil?'

Thelittle skinny fellow looked sad. "My, my!" he commented. "How you go on!"

"I thisis a kidnaping,” Mally Mason screamed, "and my father is aso missng, then how do you expect
to collect—"

"It an’t no kidnaping, lady," said the little thin man in hisfla voice. "Not that kind, anyway."
"Then what—" Mally started.
"Shuddup!" said the little man.

Pat had been quigt, ligening. Now she rolled close to the other bound girl, whispered close to her ear,
"I've left a message for Doc in the plane.”

Mally Mason subsided then. She had heard a lot of the bronze man named Doc Savage. Perhaps Doc
would soon reach them.

The third man abruptly returned. He climbed in behind the whed of the big sedan. The other two got in
the back. Gags were placed in the girls mouths. They were left on the floor of the car, and the two sat



on the rear seat in order to see that Pat and Mally remained where they were.

The car started up, bumped over the fidd and reached a back road through the woods. Apparently the
litle skinny man was the boss, for the other two addressed him respectfully from time to time.

The driver said suddenly, "Y ou know, Wart, that one dame thought she was smart.”
Apparently Wart was the name of the skinny little boss.
"Smart, en?' he queried dully. "How?'

The driver passed something back over the seat. Pat Savage, by twiding a little, was able to see the
piece of paper. Dismay swept over her taut, dender body.

The driver finished: "She Ieft this note for Doc Savage.”

The leader named Wart glanced a the note. For the firgt time, something that resembled a grin touched
hisgloomy festures. He said:

"I sorta figured Doc Savage would be interested in this thing. So now we Il take care of him!™

Chapter V. DEATH IN STEEL

THE skinny little thug named Wart was correct in a part of his statement. Doc Savage was interested. At
noon that same day he set down his speed plane in a deserted fidd not far from where Tink O’ Nell had
cracked up in hismidget car.

The fidd was about hdf a mile from the high wire fence that surrounded the long, smoke-blackened
buildings of Open-hearth Shop No. 5.

The bronze man stepped from the plane, then reached back and pulled out severa large equipment
cases.

Doc Savage, sanding done, did not ook unusudly big. But his appearance was driking.

His skin was a gold hue, as though he might have been exposed for long periods of time to tropica suns.
His hair, which lay like a dose-fitting skullcap againg his head, was of the same rich color, only a shade
darker.

Doc Savage' s eyes were the most remarkable of dl. They were arich flake gold, and in their depths was
acontinua restless girring. They were compeling, dmaost hypnotic eyes.

Any other person would have found it necessary to stland on something in order to reach into the open
cabin door for the cases. But Doc hauled them out without even rigng to his toes. His giant 9ze was
deceptive, and only noticeable when he was sanding beside other men. This was because of the perfect
symmetry of his scentificaly developed body.

Each of the cases weighed well over a hundred pounds. Y et the bronze man lifted dl three easly, swung
them beneath his arms and started out toward the woods surrounding the deserted fidd.

Doc Savage moved slently through the woods until he came to a point that gave him a view of the great
ded mill. He saw dozens of stedworkers Stting around the big yards, lunch pails beside them. It was the
noon lunch hour.

Most of the men were divided into groups, and gpparently they were discussng something important.



Doc Savage had an idea what that conversation was about. For a phone cdl from this very plant had
informed him of the mystery of the spotted, crazed worker.

The cdl had come through to Doc Savage sometime after the disappearance of J. Henry Mason. The
informer had not given his name, but he had dso mentioned the fact that the millionaire sted king had
mysterioudy disappeared, and under strange circumstances.

No mention had been made of the new sted formula, T.3. And yet the Man of Bronze knew something
about it. Only recently had J. Henry Mason consulted Doc Savage. He had sought advice from the
bronze man in regard to a part of the formula

Doc Savage was known as a scientific genius. He had often been cdled in as consultant by leading
engineers and chemigts. Therefore it was not unusud that he had been in contact with such a wedthy men
as Mason in the past.

Doc Savage considered the sted king enough of a friend to investigate his disappearance. Of course he
had been somewhat worried about Pat. Pat was dways getting into adventurous escapades. But he had
assigned Monk and Ham to look after his cousin.

The bronze man, naturdly, did not know that the two girls had been seized by the thin men. At the
moment, he was interested in learning something of the mystery of the madmen with red spots, and of the
disappearance of J. Henry Mason.

The bronze man now did a peculiar thing. He started taking off his clothes.

But a few moments later it was apparent why Doc Savage had done this. Working with materids from
one of the heavy cases, he was soon dressed as one of the half-gtripped stedworkers.

Specid thin eye caps covered the unusud flake gold of the bronze man's magnetic eyes. Now they
appeared as the bloodshot eyes of a man from the open-hearth shops.

His body, from the waist up, was dark with what |ooked like the grimy black of the shops. Shoes and
trousers looked somewhat the same. Even Doc's hair was now dark. Anyone would think that he was a
be-smudged worker who had just come out of the big foundry.

Doc concedled the equipment cases in the woods, moved forward and was soon dralling casudly
through the entrance gates to the vast sted plant. He might have been any of a dozen other men just
returning from ther lunch hour.

At one o' clock, when the whistle blew, he was working on the long floor of Open-hearth Shop No. 5.

New men had aready been put on at the shop in order to replace severa who had been stricken with the
drange madness. Thus Doc passed practicaly unnoticed among the workers. All were strgpping big
men, and Doc was merdly considered one of them.

The bronze man ligtened sharply to conversation among the perspiring men, as they worked. It seemed
that severa more men in the open-hearth had cracked up. They had been rushed to hospitals. One man
had died. It was thought unlikdly that the others would live.

Doc Savage, his body bathed in sweat now, his nodtrils full of the choking heat and dust of the huge
shop, worked beside a burly fdlow who had charge of tapping one of the mammoth furnaces.

An overhead crane moved a ladle up to the furnace opening. The "ladl€' was twice as high as Doc
Savage and ten feet across. It probably weighed ten tons.



Doc's job was to loosen the plug which held back the molten, white-hot stedl in the towering furnace,
The plug was at the end of along rod, which Doc gripped in his Snewed hands.

Asthe ged flowed out into the ladle, sparks and heet came with it. They cascaded out over Doc's head,
sputtered out onto the floor around him. A tiny piece seared through the flesh of his shoulder.

Doc worked slently through the terrific hest and the choking atmosphere of the shop. He heard
everything that was said around him.

There was unrest among the workers. There was tak of waking off the job. Many had seen the
ggnificant red spots on the bodies of the crazed men, and they feared smalpox.

But a number of these steeworkers were married, with families to support. They could not afford a
layoff. They were the ones who talked the others into gicking to their jobs.

At two that afternoon, a powerfully built steelworker moved close to Doc Savage and whispered, "Want
to see you." He motioned to a spot away from where the others were working.

Doc followed the man. It was hard to tdl much about the coloring of the man's skin or his hair. He was
black with grime.

The man led the way out of the shop, cut across toward a foundry that was dmog as vadt as the firs
shop.

Jugt outside the entrance to the second foundry, Doc paused and said, "'You might explain what thisis dl
about?'

The big, perspiring steelworker looked steedily at the bronze man.
"You're Doc Savage," he stated.

Doc remained slent. No surprise showed on his fegtures. He had suspected someone might recognize
him, regardless of his attire. Too, he had the feding that someone knew he had been on the way here.

"Wadl," continued the man, "I can show you something about T.3."
Doc’s features did not change. "T.3?"

The man nodded. "T.3 is the new ged," he explained. "This damned trouble started right after the first
batch was run off. | think maybe | can hdp you."

Apparently the man thought Doc Savage was only here to find out the mystery of T.3, and why workers
were going mad. No mention had been made of the strange disappearance of J. Henry Mason. As yet,
men in the shops had not been told of the millionaire s sudden disappearance.

"What isit you have to reved?' queried Doc quietly.
"Come dong."

They moved into the foundry ahead. Over their heads, giant cranes moved back and forth, rumbling
dong on thar solid tracks. Men shouted and cursed the heat. Massve ralling machines gobbled up
sections of white-hot sted, passed it through a series of rollers that squeezed down like massve hands,
and sent the sheets of stedl, now thinner, out the other end of the long machines.

It was toward one of these that the man with Doc Savage headed.



Beyond one machine, a huge sheet of sted stood upended, supported by a hook from a motionless
overhead crane. The sheet was about ten inches thick and ten feet square.

"Armor plate" explained Doc’s informer. "They say no shdl will ever be able to pierceiit.”

Doc nodded. He knew something about the manufacture of the heavy plate for battleships. He judged
that this Sngle section weighed about ten or fifteen tons.

They stood behind the massve piece of stedl, and the man with Doc went on: "Firdt, | want to tdl you
about something | found out just two hours ago. It’'s got nothing to do with T.3, and yet it dso has. It's a
gangle fact that might explain dl this damned trouble. Also—"

"You might explain,” suggested Doc.

"Hrg," continued the worker, "let me show you something—" He broke off, stooped down to indicate a
spot near the base of the thick armor plate.

Doc bent to see what the man was indicating.
Somewhere near them aman ydled wildy, "Look out!"
But dready the huge pieces of armor plate was toppling over above them.

NOISE in the big foundry had covered the man's ydl. The high, vaulted roof above them picked up
sounds and sent them crashing back as heavy machinery operated. This accounted for the man with Doc
Savage not hearing the cry.

But the bronze man had senses trained by years of sdientific exercises. He could even detect motion
before it was observed by others.

And 50, inthat last split second, he had caught the dow, practicdly invisble motion of the mammath sted
sheet asit firg started to topple.

Doc lesped up. Already the piece of armor plate had moved far enough o that its grest weight was
sending it downward with swift, Slent speed.

The bronze man cleared the giant piece of sted a fraction of a second before it struck the floor. There
hed been no time to grab the other man. Doc had missed death by a scant heartbest of time.

Crash of the tons of sheet sted shook the whole foundry. The floor quivered and trembled benegth the
bronze man's feet. And aman lay benesth that piece of armor plate, crushed so fla that not even an inch
of clearance was between the huge sted plate and the floor.

Doc's face was grim and strained. He had just seen amean flattened to death, a man who had been going
to tdl him something.

Doc's eyes traveled to the big hook that hung down from the overhead crane, the hook that had held the
amor plate upright. He saw that tensgon on the sted cable that held the hook had been dackened. The
hook had been lowered a good three feet!

The bronze man whipped around, glanced toward the control cab of the movable crane. And he saw the
workman just dimbing out of the cab, escaping dong a catwalk that paralleed the runway tracks of the
big crane.

Someone on the floor of the foundry pointed and yelled. "Look! It's another mad guy with red spotd™



A cry of horror and dismay went up from two dozen throats. Men started running out of the foundry. Al
feared the one who leered down at them from the crane runway above.

For a moment, no one saw the actions of the giant bronze man. Doc, with the ease of long training,
leaped and caught the hook which dill dangled &t the end of the cable. With smooth, swift mation, he
pulled himsdf upward hand over hand.

He reached the cran€'s crossbeam, swung up to his feet, then ran across the beam to where it met the
supporting runway track.

Hfty feet ahead of him, the crazed worker turned and started gigdling inandy. Doc Savage saw the
gruesome red spots on the man's haf-naked body. He caught the peculiar squint of one eye.

Thefdlow legped back in the direction of Doc!
From below, on the shop floor, aman screamed, "L ook out, you fool! That nut will kill you!"

But Doc Savage legped forward to meet the attack of the crazed man. His powerful hands caught the
flaling arm; he pulled the wild-eyed man from his feet, lifted him into his ams and started carrying him
dong the narrow catwalk.

The madman twisted and clawed and fought. It seemed obvious that both men would be plunged from
the narrow beam to their desths.

The man's sweaty body squirmed in the ams of Doc Savage. The crazed fdlow had superhuman
grength, and the muscles of the bronze man’s arms bulged like knotted cords as he fought to keep the
maniac from throwing them both to destruction on the floor far below.

Then, abruptly, the man went limp in Doc’s grasp. His twisted face turned toward Doc's own, and he
muttered haf incoherently, "They fooled you. They fooled you. They . . . the skinny ones caught the girld
They . . . they fooled that Monk and Ham!"

The man went more limp in Doc’s arms. Effect of the madness seemed to have left im wesk and spent.

Doc stared. Announcement of the capture of Pat Savage and Mally Mason came as a diginct shock. He
hed figured that his aids, Monk and Ham, had met the girls.

Also, sudden collapse of the captive' s superhuman strength took the bronze men off guard.

For in the next indant, the big fellow let out an insane yd| and broke free. He made a mighty swing with a
closed fig a Doc's head.

Doc was knocked backward, to trip and dip from the narrow walk. But his powerful hands whipped
out, caught an edge of the catwak and held. Tendons in his sinewed hands bulged as he dowly drew
himsdf back to safety again.

But the crazed man's swing had thrown him off balance. He toppled backward, completely cleared the
narrow sted walk and plunged fifty feet to the floor below.

Wet with perspiration, Doc Savage stared downward. The man had landed on his neck. The twisted
position of the man's head said that his neck was broken. Workmen yeled and dowly moved in on the
broken form.

Doc Savage fdt only pity for this poor devil who had been stark mad. Perhapsiit was just as wel that the



fdlow was past suffering.

And yet, in that moment of temporary exhaugtion, the man had muttered something about the girls being
captured, about atrick that had been worked on Monk and Ham.

And the bronze man suddenly knew that he had to go to ther aid. The safety of Pat Savage meant more
to him than any solution of the mystery of T.3, or of men who, without apparent reason, went mad.

During the excitement below, Doc dimbed down from the crane runway and dipped from the plant
building.
Chapter VI. MAN IN THE MASK

MONK and Ham had landed a the private arfidd near the shore of Lake Erie. There were no other
planes out on the fidd. Likewise, there was no trace of the two girls.

Monk was manipulating dids on a radio direction-finder in their plane. He glared a his well-dressed
partner.

"Doggonit!" the hary chemigt exploded. "This dingus says there's no plane flying anywhere near here.
Thought you said this was the fidd the girls were over?'

Ham glared. "It wad" he rapped. "But that’s not saying they haven't cracked up some place.”
Nether ad knew, naurdly, that Molly and Pat Savage had landed at afidd five miles south of this point.

The lavyer dimbed out of the plane, commenting, "We might look around. Maybe well find someone
who saw them."

Monk, giving up trying to pick up anything on the direction-finder, followed Ham ouit to the landing fidd.
It was then that he saw the footprints on the ground.

There were two sets of prints. Neat impressons of girlS shoes. There had been a heavy dew the
previous night, and the impressions were ill diginct in the haf-damp earth.

The chemid’ s little eyes brightened. For here was proof that Molly and Pat had been at this fidd. Monk,
with hiswaddling, short-legged gait, started following the footprints.

The tracks led toward a hangar to one Sde of the fidd. Twenty feet from the big meta building, Monk
stared more intently at the earth. Another pair of footprints had joined those of the girls or rather, they
appeared coming in a an angle and gpparently had followed dong.

The hary chemid’s brain legped to one conduson: Someone—a man—had followed the two girls
Perhaps he had forced them to send the message about their plane being out of control. Monk was
willing to bet that it was dl atrick.

The footprints faded out in loose gravel that bordered the hangar. Monk circled the building once, noting
thet the large doors in the front were locked. But a smdler door around to the side of the building was
unlocked. He went inside.

Within the hangar he saw an old crate that had gone out of flying Syle ten years ago. But there was space
for two or three more planes, and the spaces were empty. It was quite possible that the girl’s plane had
been here.



Monk grolled around the old plane, looking it over carefully. If Pat and Molly Mason had been in
trouble, leaveit to Pat Savage to place some sort of clue.

The chemig peered beneath the wings, looked for any marks that might be on the "prop.” He got up on a
wing and stuck his homely face ingde the cockpit of the open-type plane.

Folds of adlk parachute came out of the cockpit, made a sack over the homdy chemist’s head and he
was knocked back to the cement floor.

Someone kicked Monk in the face.

MONK couldn’'t see. He tried to get untangled from ingde the many folds of parachute. But the more he
struggled, the more tangled he became.

Evey time he gained his feet, the man kicked him down again. The fdlow wasn't particular where he
kicked. Face, somach, ribs, however, seemed to be the most favored spots.

Enraged, Monk got his hairy hands gripped in the tough slk, yanked, and the suff split like the cheapest
cheesecloth. For thefirdg time, the chemigt got alook at the long young men with the sandy hair.

He took hold of the young man, whacked him againg the floor, picked him up and bounced him severd
times off awing of the old plane. Wind exploded from the tdl man’s lungs His face got purple. When the
men fdl back exhausted againg the fusdlage of the plane, Monk gave a snort of disgust and commented,
"Shuckd"

For the apdike fdlow liked nothing better than a good fight. But he decided to give the young man one
more bounce on the floor. He leaped forward.

