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Chapter I. FEAR OF BOXES

IT was a cdllophane box, so it was not invishle,

Bang made of farly good cdlophane—ten cents a sheet in the dime stores—it was transparent. Not as
trangparent, perhaps, as good window glass, but you could see through it without trouble.

It was gpproximatdy hdf the Sze of a shoe box; as wide and as high as a shoe box, but only hdf as long.
Otherwisg, it bore no resemblance to a shoe box. The lid was not the same. Thislid was a kind of flap.

It looked, as nearly as Doc Savage had been able to make it look, exactly like the newspaper
photographs, and the palice photographs, of the other boxes.

So it looked like the invisble boxes. Not like the invisble boxes, exactly. But at least like the invisble
boxes looked before they became invisble Those that had been photographed.

It was alittle complicated. Or more specificaly, baffling. Baffling was the word.
Doc Savage was puitting the box on a man’s doorstep.

It was alittle more complicated than that, of course. Getting into the building had not been entirdy smple.
It was an office building, the time was near the noon hour, and the place was crowded with people who
might recognize Doc Savage. He knew this. The people were not persond acquaintances and no one he
had met, but there just might be someone who might recognize his picture from the newspapers. So he
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hed come in through the freight entrance and walked up eeven flights of gairs.

He had stood on the deventh floor, in the hdl, for twenty minutes. Rather, he had occupied a broom
closet, with the door opened a crack, for that long.

J P. MORGAN
Investments
That was whet it said on the door.

It was not the J. P. Morgan, however. This on€'s name was not Pierpont, and he was not an
internationd banker, or a private banker at dl. He was just a buyer and sdler of cheap securities of the
type cdled cats and dogs. And he was not very prosperous.

Some detective work by Andrew Blodgett Monk Mayfair, associate of Doc Savage, had unearthed that
much about this J. P. Morgan.

Fndly, the secretary had gone out to lunch.

Monk Mayfar had explained that the secretary wasn't very pretty. That undoubtedly meant she was as
homdy as a mud fence with the hide of an octopus tacked on it. Monk Mayfair was eedly affected by
women; and when he thought one was homely, she was homedy indeed.

Thiswas right. The secretary wasn't attractive. She looked hungry and in a hurry. She hadn’t locked the
office door behind her, which indicated thet J. P. Morgan wasin.

Doc Savage had wanted Mr. Morgan to be in. He walked to the door, opened it and entered, careful to
make no sound.

The reception room was furnished with a desk, an uncomfortable chair, a telephone—these for the
secretary—and a seedy and once-luxurious divan for dlients.

Doc put the cellophane box on the desk. He picked up the telephone, connected it to the inner room,
pressed the key and got a man’s voice in answer. Presuming this was Mr. Morgan, Doc Savage spoke
rgpidly. Doc was a man of many unusud capabilities, and one of these was the adility to imitate voices,
even awoman' s voice after afashion.

Because, being quite masculing, he could not exactly duplicate the secretary’s voice exactly, he used a
whisper instead.

He said, whispering, "A package just came for you, Mr. Morgan.”
The voice said, "Bring it in."
"You better come out and get it," Doc said.

Then he got out of the office, closed the door to a hdf-inch aperture and waited to see what would
happen.

He had put the cdllophane box on the stenographer’ s desk; so he hadn't literdly left the box on the man's
doorstep.



J. P. MORGAN came out of the inner office dmost immediatdly.

In looks, Mr. Morgan was an old gentleman of surprisng benevolence. He was of less than average
height, more than average width. His har was very white, his whiskers very dlky and as white as his hair.
He had fawnlike brown eyes with little crinkles at the corners.

Peace and good will; I love my brother. That was Mr. Morgan.
Mr. Morgan looked around the office, then saw the cellophane box.
He proceeded—if one should want to put it humoroudy—to have kittens.

His eyes seemed to be trying to get out of his skull. That was the firgt thing, as he looked at the box. Then
he made a noise. It was the noise of aman caught under a freight train.

He jumped backward wildly. His eyes hunted for a weapon. He snatched a fire extinguisher off the wall
and squirted the extinguisher contents at the box.

He did not go near the box, or try to put it on the floor. He just squirted the extinguisher stream at it. The
pendl of tetrachloride—or whatever was in the extinguisher—knocked the cellophane box off the desk,
and it fdl to the floor.

The scared Mr. Morgan kept squirting until the extinguisher was empty. He threw the extinguisher at the
box, missng it.

Then he proceeded to try to burn the box. He dumped the contents of the wastebasket on it, struck a
meatch and gpplied it to the paper. He didn’t seem to give a hoot about whether the shabby rug got a hole
burned init or not.

Fortunately or unfortunatdly, the stream of fluid from the extinguisher had soaked the contents of the
wastebasket, so the paper wouldn't burn.

Firg he had tried to extinguish it; now he was trying to burn it. This was rather dlly. It showed only one
thing: Mr. Morgan was so scared he didn’'t know whether he was sanding on his head or on his feet.

Then it dawned on him that the cdlophane box was empty. He bent over, saring a the box. He looked
utterly relieved. He sank back in the stenographer’s chair so loosdly and so hepledy that the chair
upset, scooting out from under him and depositing him on the floor. He sat there on the floor like a man
who had been nearly knocked ouit.

Doc Savage walked into the office.
"It might be advisable for you to tdl mewhy seeing that box excited you s0," Doc said.

MORGAN stood up so graight that he seemed to lift an inch off the floor. He looked at the window as if
he wanted to jump out of it.

"Oh, hdlo," he said vagudly.
Doc Savage moved toward him, saying, "Mr. Morgan, | presume.”

Thiswas purdy a conversationa statement because Monk Mayfair had described Mr. Morgan, and this
was he.



The old gentleman looked at the doors as if he wanted to dash out through them, and a the
stenographer’s desk asif he wished to crawl under it.

"I...er...begyour pardon,” hesad.

Doc Savage took him by the arm. He did not resist. Doc led him into the inner office. The place was
furnished with a desk, filing cabinet, an uncomfortable char behind the desk for Mr. Morgan, and a less
comfortable one in front of the desk—exactly the reverse, in comfort degree, of the arrangement in the
outer office. Doc sat him down in the chair.

The bronze man went to the outer office, then returned with what was left of the cellophane box. He put
this on the desk in front of Mr. Morgan.

"Why did it excite you?' he asked.
Morgan swallowed, and the ends of his fingers twitched asif they werein cold water.
He was not going to talk.

Doc Savage was a big man, so big that his readl sze was gartlingly apparent whenever he stood close to
an ordinary object, such as achair or adesk. His skin was degply bronzed, and his eyes like liquid gold
under narrowed lids. He was, in whole, a griking figure. Strength seemed to flow like molten metd under
every square inch of hisskin.

Doc said, "Four men have died. Four that the police know of, and there have been many others.”
Morgan began turning white.

Doc continued, "The deeths have mydified the police. There seemed to be no reason for any of them and
no connection between the four deaths.”

Morgan started trembling.

"They were not natura desths," added Doc Savage. "Each one was myderious, unexplained—and are
dill unexplained. The leading scientists of the police department were baffled, and the consulting experts
cdled in on the cases are baffled.”

The white-haired man's breathing now became audible. It was a sound like dloth tearing deep within him,
asoft and low sound, but disturbing.

Doc sad, "A box was found near each dead man. In each casg, it was a box, presumably made of
cdlophane.”

Morgan opened and closed his mouth.

"The boxes later vanished,” Doc said. "They disappeared completdy and inexplicably, and no one seems
to be able to explain just what did happen to them. It is very mydifying to the police.”

Morgan took hold of hislip with his teeth, very tightly.
"The newspapers are refarring to them as invisble boxes," Doc added.

Morgan's paeness, trembling and strained breathing had al combined until he now looked and acted like
amean about to fdl into fragments.



Doc Savage made what was obvioudy hisfind statement in his summary.

"All of the mysterioudy dead men," he said, "happened to be acquaintances of yours, Mr. Morgan. That
isa matter which the police were not fortunate enough to discover.”

The white-haired man broke.

FOR something more than five minutes, he dternately sobbed, clenched and unclenched his figts, or
pounded wildly on the desk in front of him. He jumped up, or attempted to do so severd times, asif he
wanted to run screaming from the place. In each case, Doc Savage restrained him.

But findly, he said, "I am only Unde Joe Morgan. Why should anyone want to do such things to me?"

Doc Savage took a chair, the uncomfortable one. His eyes, which had been narrowed, seemed to relax,
50 that the lids widened. His eyes were like pools of flake gold stirred by tiny winds.

"So you do know something about the affair,” he said.

Unde Joe Morgan shuddered. It was the fifteenth time, at leadt, that he had shuddered. But this time he
didit violently.

"l am agentle man,” he said.

"I have no enemies because | am not an ambitious man." He moved a hand vaguely, indicaing his office.
"I make a very modest living, dedling in low-priced, but sound, stocks, bonds and commodities. | have
no bad habits. My only hobby is boating, and practicaly my only piece of property is a smdl schooner
which | own."

Doc Savage studied him.
"Whichisdl preiminary to your saying wha?' he asked.

Unde Joe Morgan swalowed with grest difficulty. "I have redized the coincidence of each of those men
being an acquaintance of ming" he said. "And it has frightened me. As far as | know, those men who
have died have had no connection with each other, except that they knew me!™

"Which means?'

"I... 1 would give everything to know. All I own." Uncle Joe Morgan clenched his hands. "I mean that."
Doc Savage indicated the cellophane box. "Seaing that box disturbed you a great ded "

The other man bowed hiswhite head. "'l know. | have just told you why."

Doc Savage said nothing. His metdlic features, rugged and well-molded so that they were handsome
without being in any sense pretty-pretty, showed no expresson. His face gave an impression of
controlled power.

"You seemed very scared,” he said.
The other straightened. "Y ou do not believe me?!
"You were unusudly disturbed,” Doc said.



Unde Joe Morgan took out a handkerchief, wiped his face.

"I give you my word | know nothing about this" he said. "I am just unnerved by those deaths. Those men
were not extremey close to me, but | knew them quite well. They have died one after another, in that
weird fashion, and it has terrified me. Just the men | know are dying? Why isthat?'

"You cannot explain it?'
“No."
"You might try to think of something.”

Unde Joe Morgan’s lips were paper-white and his breathing had, dl during their talk, become more and
more like cloth tearing. The tearing had started, seemingly, deep in hislungs, so thet it was bardly audible;
now, it was up in his throat, and loud.

"I have thought about it," he said, "for four straight days and nights. | have not dept.”

Doc Savage arose. There had been no sound audible to norma ears. But the bronze man went to the
reception room door, opened it; and the homely secretary was there. She looked up curioudy a Doc
Savage and then, fascinated by the unusuad power which the bronze men radiated, as people dways
were, kept garing a him.

He closed the door and went back to the desk. He put both hands on the desk. The snews in the backs
of the hands stood out like sted pencils.

"What about Ted Parks?' he asked. Then, when the old man seemed to mdt in his char: "So you've
thought of that, too?"

"You mean—Ted Parks aso knew the men who have died?'
"Yes"

"I... 1 knew that."

"We had better tak to Ted Parks," Doc Savage said.

"He. . . he has disappeared.”

"Yes" Doc sad. "So we discovered.”

"Look." Uncle Joe Morgan reached into his desk and brought out an envelope. From the envelope he
took a paper, which he spread on the desk. "Look," he repeated.

It read:

| am coming to see you at four 0’ clock Friday. You better be there, and you better not tel anybody | am
coming. AND | MEAN NOBODY.

Bughide.

"Ted Parks wrote that. Today is Friday. So heiscoming at four o' clock today." Unde Joe Morgan drew
ina deep breath. "That name he sgned to it, Bughide, isanickname | called Ted one time. | think he has
aways resented it. | cadled him the name because heis 0 eadly offended. | think | referred to him having
ahide no thicker than a bug, & thetime"



Doc Savage looked at the note in sllence for awnhile.

He asked, "Have you any objections to my being present at four o’ clock this afternoon when Ted Parks
pays you thiscdl?'