The tow-headed young man gasped, "Wait! There's been a mistake.”
Monk growled, "Only mistake is that you' re gonna need an ambulance!”

"Look!" the other got in swiftly. "There' s only one person like you in the world. Y ou mug be the one they
cdl Monk. Wdl, I'm Tink O'Neil. I’'m the one who cdled Doc Savage.”

Tha was enough to bring the chemigt up short. He squinted at the lean, somewhat grease-smeared
features of young Tink O’ Nail.

Monk asked suspicioudy, "When did you cdl Doc Savage?'

"Eatly this morning.”

"What about?'

"I informed Doc Savage about the predicament of Mally Mason and his cousin Pat.”

The chemig grinned. "Maybe you shoulda told me you were Tink O'Nell in the firg place" Apparently
Monk was satisfied that the sandy-haired young man was the one who had cdled Doc Savage early
today.

Ham had come quidly into the hangar while Monk was questioning Tink O’ Nell. He was without the
pets. Apparently they had evaded him, and were off in the woods continuing therr fight.

To Tink O'Neil, Monk explained, "In an unguarded moment, this ambulance-chaser"—and the chemist
indicated smartly attired Ham—"got into the organization of Doc Savage. HE's a shyder lavyer tha



represents husbands who kick their wives downdairs.”

Tink O’'Neil smiled, dthough he was massaging a bruised jaw. But the smile turned to a look of worry as
clever Ham started questioning the young man about the strange disappearance of the two girls.

The young sted-plant trouble-shooter briefly explained about the accident to his midget racing car at the
track. He told about the mysterious and sudden disappearance of J. Henry Mason.

Clever Ham took over the questioning.
"What' s this business about something known as T.37" he prodded.

"That," informed Tink O’ Nell, "isthe dassfication of a new sted which has recently been perfected at the
plant. It's going to cause awhole ot of changesin the steel business. It’'s the greatest Suff ever invented.
But something terrible’'s happened to T.3. And take those workers going mad, with the red spots on
them—"

The young trouble-shooter made a hepless gesture. "I can't understand it."
"What about the girls? An" what were you doing here?' Monk put in.

Tink O'Nell, it appeared, could explain his presence at this private fidd. He said, "This is where they |eft
from. | just got here when | saw you two land. | thought maybe you had something to do with this
mystery, and hid herein this old plane to see what you did."

Tink started out of the hangar. "Come on," he suggested. "Ther€'s another landing fidd south of here,
nearer where Mally lives. | have a hunch they might have landed there.”

Outside, on the fidd again, they met the giant of a fdlow who was running toward the hangar.

THE man was a stedlworker, dill in his begrimed work clothes and with only an old, haf-open sweater
covering his massve chest. He halled Tink O’ Neil.

"Been looking dl over for you, Tink," the husky fdlow explained. "l saw Walter Mason, and that fat
lummox told me you came here looking for the girls. | was here earlier, but must have missed you.”

Tink explained his ddlay in reaching the airfidd. "A crazed worker attacked me as| was leaving Mason's
edate” he said. "He got away."

Tink explained to Doc's two aids who the man was. He was a foreman from one of the sted shops. They
were dl waking toward the plane which Monk had landed here.

The young trouble-shooter looked quickly at the man. "How’sthings at No. 57" he asked.

The big, Strapping steelworker shook his head. "Bad," he said. "Some more men went screwy. And they
hed them red spots on them. One amogt killed Doc Savage—"

Monk jumped. Ham grabbed the speaker’s am.

"Doc Savage was there at the shops?' the lawyer asked quickly.

Thar informant nodded. "Y esh. But he disappeared right after tangling with one of them mad guys.”
"Maybe Doc’sin troublel" hairy Monk exploded. "Maybe—"



They were interrupted by a sound which came from the plane, beside which they now stood. Monk gave
ashout.

"That'stheradio!" he ydled. "Betcha maybe it' sthe girld"

He legped indde the plane while the others waited outsde. And Monk learned that it wasn't the
short-wave speaker, but the direction-finder which had sputtered. He worked a control thet picked up
location of the sound.

The sound became louder in the indrument with which he was foaling.

Monk aso tried the short-wave radio again, in the hope that he might pick up a message from the two
girls or perhaps from Doc Savage. But he got nothing.

He listened a moment longer to sound in the finder, hurried back to the others and said excitedly, "Picked
up aplane. It's headed thisway!"

Ham asked, "You try to reach Doc?
Monk started to say, "Yep. But | couldn’'t get a danged—"
And then he paused, garing. Tink O’ Nell and Ham followed the hairy chemist’s gaze.

Monk was waiching the powerful, sweat-smeared stedlworker who had arrived from the open-hearth
shop known a No. 5. The fdlow had been saying, "Ligten, Tink, | wanted to tdl you about them girls
You see, they were grabbed by—"

Monk exploded, "Gollywockud" He was ill watching the big man.

RED spots were gppearing on the husky fellow’s face. Though it was hot, and everyone was somewhat
warm, the steelworker himsdf was dripping with perspiration. He appeared to be sruggling with some
terrible force that had taken control of him.

As everyone stared, the man's features twisted up in a hdf grin that left one eye closed in a squint. He
started giggling softly, inandly.

More of the hideous red spots came out on his exposed chest and broad features. He let out a mad yel
and lunged at the gpdlike chemist. But Monk took hold of the crazed steelworker and tried to throw him
to the ground. Monk could usudly hurl haf a dozen men flat, if need be.

But the man spilled Monk firdt, picked him up and showed signs of dashing the chemist’s brains out in the
next moment. Ham shouted, and something appeared from his black cane.

The object was a sword of thin, tough stedl. The tip of the sword blade was treated with an anaesthetic
chemicd that a adight prick, left its victims temporarily unconscious.

Ham tried to get a jab a the powerful man druggling with Monk. Madness had given the felow
superhuman strength, and surprise showed on Monk’s homey features when he could not knock the
worker out.

Tink O’'Neil was ds0o trying to help, jumping around looking for a chance to lay his hands on the fighting
madmean.

But suddenly the man broke free, shaking Monk off as though he might be a toy fox terrier. With a il
gigdle the towering steelworker went gdloping down the length of the field.



Monk was firg after him, Ham and Tink O’ Neil fallowing. They had gone perhaps a hundred yards when
the sharp-eyed lavyer suddenly cdled, "Look! There s the plane™

Monk remembered the plane sound he had picked up in the indrument indde the cockpit of their own
ship. He paused. To both Monk and Ham, the fate of the two girls was more important than catching the
crazed man.

They watched the speck in the sky grow larger, rgpidly approach the fidd and swoop down for a
landing.

But it was dapper Ham who suddenly exclamed, "Hey. It's that black plane again!™
He referred to the mysterious black plane that had laid down the choking smoke screen near Lake Erie.

Monk took one frantic look at the running madman, one glimpse of the gpproaching, low-flying plane,
then squedled, "Goshamighty! Look out!"

Heindicated the black snout sticking over the cockpit of the speeding plane. The roar of the motor was
loud in their ears now.

Mixed with it was the firecracker sound that bullets made coming from the black-snouted machine
gun—the gun that was manned by aflier in goggles and black mask.

Chapter VII. DOC DISCOVERED

WHEN Doc Savage hurried, unseen, from the open-hearth shop where a madman had jugt died, he
returned to the hiding place in the woods where he had left his equipment cases. He quickly changed
back into his regular clothes.

He was jugt picking up the three heavy cases to return them to the plane when he paused, looking a one
of them closdly.

Histrained eye had noted that one case had been moved a bare fraction of an inch. And so Doc quickly
went through dl the equipment cases.

He found no sngle thing disturbed.

Dac lifted the bags, returned to the plane. But a few moments later, he returned with one of the cases
agan. Tha is, a case that looked like one of the others. Oddly, though, it was empty. He I€ft the case a
the hiding place in the woods.

Later, Doc Savage spent two hours scouring the vidnity in his fast speed plane. He located both smdll
flying fields. The firs was the one near Lake Erie where Monk and Ham had met Tink O'Nell and a
stedlworker who suddenly went crazy.

All Doc Savage saw as heflew over the fidd was the old metd hangar, tracks that had been made by a
plane which had landed—though there was no plane—and a loaded hayrack off at the edge of the amdl
private fidd. The wagon piled with hay obvioudy belonged to a farmer who owned a large fidd adjoining
that of the airport.

Doc Savage brought his plane down low enough to make certain that no one was around on the fied.

Next, he located the other landing fidd five miles south, the one Stuated near the pdatid home of Mally
Mason. From the air, in the distance, you could see Buffdo. Also, off to the right, the dmost mile-long
gring of shops that belonged to the big stedl plant of J. Henry Mason. From stacks of the mills, smoke



came—at this dislance—like tiny threads of black sring.

The second landing field was dso deserted. Doc, of course, did not know that Mally Mason and Pat had
landed here, that they had been grabbed at this second fidd by the three thin and gloomy-looking men.

Neither could he have known that their plane should 4ill be here, since the girls captors had departed in
aca.

Doc flew around the countryside looking for some sgns of his two aids and the girls, or of those who
might have grabbed them.

He was agan high over thefird fidd near the lake when he saw the three tiny specks bobbing around on
the fidd far below him. The bronze man put his ship into a dive and came down for a fast landing. He
noted, even as he did this, that the three specks—he now saw that they were human forms—scurried
medly for the hayrack which he had observed near the fidd earlier. The figures disappeared benesth the
hayrack.

But as Doc' s plane wheds touched the ground, the three men came out from benegath the load of hay and
raced back toward the bronze man's plane.

THEY were hary Monk, Ham and tow-headed Tink O’'Nell. As Doc dimbed from his ship, it was
Monk who gave a big 9gh and exdamed:

"Wow! Doc, we thought you was that masked guy returning again in that black plane!™
"The masked man?'

Ham told about the mysterious black plane, with the machine-gunner pilot who had amost riddied them
to shreds.

"Lucky we reached that hayrack intime" explained the well-dressed lawyer. "We got undernegth it and it
was packed full enough with hay to stop penetration of those bullets™

Doc was introduced to young Tink O'Nell, the friend of J Henry Mason. Questioned about the
disappearance of the sted king and the girls, Tink repeated the same things he had told the bronze man's
two aids. He could offer no explanation of the mysery.

They told Doc Savage about the mill foreman who had come seeking Tink, and who had suddenly
broken out in the weird red spots and gone crazy.

Monk added: "And that fdler musta escaped when the black plane tried to gun us down. We couldn’t
find him afterward.”

It seemed that Monk and Ham had tried to find trace of the crazed mill foreman after the black plane
pilot had left them for dead. Not finding him, they had returned to store their own plane in the hangar
nearby, where it was now.

Doc ligened quietly, then suggested, "We might try finding that maniac again.”

First, Doc got a couple of objects from one of his equipment cases in his own plane. One was a portable
light-scanning device employing an infrared-ray principle of the bronze man’s own invention. At night, the
device would pick up foot tracks that were invisble to the naked eye.

It was dready growing dusk. In the nearby woods through which Ham sad the madman had



disappeared, it was dark. With the light-scanner, Doc Savage soon picked up the trall of the mad mill
hand.

Thetral led directly to the amdl landing fidd where Pat Savage and Mally Mason had been seized by the
three thin men.

AT the smdl arfidd, the trall of the man with the red spots ended. This was because there was a amdl
brook that passed dong one edge of the fidd. It was at this point that the man'stral stopped. Apparently
he had taken to the water, thus obliterating histrail.

"A plane was whedled dong through here.”

It was Doc who spoke. The bronze man had moved on ahead, beyond the brook, a which point the
woods ended. He had discovered double tire marks in the long grass growing between woods and
landing fidd. Doc studied the tracks a moment before meking his announcement.

They followed the new tracks, to learn that they ended before an old, sagging barn set a quarter of amile
away from the fidd. The barn was located on deserted farm land, and obvioudy had been in disuse for
years.

Thegirls plane had been hidden ingde the barn.
It was Tink O’'Neil who gasped, "Thisis the new plane Mally was to try out with Pat today!"

Doc Savage was dready ingpecting the modern-looking ship. He located the disabled rudder-wire in a
moment. He showed it to Tink O’ Nell.

The young trouble-shooter knew sted. He examined the wire closdy as Doc asked: "Does this contan
the new T.37'

Tink O'Nell nodded quickly. "Yes. In fact, | watched some of this very quff being made. It's identicd to
one of the new T.3 formula products. It's supposed to be the toughest thing known."

"And yet it broke," was the bronze man's comment.
Tink O’'Neil had no explandtion for that. He too was puzzled.

From a specid equipment vest that the bronze giant aways wore beneeth his coat, Doc took out a pair
of sharp pliers and cut off a short length of the cable and stored it away in his pocket.

Then they dl searched the plane for any note or due that might have been left by Pat or Mally Mason.
They found nothing that might tell what had happened to the two girls. Naturaly there was plenty of
evidence that the girls had been in the plane, but little further.

Doc suggested that they might go back to the plane fidd itsdlf.

There, with the light-scanning device, Doc had soon located footprints made by the two girls and the
three thin men. The bronze man ordered everyone to stand back. He himsdf bent down and went over
the ground inch by inch.

Fndly he gated: "Pat and the other girl were seized by three men of varying sizes. One would be farly
amdl, another medium, the third tdler than dl but not heavily built.”

The bronze man had figured this out from impressions made by the men's shoes, and from the szes of
those shoes. The one set of prints showed very large, very long shoes. This would indicate that the



wearer was tal. But Doc knew that the man was not heavy or stout because impressons of the large
shoes were little deeper in the earth than the others.

Next, the bronze man scrutinized the automobile tire tracks. Style and dze of thetire treads told Doc that
the machine had been a large one. The bronze man, in his many scentific experiments had studied
thousands of types of impressons made by dl sorts of things He aso measured the wheebase of the
car, then again carefully went over impressions made by the front whedls,

To Monk and Ham, he explained, "Deeper impressons made by the forward wheds show that it was a
front-whed drive type. There are only two or three makes of that kind of car on the market. But only one
of this whedlbase."

Doc named a high-priced make of automobile. He repeated his comment that he thought the girls
captors were three men of varying Szes. He suggested:

"Tha ought to give you enough to pick up ther trall. It might be a good idea if Tink O'Nell went with
you, since he knows Mally Mason.”

Fird, dl returned to the origind landing fidd, where Monk and Ham rolled their plane from the hangar.

Doc took off a moment later, ordering them to keep looking for the girls and the big, front-whed-drive
car until they had some sort of lead. Doc stated that he would get in touch with them later.

The bronze man returned to the sted mill, landed just outside the smdl town that had been built beyond
the raillroad tracks leading into the long plant.

He was in time to observe the smdl riot taking place in the streets of the mill town.

UNOBSERVED, Doc Savage later walked through the main street of the mill town. Before leaving the
plane, Doc had switched back to the blackened old clothes of a steelworker. His hair was black, and his
features and hands lacked thar usud metdlic coloring.

There was jugt the Sngle main street of the town. It was perhaps a mile long, and divided the plant
property from the rows of amilar, smoke-darkened houses of the mill-workers families

Though the fight was teking place hdfway down the length of the dtreet, the vast mills were il in
operation. Orders for products made of the famous new T.3 formula had been pouring into the plant. The
bosses, therefore, were running three shifts of men each twenty-four hours.

But now some of those men had walked off the job because of the terror of the red spots and the sudden
madness that struck their fdlow workers.

Blagt furnaces sent their fiery red glow into the night sky. Smoke and drifting soot were everywhere. It
accounted for the dismd-looking, drab homes of the mill hands.

Doc reached the generd store where the men were arguing and fighting. One husky mill hand had
climbed up on the steps of the store, vainly trying to make a speech. A few stopped fighting in order to
ligen to the man. Others booed, or went on fighting with those they were trying to stop from going to
work at the various shops.

Bricks flew. Some of the powerful foundry workers hed clubs and sticks. A samdl coupé rolled down the
street, parked, and two uniformed men legped out. Apparently this was the "police force' of the amdl
town.



The car was quickly upset; the policemen were stripped of ther clubs and guns, and the crowd merdy
jeered at them.

Doc Savage was concedled in a doorway of a closed shoe-repair shop across from the sruggling crowd.
He was unobserved as he watched the husky fdlow who was trying to speak. The man looked sincere in
what he was attempting to do; likewise, he appeared like an intdligent sort of person. He was griving to
bring order out of chaos.

On an impulse, Doc spoke. His voice carried over the heads of the fighing mob. Strangdly, it was
impossible for anyone to locate the exact source of that commanding, clear-carrying voice.

The bronze giant had used ventriloquism, at which he was adept. His words brought the struggling men to
abrupt slence. They stood in awe of the deep-toned words.

"Let your leader speak,” Doc suggested. "It is more wise to reason this trouble out than to fight. Give him
a least a chance.”

The speaker on the store steps had no idea from where the voice had come. Bt it did give him the break
he needed, and he immediady seized his cue.

He said serioudy, "Men, we're cutting our own throats if we continue to walk off the job. It's the only
living we have. Do you dl want to Sarve?'

Someone shouted. "Of course not! But neither do we want to die like mad dogs! Like those others did
when the sickness got them!"

A second man yelled approva. "Y esh! Maybe that red-spot sickness will hit dl of us—our families—and
then wher€ Il we be? We'll all die!"

YdIswent up from the ligening crowd.

"Surd" said one man. "Lookit Hank Miller, and Steve Clancy, an’ poor Jm Danidd They dl got the
ginning madness, an’ now they're dead! The hdl with the plant. | say let’s leave town before this
madness gets worse!”

More shouts of agreement went up.
But the speaker on the generd store steps held up his hand. His face was strained and grim.

"Ligen!" he cdled out. "Theré' s something you don’'t know about. Thereé's a man who has arived in
town that can stop this madness menace. He can hdp us. He—"

Someone guffawed. "Yah! What good did our doctors do? They can’t even figure what this Sckness i9"

The men dl started taking and arguing again. The speaker on the steps saw that he was going to lose
control of them a second time. Frantic, he ydled:

"Look here. This man I'm tdling you about was seen in No. 5 today. He can hdp us. He is Doc
Savage!"

A HUSH &abruptly swept over the men.

The men started talking quickly. Abruptly, someone asked loudly, "All right. Where is this Doc Savage?
Let'ssee him!"



Doc Savage himsdf was il pressed back in the doorway of the darkened shoe-repair shop. He reacted
ingantly to the questioner’s words. His agile mind saw a picture, a gruesome picture of disorder and
oridf.

Men waking out of the mills The plant itsef dosng down because of the trouble. Women and children
going hungry. These mill hands had only one source of income. Sted!!

And yet there was the other menace of the red-spot sickness, the terrible madness that had dready hit
various workers. Naturdly, these men were thinking of their families, of this terror that might find its way
into their very homes. Obvioudy, no one was safe; it was impossible to tdl just where the menace would
drike agan.

Doc Savage decided that he should reved himsdf. His hands worked quickly with a soft substance that
he took from one pocket. The quff was puttylike materid that would remove the grime and soot-black
from his metdlic features. He prepared to step from the doorway and address the men himsdf.

But just then the darkened door againg which he was pressed back, opened with a jerk and hands that
were like stedl talons sank into the bronze man's shoulders. Other powerful hands gripped various parts
of the bronze man's body. Something that amdled like a chloroform-soaked rag was dapped over his
mouth and nose. He was dragged indde the store by at least a dozen slently moving big figures.

The door was closed quietly. Doc was quickly hauled into a smdler, rear room. The windows of the
second room were covered with old rags nailed to the frames. There was a smdl light burning overhead.

The little thin man with the gloomy-looking face was standing to one side, watching as the bronze giant
was dragged into the room. He spoke in aflat, expressonless voice.

"Nice going," he said. "Now a couple of you guys get out there, sart a fight somewhere dse and get that
crowd away from here."

Chapter VIII. QUESTIONS

DOC SAVAGE lay slently on the bare floor of the samdl room. What little furniture had been in the
place, the men had swept to one side.

The wedge-shouldered man who had been holding the chloroform-soaked rag over the bronze man's
face, aruptly stood up and dropped the cloth in a can, tightly dlosing it up. He said with a grin: "He's out
cold, Wart. Soon as the boys get that mob away from out front, we can move this bronze guy.”

Wart nodded, his gloomy face expressonless. He was the same man who had taken charge of the
capture of Pat and Molly Mason. His two skinny assstants, however, were not with him now.

All the thugs standing over Doc Savage were burly, big men with hard jaws and grim eyes. It could be
seen that severa were dressed in the work clothes of mill hands, though they looked like the type who
hed hardly ever done an honest day’s work in thelr lives.

They started complimenting one another on what a cinch it had been to capture thisfdlow Doc Savage.

But little Wart spoke up. "It won't be so funny if the bronze guy wakes up. Keep your eyes on him,
doped™

The men quieted down and stood grouped around the bronze man’'s sprawled form, wary lest Doc
Savage show the least Sgn of coming out of the chloroform deep.



One big felow squinted down at Doc, studied the powerful form along moment. "Criminy!™ he exploded.
"I think the guy’s dead. He ain’'t even breathin’!"

Others took a closer look. It certanly appeared that the speaker’s words were true. Doc Savage
showed no indication of life whatsoever.

Little Wart dlowed a brief amirk to cross his gloomy features. "Swel," he said. "Thisisgoing to save us a
lot of headaches. That guy sure can be hdl on wheds when he's on hisfedt.”

They were interrupted by return of the two men who had been sent out to start a fight elsewhere in order
to draw the mill crowd away from this locdity. One of the arrivals announced:

"Thevan's outsde, boss.” He jerked his chin a Doc’s mationless form. "All set?"
Thin litle Wart nodded. "PFilehimin the van," he ordered.

Doc was picked up by hdf a dozen of the thugs and carried out a rear door of the smdl room. The rear
doors of the large van had been opened, atailgate lowered, and then the truck had been backed right up
to the door. The bronze man was carried indde and placed on the floor. Had anyone been wetching, it
would have been impossible to see exactly what was going on.

Apparently the vehide was alarge van for hauling horses. But gdls had been knocked out and now the
ingde was jugt one large space with some straw |eft on the floor. On ether Sde of the van were windows
with iron bars across. The apertures were for ventilation when horses were being transported.

Jugt before the rear doors were closed up again, little wiry Wart gave crigp orders.

"Haf you guys go in the sedan,”" he suggested. "I'll be right with you. Six ought to be enough to watch this
bronze fdlow. Well meet at the usud place.”

So saying, Wart climbed out of the truck and the rear doors were bolted from outsde. Someone outside
cimbed up into the driver's compartment—the driver's cab was a closed-off unit separated from the
large van part by a sted partition—and then the truck started up and went rumbling off.

Soon it |eft the sngle main street of the mill town and made a lot of loud noise bouncing over rough dirt
road.

But Doc Savage came up off the floor of the truck without any noise.

DOC grabbed two pairs of legs of men leaning agang one indde wdl of the van. Blurred speed
followed.

The two surprised men were hurled to the floor. The bronze man's crashing figts located two jaws. The
two thugs collapsed before they even had time to ydll.

But the scuffling sound had been heard by the four others who were dso in the compartment with the
Man of Bronze. Jug a little faint night light came in through the grilled openings, and they legped back
toward Doc Savage, one man growling, "Say, what the hdll’s wrong with you birds?*

Theman had not yet seen Doc Savage on his fedt.

Doc hit the fdlow once. He turned his atention to the other three while the man he had just hit was
tegtering back and forth on his hed's before fdling.

The remaining three had a dight advantage over thar pas. They a least knew something was terribly



wrong. They barged in with their fists up and ther heads ducked down for protection. They dl dammed
into the giant bronze fdlow.

That was thair mistake. They should have tried to wear Doc Savage down.

From early childhood, the bronze man, dong with his rigid mentd training, had been taught the art of
sdf-defense. This induded rough-and-tumble fighting as well as the more skilled sciences of boxing and
wrestling. Even as a young boy, Doc—who even then had a remarkable physique—had been pitted
agang two or three lads each equd to himin Sze. An hour every day had been spent in training Doc
Savage how to protect himsdf. And this had been only a part of a scientific education that covered both
development of his body and his brain.

Doc now demonstrated alittle of what he knew.

The sruggling, swaying group became something that sounded like three mountain goats involved with a
swift-moving panther. There was butting and howling and cursing.

Doc sad no word, merdy moving with blinding speed. After a moment or two, bodies started flying
away from himin tangents. Each tangent was a man, and he kept going in a sraight line until he banged a
wal of the van. Then each fdl down and dreamed a comet had struck the earth.

Doc gazed at the Sx unconscious men piled around him. He recdled the voice of one thug who had
spoken, and so be moved to the stedl partition that separated him from the driver’s compartment and
started pounding on the wall.

The racket of the truck bouncing over the rough road had kept the driver in ignorance of what was taking
place behind him. Doc had to knock for a while until he got the man's attention.

Then, imitating closdly the voice of the one thug, Doc called, "Stop this jaopy a minute. That bronze guy
is gonna wake up, and we gotta find us some rope!

Thevan garted dowing, its driver unaware of the fate of his partners. He would be just as surprised as
his pa's had been when he opened the rear doors.

For Doc Savage had not been dazed by the chloroform used back at the closed shoe-repair shop. In that
fird ingtant of being seized by many sirong hands, Doc Savage had held his bresth. Practice had enabled
Doc to hald his breath longer than any South Sea pearl diver. And it had only been a couple of moments
while the thugs dragged Doc into the rear room.

Then, after the chloroformed rag had been removed, Doc had managed to fill his lungs once with fresh
ar. Next he had assumed the degthlike attitude.

So remarkable was muscular control of the bronze giant's trained body, that he could appear to be
lifdessfor short stretches of time. Thisincluded perfect control of chest muscles, which made it seem that
Doc had stopped breething.

Doc had a purpose in mind when he let the dozen assorted thugs think he was unconscious—or dead
from the drug. He had hoped to meet the leader of the gang. But now he was convinced that the skinny
little man named Wart was only a stooge working for someone higher up. He hoped to find this fact out
from the captives he had here in the big van.

Thetruck had rolled to a stop.

Doc heard the driver dimb down and wak around toward the rear. Digguigng his voice again, Doc sad



grufly, "Hurry it up!”
The heavy tailgate of the truck dropped down. The doors swung open.

The man ganding there was dmogt the sze of Doc Savage. Muscles stuck out on his bared chest and
shoulders like blocks of cement. He was grinning foolishly. He had the hideous red spots of the madmen.

He legped into the van &fter Doc Savage.

NATURALLY the bronze man had expected a battle when the van driver opened the rear doors and
discovered that hisburly partners had dl been knocked out. Doc had been ready for afight.

But even Doc had not guessed that a madman would be the person to appear.

Thefdlow was built like abull. He got hold of the bronze man’s shoulders, locked his fingers like claws
of stedd and went into a backward fal. He figured, gpparently, on carrying Doc Savage outside to the
ground, where there would be plenty room to scrap.

He made a migtake. He underestimated the bronze man's capabilities. The red-spotted man himsdf,
insead of Doc, found himsdf flat on his back out in the dust of the bumpy road.

Doc Savage landed on top of the man. The action which followed was furious and bresth-taking. The
mean, for dl his powerful build, was whipped around and shaken like arag dall in a bulldog's clutch.

When Doc findly let go of him, the big, bare-chested man staggered around and goggled. It took him
seconds to figure whether he was on his head or his feet.

In the meantime, Doc’s fig crashed out. The light was poor and the red-spotted man did not see the figt
until too late. It knocked him flat on his back again.

Doc Savage had no trouble seeing in the gloom. Because for long periods of time, the bronze man had
undergone exercises to strengthen his eyes. He could see as wdl in darkness asin light.

He swooped down to pick up the big fdlow again.

The man might have been crazy, but he il retained reason enough to know that escape was suddenly
and urgently imperative. So he legped to his feet and ran—ran into the woods surrounding the lonesome
spot where the large van was stopped in the narrow roadway.

The surrounding woods was a pit of blackness. Even Doc would have some difficulty in traling the
red-spotted man.

And s0 he whipped to a andl metd box indaled on the cab runningboard of the truck. The box
contained red sgnd flares that dl trucks carry. Doc got one of the gticklike flares, yanked the cap from
its end and red glare suddenly spilled out in the darkness. The red hbrilliance made a lot of light in the
night. Doc saw the huge man’s form just disappearing in the woods. He took after the man.

But fifteen minutes later, he returned to the van without his quarry. The man had vanished as though into
thin ar. It was quite possible that the man had been met by a car on another roadway that the bronze
men located beyond the stretch of woods. Or there might be some secret hiding place near here that
would take hours to locate, a place that could be eeslly concedled in the haf-wild growth. It was more
urgent that he get back to the parked van. For Doc wanted to question the Sx thugs he had captured.

When he returned, and dimbed back insde the big van, two of the thugs were dready sarting to move



around a little. One was groaning.
"Truck must have rolled over into a ditch!" said the dazed fdlow.

The second thug who was awake scratched his head. "Maybe we got sdled on a railroad crossng,” he
suggested.

Then they saw Doc, and both men groaned again. They started to lie down.

Doc Savage picked the more inteligent-looking of the two and stood him up. The other he knocked out
again with a short jab to the jaw. The four remaining thugs were il out.

To the only man awake, the bronze giant said, "And now well hear about this man Wart and where he
went."

The man who was on hisfeet glared and rubbed at his swollen jaw. "Hdl with you!" he snapped.

Apparently he was not going to answer any questions, regardless of what happened to him. There was an
expression in the depths of his eyes which said he was afraid to reved any information.

From a pocket of the equipment vest which Doc Savage dways wore beneath his coat, the bronze man
removed a shining, amdl "hypo" needle. The insrument contained a liquid injection of Doc’'s own
invention.

This was a form of truth serum that Doc often used on bdligerent individuas who frequently refused to
tak. The truth serum was a drug afecting a certain part of the brain, so that the subject injected with it
was forced to answer dl questions truthfully.

Doc administered the serum.

AFTER afew moments, the bronze man asked: "Name?'
"Sugger McCoy."

"Professon?* continued Doc.

Theman grinned. "I get fifty bucks a day for these" he said, displaying hishig figts. "The boss sent dl the
way to New York for us guys™

"The boss?'
"Yegh, Wart. He s aright guy, that skinny little runt.”
Doc's next question was carefully stated. "And who is Wart working for? Who is the big shot himsdf?'

The man shrugged. "How the hdl do | know? We judt take orders from Wart. Aslong as | get pad, |
don't careif the guy after that formulais Mickey Mouse!™

Doc's eyes were thoughtful. For a moment he said nothing. Then, "Where is J. Henry Mason? What
happened to him?*

Thefdlow’s grin spread. "Brother, your guessis as good as mine. That steel millionaire might be a crook,
too, for dl I know. All I know is, Wart is going to get that formula, an’” we're gonna scare hdl out of a
few guys, too!"



Twice the man had referred to the formula of T.3. But there was something in connection with the
formula that this man had not mentioned. Doc said: "This madness is connected with T.3. Explain that.”

Red puzzlement showed in the fellow’s eyes as he replied frankly, "Ligten, I'm keeping away from those
med guys. That wasn't in our agreement, and | don’t know whét to think. But we did cashinon it!"

"How do you mean?"

The man laughed. "Some of the boys—our biggest ones—are being fixed up to look like those crackpot
sedworkers."

A suspicion that had been in the bronze man’s mind became a fact. He said, "The driver of this truck was
faked to look like one of them aso, wasn't he?'

"Y@,"

Further quedtioning illugtrated to Doc Savage that his captive knew nothing about J. Henry Mason's
wheregbouts. He even tried to learn about the girls, Pat and Molly Mason, but obvioudy they had been
seized by some other group working for the mysterious person who was behind this thing.

One lag statement came from the fdlow who had received the truth serum. He said, "You know, | think
Wart dready has that formula. | can tdl by the way he acted tonight.”

Doc sad quietly, "Is tha s0?' And then, moving with deceptive speed, he grabbed the man, used a
peculiar finger pressure on certain nerves in the fdlow’s neck. He became immediatdy unconscious. He
would remain that way for some time,

Doc Savage gave amilar treetment to the other five men. Then, locking up rear doors of the horse van,
he drove his captives into police headquarters in Buffdo, there turning them over to the police with the
request that they be held.

It was morning when Doc Savage returned to the mill town. At eight o'clock, he went directly to the
manager in charge of the vast sted plant during J. Henry Mason's strange disappearance. Doc's misson
was in regard to accidents that were teking place wherever the new sted formula, T.3, was beng
produced or used.

Doc's captive in the van had obvioudy stated the truth when he said that skinny little Wart perhaps
dready had that formula

It was quite possible that a subgtitution had been made, and tha new sted was being made from a
formulathat was not the red invention of J. Henry Mason.

But later, after an examindion of the sted plant’s impenetrable safe located in its generd offices, Doc
Savage learned that the true formula of T.3 had not been saized.

Chapter IX. DOC’S DISCOVERY

RENNY had arived in the mill town. He was with Doc Savage in the generd offices of the sted plant
when the vault was opened, and verification made that the formula was safe.

In a booming voice, Renny said, "Haly cow! This formula would be worth millions to anybody. It uses a
method that no one, to date, has ever thought of for the production of a tougher and stronger sted—and
yet one o light in weight in comparison to known stedls”

Doc Savage nodded. For Renny was the engineer in the bronze man's organizetion. He probably knew



more about stedl than any single person in the vast organization of wedthy J. Henry Mason.