The white-haired man sat up sraight.
"l would be delighted,” he said.

"Have you any ideawhy the note has this vidlent tone?" Doc asked. "The reference, in particular, that you
hed better not tdl anyone.”

"l have no idea."

"Expect me shortly before four o' clock,” Doc Savage sad.

DOC SAVAGE It the office building and stepped into a nearby restaurant. He took a seat in a booth in
the rear, a booth with high wooden partitionsin front and behind.

A man was adready seated in the booth. He was a short, wide man covered with rusty-red har. He had
doping shoulders, no forehead worth mentioning and a face that was something to start dogs barking.

This pleasantly gpish fdlow had a pig under the table. The pig was Stting there in comfort, one eye on the
proprietor of the restaurant, who did not look happy.

"Wadl, did he admit getting the note from Parks?" asked the man.
"Yes, Monk, he admitted that," Doc Savage said. "But he admitted to very little e

Monk Mayfar grinned. "That's a point in his favor. | don’t reckon he could have known | went through
hismall and gave thet letter a go-over with Long Tom's pet portable X-ray machine”

Doc Savage asked, "Is Long Tom on the job?"

"Yes" Monk said. "He has tapped Unde Joe Morgan’s telephone line and put a recording insrument on
it"

"And Renny?'

"Rey has rented an office across the street. He is gtting there with a pair of binoculars, waiching the
ingde of Unde Joe' s office”

"Ham?'

Monk sniffed, as if he did not care for Ham. Ham was Brigadier Generd Theodore Marley "Ham'
Brooks, noted lawyer, one of Doc Savage's five assstants. Monk’ s siffing about Ham was mideading.
They were like brothers, and they never let a day pass—and seldom an hour—without a quarre.

"Ham," said Monk, "has gone to hire a good, trusworthy lip reader to st in the office with Renny and
read the lips of Uncle Joe Morgan, or any vigtors he has, with the binoculars.

"The dtuation seems to be taken care of," Doc Savage said.

"Fomthisend, itis"



The bronze men arose. "Contact me at headquartersif necessary.”
Monk nodded. "O. K. By radio. Right."

Doc Savage |eft. The restaurant proprietor was wiping his hands on his gpron and glaring at the pig under
Monk’s table.

It was then one o’ clock.

Chapter Il. GIRL BRINGING TROUBLE
AT two o' clock, the frantic girl came to Doc Savage.

Hewas, at the time, on the eighty-gixth floor of a midtown skyscraper. The floor was divided into three
rooms—a reception room, a library and a laboratory. Doc was engaged in preparing plates of nutrient
mediafor a bacteriologicd research he was conducting.

One of his assigtants was presding over the reception room. The asssant was Brigadier Generd
Theodore Marley Brooks, cdled Ham by everyone because he hated pork, hogs, and anything swine,
wild or tame. Ham was an eminent lawyer. The Harvard legd dumni were very proud of him. He was
considered one of the grest legd minds

He was not engaged in a deep legd problem at the moment, however.

He was teaching his pet chimpanzee, named Chemidry, to tie one end of agtring to an object, then tie the
other end of the same dring to a different object. Ham was getting a great ded of glee out of this
teaching, chuckling asif he had something devilish in mind.

Thefrantic girl arrived suddenly. She began beeting on the door and screaming!

Like that. Suddenly. One moment Doc was tinkering with nutrient media and Ham was teaching his
chimp to tie grings and there was an amiable slence. Then the screeching; the pounding of fids on the
door.

Ham bolted to his feet. Chemidry, the chimp, made a brown streak to safety under the nearest desk. In
the lab, Doc Savage put the dide of nutrient mediain a temperature-controlled vacuum case as if nothing
hed happened.

The girl’s words were modly garbled.
But she was tdling someone to, "Get away from me!”

Ham Brooks had been associated with Doc Savage long enough to know better than to take chances.
He legped to an inlad desk, jammed afinger againgt an inlay which was a concedled button and caused a
sheet of bulletproof glass, as clear as any plate glass, to drop between himsdf and the door. He punched
another button which opened the door.

Wasted precaution. The girl was actudly in trouble. If not, it was a very red imitation because the man
who was fighting her seemed to be doing his best to get his knife into her throat! The knife had a blade
the Sze of a razor, somewhat the same shape.

Had he been alarger man, the girl’s ydling and struggling would have ended by now. He was not large.
The two were, in fact, about a match in strength, and the girl had hold of the knife arm with both hands.



Ham leaped forward. In his chivarous haste, he forgot dl about just lowering the glass pand. He got his
nose flattened. He went around the glass, pain twiding his face, and charged.

The amdl man saw Ham coming. He dropped his knife, so the gifl would release his aam. She did so.
The man ran. Ham galloped after him.

The man redlized he would be overtaken. As soon as he understood that, he whirled, drawing a gun. It
was an automatic, huge and flat, with dark bulk.

He amed the gun at Ham and fired. And part of the top came off his head, not off Ham's head.

THE girl—she was not bad to look at, at fird glance, and she improved on acquaintance—made a
mewing sound and closed her eyes from the bottom up. She fdl loosdy and lay on the floor, beside the
knife.

Doc Savage came out of the reception room into the hall. He took one glance. Then he went back indde
the reception room, leaped to the inlad desk and pressed severd curlicues of inlay which were buttons.

As a result of the buttons he pressed, dl devators in the building stopped, the stairways were flooded
with a gas—not tear gas, but one that would produce unconsciousness through its ability to be absorbed
by the skin pores—and the armed elevator Sartersin the ornate lobby received a warning flash of sgnd

light.

Then Doc returned to the hall.

Ham was bending over the body of the amdl man. He had picked up the gun, what was left of it.
"Redly,” he remarked.

Doc Savage took the wespon. He picked up severa fragments which had blown off it and examined
these,

"The gun was fixed to kill the man," he said.
Then he sank to a knee beside the smdl man.
"Dead?' Ham asked.

Doc nodded. He went to the girl.

"Jud fainted, didn’'t she?' Ham asked.

Agan Doc nodded.

"I never saw either one of them before” Ham said. He got down and went through the pockets of the
dead man. They were empty. He looked inside the dothing for labels. There were no labels. He searched
for laundry marks. None of those, ather.

"That's drange,” Ham remarked. "You hear of murderers taking the labels out of ther victims pockets
s0 they can't be identified. But | never heard of a guy waking around with the labels out of his clothes.
He sure didn’t want to be identified in case we caught him.”

A purse lay near the girl. Doc picked it up, went through the contents. There was the usud woman Suff.



No name, however, on anything.

Thegirl had brown hair, brown eyes, nice mouth, a turned-up nose. Faces of women who have fainted
are usudly loose, colorless and unlovely. But this face was firm, composed, even beautiful.

There was no question but that she was in a genuine faint, not faking. Doc made sure of that.
"Certainly strange, these labes missng,” Ham said again.

Doc Savage indicated the remains of the gun.

"Thiswegpon,” he said, "had been deliberately tampered with so that it would kill anyone who fired it."
Ham's eyes widened.

"Say, Doc, that makes it look as if someone gave him the gun o that, if he got in ajam and tried to use it,
he would kill himsdf. Kind of an automatic dimination, asit were."

The bronze man nodded.
They carried the girl insde, and Doc worked over her with resuscitating materias.

Ham went to the big inlaid desk, pulled out a drawer and examined an array of Sgnd lights He used a
telephone which connected with the elevators and the elevator starters on the ground floor.

"Thisfdlow doesn't seem to have had anyone with him," Ham reported. "At least, we caught nobody."
Thegirl opened her eyes.
"I don't know why they took my brother," she said.

Ham Brooks was aware that he jumped and that Doc Savage showed no emotion. Doc's self-control
adways amazed Ham, dthough he had known the bronze man along time.

"Who took your brother?" Doc asked.
"They will kill him!" she said.

Her voice was charged with horror.
Patiently, Doc inquired, "Who?'

She got hold of hersdf. "I am . . . my name is Jeanette Bridges. Jen, they cal me. You are Doc Savage.
You were pointed out to me, once, from a distance. | was told at the time that you follow the rather
strange career of righting wrongs and punishing evildoers; that you help people who arein trouble. | need
your help.”

She did not say thisin one breath, but it had that effect.
"Who was the man outsde?' Doc Savage asked.

She closed her eyes and shuddered tremendoudy. "That man—he was the one who warned me. You
see, | anan artig. | do fashion layouts for department stores. | take orders in the morning and work in
the afternoons. Today | came back to my home a little after one o’ clock, and four men were taking my
brother away. | redized something was wrong. | confronted them with a demand to know wha was
going on." She stopped. Her hands trembled. "My brother suddenly burst out in awild rush of words."



"Your brother’ s name?'

"David."

"And these wild words were?'

"That the four men were going to kill him—kill my brother!"
"What happened?

"The four men dragged my brother away. Later that . . . that man out in the hdl came back. He said there
was something big and terrible involved. He said | should keep my mouth shut about what had happened
to my brother. He said | was to forget | ever had a brother. He said it would be too bad for me if |
didn't. And after he told med| that, he went away."

"And then you did what?"

"l thought of you," she said. "I came here. That man mugt have followed me. He set upon me with the
knifein the hall."

Doc Savage' s eyes became more dive, dert.

"Was an invighle box mentioned?' he inquired.

"A what? What do you mean—invisble box?"

"You do not seem to have read the newspapers.”

"Ordinaily, | do. But the lagt few days | have been too busy.”

"You are an atig?'

"es"

Doc Savage went away and came back with drawing paper, pencils and erasers.

" Sketch the faces of those four men—or the three who are dill dive—as best you can from memory,” he
sad. "Also, sketch ther figures and any details about their dothing.”

The gifl went to work, drawing rapidly. She was good.

HAM BROOKS stared at the line drawing the gifl had finished and said, "By Jove! Wait a moment!”
Suddenly excited, he sprang to his feet, and went to afiling cabinet. He began hunting franticaly.

Doc Savage had been watching the drawing. He glanced a Ham, said, "In the A file Ham. He is filed
under Acquaintances.”

Ham found a sheaf of papers. He came back, put a paper under the girl’s nose. It had an ordinary
newspaper photograph pasted to it.

She stared. "That'shim!" she gaculated. "That's one of the men!”
The cutlines under the picture, the print identifying the subject of the photograph, reed:



Blmer 1. Ivers, banker, who says the foreign stuation will improve.

Jen Bridges jabbed a finger excitedly a the picture. "That was one of the men. How did you happen to
have his picture?'

The man in the photograph had wide, thin eyes, a nose that turned up until the nogtrils were visble only as
two holes, and athatch of hair that was like the top of an oat shock in genera shape. Thick horn-rimmed
gpectacles gave him an additiona digtinction.

"How do you happen to have this?' the girl asked.
Ham glanced a Doc, and the bronze man shook his head very dightly.
Ham said to the girl, "Oh, we keep afile of such suff. A kind of rogue's gdllery.”

Jen Bridges looked around the room at the library and laboratory which showed through open doors.
She seemed impressed.

Doc Savage went to asmdl portable radio, put it in operation. "Monk," he said into the microphone.

Monk, the homdy fdlow with the pet pig, had a squeaking, ridiculous voice that might have belonged to
asmd| child.

"Yes" he sad over the radio.

"Has Undle Joe Morgan Ieft his office?’ Doc inquired.
"No."

"Has he telephoned anyone?

"Not asoul snce you left him, Long Tom says"

"Or received any cals?'

"Not aone," Monk reported.

"Keep a close watch on him and advise meif he makes a move, places a teephone cdl or receives any,
or has vigtors, dispatches, messengers—anything he does.”

"Right."

The bronze man switched off the radio apparatus. "Miss Bridges™" he sad, "do you know a Mr. J. P.
Morgan?'

"l don’'t movein those finencid cirdes” Jen said.

"Not that one. This one cals himsdf Unde Joe Morgan.”
She shook her head immediately. "I do not know him."
"And did, or do you, know Elmer I. Ivers?"

"Who is he?'

"A budnessman and banker. He controls the Iverson Chemicd Co."