Also, Colond John Renwick—Renny’ sfull title—was someone to cause atention. Renny was built dong
the structurd lines of one of the many bridges he had designed. A towering giant of a man, he stood
amog astdl as the bronze man himsdif.

Renny and Doc had been standing in the large vault room taking to two officds of the large sted plant.
One was a heavy-set, stern-looking maen with stedly-gray hair. He was manager of the vast plant, and in
complete control during the mysterious disappearance of J. Henry Mason, the millionaire president. His
name was Leidenberg, Doc had learned. He had one outstanding trait—arrogance—and he was
demondrating it now.

"You see" Leidenberg rapped, "the formulaof T.3 is quite safe. This nonsense of someone trying to sted
it is dl damned foolidiness™ He waved his hand a a smdl, dert-looking litle man standing in the vault
with them. "I say we should close up the mills until Mr. Mason returns. This madness menace is
something beyond our control. 1t's ligble to hit everyboady!"

The heavy-set plant manager got the last word out with a hdlf shout. He gave a peculiar twigt of his neck
and shoulder, obvioudy a nervous habit when he was upset.

But the smdl man he had addressed was far from being upset. He looked like a drutty little gamecock in
a hard-brimmed straw hat. In shirt deeves and vest, he looked like the kind of go-getter who could be
just about every place at once. And that was exactly his job.

Doc and Renny had learned thet the dert-looking little man was Willie Waitt, superintendent of the plant,
and just about as hardboiled and tough as they come. He had to be, in such abusiness as sted.

Willie Watt snapped, "Close the plant, hdl! We got a hundred orders to get out. We got a thousand
hands depending upon those orders for food and dothing for their kidd" Willie Watt took one of the
numerous pencils out of his vest pocket and shook it beneath the big plant manager’s nose. "And ligen,
Leidenberg, you can't close the shops without J. Henry Mason's say-so!”

The big manager’ s heavy fegatures grew red. He looked asif he might explode. Bt little Willie Watt kept
waving the pencil and continued: "Ancther thing! We're just winding up that big order for the new sted
pier near Atlantic City. Job's practicaly completed. And we have three more contracts for plates for
another flegt of ail tankers on the Great Lakes. What the hdll is the matter with you, Le denberg?”

Renny shot Doc Savage a glance, for before leaving New York the bronze man had told the
gloomy-faced engineer of his organization something about T.3 and the great changes it was going to
make in certain phases of sted congtruction work.

It was because Renny had been tied up as consultant on a new tunnd job beneeth the East River, in New
Y ork, that he had not been able to leave with Doc Savage. Thus his late arrival this morning.

Doc spoke up. "Gentlemen, perhaps we won't have to close the plant.” The bronze man indicated the
thick sheaf of vaugable papers on which the manufacturing formula of T.3 was contained. "Mr. Renwick,
here, would like to study these papers. Later, it might be a good idea if he worked temporarily in one of
your laboratories. Perhaps he will find what is wrong with this mysery of T.3 and the defects that are
cropping up init.”

"Hne" Willie Watt rapped. "I'll bet you Renwick’s the man can do it!"
Both Doc Savage and Renny, the engineer, were wdl known to the two plant officids. Both had heard of



Doc’'s acquaintance, too, with J. Henry Mason in the past. And Renny’s name as an expert had
frequently appeared in reports and papers sent out by a society of well-known American engineers. Doc
hed aready been informed that he and his aid were to be given any sort of authority in the vast plant.

Doc now moved toward the large doorway of the safety vault. He finished, "Renny might start right now.”

Leidenberg, the plant manager, smiled. He tried to pass off the comments of snappy little Willie Wait,
sying, "Wdl, | was just thinking of the men and this terrible madness thing. Perhaps we can draighten
everything out quickly." He sghed. "I hope so!"

Renny said, "I'll be back here after abit." He looked at Willie Watt. "I'll start in the experimentd |ab firg,
if you don’'t mind."

Doc, Renny and the hardboiled little superintendent went out through the large offices directly outsde the
vault, passed dong a corridor and came to the long, glass-inclosed laboratories. Here there was none of
the smoke and grime that was in the big ralling mills and open-hearth shops. Behind the glass partitions,
bright-looking young men in rubber aprons worked over test tubes and laboratory benches. They were
the corps of engineers who were dways experimenting in stedl.

Outside a doorway to the laboratory, the bronze man paused and handed a smdl capsule to big Renny.
He added, "Jugt a precautionary measure.”

He did not explain his comment, though little Willie Watt looked a him sharply. The quick-moving little
"super" sraightened his battered old straw hat on his head, looked at Renny and said, "Come on, then.”

DOC SAVAGE went out of the building. He proceeded adong the angle man street of the mill town. He
passed the shoe-repair shop where the attack on himsdf had taken place lagt night. Windows of the smdl
shop were now boarded up, and the bronze man moved toward a man standing near the curb.

"Has this place closed?' he queried.

The man gave a dight start as he turned and got a look a Doc Savage. A big man himsdf, he was
surprised at the bronze giant's Size.

"Yegh," the men stated. "It's up for sde. The guy who ran the place moved to another mill town two days

Doc murmured, "Thank you," and moved on. He understood now why the thugs had been able to make
use of the shoe-repair shop during the night. With the owner away, no one would have known tha
people were in the place.

Doc Savage returned to the smal woods outsde the smoky mill town. He proceeded directly to the
equipment case which he had left concedled in brush.

For a long moment, the bronze giant stood garing at the large case before bending over to open it. His
flake-gold eyes were thoughtful.

Then he flicked open the latch and opened the case o that it was spread out on the ground. It was the
empty case which Doc had Ieft here in the woods earlier. For an equipment case that was obvioudy
empty, Doc showed greet interest initsinterior. A second later, reason for this was reveded.

Doc's fingers pried beneath a corner of the ingde lining. There was a dight click, and next the entire
bottom of the big case had flipped outward. A second, identicad bottom of the case came into view. The
partition which the bronze man had released was fase!



And concealed beneath the fase bottom and the red one, was a black, smdl box about as thick as a
sandwich and amog as square.

A round, tiny glass lens protruded from one side of the object, and when Doc picked up the flat object it
could be seen that the lens fitted nestly into atiny hole made through the larger equipment case.

The amdl object, gpparently, was a camera; and the heavy equipment case had been so placed by Doc
Savage that the camera lens pointed upward a anyone who might have been inquisitive enough to bend
down over Doc's property hidden in the woods.

The bronze man returned next to his plane, where it was il in the fidd not far away. Insde the cabin of
the plane, Doc located the portable, smdl box that contained film developer and printing chemicas. He
reached up and pulled down shades that could be used to shut out light from the cabin windows.

Fifteen minutes later he was garing a an image revedled in the tiny developed exposure taken from the
compact camera.

Chapter X. TRAILED

SUDDENLY the short-wave radio loud-speaker crackled in the pilot’s cockpit, forward. Doc hurried
that way and manipulated various dids.

Monk’ s voice reached him shortly. "Doc? Are you dl right?'
Doc Savage stated that he wasin the vidnity of the stedl plant.

"We been tryin' to reach you, Doc. We think we' ve located Pat Savage and Mally Mason. Tink O’ Nell
seys—"

"Where are they?' Doc asked.

Monk mentioned a coast town on the shore of Lake Erie. "WEe ve trailed them to an ail-tanker shipping
point here" the chemis went on excitedly. "We re gonna board one of them danged tankers and blast
hdl outta—"

A cdmer voice abruptly cut in on Monk’s—Ham’s voice. "What we redly need at the moment is your
hep. We've located a new-type ail tanker thet is apparently ready to sall before long. But the thing is
amaos impenetrable. With hatches fastened down, it is practicaly impossible to board her. Tink, though,
thinks the girls are aboard. Y ou might be able to hdp.”

The bronze man asked, "How soon do you figure this tanker will sail? And perhaps you know its
dedtingtion?"

Ham, however, only had an answer to the first question.

"I'd say about dark,” he replied. "And, look, Doc, Tink O'Nell says perhaps you ought to see Walter
Mason, Mally’s cousdin, there a the Mason edtate near the sted mills Wadter, Tink tdls me, knows
something about these tankers. Seems Mason owns some of them, and has been fumishing stedl deck
plates for others. Walter might know where this one is headed. Her nameisthe Mary L."

Sating that he would be there before dusk, Doc switched Ham off.
The bronze man had heard, from one of the officds at the plant, about fat and shiftless Water Mason.

Asthe offiaa had told Doc Savage, "The fdlow’s no dumbbel, but he's lazy. Like the rest of us here at



themills he's part of the family. We're dl related, and we dl have an interest in this busness. We had a
mesting the other night about the question of J. Henry Mason’s disappearance, but Walter was too tired
to even attend it."

And yet the bronze man thought it might be advisable to see Walter Mason, falowing Tink O'Neil’s
advice. Since Walter lived a the Mason estate, it was quite likdy he knew more about J. Henry Mason's
private affairs than any of the rdative-officias at the sted plant. He might have some idea about the sted
king's odd disappearance.

But before leaving the plane, Doc changed his attire somewhat. He was wearing an ordinary suit, but he
added a hat to his dress. Strangely, this Smple act greeaily changed the bronze giant's appearance.

For Doc Savage never wore a hat. Wearing one, with his unusud bronze-hued har concealed, he looked
drikingly different. And at the moment, Doc had a reason for not being too conspicuous.

The reason was the tiny snapshot which he dill held in hisfingers. It was a print of the exposure taken by
the amd| high-priced camera which the bronze man had concedled in the empty equipment case.

Doc Savage knew that he had been trailed. He knew that someone had discovered his identity long
before he had reveded his presence to just afew officids at the sted mills

That person, as shown from the picture caught of him as he bent over the bronze man's empty equipment
case in the woods, was the man in the black mask.

Tha much, the snapshot told.

DOC SAVAGE was tralled as he léft his plane. Doc did not use his fast ship, for the Imple reason that
he wished to make hisarivd a the Mason estate as unspectacular as possible. He did not wish to draw
undue attention to himsdf. As dways, Doc didiked publicity.

Theway Doc was trailed was quite unique.

It was necessary for the bronze man to follow a Sde road that led past scattered farmhouses. After a
while the road intersected a paved road which led close to the highway passng the large Mason edtate.
There were more farms, and it was a farmer driving into Buffdo who gave Doc Savage a lift and stated
the way to the Mason place.

Therurd mal carrier in the old flivwer was the fdlow fallowing Doc at a respectable distance. The top of
the battered old car was up and the driver's douch hat was down. But a whole lot of the man was
crowded behind the steering whed.

From time to time, the rurd mall carrier paused before one of the metd boxes fastened atop posts
outsde the various farms which were passed. He apparently placed mail in the boxes.

What he redly suffed ingde the boxes was editions of old newspapers, a supply of which he carried on
the seat beside him.

At the entrance of the rambling Mason place, Doc Savage eft the farmer’s car and proceeded on foot up
the winding grave drive to the house. He passed a gardener working near the veranda, inquired about
Walter Mason.

The man led the way around toward the rear of the big house and pointed down aong a carefully tended
terrace of green lawn. He shrugged, commented:



"Mider, if J. Henry Mason doesn't return soon, that fat warus Walter will deep himsdf to death!”
Doc moved forward dong the lawvn.

Walter Mason, the nephew of the missng millionaire, was sprawled out in a hammock protected by two
beach umbrellas. The umbrdlas had been so placed that the shifting sun would not glare in the fat man's
eyes. Beside him, on a glass-topped table, was a highbdl glass imbedded in ice cubes placed in a large
bowl.

His ssomach and his round, puffed face were the firg things the bronze man saw as he approached the
hammock. Then Walter Mason's eyes opened and looked like bright buttons stuck in a round pumpkin.

"Oh, hdlo," he said lazily.

Walter did not bother to St up.

Doc said, "Perhaps you can answer a question for me?"

Water yawned, seemed to think the statement over, then replied, "Perhaps.”

He kept watching Doc from where he lay sprawled in the comfortable swing. Doc was aware tha the
man's eyes were aert enough for one so fa. For dl the bulk of him, the formation of Walter's features
sad that he could have a pretty good brain. Doc recdled that many fat people are the most sharp-witted.

Suddenly, Water Mason gave a Sart; that is, awhole lot of him started vibrating as a result of his abrupt
movement. He sat up—and the hammock threatened to collapse.

"Say!" he exclamed. "You're Doc Savage! I’ ve seen pictures of you!"
Doc nodded, his face not changing expression. "Now perhaps you can answer the question.”
"QUESTION?' fat Wadlter asked, puzzled. "What question?'

"Degtination of one of your uncle's ail tankers by the name of the Mary L." Doc mentioned the dock
where Monk had stated the tanker was tied up. "She's due to sal for some point on the Lakes before
tonight. Perhaps you know where?'

Water's amdl eyes were thoughtful. He said, "Tha suffed shirt, Leidenberg, cadled me from the man
office and told me about you, Doc Savage. Y ou're trying to locate J. Henry Mason, aren't you?'

Doc nodded. "And the girls” Doc added. ™Y our cousin, Maolly Mason, and Pat Savage.”

Walter shrugged hisfat shoulders. "Tdl you something,” he said suddenly. "Thet crazy Mally is dways up
to something. Bet you she and Pat aren’t in any trouble.”

Doc made no comment on that, but asked insteed, "And your uncle, J. Henry Mason?”

Water grinned thistime. "Look," he went on, "old Henry is nobody’s chump. | understand some crooks
are after that formula for T.3, aren’t they? W, | happen to know that J. Henry has a formula down
therein the vault a the main office for a new, improved sted. But it' snot T.3!"

"You might explain further," suggested Doc.

"Sure, | will. Thered formula for T.3 isin Unde Henry’s possession. He trugts it with no one. And I'm
thinking he’ s just done a little disgppearing act until these crooks clear out. He' s taking no chances.”



"And the ail tanker?' Doc repesated.
"It wouldn't surprise me noneif he was on that boat. It's scheduled to sal for Chicago tonight.”
Doc commented, "You don't seem very worried about this trouble.”

Water spread his fat hands. He was wearing a magnificent diamond ring on the fourth finger of his left
hand. "The police have been natified. Federal men will not take any action until someone has proof that J.
Henry has been kidnaped or something.”

Water got his feet up on the hammock again and gave a dgh. "If you ask me" he said, "those damned
relatives, those executives at the plant, are dl abunch of crooks. Maybe they're trying to get T.3!"

After amoment, Doc Savage departed. Apparently, fat Walter Mason was going to be of little help.

The bronze man did not return directly to the main highway which passed the Mason edtate, though he
goparently headed that way as he left the house.

But beyond a curve in the grave drive leading up to the mansion, he cut across more green lavns and
reached enghrouding trees that dotted a part of the property. He kept beneeth the trees as he cut back
toward the rear of the estate again.

Doc findly reached a roadway that was obvioudy a ddivery entrance to the estate. A high stone wall
formed the border of the southern edge of the estate. The roadway was beside the wdl, and both wound
benegth tal trees.

Doc, after sudying marks in the road a moment, climbed to the top of the wall and moved quietly dong
its length. Occasondly he had to bend down and carefully push branches out of his way. But dl the
same, his movements were Slent.

Doc was emerging from one stretch of branch-shrouded wal when he saw the old flivwer parked just
below him. At this point, the wal was perhaps a dozen feet above the winding roadway.

The powerfully built man was danding next to a fender of the battered old car, as though wating for
something. He wore a douch hat and the collar of his suit coat was turned up about his neck.

Doc crouched dlently on the wall top. The man below took off the douch hat to wipe at the perspiration
on his brow. There was little air here beneath the trees, and it was hot.

And as the man removed his hat, a part of his features were reveded. He was the one who had been
dropping papers in the mall boxes dong the rura roads.

Also, his features were covered with the hideous red spots.

Doc Savage came up slently from his crouch atop the high wall. Then his powerful legs shot out in a
plunging arc through the air.

His form hit that of the man’s sanding beside the car, carried the powerfully built men to the ground. As
the fdlow cracked the earth, Doc Savage remarked, "It was quite obvious that someone was fallowing
meto this estatel”

Chapter XI. MAD MEN OR SANE?

WHEN Doc Savage had been in the farmer’s car he had glanced back from time to time. It was the
bronze man's habit dways to check on anyone who might be fallowing him.



And thus Doc had observed the fake rurd mal carrier, for a each mailbox the man had thoughtlesdy
paused, to stare ahead at the car in which Doc Savage rode with the farmer. Too, the man had speeded
up between stops, in order to keep Doc's car in Sght. This dight error, so quickly observed by the
bronze man's sharp eyes, was reason for the fellow’ s predicament now.

Doc’s surprise legp had not taken the big man completdy unawares. But he hardly had sufficient time to
jump out of the way of the bronze figure s diving form.