"No, | do not know him," she said. "Except, of course, he was one of the men who seized my brother. |
can see that from the picture of him. But that isdl | know about him."

"Do you mind staying here with Mr. Brooks?' Doc asked.
"No, | don't mind," she said.

Doc Savage moved into the laboratory and began getting equipment together and duffing it into his
pockets. Ham followed him to the door and watched.

"You are going to invedtigate Ivers?' Ham asked.
"That isright," Doc said.

Ham glanced back at the girl. He came into the laboratory and closed the door so she could not overhear
him.

"Hme Iversis one of the men we investigated in connection with the mysery of the invisble boxes,”
Ham said.

"He happened to know two of the victims" Doc Savage agreed. "But Uncle Joe Morgan is the only man
we have been &ble to locate who knew all victims™

Ham started. "Say, doesn’'t Unde Joe Morgan know Elmer Ivers, too?"
"He does.”

Doc Savage finished collecting gadgets which he might or might not need in the course of the investigation
he planned.

As he was leaving, the girl asked, "Are you going to help find my brother?'

"You can be sure of thet," Doc told her.

SOMEONE shot a him as he was leaving the building!

The shot came from a distance and evidently from a single-shot slenced rifle, equipped with a telescopic
gght. It was probably ariflewith asmdl bore and fantastic velocity—on the order of a .220 Swift, .219
Zipper, or .22 Hi-Power—judging from the way the bullet hit. The pill of lead, not as large as a bean,
was capable of sunning like a gtick of dynamite.

Doc was able to judge the type of bullet from what it did to the bulletproof glass of his car window. It
practicdly demolished the outer coat of the glass, which should shatter, and put a big depression in the
window.

Doc stopped the car ingantly. He did not roll down the window. He waited. No more bullets came. His
flake-gold eyes moved unceasingly.

There were a least a thousand windows in the adjacent batteries of great buildings from which the shot
could have come. But nowhere could he detect anything.

Cars blew hornsimpatiently behind him. He drove on.



Into the radio, he said, "Ham, someone with a good rifle, someone who can shoot well, is waiching the
building."

Ham said, "I will get hold of Johnny and Pat and have them take a look. It begins to seem that we have
stuck our noses into something that is pretty well organized.”

"Leave Pat out of it," Doc said.
"All right,” Ham agreed.

Pat was Patricia Savage, a young lady who loved excitement. She was Doc Savage's cousn; and,
because she was entertaining as wdl as a handy gadget to have around when there was trouble, the
others liked to work with her. Doc aso liked to work with Pat. But he considered mogt of thelr business
too dangerous for agirl.

Chapter Ill. WHAT THE GIRL BROUGHT
DOC SAVAGE did nat, ordinarily, go out of his way to hunt trouble, but the present case was an
exception.

The big bronze man had been trained from childhood—a weird sort of upbringing, with his being placed
in the hands of scientists from childhood onward for development—for the business of righting wrongs
and punishing evildoers. The training was the idea of his parents; and the results had been remarkable, as
far as making a physca marvel and a mentd genius out of Doc.

It was a plan on the part of his parents which could easly have gone wrong and warped the bronze
man's character, his digoosition, even his soul.

Privated y—and the psychologists agreed with him on this point—Doc considered the thing a dangerous
experiment which could eesly have failed. Or worse, it might have created a kind of human monger.

Fortunatdly, Doc had inherited a love of excitement and a sense of humor. So the training had been
eminently successful. Many people had come to him for help, and he had aided some; while others,
undeserving, or who had sought to use his genius to help line their pockets, had received a panful
education.

He had hordes of enemies.
He was proud of them.
He had a great many more friends.

He had gone into the mystery of the invisble boxes because it was intriguing and because the police
seemed to be making no headway. He had entered it thoroughly, beginning with a complete investigetion
of dl posshilities, which was how he happened to learn of Elmer Ivers.

Ivers, being a wedthy man, lived in eccentric fashion on board a ferryboat.

Not a ferry which plied across New York harbor. This one was out of service, tied up to a dock off
fashionable Sutton Place, near the impressive shadow of Queensboro Bridge.

The ferryboat home of Ivers had received a splash of newspaper publicity from time to time, because of
its human qudity. Ivers, it seemed, had started busness life as a huckster of peanuts, popcorn and



crackerjack on this identica ferryboat, many years ago. Since, he had grown rich, purchased the old
boat and rebuilt it into a bizarre home.

DOC SAVAGE parked his car near the boat. He had driven cautioudy and indirectly, keeping a watch
on the traffic to make sure he was not being followed.

Afternoon sun was behind the high Manhattan buildings, a few clouds loitered like lambs in the sky, and
river traffic moved lazly.

The bronze man used the boldest course. He walked to the dock, strode out on the gangplank and
reached the entrance of the ferryboat. He knocked. No answer.

There was a foghorn of the hand-operated type which was obvioudy intended to double as a doorbell.
He gaveit awhirl. The thing bellowed like a bull.

Footsteps came to the door, and the door opened.

The man had a turned-up nose, a thatch of har like the top of an oat shock, thick horn-rimmed
spectacles. His dothing was good, expensive. There was a brown stain on the spotless front of his dress
shirt, asif a pipe had drooled there.

"l an sorry,” he said. "The servants are away for the afternoon.”
Doc sad, "lvers?'

The other blinked behind the spectacles. "Yes, | am Elmer Ivers”
"Doc Savage," Doc sad.

"I have heard of you."

"May | comein?'

"If you wish."

The man led Doc Savage to a room. It could not be cdled a cabin, dthough it was on the ferryboat; it
was a room—Iarge, comfortable, a reception office of some kind, evidently, because there were no
windows.

There were two doors, one by which they had entered and another, directly opposite.
"Will you wait amoment?' lvers said. "l left some eggs frying, and | had better—"

He stepped toward the other door as he spoke. Doc knew, then, that plenty was wrong. He jumped for
the man. But the other was fast on his feet. He raced through the doorway and dammed the door shut.

Doc Savage hit the door, and it was too solid. He went back and hit the other door, the one by which he
hed entered. That one was locked, and aso solid.