And s0, as he fdl, he rolled—scrambled benegth the old flivwer with Doc Savage diding after him. The
men kicked up enough dust to momentarily blind the bronze giant's eyes.

Then the one with the gruesome, red-spotted feetures came to his feet on the far sde of the machine,
Doc Savage was right after him, a scant Sx feet away.

But the gun in the big man’ s fig brought the bronze man up short. His metdlic festures grim, he stood like
amotionless statue in bronze.

"This" grinned the red-spotted fdlow, "is gonna get me a nice bonud™
He fired point-blank at the bronze man's chest.

Doc Savage swayed backward, turned a hdf circdle and sank dowly to his knees, his bronze-hued hands
pawing the dust around him. He gave a choking cough.

Gun now dangling from his hand, the big man closed in. He threw back his head and roared. "Damned if
that wasn't the easiest kill | ever made!™ he gloated.

Throwing back his head was the man's error.

Because Doc swung up from the ground and his gresat figt crashed out. The gunman was lifted from his
feet, sent in an ungraceful arc to land in a heap among brier bushes dongsde the narrow roadway. His
oun went flying in an opposite direction.

Doc stepped to where the gun had fdlen, dropped it in his pocket. Next he picked up the big man as
though he might have been a big sack filled with straw. He dumped the men in the rear seet of the old
flivwer.

The man's eyes had opened, but he was too dazed to even move or tak. He merdy goggled a this
apparent gpparition that he had just shot in the chest at close range.

The bronze man’s only comment was, "Y ou should have amed higher!”

IN times of danger, Doc Savage wore benegth his dothing a chain mal garment made to stop bullets.
Hairy Monk frequently caled it the "iron underwear." But it had saved the life of Doc Savage more than
once.

The bronze giant found an inner tube lying on the floor of the car. With a penknife, he quickly cut strips of
the inner tube and used them for bindings. Doc’'s strong hands were able to pull the rubber thongs tight
enough so that they did not stretch even afraction of aninch.

With the big flow findly helpless on the back seat, Doc himsdf climbed behind the whed of the old car
and et off down the roadway.

The route circled through the woods, findly emerged on the highway again a little distance beyond the



man entrance to the Mason estate. Doc followed the highway until he came to the less traveled route that
led back to the vidnity of his plane.

The big man on the rear seat was groaning. Andly he blurted, "What's going to happen to me?'

"That depends,” said the bronze man. As he drove, he was taking a Sde glance at a substance which was
on one of his hands.

The helpless man in the rear whined a plea. "Lookit," he asked, "If | didn't shoot you, the boss would
have shot me!"

Doc had set the rear-view mirror so that he could keep his eyes on his captive. He glanced now & the
mirror and said, "The boss? Y ou mean Wart?'

There was just the dightest hesitation before the manin the rear replied.
"Yegh . .. Wart," hethen said quickly.

Doc Savage knew that the man was lying. But he made no comment. Later, he would adminigter truth
serum to his captive and learn the red identity of the one who had employed this fdlow painted up to
look like one of the madmen with the hideous red spots.

For paint it was, as Doc Savage saw from the substance on his hand.

Doc continued: "You're not a steelworker. A number of you are merdly using this red-spot business to
throw a scare into the workers.”

The man behind Doc gave a short laugh which sounded as though every part of hm ill ached. "Sure” he
sad. "It'sjust agag.”

Doc Savage said nothing further on the trip back to his plane. There, he quickly placed his captive in the
cabin of his ship, tied m more securely and placed a sponge gag in his mouth—so that the man could
make no outcry. There was no time now for further questioning of the fdlow. It was imperative that Doc
get to the ail tanker at Lake Erie, the one which both Monk and fat Water Mason had mentioned.

But firg, locking the door of the plane behind him, Doc Savage hurried off to make a cdl to big Renny,
the engineer.

There was something urgent which Renny could take care of.

Doc cdled from a farmhouse not far away, findly located Renny in one of the laboratories of the sted
plant.

THE bronze man named several addressesin New York City. He requested that severd phone cdls be
put through. The tone of his remarkable voice told Renny that a lot depended upon what was learned in
those cdls

Doc mentioned that he was going to the ad of Monk, Ham and the two girls There was need for haste.
He spoke briefly about the phony red-spotted man in his plane.

Jugt before hanging up, Renny said worriedly, "Doc, what's hgppening here is no fake. Five more mill
hands cracked up this morning. Crazy mad, they were! One dived into aralling machine and was mashed
to bits. The others were taken to hospitals, and they've dl died!™

Doc suggested, "Y ou might take a look at them.”



"It's too lae" explaned Renny. "They've dready placed those poor devils in seded caskets and
removed them for immediate burid. The whole town fears some kind of madness epidemic. Ther€'s no
gag about this."

"I'll be back soon as possble” finished Doc, hanging up.

But on the way back to the plane, in order to hurry to the ad of those who meant so much to him, Doc’s
flake-gold eyes were grimly thoughtful.

Crooks had planted phony madmen around the sted shops. Doc himsdf had tangled with a couple of the
fakes. And yet mill hands themselves were going mad. The madness was something that hit unexpectedly
and without discrimination. It was a thing that could bring stark terror to a community of hard-working
people who depended upon sted for aliving.

Two questions burned in the bronze man's thoughts:
Why were workmen going mad?
What person or thing was responsible?

Chapter XIl. DEAD MEN NEVER SQUEAL!

THE captive in the plane of Doc Savage might know a part of those answers. Doc found that the man
was dill safely bound hand and foot upon his return. Later, after he had gone to the assistance of Monk
and Ham, Doc would question the fdlow further.

Thetrip to the port on Lake Erie, which hary Monk had mentioned, took only a quarter of an hour.

From the ar, Doc Savage soon picked up the long, dark outlines of the ail tankers. They were sturdy,
block-shaped vessdls which rested low in the water.

There were a number of the tankers tied up at a wharf dong the lake front. Beyond the wharf loomed
huge oil-storage tanks. There was dso aralroad sding.

A dity fire ordinance probably prohibited building of the ol docks close to the town, for the village itsdf
was about a mile from the spot.

Doc brought his plane down to a point close over the water, throttled his motor and swung dmost
soundlessy over the tankers. He saw no one. There was no indication that any of the vessals was ready
to sall.

Also, there was something about lack of activity dong the wharf that made the bronze man cautious.

He knew that Monk’s radio message might have been intercepted. Crooks could be usng a short-wave
radio themsdlves. Perhaps a trap had been set for Doc to enter.

Because of the deathlike quietude down beneath him, Doc Savage redlized there might be trouble waiting
for im below.

He flew past the spot, banked, circled and came back for another look. It was then he saw the ship far
off on the horizon, ship apparently headed hisway. It was bardly visble againgt outline of water and sky.

A moment later, Doc’s sharp gaze flicked to the ship again and discovered that what he had seen was
not a ship, but a plane moving down on him with surprisng speed. In a matter of moments, it was close
enough for Doc to see that it was a completdy black plane of speedy design. And gpparently the pilct,



whoever he was, was intent on crashing the bronze man’s monoplane!

Doc Savage s next movements were smooth and rapid-fast. There was no change in the cam expression
of hismetdlic features, though death was rushing down at him with dizzy speed.

The bronze man sent his plane in a speedy sharp dimb, managed to get above the other ship. He got one
good look at the pilat in the open cockpit of the single-winged plane.

It was aman in a black mask. Heavy goggles concedled his eyes. His right, black-gloved hand rested on
the solid handle of the machine gun that he was trying to swive on the bronze man's own plane.

Doc saw these things as the two ships passed like zooming plummets. And the bronze man knew that the
other’s intention had not been to ram him. That would have spelled disaster for both. For even as Doc
pitched upward, the other pilot flung his ship downward beneath Doc' s fast ship.

The bronze man’s thoughts raced as the two ships were momentarily clear of one another. Doc had no
mechine gun. Whatever weapons he carried would be usdess againg the fast black plane. But he himsdif,
obvioudy, was going to be shot down.

Thus Doc Savage reached a sudden decision. Setting the controls for a moment, he whipped back to the
cabin and from one of the equipment cases, pulled out a peculiar-looking object. He was back in the
pilot’s seat in a moment, fastening the device on.

THE thing was like a glass bowl inverted over Doc’s metdlic features. Transparent, it fitted close againgt
the bronze man's shoulders,

In conjunction with the peculiar mask, was a harnesdike pack which strapped to the shoulders. The pack
was a bregth-purifier that supplied oxygen to the bronze man’slungs

Doc got the contrivance on just as the speedy black plane ripped toward him again. The speed of the
other ship said that it was just about the fastest thing made. There would be little chance of outdistancing
itinarace. And so Doc dived.

Close behind came the black ship, a stream of tracer-bullets belching from the muzze of its menacing
mechine gun. The eyes of the pilot behind the black mask were dark with hate.

Doc flipped his plane around a scant dozen feet above the water and temporarily confused the tralling
pilat. The fellow’s ship went streeking past. But the bullets from the machine gun did not.

They ripped dong the fusdage of Doc’'s ship. The bulk of the bronze man's plane was of a metd
congtruction made to deflect ordinary bullets. But the ammunition the masked pilot was usng gpparently
was a type of armor-piercing shell. Holes appeared like black raindrops on various parts of the bronze
man’'s ship.

Next, as some distance beyond the masked pilot was drding in preparation for a new attack, Doc
Savage hit the water and skillfully managed to keep his amphibian from turning turtle. It settled down and
bounced about on the short, choppy waves like a mammath cork.

Doc flung back toward the cabin. He had dready cut the motor of the amphibian, lest a machine-gun
shdll penetrate the gas feed line.

Moving across the smdl cabin, Doc swooped up another object from an equipment case and then bent
down to dash loose his big captive s bindings.



For Doc Savage never killed a crook needlesdy. Though this man was an enemy, Doc would make
evay dtempt to save him from the death which was swooping down upon them again from the sky.
Already, the motor roar of the returning plane was loud in the cabin.

Doc shoved his hand toward the freed man. What he handed the fellow was a diving device made of a
mouthpiece, nose dip and chemica purifier. Then Doc swung open the cabin door and indicated the
water. He was giving his captive a chance to escape desth.

But, without warning, the big fdlow hauled off and swung a massve fid a the bronze man's glass
bowl-inclosed head. The knuckles of the big man’s hand bounced off Doc’s protective hood, and the
freed man stared at his bruised hand a second in puzzlement. He could hardly have known that the hemet
was aform of shatterproof glass.

In the next moment, machine-gun bullets whined a death dirge as they ripped through the length of the
plane. Doc Savage legped out the open cabin door. The gas tank of the amphibian took fire and a the
same moment legped into flame,

The freed thug dill delayed. He gave a shout. "I know that guy. He won't bother me!™
Doc Savage didn’'t wait to find out. He was aready in a plunge through the water. Down. Down—

The hdmet of glass was aso a diving apparatus. Using it, the bronze man could stay beneath the surface
for reasonable periods of time. He sank degp now.

And above him, as he stared upward through the transparent glass of the protective bowl, he saw the
blurred redness that must be his ship &fire on the water.

Doc maneuvered quickly to get away from the spot above him. He fdt the crashing impact as
machine-gun dugs tore into the water somewhere up there. But they were immediaidy deflected and did
him no harm.

Later, perhaps a hdf hour later, Doc Savage came to the surface somewhere close to shore. Silence was
dl that met the bronze man's ears as he took off the protective glass hood and dimbed out on an old
dock. Night was settling over the lake front.

But out on the water a hit of charred wreckage 4ill floated, a part of Doc Savage's burned and
machine-gunned plane. Sprawled across that wreckage in death, was the big form of the man whom Doc
hed tried to drag away from the masked pilot’s attack. The man who had apparently known the sky
raider’s identity, and who therefore figured himsdf safe.

Doc’s captive might have been able to identify the masked pilot. The bronze man had hoped to use truth
serum on his captive to find out.

Perhaps the masked pilot had guessed something of the same. But Doc’s captive had been too confident
to see this, or to let the bronze man save hislife

Thus helay sprawled in death, his body torn with the gunner’s dugs and his festures a charred, gruesome
mask.

The black plane had disappeared.

Chapter Xlll. HELLO, SUCKER!



THE messages which Monk had Ieft for the Man of Bronze had disappeared, too, and yet, later that
night, Doc Savage found the firgt of them.

The fird message was written hagtily on what was left of the broken windshidd of a big car parked near
the long wharf. The wharf was one adjoining the old dock where the bronze giant had climbed from the
water.

What firg attracted Doc's atention to the large car was its style and make. The bronze man made a brief
examination of tires, wheelbase and other details. The car was the one Doc had suggested Monk, Ham
and Tink O'Nell try and locate in order to trail the girls.

Added to this, the machine looked as though it had been the storm center of a furious fight.

Cushions were upended. Blood was on the doors. Besides the broken windshidd, other windows in the
car looked as though they had been exposed to various sorts of bricks and anything that could be
thrown. The entire machine seemed to have been in a cyclone.

There was only one person who could create such havoc. Monk!

Thusit was that Doc Savage looked for some due that the battling chemist might have Ieft behind. It was
in the course of his examinaion of the car that Doc looked closdly a the remaning piece of broken
windshied.

There was nothing visble to the ordinary eye. Yet Doc removed a smdl box from his equipment vest.
The rubber-lined pockets of the vest were waterproof, and the powder which was in the amdl box was
dill dry.

Doc Savage sprayed a little of the powder over the section of remaining window glass. Writing on the
windshidd became immediady vishle. The message sad:

Doc—You were right. This was the car you said to look for. Those skinny guys and some others got
away, but we think they’ve got the girls. Look for the new tanker.

The message was sgned, "Monk."

Often, when the bronze man’s aids found it imperetive to leave messages for one anothe—messages that
they did not want to be seen—they wrote the words with a colorless chak of the bronze man's invention.
Writing made with the chak could not even be discerned with a magnifying glass. But when it was
sprinkled with the chemica powder that Doc had just used, the writing was quite clear. Rays from the
gmd| spring-generator flashlight that Doc used made the words distinguisheble.

Doc Savage left the car and moved quietly dong the lengthy wharf. It was quite dark now, and there
was, besides the dampness caused by the nearby water, a hint of rain in the ar. A number of long,
gloomy-looking ail tankers were tied up beside the dock.

Large round pipes ran dong the wharf, and it could be seen that they had connections for hooking to
massve rubber-hose lines from the tankers. Yet it was obvious that many of the boats were in disuse.
The sde plates of the vessdls were rusted and old.

Monk had mentioned a new tanker. And so Doc Savage kept moving out the long length of the wharf in
his search for the vessd.

Silence hung like a shroud over the water-front spot.



Far out on the end of the big wharf, Doc inspected the last of the string of moored tankers. Even this last
oneinlinewas an old vessd, and gpparently not in use.

It was on a deck plate of thislast tanker that Doc found the second message from Monk. This time, the
chemig had not taken time to use the speciad chak. Obvioudy he had wanted to be certain tha the
bronze man found his words.

Written in large, scrawly lettersin white, visble chalk, they read:

Doc—Molly Mason escaped and has reached us. She knows whereabouts of Pat and that steel
king, Mason. She says they are being held on—

Whatever Molly Mason had said was left unfinished. Apparently Monk, for some reason, had been given
no time to complete the hurried message.

BUT Monk had plenty of time, it seemed, to hear more of the girl’s comments now. He was saying with
a broad grin, "Lookit, Mally, I'm gonna take care of them guys who grabbed you and Pat. I'm gonna
blest ther hides dl over—"

The scene was a spot close to the shore of Lake Erie, a a point severa miles above where Doc Savage
was examining the old tankers. Informetion that Mally Mason had given to Doc Savage's ads had
brought them here. In the distance, dong the stretch of beach, could be seen the dark outlines of what
might be awharf for the docking of boats. But the overcast sky made any observation uncertain.

Monk, Ham and Tink O'Nell had located the gifl tied up in a amdl cabin aboard one of the old all
tankers. Thiswas at the firg wharf where Doc Savage had found Monk’s message.

Firs, Monk had come upon the car, and later had surprised the two skinny men returning to it. The
chemig had been in the midst of a grand battle when other thugs closed in. But the men had escaped
before Ham or Tink O’'Neil could come to the chemist’s assstance.

But they had found Mally Mason, and the girl had breathlesdy told of overhearing a conversation that
indicated Pat Savage and Mally’s father were being held aboard the new ail tanker, the Mary L; and that
the vessel had been moved to an obscure whar five miles farther down the lake shore.

The smdl group was close to that point now. Monk had paused to talk with lovely Moally. The expression
on the apelike chemidt’ s homdy feetures said that he could think of nothing nicer to do—unless, perhaps,
it was getting into a fight.