The man began screaming, then. His voice began a ahigh pitch, and lost tone, then volume. It was like a
sren dying down, except that the shrieking was not a continuous sound but a series of rending screeches
in descending scale.



The voice Slenced.
The whole boat seemed to become full of running fet.

Doc Savage produced an object the size of a cherry from a pocket—it looked alittle like a black cherry,
of steel—and thrust the tapered stem into the lock of the outer door. Then he got back.

He held his mouth wide open to lessen the concussion when the "cherry” let go. It soon did, with blue
flame, avful noise, and violence enough to make the door look asif a dozen axes had worked upon it.

Doc Savage went through the opening.

Men appeared before him.

He looked at them and stopped.

"The fdlow went through this other door,” he said.

The men were policemen, mos of them uniformed. They had guns and tear gas and determined
expressons. One of them Doc Savage knew.

"Lieutenant Blosser," Doc said, "the man went through that door, yonder. As soon as he was on the other
Sde, he began screaming.”

Lieutenant Blosser said, "We heard the cries, Mr. Savage." He went to the door.
"Itislocked,” Doc Savage sad.

Lieutenant Blosser took hold of the knob, and the door opened. It was not locked. He glanced a Doc
Savage queerly. Then he went into the room.

At once, he reappeared. His face was grim.

He sad, "Mr. Savage, you say a man ran in here?'

"Yes"

"A man with a turned-up nose, thick horn-rimmed spectacles, tangled straw-colored har?'
"Wes"

He ran into this room and began screaming?”

"Yes"

"Did you fallow him into the room?"

"No."

Lieutenant Blosser compressed hislips. "Have you been in this other room?"
"No."

"You are sure of that?'

Doc Savage' s metdlic features were expressionless, but his flake-gold eyes seemed puzzled. "Why are



you skeptical, lieutenant?" he asked.
Lieutenant Blosser stepped back.
"Comein here and see for yoursdf," he said.

Doc did so. The room had no windows. The only door was the one by which they had entered. There
was no means of leaving or entering the room, in fact, except by the door.

A man was dead on the floor. A stubby man with thick spectacles, maited har, and a nose turned up to
show its nodtrils.

A cdlophane box stood beside the dead man!

LIEUTENANT BLOSSER was a young man with clear blue eyes and good shoulders. He dso had a
jaw suitable for hammering rocks.

He said, "I am sorry, Mr. Savage; | cannot et you examine that box.”

Doc Savage glanced at two policemen who had come to stand close beside him.
"Why not?' he asked.

"Fingerprints” Lieutenant Blosser said, and looked at the box.

The box resembled the one which Doc Savage had constructed from cdllophane and Ieft on the figurdtive
doorstep of Uncle Joe Morgan. This one, if anything, was atrifle smdler.

"Get a photographer in here," ordered Lieutenant Blosser. "Have him get pictures of that box. Detectives
Grant and Mozen, you watch the box. We do not want this one disappearing.”

"Thatisagood idea," Doc sad. "And we might take alook at the body."
He started to where the man lay dead on the floor.

Lieutenant Blosser got in hisway and said, "'l am sorry."

Doc Savage studied him. "What do you mean?'

"Youwill please say where you are," the officer said rather iffly.

The bronze man hesitated. Then he drew out a billfold, opened it and presented a document. ™Y ou will
find this to be a commisson," he explained, "on the New Y ork police force."

Blosser shook his head.

"We are wadting time" Doc said, a trifle impatiently. "There appears to have been a murder here. You
will find that this commission bears the rank of inspector, which is above your own, and entitles me to
overrule your orders. | regret doing so, but—"

Lieutenant Blosser became pae.

"Itisnot alicensg" he said, nodding at the commission.



"A license for what?'
"To commit crimes” Blosser said bluntly.

Doc Savage sad nothing for a moment. Then he asked, "Have you any objection to my cdling
Commissoner Strance?”

The white tendon on Lieutenant Blossa' s face increased.

"It would relieve me greatly if you would,” he said. He held his lower lip in his teeth briefly. "As a matter
of fact, | was going to do so mysdf. You see, Mr. Savage, you are in a rather peculiar postion in this

thing."
Doc looked at him. "Peculiar in what way?"

"We received a telephone tip—anonymous—to the effect that you were behind these invisble-box
murders. Also, that Elmer Ivers was to be killed and that you would appear here this afternoon and
commit the murder.”

Doc Savage made, briefly, the smal sound which was peculiar to him in moments of mental or physca
stress, aftrilling which seemed to come out of inaudibility and travel muscdly up and down a scale, then
ebb away.

Blosser added, "We came here. Mr. Ivers ridiculed the whole idea. He said he had no enemies; that he
did not even know you. But we remained anyway, concedled in the neighborhood. We saw you come;
saw Ivers admit you. And then—" He shrugged.

"You say a telephone tip brought you here?' Doc Savage asked.
"Right."

"Whét time was it received?"

"About an hour ago."

"Weasit after one o' clock?

"Yes, thetip came dfter one 0'clock,” Blosser said.

COMMISSIONER STRANCE, acting head of the police department, was a blunt granite rock of a man
who had few words and used them like bullets. He had come up from pounding a beet in Gravesend, and
there had never been a question about his honesty. Nor his courage.

He said, "Hdlo, Savage. Too bad. Don't likeit."

A homicide-detall detective camein from the room where the body lay. He had a sheet of paper and an
envelope, tinted bronze.

Strance read the paper with hard eyes. He handed it to Doc.
If the police come to you and you tdl them anything, even tdl them you know me, you will not live long.
Savage.



"Found on the body," the homicide man said.
"Yours?' Strance asked.

"Type of paper | use" Doc admitted.

"You write it?'

"No."

Commissoner Strance stared a him strangely but did not comment. Strance was amean of few words, of
ged convictions. He was not a man indined to lean over backward in being fair. He believed, instead,
that it was the duty of the courts and juries to decide innocence or guilt.

A detective came in and reported, "We've gone over the boat with a microscope, dmost. There's
nobody ese aboard.”

Doc Savage' s flake-gold eyes became intent. He did not say anything. He knew by now that he was in a
serious predicament.