Ignaring Ham, Monk went on, "Did anyone ever tdl you, Mally, that your eyes are like the sky a dusk,
or that your sweet mouth is a rainbow of—"

Tow-headed Tink O'Nell put in sort of coally, "We might get going, Molly. Your father is in grave
danger—"

Thegirl’s dim fingers flew to her mouth. She gave a startled little gasp. "Yed" she excdlamed. "I forgot.
Let’s hurry!™

The part of the beach which they were traversng made a long sweep out to a point. It was out near the
tip of this point where the bulky outline of what could be a wharf was located.

Mally Mason was saying, "Thet must be it. From what | overheard those terrible men saying, the Mary L
istied up there. That's where they’ re supposed to be holding father and Pat Savage.”



Thegirl diffened, pointed. "Why, there! You can seeit now. It isan ail tanker there at the wharf!”
She was correct in her satement.

The new-type al tanker was a dity block long and rested low in the water beside the wharf. Apparently
its holds were full of oil. Most of the vessdl was a fla expanse of sted deck only a few feet above the
water’s edge. But a one end of the tanker was a superstructure made of more sted. Here were located
asmdl cabin, bridge and quarters.

The ship wasin darkness. No one seemed to be around.
But Mally Mason pointed to a name on the Sde plates, bardy clear of the water line.
"It sthe Mary L!" she cried. "That's the boat they’re holding father and Pat on!"

Monk stuck out his hard jaw and led the way aboard from the dock. "What the heck!" he growled.
"Then I’'m gonnafind out!"

The others followed, lanky Tink O’'Nell explaining, "This is one of the vessels for which we furnished
ded. It'satype tha can be quickly converted intime of war."

Monk looked at the young stedl plant troubleshooter. "War?'
Tink O'Nell nodded. He shot Mally Mason a peculiar glance, but Monk disregarded it. Tink went on:

"Yes These deck plates are made of the new T.3 formula stedl. They’ll withstand any kind of bombing
from the air. One of these tankers can be quickly converted to be used as convoys or even to attack any
enemy merchant ship in our waters. They are practicaly indisinguishable in the water, and guns can
quickly be mounted on ther flat decks. Thisis one of the firg for which we ve supplied the heavy armor
plae”

Monk stared at the deck benegth hisfeet. It was sted, and looked as solid as that of any battleship.
"Gallywhockud" he exploded. "Betcha you couldn’'t go through this Suff with a torpedo!™
They kept prowling around the long, dark tanker.

Cabin and crew’s quarters forward were deserted. But there were indications that men had been recently
living aboard.

On deck agan, it was Molly Mason who pointed aft and exclamed, "Look! Back there! One of the
hatches is open!”

The tanker, mogtly, was built with pipeline connections that led into sealed holds. But there were a few
hatch openings. At fird, it had appeared that most of the hatches were closed and bolted.

But now the tdl, dender girl was correct. Far &ft, in the gloom, could be seen the dim outline of a sted
cover that was flung back. Monk led the others quickly thet way.

When Monk reached the hold opening, he got down on his hands and knees and squinted below into
gloom. Then he got out aflaghlight and took a better look.

But before he could use the light, the sound came up out of the hold. It was a groan, followed by a
half-muffled plea



"Hep!"

Monk roared. He legped toward the hatch opening. "Goshamighty!" he exploded. "It mugt be Pat and
Mally’s father!"

Mally Mason, her dim hand at her throat, pleaded, "Monk! Hurry! Help them!"

The drop into the hold was perhaps a dozen feet. Monk hung by his hands a moment from the edge of
the hatch, then dropped. Ham and young Tink O’ Nell quickly followed.

Monk, on hisfeet in the gloom, said to Ham, "Let’s have that light again. I’'m gonna—"

What Monk was going to do remained a question. For the piece of pipe cracked his skull in the next
ingant. Ham and Tink O’ Neil were likewise dugged.

And as the three got down on ther hands and knees and tried not to go to deep, the terrified cry came
from above.

It was Mally’s cry for help.

Chapter XIV. TANKER TRAP

APELIKE MONK was the firdg to wake up. He was immediaidy aware of the throbbing of the tanker’s
Diesdls. The vessdl was under way, and how long it had been so Monk could not tell.

But he did see that alight had been turned on in the hold where they had been dugged. And reveded by
the light were the various grinning thugs who stood nearby, looking at their three helpless captives.

Monk muttered something to himsdf. The sze of his amdl bright eyes in his homdy face was such that
these fdlows had not redized the hary chemist was awake.

And Monk was a tough fellow. Often he had been beaten into unconsciousness, only to soon dimb to his
feet again and dtart dl over in afight as though he hadn’t been touched.

He swung up on his feet now and took a hefty poke at the nearest crook. The chemidt’s blow would
have been perfect, except that it landed three inches short of the man's jaw. And Monk landed in a heap
on the deck, with the startled thought that hisleg had suddenly been seized in a bear trap.

The trap was alength of heavy chain padlocked to aring in the deck. Monk’s ankle was fastened to the
chan.

He glared a his captors. There were 9x of them, four of the 9x just about as tough-looking as they
come. They kept grinning at Monk, which didn’t help Monk’ s murderous thoughts.

The other two were the medium-sized and the tdl, beanpole-looking skinny men who had helped saize
Pat Savage and Mally Mason, with the ad of tough little Wart.

Monk stared around. He yanked at the heavy chain with his foot, but merdy succeeded in taking more
skin from his dready bruised ankle. Severa feet from him he saw the limp forms of Ham and Tink
O'Nell. Both men were 4ill unconscious, and Ham's sword-cane was flat on the deck benesth him.
There was no 9gn of the pets.

Monk wished he could reach the cane, but the distance was too grest. So he sat and glowered,
reminding himsdf that hereafter he was dways going to carry with him a saw made to cut through sted
chan.



His captors gpparently forgot about him. Some sort of discussion was taking place among the six.

One snapped, "Wdl, I'm tdlin’ you Wart is gonna take thingsin his own hands. If you ask me, Wart has
been tricked like nobody’ s business.

"What are you gettin’ &?" another prodded.

"That formula Wart was supposed to get. The big shot fooled him, I'm thinkin'. From something Wart
sad today, | betcha he didn’t get the red formula at dl. What he hasis afake!”

The men seemed to think about thet for awnhile
Then one said, "You mean, Wart is gonnawak out on the big shot?*
"Yeah! Wouldn't be surprised if he haan't dready done it. Well probably take things over oursalves.”

Monk sat hooked to the length of chain and lisened. He was just on the verge of asking a question when
someone spoke from the hatch opening above.

"Hey, you guyd There'saplaneflyin’ out to meet us. Guessit’s the big boss himsdf!”

Monk squinted up to get alook a the man who spoke, but he could not see very wel. The sky was a
little brighter—it must be close to dawn, the chemigt figured—Dbuit it was dill dark enough to make things
vague. And it was raining. The rain came down through the hatich opening and made puddles near
Monk’s feet.

Monk went to work trying to pull the heavy ring from the deck. Rage filled his thoughts, and he decided
just what he was going to do to this crowd when he got loose.

He caught the words from the sx men dready legping toward a rope ladder that dangled down into the
hold. One said: "The boss, eh? Now we ll settle this business once and for al!™

"Yegh," another agreed.
They dl dimbed out.
FHve minutes later the firgt bomb hit the deck plates of the sturdy ol tanker.

Monk felt the impact that was like a giant wave smacking the sides of the ship. The vessd heded over,
levded off again. Light in the hold went out. The Diesdls stopped throbbing.

In the darkness near Monk, Ham muttered, "Wh-what happened?
The lawyer, gpparently, was now awake. A moment later, young Tink O'Nell tirred and sat up.

In the half-gloom, Ham and tow-headed Tink O'Nell were now on their feet. Ham exdamed, "We ve
got to get out of here. There snotimeto lose!”

Monk snorted, "That's aswdl idea. Only hitch isI’m chained to the deck!™

Ham groaned. He stooped quickly to see if he could help his homdly partner. After a second’s feding
around at the chain and deck ring in the darkness, Ham said worriedly, "You couldn’'t open this padlock
with an ax."

Monk ordered, "You two get outta here. Save your own hides. Or maybe you can grab some of them



guys up there and get a key!"

Both were rductant to leave Monk, but findly young Tink O’'Neil jumped toward the rope ladder.
"That'san idea" he said.

It was a good idea, but in the next moment the plane swooped down over the all tanker again and then
another bomb exploded on the decks. There was a tearing and rending of stedl. The vessd was soon
liging badly. A chunk of metd smashed down into the hold, missng the three by inches as it crashed
agang the deck.

Tink O’'Neil was forced to legp clear of the hatch opening.

Monk commented in disgust, "Them sure must be great deck plates, that new armor sted you told us
about, Tink! Sounds like it busted to hdl and gone!”

The ship liged farther. Up on deck there was ydling and confuson, and mingled with it was a man's
terrified cry.

Someone rapped, "The dirty devil! He musta heard about Wart walkin' out on him, and now he's gonna
diminate any due to who heid"

Jug then, someone appeared above and hurled something down at the three below. A voice ydled,
"WEe re giving you a break, guys. We hate to see you drowned like rats. So now you can swim, instead.
It's only twenty milesto shorel”

Ham cried, "It must be akey!" and started feding around in the darkness. Every moment the vessd was
liging more badly, and the lawyer had a time saying on his feet. Monk had did dong the smooth deck,
hisleg stretched taut at the end of the chain.

BY the time Ham located the padlock key, the sound of the plane which had attacked the tanker had
faded out.

A moment later, Ham had crawled to Monk’s side and unlocked the chain. Movement on the danted
deck was difficult. There was little to hold to. But shortly dl three were dimbing the rope ladder to the
top deck. All stared at the damaged, liging tanker. Already water was pouring in over one side. It would
only be afew moments until the vessd sank.

It was Tink O'Neil who pointed off through the rain and said, "Look! They’ve escaped in a powerboat!"

It was true. For a quarter of a mile away, the smdl motorboat was fast disgppearing in the ran and
ground fog that hung over the water. The shore ling, if any, was invishle

Monk suddenly ripped off his shoes and coat. He sad determinedly, "Hope you two guys aren’'t in a
hurry for breskfast.”

He dived off the Sde of the ail tanker that was adready dipping beneath the waters of Lake Erie.

Ham and Tink O Nell, likewise coatless and shoeless, followed. The lawvyer’s sword-cane, which he was
never without, was tucked benesth his belt. It made svimming, for him, more difficult.

Up forward on the bridge, there was a chattering and squedling. A second later, the two pets legped into
the water too!

The three men swam away from the snking ail tanker just about as fast as they could. Ten minutes later



there was a great gushing of water behind them, as the tanker went under.

Then there was only the rain and the tendrils of settling fog, and an invisble shore line miles away in a
direction they could not even guess.

The three swam without speaking. All were excelent swvimmers. Yet the grimness of the Stuation was
only too red. For adight breeze had sprung up and there was indication of a red sorm. And a orm on
any of the Great Lakes can be worse than any at sea.

It was about a hdf hour later that the plane appeared out of the sky, drding and dipping down over
them. It passed close over their heads. Monk let out a whoop. "Doc!" he shouted.

Doc Savage brought the amphibian down, landed smoothly and taxied the plane up close. Shortly the
giant bronze man stepped out on awing.

He cdled out to Monk, "Lucky you left this ship near where | found your last message!”

Chapter XV. HORROR IN STEEL

TWO hours later that morning, Doc Savage, with Monk, Ham and young Tink O'Nell were searching
the dead man they had found back on the wharf where the ring of old tankers were tied up.

Fird, of course, Doc had rescued the three from Lake Erie. Monk and Ham, since they dways carried
extra supplies with them in their plane, were able to locate shoes and dry clothing. They even found some
clothes for lanky Tink O'Neil, though the sandy-haired young man sort of stuck out ether end of pants
and coat, and the shoes were too tight.

Doc had told about his own loss of his plane, together with much vauable equipment. They had returned
to the origind wharf where Monk had Ieft the messages, in the hope that they might find some clue to
Mally Mason or the others—Pat Savage and the millionaire sted king.

And insteed, they found—this dead fdlow in a shed on the dock!
The man was fairly wel dressed, stockily built and with black hair. He had been shot in the back.

Doc went through the dead man’s clothing. He found a sheef of papers, read them over quickly, passed
them to the lawyer and Tink O’ Neil. Monk, curious, stuck his homey face past Ham's shoulder and read
aso.

Doc sad, "Apparently they are some sort of reports, and they were written by this dead man. They
describe the exact movements—wherever possible—of anyone in authority a J. Henry Mason's stedl
plants. Thisincluded dl his rdatives who are in executive pogtions & the mills”

"Yes" Tink O'Nell said. "All these people mentioned have an interest in the business. Mr. Mason dways
has tried to keep contral of the vast plant within his own family.”

Abruptly, as he looked a another paper, Tink O’ Nell gasped.

"Look!" the latter exclamed. "All these reports are some sort of an invedigation made for a angle
person. And that person isWillie Watt, superintendent at our plant!”

Doc nodded. His metdlic features were cam. "It appears that way," he said.

Tink O'Nell, his gray eyes wide, went on, "Tha means Willie Watt mugt be the person behind the
mystery. He's seeking control of T.3. Why, | .. . I'll bet he's the one responsgible for some change in the



origind formula that has caused these flawsin the new sted!”

The bronze man made no comment. Instead, he looked at his two aids. He said, "Ham, you and Monk
had better natify the nearest police authorities about this murdered man. Then get in touch with me at the
ged plant. Perhaps Renny has learned something.”

Doc explained how he had left Renny at the plant, then added something else of Sgnificance.

"It appears,” he said, "that a dimax to this mysery is coming fast. The red villan is killing off dl who
might point afinger at himsdf. He is going to work quickly from now on."

Tink O’'Neil exclamed, "Y ou mean Willie Watt?"
Doc Savage shook his head. "Willie Waitt is hardly the red brains behind this" he said.
Monk looked puzzled. He indicated the papers which had been turned over to young Tink O’ Nelil.

"Gally! the chemig protested, "it must be Willie Watt, Doc. All them reports are for him, an’ they show
that Willie Waitt is danged interested in knowing what everyone of the other rdaivesis doing!”

Hary Monk was pointing a something dse on the papers. "Whoever this dead guy was, he sgned
himsdf ‘S. E. C.'"

Doc sad, "l think Renny is going to have some information about this S. E. C."

Without further explanation, Doc Savage hurried off. A few moments later, the bronze man's aids heard
the amphibian take off from afidd nearby.

But Doc Savage did not immediady return to the sted plant south of Lake Erie. He brought the plane
down in a pasture outsde a andl town somewhere west of Buffdo and proceeded to the nearest
highway filling sation. From here, he put through a cdl to New Y ork.

Doc cdled a corporation liged as Brown & Brown. He identified himsdf, and was immediady
connected with an officd.

The executive said, "Mr. Savage, we were able to get that information for you. The data that Mr.
Renwick asked for."

For saverd moments, the man a the other end of the line talked rapidly.

Doc's eyes stirred with interest as he listened. Findly he said, "Thank you. What you have done is a fine
piece of work." He hung up.

Then he put through a cal to Renny, whom he had left in a laboratory of the big sted plant. There was a
litle delay until the big engineer of Doc' s organization was located. Then Renny’s voice boomed over the
wire.

"Doc! Ther€'s hdl to pay here. Ten more mill hands went nuts this morning. Five of the shops are shut
down, and more men are waking out every minute. Willie Waitt, that superintendent, has disappeared.
And there's something esal”

"Yes?' Doc Savage sad.

"I got this thing figured out. | can tdl you who's behind it and what causes this madness trouble. Just a
moment ago | got wise to the set-up. . . .



Doc Savage interrupted quickly, "Wait until | get there. It might not be advisable to mention names over
the phone. The trip should only take about ten or fifteen minutes"

Doc hung up, hurried back to where he had I€ft the plane in the pasture. He took off immediatdy for the
gmd| woods outside the mill town.

Doc arived, alittle while later, a one of the many entrances to the milelong steel plant. Much of the
smoke that ordinarily formed an overhanging dark haze in the sky was missng. It was plain that severd of
the shops were closed down.

But some were in operation, and the bronze man saw smoke coming from the furnaces of Open-hearth
Shop No. 5. He dso saw something else.

Men running toward the open-hearth shop. Some were ydling and shouting to others who joined in and
followed aong.

The bronze man moved quickly in the same direction. He caught up with one of the husky mill hands and
asked a question.

"What's wrong?'

THE big fellow turned and looked at Doc Savage. The man's face was dripping with perspiration caused
by the intense hest of one of the shops dill operating.

He stared a moment at the bronze man, then exclamed, "Say, aren’'t you Doc Savage?'
Doc nodded.
The man looked questionably a some of hisfdlow workers. Then he stared back at Doc.

"Wadl, about that man Renwick. He's a fdlow in your organization, | understand. Wdl, Renwick’s just
gone mad. They’ve chased himinto No. 5."

For a scant ingtant, Doc remained motionless. Perhaps he was thinking of what Renny had told him over
the phone only afew minutes ago. That he knew what was causing the madness!

The bronze man, without a word, leaped ahead of the others running toward the huge open-hearth shop.
He arrived ingde the high, sleamy, smoke-filled building just as a horrible ydl went out from many men's
throats.

Through the haze caused by the terrific heat, Doc Savage saw a massive, ten-ton ladle which rested on
the floor midway down the length of the vast room. Men stood far back from that ladle of molten sted
watching in horror as a crane operator spilled it over. They jerked dill farther back as red-hot sted thet
was like crawling snakes spread over the floor. Fire and sparks raised in every direction. The heat from
the quff was skin-searing.

Then the crane operator worked a lever that raised the emptied ladle upright again. The crane lifted the
huge bucket, carried it wel down the length of the shop and set it down again. It was once more turned
onitssde.

Workmen rushed toward the empty ladle with long sted rods, in their hands. They started poking ingde
the ladle with the poles.

Doc, by now, had circled the spot where the molten sted had been spilled. He arrived at the emptied



ladle and questioned a man.
"What happened?’ asked the bronze man.

"A guy with the madness dived into the ladiel™ explained one of the mill hands with the long, poking rods.
"Therean't a danged thing left of him!"

"Wait aminute” cried another. "Look at this, will you!"

The man had worked something from the empty ladle with the long steel rod. He pushed it across the
floor.

Doc Savage bent down to stare at the smdl object. It was athing that had withstood the white-hot fire of
molten stedl. It was dl that was left of what had once been aman.

It was a peculiarly shaped diamond from aring that Renny, the engineer, had occasondly worn!

Chapter XVI. AND NOW YOU DIE!

THROUGHOUT that afternoon, the giant bronze man moved through various huge buildings of the sted
plant in grim silence. He made no comment about Renny’ s death.

Devedopments at the plant changed with breath-taking speed.

A hundred more men walked off their jobs. A ralling mill where a huge order of government armament
materid was being rushed to completion shut down. There was something wrong with the formula of T.3.
The amament materia had proved worthless.,

Ten more mill hands appeared with the red spots. There was nothing phony with the men's twisted,
grinning expressions. They were not part of the mob that was trying to cash in on the terrible sckness.
Because the ten men were stark, raving mad!

Before they could be caught, they killed two dozen mill hands who tried to stop their mad dash through
the angle main street of the town. It was only when the crazed workers were brought down with guns
thet the terror temporarily ceased.

But a new form of trouble cropped up. This happened when arrogant and domineering Leidenberg, the
plant manager, closed the remainder of the mills at Sx that night.

Though hundreds of men had dready quit their jobs because of the red-spotted madness, others 4ill
wanted to work. They were willing to take the chance. They needed the money for support of ther
families

And so men fought in the streets and stormed the closed gates of the huge plant. At dusk, crowds
roamed through the town carrying flares and clubs. They sought out any who might be &fflicted with the
madness. Everyone so crazed would be killed. A desperate, mob-frenzied attempt was being made to
gamp out the terrible menace.

Word reached the town that another of J. Henry Mason's sted plants in Pennsylvania had dso shut
down. The madness had somehow reached there, too. This was a plant a which the formula of T.3 had
a0 been introduced, and from which was being made girders for government bridges.

When darkness fdl Doc Savage wasin the generd offices of the great plant. A meeting was being hed in
the board room, and dl the officids and relative-executives of J. Henry Mason were there.



Even fat Wdter Mason, the lazy, indifferent cousin of pretty Molly Mason, was there dso. Apparently
the fat fdlow considered it to his advantage to findly learn what was going on.

But it was little, hard-boiled Willie Weatt and the big, sedy gray-haired manager, Leidenberg, who did
most of the arguing. The others only put in aword or two.

Cocky little Willie Watt pounded his fig on the table and yelled, "Hdl with you! We ve got to keep the
shops going! The company will go broke if we don't!"

Ledenberg, the manager, drew hisbig form up arrogantly. "Surel" he bellowed. "And welll all die. | say,
keep ‘em closed. I'll lose just as much as the rest of you—more, perhaps. But that's better than letting
the madness get ud”

A quiet little man who had been stting down near one end of the board table, spoke up. "Me, I'm sling
out!" he put in. "I"'m taking what | can while | can!”

"Me, too!" added another stockholder.

While the heated word battle was taking place around the table, an office boy came into the room and
stepped quiely to Doc’s sde. He said softly: "Phone cal for you, Mr. Savage. You can take it outside in
the anteroom, in the booth."

The bronze giant moved Slently out of the room. He stepped into a glass-inclosed booth in the anteroom,
lifted the receiver and said, "Yes?'

The booming voice said, "Doc? Thisis Renny."

STRANGELY, Doc Savage showed no surprise. He merdy stated quietly: "I figured something like this,
Renny."

"Thought you would,” Renny said. "I noticed this morning, in one of the laboratories, that my own ring
was missng from my coat pocket for awhile. Later, Doc, some guys grabbed me and gave me a shot of
suff. They expected meto go mad, and when | didn’'t they doped a fdlow about my sze—then spread
the word that | had gone crazy."

"Yes" Doc said. Then Doc went on: "Thet capsule perhaps saved you. The drug they are usng is a rare
one, but the counteragent | used was enough to offst it."

"Then you know what the madness Suff is?'
"YS"
IIBth_II

Doc went on swiftly. "The showdown in this thing is coming fast. It will be tonight, because the red villain
is now forced to cover up as quickly as possble” The bronze man mentioned the last-known
whereabouts of Ham, Monk and Tink O’'Neil. He aso gave the location of the plane. "You might try to
find them and return here to the plant as soon as possible.”

"But why here?' prodded Renny.
"Because | have reason to bdieve that Pat is somewherein the vidnity of this ed plant,” finished Doc.

He hung up, returned quietly to the board room. Men were jug rigng from their chairs. The meeting had
ended with a vote to close the plant indefinitely.



Ponderous Water Mason met Doc as he came back into the room. He said, "l have my car outsde,
Savage. If thereisanything | can do—"

Doc immediatdy picked up the fa young man's suggestion. "Yes, there is" he sad. He drew Walter
Mason to one side.

"You probably know the layout of this entire plant fairly wel?" the bronze man questioned.

Walter nodded, hisfat chinsjiggling. "Certainly. I’ ve lived around here long enough to know every corner
of the place

"Then you might be able to hdp,” said Doc. "We might get Sarted.”
They went out.

WALTER'S car was something that was built dong the lines of himsdlf. It was massve. But it was aso
about the fagtest thing on whedls.

Paved ribbons of cement wound through the spreading property of the now slent stedl plant. Off beyond
the shops, in the distance, there was a muttering sound, however, that came through the gloom. A red
glow reflected agang the sky.

Walter explained as he drove, "More men fighting. Willie Watt was dl for cdling in the militia tonight, to
stop the trouble, but 1 convinced him it would be advisable to wait until morning. Told him | thought you
might clean up this mystery tonight.”

Doc remained slent a moment, meking no commernt.

Then he asked, "Where would you suggest there might be a hiding place where Pat Savage or any of the
others might be held near here? That is, a place that has been completely overlooked so far?”

Water Mason's smdl, bright eyes were thoughtful in his moonlike face. Suddenly he snapped his fa
fingers

"Theriver!" he exdamed. "What | mean is, on one of the old ore barges tied up down there. Down here
a the far end of the plant, there's a stream that windsin from the lake. I1t’'s been dredged deep enough so
that our supply barges can be brought amost into the plant. We get our scrap and pig iron that way. But

with the shops dosing down, the suff has accumulated and some of those barges have been tied up a
week. It would be alogica place that was overlooked.”

Shortly, Walter Mason had swung the big car out through a gate, across the man street of the mill town,
and through another street that formed the very end of the town. He followed a byway that led down to a
ardl river. Here, close to shore, afraight Sding swung in from the main line leading into the plant proper.

They bumped over tracks, passed darkened storage sheds and red-painted buildings used for the
safekeeping of inflammable paint materids and chemicals.

At ladt they drew up beside a sring of wooden barges tied up at a big water-front unloading platform.

Water climbed out, puffing because of his bulk. He said, "Wait. I'll go ahead and see if there is a
watchman around.”

Doc waited. In the night, his remarkable flake-gold eyes stirred with an unusud restlessness.

Ten minutes passed. Then Doc moved forward in the direction the fat young man had taken. Walter



Mason, on leaving, had gone toward the first of astring of darkened barges.

Doc headed that way. And just as he was gpproaching the unloading dock edge, his foot hit something
soft and yidding. The bronze man stooped down quickly.

IT was the big bulk of aman. Walter! The fa young man groaned, managed to gasp, "Hurry! They went
inthat supply shed just beside us. There might be time to—"

Doc sraightened, noted the large corrugated metd building close by. He legped that way.

A diding door was partiadly open in the side of the big shed. Sipping through soundlesdy, darkness and
the odor of chemicds and paints met the bronze giant’s senses.

Doc went forward carefully, not usng a light, but depending upon his acute senses to show him the way.
He reached a cleared space in the center of the big supply shed. There was the vague, bulking outlines of
ged drums and carboys of chemicals piled high near him.

Senang some other presence besides these inenimate things, Doc tensed.

And the powerful, overhead floodlight, blazed on and splashed blinding, brilliant light over the bronze
man’s form. The big light hung low enough so that it cast a twelve-foot circle of brightness around him.

Doc Savage was the centrd point of thet reveding circle.

But into the circle's outer edge moved the dozen men with guns. Doc was carefully covered, and a voice

rapped:

"All right, bronze guy! Start taking off your coat and vest. Place them carefully on the floor. Any tricks,
and—"

The speaker patted his automatic to end the sentence.

All Doc could see was the men's legs, bodies and menacing guns. Faces were invisble where they were
just beyond the circle of light.

Sowly, he started gSripping off coat and vest.

"Caefull" the same harsh voice warned. Obvioudy, these gunmen knew something about the gadgets
which the bronze man carried in his trick equipment-vest, and so they were taking no chances on Doc
exploding asmdl gas bomb or something.

"Strip to your wad!" the voice ordered further.
Doc followed the indructions. There was little else he could apparently do.

When his great chest was bared from the waist up, when the encirding ring of men could see that Doc
held no tricks up his deeve, the voice said, "And now, Savage, you meet the boss!”

There was a sauffling of feet. Doc saw severd of the men move back alittle, leaving one side of the circle
open.

Anather, much smdler overhead light came on. It was just bright enough to reved the figure seated at the
table. The distance from the bronze man to the figure behind the table was perhaps two dozen feet. Doc
noted that he was dill carefully covered by the dozen or so gunmen.



His gaze went again to the seated figure benegth the light. The Sze of the person was hard to figure, for
the conceding cape the man wore was entirely of black. As was the loose hood over his head, the hood
through which gleamed a pair of intense eyes.

It was the man in the black mask.

Chapter XVII. FIEND IN BLACK!

JUST about this moment, at the other end of the mill town, a smdl group of grim-faced figures were
swinging into the main street. They were Monk, Ham, tow-headed Tink O’ Nell and pretty Molly Mason.

Thetdl girl was saying to Monk, "Heavend It's a good thing | escaped from those avful men and found
you again. Perhaps we' rein time to stop thisriot!"

Riot it was. Men were fighting in the street, their faces strained and grim in the torchlight glare. Clubs
struck heads. Brickbats flew. A man went through the glass window of a store.

It was Mally who pointed and exclaimed, "Look! There's tough little Willie Watt. He's the one behind
thigd"

They saw the smdl, thin, wiry fdlow leading a group of perhaps twelve men. Big, powerful flows with
clubs in ther figs But the group was not dosing in on the rioting fighters, instead they were coming
directly toward Monk, Ham and the others.

Abruptly young Tink O’ Nell drew up short and stared. He grabbed Monk’s massve arm and explained,
"Thet's not Willie Watt the superintendent. 1t's a crook named Wart. And those guys with him—"

Monk svung to so inform the girl.
But tal Mally Mason had disappeared!

In the next moment, Monk, Ham and Tink O’ Neil were attacked by Wart and his mob. Monk let out a
howl and jumped into the wedge of approaching thugs.

The big men’s faces were scarred and hard. Ears were flattened. They looked like a bunch of gorillas
from the East Side of New Y ork.

Monk grabbed the solid arm of the nearest man, and bellowed, "Hey! Y ou an't no mill hand!"
Thebig felow roared, "Brother, you said a mouthful!"
He started wrapping a heavy piece of pipe around Monk’s head.

Ham whipped his sword from its dender black sheath. Tink O’'Nell started proving that he knew how to
use hisfigs. The swaying, tangled mass of fighters worked their way across the road.

Skinny little Wart got outside the fighting men and threw the amdl object. It was a glass capsule about the
gzeof an egg. It quickly broke beneath the men's feet and a white, vaporish cloud spread upward. Men
started fdling down in ther tracks.

It had been aform of knockout gas that Wart used.

Next he motioned to severd big men hovering back in a nearby doorway. He cdled, "You dill got the
truck?"



Someone said, "Yesh!"
"Then gtart loading these mugsin!” ordered skinny Wart.

Later, the truck left there with its load of hdpless victims. It proceeded through the main Street of the
town, no one paying atention because of the smdler fights that were taking place up and down the
thoroughfare.

Wart, seated beside the driver in the cab of the truck, said, "Wel, this about cleans up the Doc Savage
crowd. The big boy himsdf had dready captured Doc. And the other captives are down there now, too.
So now well go there”

"It sure worked swdl," said the driver.

"Ligen," continued Wart, "what we're gonna work now is even better. We're gonna grab the big boy,
too!"

"Don't get you," the driver mumbled.

"Look," said Wart. "Our organizetion in New York paid the big guy a million bucks for the formula,
didn’'t they?'

"Sure"

"And besides, we grabbed the millionaire, and his daughter Mally and that Pat Savage. We did a whole
lot of things to help the big boss get what he wanted. We planted those phony mad guys in the shops,
and had others working in the millsjimmy up different runs of new sed.”

"Sure, but—"
"An’ we were supposed to get that formulafor T.3 for dl this"
"That'sright,” agreed the truck driver.

"Wdl," rapped Wart, "we didn't get T.3. We got a phony. That big boy pulled a fast one on us for his
million fish!"

The driver whistled.

FACING the masked man—the "big boy" himsdf—in the storage shed, Doc Savage said quietly, "And
S0 you were not S0 clever. Your method of cregting this madness menace has been discovered, and
destroyed.”

The man behind the mask chuckled. "Yes™" he said, "I happen to know that you found those tablets
mixed with the regular sdt tablets in the digpensng machines this afternoon. You ordered every mechine
emptied and its contents destroyed.”

The masked man laughed. "But now you are going to die, and other methods will be used to keep up this
madness trouble if necessary!"

Doc stood watching the speaker, his brain sharply dert.

What the masked villan referred to was the digpensng mechines located in the various hest-filled
open-hearth shops, ralling mills, wire shops and other buildings of the plant. The machines dispensed a
st tablet which the workers used.



Sdt mugt be continualy used by mill hands working under terrific heat, where st is fagt logt from the
body by continua, excessive perspiration. Formerly, the men had just obtained the sdt by scooping up
some from buckets placed in handy spots around the various shops.

But now the digpensng machines were a modern improvement. It was in these machines that the other
tablets containing the rare drug had been placed. The drug that caused madness and which adso
contained something that made its victims dlergic to heat, causng the hideous rash of red spots.

Doc had suspected something of this at the very beginning. Thus Renny had made the tests for him, and it
was this report that Renny had explained in one of his phone cdls.

Renny had not been affected by any drug. The cgpsule Doc had given the big engineer was a counter
agent devised to offset any effects of the drug.

Do, if he lived, planned to use this counter agent on any other workers who had been exposed to the
menace.

If he lived—

Doc sad, gdling for a moment’s more time, "You didn’t seek the formula of T.3. You didn't need the
formula What you've wanted is shutting down the plant. Y ou' ve worked things in such a way that stock
inthe company has plunged to amost nothing. And so you' ve been buying it in a your own price, later to
reopen the plants and make afortune dl your own. Y ou were clever enough to buy the stocks through a
fake corporation, which was yoursdf—"

The masked man brought his fig down on the table before him. It made a ponderous thud. Even the
hands of the masked one were covered with loose black gloves.

He sad gratingly, "You're a clever felow, Doc Savage. It's too bad you mug die. And now—"

Doc was ganding with his bronze hands hooked into the belt at his bared wast. He was tense, ready
to—

A door opened somewhere behind the group of encirding gunmen and a hard voice rapped, "Whéat the
hell!"

It was the voice of tough little Willie Waitt.
And then a second voice boomed, "Doc!"
That was Renny, the big engineer!