A fingerprint man came in from headquarters. He had a card on which were Doc Savage' s fingerprints.
They compared these prints with a latent print on the crystd of awrigt watch. The crystd was cracked.
"ldenticd," sad the fingerprint man.

Lieutenant Blosser stood in front of Doc Savage. "Waich off the dead man's wrig," he said. "There was
evidently a struggle, and the assallant grasped Elmer Ivers wrist. The assallant left a thumbprint on the
watch crystd. The print isyourd”

Doc sad, "Mind letting me look at that watch?'

Blosser took a step forward to comply, but Commissioner Strance interrupted with one word.
"No!" Strance said.

In a voice which showed no emation, Doc Savage asked, "Mind letting me look at the dead man?"
Blosser glanced at Strance.

"No," Strance said. "Clues. He' s clever. Might destroy.”

Doc Savage showed some of the astonishment he fdt. He had been working with the police for a long
time he had done them many favors, and he had, in turn, recelved favors from them.

Lieutenant Blosser evidently knew what was in the bronze man’s mind. He began speaking.

"I fully understand your high pogtion, Mr. Savage," he said. "And believe me, | regret this as much as |
possibly can. But you can see the postion in which we are placed. We received an anonymous tip that
Blmer Ivers was to be murdered by you. To tdl the truth, we did not bdieve it. But we showed up on the
scene anyway. And sure enough, you appeared, and Ivers was murdered. All the clues point to you."

Doc made no comment.

Lieutenant Blosser said, "Perhgps you think we are being unduly harsh with you. But let me remind you
that severd men have died under mysterious circumstances. We have been without clues. The death in



each case puzzled our chemigs” He swung to amedica examiner. "Saunders” he said, "of what did that
menin the other room—Elmer Ivers—die?"

Saunders, a competent-looking man, said, "I cannot tdl. | do bdieve that it is the same thing that killed
those other men. A |aboratory test will prove the point later.”

Blosser looked at Doc Savage. "You see. This is the fifth man to die mysterioudy. We cannot overlook
this and, much as we regret it, | am afrad—"

Commissoner Strance interjected a grunt.
"Too many words," he said. He turned to Doc. "Y ou're under arrest. Charge is murder!”

There was just one other development. It happened immediately. Commissioner Strance asked to have a
look at the cellophane box which had been found near the murdered man.

Lieutenant Blosser looked satisfied with himsdif.

"The boxes found on the scene of the other murders have disappeared damned myserioudy,” he
announced. "So | took good care that this one wouldn't.”

"Whereisit?' Strance demanded.

"I putitinapillow case" Blosser said. "And two of my men have been watching it."
He sent for the two men. They came in, carrying the pillow case.

"Openit," Blosser ordered.

One of the men untied a shoestring which he had fastened about the open end of the pillow case,
faghioning it into a sack. He stared insde—and became pae. The other detective aso looked into the
sack. Hisjaw dropped.

"Whet the hdl’ s the matter?' Strance barked.

The matter was that there was now no box ingide the pillow case!

Chapter IV. CONVINCING BLOSSER

LIEUTENANT COLONEL ANDREW BLODGETT MONK MAYFAIR and Brigadier Generd
Theodore Marley Ham Brooks were a deceptive par. Each had, on necessary and urgent occasons in
the past, risked hislife to save the other. To ligen to them associate with each other, no stranger would
believe this possible. No one ever recaled Ham's having said a pleasant word to or about Monk. And
vice versa. The unplessantness even extended to their two pets, Monk’s pig, Habeas Corpus, and
Ham's chimp, named Chemistry. They fought severd times a day.

Monk dammed down the telephone in Doc Savage' s headquarters.
"They’ve got Doc in prison!" he said. "We ve got to do something.”
Pergpiration had come out on Monk’s homely face.

Ham said, "Thet isridiculous."



"It's not so blamed ridiculous but what it has happened,” Monk said. "You've been bragging for years
around here that you had the brains of this gang, you overdressed shyster. So now you better deliver.
Think of something.”

Ham stared at pretty Jen Bridges.

Jen'sfingers were agang her pae cheeks. "Thisis terrible. | caused it. | asked Mr. Savage to hep my
brother, and now—"

"We are dill helping your brother. Please don’t worry,” Ham said.

Monk was tempted to walk over and kick Ham in the ribs, and his expresson showed how he fdt.
Monk resented Ham's enjoying the good luck of having been left a headquarters to take care of agirl as
attractive as Jen Bridges. Monk could detect Sgns of Ham's having made the best of the opportunity.

Monk took two angry samping turns around the room. Then he went to the radio.
"Renny,” he said. "Y ou there?"

A voice, a rumbling like something big in a deep hole, admitted that Renny Renwick was present a
another radio tranamitter.

"We got into the flypaper the fird thing,” Monk said. "A girl named Jen Bridges showed up here and said
her brother, David, had been grabbed and hauled off by some men. Jen is an artist, and Doc had her
draw the faces of the men who kidnapped her brother. Doc recognized one of them as Elmer Ivers, a
well-known banker and busnessman. Doc went to tak to Ivers. Ivers was murdered—one of the
invigble-box things Doc is accused of the crime. Framed!”

"Hdy cow!" said big-fisted Renny. It was his favorite exclamation. He was slent a moment. Then, "You
want to know if Unde Joe Morgan was hooked in it?'

"That'sit."
"I don’'t see how he could be," Renny said.
"He might have called somebody to set this trap for Doc.”

Renny rumbled disgustedly. "Wait until 1 contact Long Tom," he said. "H€ s riding the telephone line to
Unde Joe Morgan’s office

The conaultation with Long Tom, the dectrica expert of Doc Savage's group of five assigtants, did not
take long.

Renny reported, "Long Tom says Unde Joe Morgan has not used the telephone since Doc left the place.
Long Tom aso says he has not used any other kind of device, radio or wire, to Sgnd anyone. Long Tom
has some kind of a supersendtive detector rigged up thet tdlshim that.”

Monk demanded, "What about you?'

"From where | am posted,” said Renny, "l can see right into Uncle Joe Morgan’ s office. He has not been
out of gght. He has hardly been away from his desk. He just Sts there and fiddles with his watch.”