In a grange voice, Doc cdled out something that was unintdligible to the men with guns. The sound might
merdy have been aworried ydl.

But the words Doc spoke were taken from a long-logt tongue. Mayan! It was a language that Doc and
his men used in moments when they did not wish to be understood by others.

What Doc had cdled to Renny was, " Shoot the belt!”

And the bronze man whipped the belt from hiswaist and flung it into the air. Renny fired from somewhere
beyond.

The explosion that followed was a blinding glare which left everyone momentarily stunned.



RENNY', who had been conceded back in the darkness, had understood what the bronze man meant.

For thelining of Doc Savage s wide bt contained a number of smdl, explosive pellets. The pellets could
be set off by a sharp, hard concussion.

And so Renny had used a mechine pistol, which dl the aids of Doc Savage carried. Doc, himsdf, sedom
carried a gun. But Renny, himsdf an expert marksman, had caught the belt in midair with a fast, sure am.
Thus the explosion had followed.

The force of the exploson broke the two overhead lights Men were sruggling about on the floor,
dimbing back to thar feet. Momentarily, they could not see. Besides, there was the blackness dl around
them.

And so confusion reigned, and meking use of it the one in the black mask and cape moved with a far
amount of safety. There was ydling and fighting, as Renny and hardboiled little Willie Watt jumped into
the room.

Almost immediately, more voices shouted and more men piled into the tangle. These were the ones who
hed arrived with little Wart and the truckload of stunned thugs and Monk, Ham and Tink O’ Neil.

Over the sound of the confusion, there was a bellow that might have been made by a bull. It came from
ingde the truck itsdf. Then there was a crash, rear doors of the truck split wide and Monk came legping
out, followed by Ham and Tink O’ Nell.

The men had regained consciousness, induding the thugs who had been knocked out dso. Skinny little
Wart screamed:

"Hdl with the Doc Savage crowd! Get that blasted masked guy!”

Gunfire followed. A shot struck a drum of chemicd, and a moment later flames were licking over other
supplies in the big storage building. Paint suff and other inflammable materid took hold rapidly. A red
glare overspread the confused, fighting mob.

And within it, Monk went around joyoudy cracking skulls. Ham and Tink O’ Nell were at his Side.

Ham, swinging his sword-cane, cdled worriedly, "Where's Doc? And where's that masked guy | heard
somebody mention?'

But Doc Savage had disappeared. As had the red villain he sought!

Chapter XVIIIl. ONE MAN’'S FOLLY

DOC SAVAGE, moving with blurred speed through the night, left the fighting men behind him. Through a
gmd| window of the storage shed, licking red flames showed. A man came hurtling through the window.
Ancther followed. There was the sound of Monk’s glesful ydl from somewhere within the building.

Doc, however, followed what was just a vague glimpse of a hazy, dark shadow. The figure had appeared
to head toward a amdl tugboat tied up near the ore-filled barges at the river front.

And then, suddenly, the bronze man redlized that he had been deceived by the black-cloaked figure, and
thet he had logt it in the night.

Carefully, Doc Savage prowled dong the dock. He spent ten minutes looking for the masked man.

Behind him, the entire storage shed had burgt into flames. A dight breeze was blowing the fire toward the



water—and aso toward the tugboat that was tied up there.
The girl’smuffled cry came from the tug!

Doc Savage legped from the dock down to the narrow deck dongsde the amdl cabin of the
sturdy-looking tugboat. Already, flames from the burning storage shed were working their way across the
dry planking behind him.

The bronze man flung past the cabin, jerked open doors of the crew’'s quarters srung out dong the
narrow sde deck. He moved through an open doorway and down a short iron ladder to the engine
room.

Pat Savage, her lovey face pde from hours of being tied up hand and foot, her mouth covered with a
gag, lay on a bench in the room.

Doc moved swiftly. He got the gag from Pat’s mouth. He stood histal, bronze-gold-haired cousin on her
feet and untied her bonds. He helped rub circulation back into her numbed wrigts.

Pat gasped, "Doc! Wadter Mason found Mally in here just a fewv moments ago. He was hurt, but he
managed to carry her out. She was gagged like mysdf, and she had no chance to tdl him about me!™

Doc sad swiftly, "There s no time for words just now!"

He hdped his pretty cousn from the boat. Hames were dangeroudy close. The storage building itsdf
was abdl of red fire, parts of it dready garting to tumble.

Past the building ran men, pulling a smdl, two-whedled and portable fire truck. Perhaps, after a fashion,
they could check spreading of the fire dong the dock.

Doc, with Peat a his Sde, raced toward the big truck that had been parked near the building. A man was
just legping in behind the whed.

"Where are the others?' Doc asked.

The big fdlow was a stedlworker that Doc Savage had seen around one of the shops. He was not one of
Wart's crooks.

"They got the tip-off that the masked guy was headed toward the open-hearth shop!” the men said. "The
mob’s dl gone that way, induding your men!”

Doc ordered, "Move over!" and got behind the whed. Pat and the mill worker squeezed into the seat
beside him.

The bronze man sent the heavy truck hurtling up the angle main street. They passed groups of mill hands
running in the same direction they were headed.

Men were ydling in the streets, "Go to No. 5! That masked man went to that shop!™

Doc Savage swung in beside the long, towering open-hearth shop several blocks ahead of the running
mill hands. Ancther car had stopped just ahead of Doc's.

It was the big machine of fat Walter Mason, and the young man was just dimbing ouit.

HE ran up to Doc Savage and said, "I've found my sigter. I've got her in the car. But | had to rush here.
They say the masked manisin No. 5!"



Walter hurriedly led the way back to his big machine. Both men lifted atal, dender girl from the seat and
went to work untying hands and ankles that had been wdl bound. The gag was taken from the girl’s
mouth.

Moally Mason swayed on her feet a moment. It seemed she was going to faint. Her lovdy blue eyes,
however, focused on the bronze man again, and then swung to her friend Pat Savage.

Mally threw hersdf in Pat Savage's ams and let a sob escape her curved lips. She was as tdl and as
dender as Pet hersdf.

Walter was saying worriedly, "Come on, Savage!”

He led the way into the towering open-hearth shop. The entire length of one side of the building was lined
with the massve blast furnaces. Hest, blinding heat gill came off the risng, hot sides of the furnaces.

For the plant itsdf had only been shut down a matter of hours, and molten metd within the giant furnaces
was dill a white hest.

Doc’s men and the others were standing on the floor looking upward toward a long catwalk that faced
the gring of giat furnaces. The others who were watching were mill hands and some of the plant
officdds Also included were a number of Wart’s mobsters.

Strangdy, the thugs no longer fought Doc's aids. All were intent on watching the cloaked, black-masked
form that moved dong the catwak in front of the charged blast furnaces. A figure that seemed to be
fliting with degth itsdf.

It was Ham who saw Pat Savage and lovdy Mally Mason. He leaped toward the two girls. The lawvyer
exdamed:

"Madlly! Where did you disappear awhile ago?"
Moally Mason stared a Ham. "I don’t understand—" she dtarted.
Doc interrupted with, "Monk, take the far end of that catwalk. Hurry!"

The bronze man himsdf started toward the sairs leading upward nearby. Stairs that ended at the narrow
platform and walk before the row of great furnaces.

But just then, there was a ydl from behind the crowd weatching the masked figurein the center of the long
runway. Someone cdled: "That crazy mill mob isamost here. They’ll wreck the—"

It was Willie Watt, sanding with big Renny, who ydled, "Some of you run outsde and close the doors.
Lock them, if necessary. We aren’t going to let this masked guy get away now!"

Everyone except Doc Savage had turned as hardboiled little Willie Waitt yelled out the orders. When
they swung back toward the line of furnaces, aydl of horror went up from men's throats.

For it was not the masked figure that Doc Savage was legping after. It was the fat, huge form of Walter
Mason!

FOR one so bulky, Wdter Mason had gone up the ladder with surprisng speed. He was running dong
the catwalk ahead of the bronze man.

But even as Doc Savage closed in on Water Mason, the fat man’s hands reached the firg of the control
levers to the big blast furnaces.



Doc Savage ydled awarning, "Get back! Get back, dl of you!"

But Wdter Mason had dready yanked a lever. The lever controlled openings by which the massve
furnaces would be tapped. Sted—white-hot, molten sted started flowing down the troughs which ended
out in the ar high above those below.

Ordinarily, the ten-ton ladles carried by the movable cranes would be placed there to catch the stream of
white-hot meta. But now there was—nothing.

Nothing to stop the molten suff from dropping onto the heads of those beow, or dse—if they could
manage to leap clear—to splatter on the floor and run off in a hundred directions, to trap the feet of those
locked in this open-hearth shop.

Walter, giving a horrible laugh, leaped down the runway and toward another series of levers and another
furnace. Already, molten metd running down the trough of the firg furnace stopped the bronze man's
advance. For flame and blinding sparks leaped up from the trough, forming awal of hel-fire.

Doc paused only a moment. Then hisarm flashed in the red glare. An object—a piece of foundry casting
that the bronze man had saized as he flung toward the |adder—smashed through the air.

The heavy piece of metd caught fat Walter Mason in the back, between the shoulders. It sent him
forward in a sprawling hegp—to fdl into the very trough of running, molten metd that he had just
released in the next furnace,

Walter's face went down into that gutterlike trough of white-hot stedl. His fa hands flung outward and
best a his sdes for horror-filled moments. And then movement of his bulky body and his hands stopped.

DOC SAVAGE quickly moved levers that shut off the flow of the molten sted. Those below were
ainging back againg the far wal of the shop, barely clear of the flesh-eating quff that had dopped to the
floor.

Caefully, the bronze man worked hisway toward where fat Walter had fdlen. He picked up the hideous
corpse and carried it below, where a coat was quickly thrown over what had been the man’'s moon-like
features.

There was stark, breathless slence—until aydl broke the thickness and Monk let out a whoop from far
down the shop. He came running up with the masked form in his arms. He st the figure down, ripped
back the hooded mask and exclaimed:

"Blazes, Doc. Just look whet | caught! It's a dame, and—"

Suddenly, the chemist paused and stared from Molly Mason, 4ill a Pat’'s sde, to the gifl he had just
unmasked.

Mally Mason, too, stared at her apparent twin!

But the onein Monk’s grasp ripped her am free and said in a harsh, nasd voice, "All right, you ape, take
your paws off me!”

Doc sad, "Perhaps Wart, there, can explain.”

As everyone stared a thelittle crook leader, Doc gave young Tink O'Neil and Willie Watt a nod. They
stooped down and dtarted dragging away from the group the covered figure that had been Water
Mason.



Little Wart was saring a Doc out of worried eyes. "Look," he excamed quickly, "I'll talk—only don't
let that mob in from outsde!™

Sounds of clubs could be heard driking the locked, heavy sted doors of the shop. It was the angered mill
crowd, intent on reaching crooks who had fooled them.

Doc said, "You don't have to talk. We know what happened.”

Monk was scratching his head. "But, Doc," he protested, "we found that dead guy by the lake, with the
reports for Willie Watt. And | thought Willie Watt was the one—"

Doc sad, "Y ou thought the dead man'sinitids were SE.C.?"
Monk nodded, remembering the statement he had made.

Doc explained, "Those initids stood for Securities and Exchange Commission. The dead man was an
investigator out of New Y ork, employed through the ingstence of Willie Waitt into strange manipulaions
that were taking place in this company’ s sted stock.”

Doc indicated the limp figure that had been dragged to one side of the room. "Walter was buying up that
stock at bargain prices. He didn't want the formula of T.3. He wanted the plant.” The bronze man's
cdm gaze swvung to skinny litle Wart again. "And you and your crowd were his fdl guys. Your
organization in New York paid Water a million—and got a fake formula™

The bronze man nodded toward the big locked doors, then again spoke to Wart’s men. "Which do you
prefer, arrest or—that?"

Wart and the others spread tharr hands hopdesdy. Most of them had dready had dl fight taken out of
them by hairy Monk and the others.

"All right,” Wart said as spokesman. "WEe | take the rap instead of Ietting that mob get at us”

Later, Doc Savage spoke to the angered mill hands outside the open-hearth shop. He explained briefly
and dearly about the red mysery of the crazed men. He told about Walter Mason.

The tone of the bronze man's vibrant voice camed the men. They listened. And they dl agreed to follow
Doc' s indructions.

Wart’s mobsters were taken out one a atime, to be turned over to police. Later, the men would be sent
to the bronze man's aimind "college’ in upstate New York. It was a Doc's college that crooks
underwent delicate brain operations, that removed dl memory of their shady past. In time, they would
become usHful ditizens again.

BUT the girl that Monk had on his hands worried him. He was 4ill holding her when the bronze man
returned.

"A very good actress employed by Wart, to throw you off the trall,” explained the bronze man. Doc
indicated the girl’s somewha harsh features, more diginct beneeth the bright lights of the shop. He
indicated her hair.

Doc sad further, "A little dye and some make-up can do strange things to women!”

He looked at Tink O’ Neil, who stood with his am around the rea Mally Mason’s shoulders. With the
girlstogether, it could be seen how much more ddlicate were the features of Molly Mason, as compared



with her impostor.
Doc sad to Tink, "I think you suspected this gifl was not Molly Mason?”

The tow-headed young man nodded. "Yes. But | played dong, saying nothing to Monk or Ham, hoping
that | could get some sort of lead to the whereabouts of J. Henry Mason and—"

Monk jumped. "Say!" he exploded. "Where is Mason?"'
Doc indicated hislovely cousin Pat. "AsK her," he said quietly.

Pat looked tired. But she smiled and said, "When J. Henry Mason firg disappeared, he was brought to
where Mally and | were being held. | got a chance to speak to him a moment done. | told him if he got
any chance a dl to escape, to go to Doc's headquarters in New York and stay under cover until Doc
got this mysery sraightened out. And he did. He managed to get away from them, though we were
hdd!"

Doc put in, "I've cdled New Y ork. J. Henry Mason is safe with Long Tom and Johnny."
The two men mentioned by the bronze man were the othersin Doc's smdl organization.

It was big Renny who put in, "But holy cow, Doc! | went through those formula papers again up in the
vault. They are phonies. | missed it at firg—"

Doc looked at Pat. "Perhaps you can explain that one, too.”

Pat flushed dightly, put her dender hand down the front of her rumpled dress and pulled out a sheef of
papers. She handed them to Doc.

Pat explained, "J. Henry Mason dipped them to me when he was brought to the firgt hide-out up near the
lake. No one suspected that | would have the formulaof T.3."

Everyone but Doc stared. Then someone turned and looked toward the slent, covered body of Walter
Mason across the room. Other eyes followed, and it was Ham who asked:

"Doc, how did you know—"

The bronze man said, "He was firg suspected when a picture of hm was developed. The picture was
made by a specid cameraingddled in one of our empty equipment cases."

Doc referred to the case he had planted in the woods.

"Wadter must have trailed me" Doc went on. "He bent over the case, touched it, and released a trip that
took an exposure. | had a perfect picture of the masked man."

"But if he was masked—" Ham Started to say.

Doc finished, "Wadter wore a large diamond ring on the fourth finger of his left hand. As he reached
toward the planted equipment case, it was reveded in the sngpshot taken. Later, it was on his hand at
home."

Doc looked at Mally Mason. "Wadter had a black plane?"

The tdl, pretty gil nodded quickly. "Yes. He kept it about a mile back on the estate, in a smdl hangar
down there"



Doc nodded. "At dl times, Walter was able to practically go and come as he pleased. No one thought to
check up on him. Thus he made the fagt trips out in his plane whenever he saw a chance to diminae
someone who was in hisway."

Thegirl in Monk’ s bearlike grasp gave a short, crisp laugh. "The lousa" she flared. "He got me to wear
that mask and cape dfter he escaped from you back there at the storage shed. Told me he would cut me
infor plenty if | led the rest of you away from him. But that devil was going to kill all of ug"

Doc Savage sad quietly, "The only mistake we made was in overlooking that Walter Mason could move
fast, when necessary. He dmost fooled me, though | knew his identity in the mask and strung dong until
he played his hand tonight.”

Someone remarked, "Nonetheless, Doc, you stopped him!"

Doc Savage sad nothing. He stepped toward the one person who meant so much to him. Pat Savage.
He led Pat out of the place, for in Pat’s eyes was an expression that said she had had enough excitement
for awhile

THE girl in Monk’s grasp started dawing and scratching a the homdy chemist’s face. Monk let out a
howl.

"Ham!" he squdled. "Give me a hand herel”
The dapper lawvyer stood to one side and grinned coolly at his partner.
"I thought," he said idily, "you knew how to handle women, you flat-footed midfit!"

Now that both were out of danger again, their endless brawl threatened to get started in earnest. Holding
the struggling, dawing gil with one hand, Monk made a swing & his partner with the other.

THE END