"How do you mean—fiddles with his watch?"

"Kegps teking it out, holding it in his hands, playing with it, then putting it back in his pocket. And teking it



out again. Does that over and over. Acts nervous about the time.”
"A man named Ted Parks was to come to see Unde Joe Morgan a four o’ clock.”

Renny said, "Ted Parks isthe only other man, besides Uncle Joe Morgan, who knows dl those men who
have died in the invisble-box mysery. That right?"

"That'sright,” Monk agreed. "That'swhy Doc wants to talk to Ted Parks. He's mixed up in this mystery
some way."

"Jugt what isthe mysery?' Renny demanded.
Monk let the radio remain slent for amoment. "You guess” he said findly.
Renny snorted.

"Say, Renny," Monk said, "what about the lip reader you said you could get? Ham was going to hire alip
reader to St in that office with you and watch Unde Joe Morgan through a pair of powerful glasses. But
you called Ham and said you dready had one."

"The lip reader,” said Renny, "has been on the job. But she hasn't detected Unde Joe saying anything.
The old duffer doesn't tak to himsdf, gpparently, and he hasn't had any vistors”

Monk looked interested.
"She?' he asked. "you mean your lip reader is a woman?'
"It's Pat," Renny explained. "Pat has taken it up in her spare time. She's pretty good, so | cdled her in”

Ham Brooks heard that and looked dumfounded. He came over and took the radio microphone away
from Monk.

"Look here, Renny,” Ham said. "Doc doesn’'t want Pat mixed up in this. He gave me specific orders to
thet effect.”

Renny did not answer. Instead, Patricia Savage' s voice came over the air.
"Thisisonce" she said, "that | get in on one of these things a the beginning.”
She sounded triumphant. She liked excitement.

Monk grunted and switched off the radio.

A BIT later, William Harper Johnny Littlgohn came in. He was the fifth member of the group of five
assgants—six, induding the obtrusive Pat. He was a very long, very thin man, a perambulating beanpole
who wore amagnifying glass that passed for a monocle in his Igpd. He was a famous archaeologist and
geologi, and somehow he looked the part.

He used one of hiswords immediately.
"“I'll be superamagamated,” Johnny said. | do—"

Monk pounced on him immediatdy. "None of those words of yours™ he said. "I'm in no humor for
them.”



Johnny looked injured.

"No trace,” he said, "of the individud or individuas who shot a Doc as he was leaving here to go to see
Bmer Ivers™

WHEN they arrived at headquarters, Lieutenant Blosser was not brimming over with accommodation.

"Thisis a serious case,” Blosser said. "However, consdering that the prisoner is Doc Savage, | will let
you tak to him."

"That'sfine of you,” Monk said sarcadtically. "After dl Doc has done for the police.”
Ham was dso indignant. He popped an afternoon newspaper with hisfid.
"Who gave thisto the papers?' Ham demanded.

Lieutenant Blosser glanced at the newspaper. He had dready read the item, and it had made him fed
unessy. The newspapers, never particularly a booster of Doc Savage, because the bronze man didiked
publicity and was not at dl co-operative in fumishing the press with sensationd news, had not been kind
intheir gories of the bronze man's arrest in connection with the invisble-box murders.

There were open hints that Doc Savage might not be the benefactor of mankind which he had hitherto
appeared to be.

This particular newspaper commended the police on ignoring the bronze man's specid privileges.
"I'm not responsible for what the papers print," Blosser snapped.

They interviewed Doc Savage the way a common crimind would be interviewed, through a separating
fence of sted mesh. Doc displayed no particular emotion, except that he smiled.

"I would like to know exactly what Unde Joe Morgan did from thetime | left him," he said.
Monk furnished aful report on that. Doc Savage listened without comment.

"Then dl Unde Joe seems to have done is gt at his desk and fiddle with his watch," he said, when the
report ended.

Monk nodded. He was concerned and showed it.
"Thething doesn’t make heads or tails™ he said. "What do you suggest we do next, Doc?"
"Get hold of Ted Parksif you can find him."

"If he doesn’t show up to talk to Uncle Joe a four o’ clock, that will be ajob." Monk glanced at his wrist
watch. "It's past four o' clock now, incidentdly.”

Doc Savage sad, "Just keep dirring things up. Later, we may be able to launch a definite campaign.”

As they filed out of the interviewing room, Monk muttered disconsolately, "The plain fact is, there€'s
nothing we can do, and Doc knowsiit."

Lieutenant Blosser met them outside. Commissoner Strance was with Blosser.



Strance said, "Blosser is your man. I'm assgning him to you."
Monk frowned. "What do you mean—assgning Blosser to us?'
"Jud that."

Monk decided there was an unpleasant implication. He bristled. Y ou mean," he ydled, "that you suspect
us"

When Monk yelled, it was something. Cops dashed out of doors to see what was wrong. Growing more
indignant, Monk took Commissioner Strance by the necktie.

"You knob-headed lug!" Monk said. "If you had any sense, you'd turn Doc loose and let him solve this
thing. By locking him up, you' re working hand-in-glove with the murderer.”

Commissoner Strance had a temper which did not arouse essly. But his neck got red.
"Blosser works with you!" he snapped.
"Watches us, you mean?' Monk bellowed.

"Frankly—yes" Strance said.

LIEUTENANT BLOSSER did not seem sendtive about his pogtion in Doc Savage's group of
associates. He was not welcome, knew it and didn’t mind.

"You guys can outsmart me, | know that," he said. "But | would like to see you let me play dong with
you. After dl, I'm not out to frame Doc Savage. I'm here to see that justice is done.”

Ham saw the wisdom of that.

"I think we have the same ams”" the dapper lawyer announced. "So there is no objection to your
working with us”

Monk—he never agreed with Ham if he could possibly help it—let out a snort that was plainly expressve
of his opinion.

They went to the vidnity of Uncle Joe Morgan's office. They vidited, in fact, the lookout across the street
where Renny Renwick and Patricia Savage were kegping an eye on the frightened deder in samdl-time
stocks.

Colond John Renny Renwick was a big man who was made very notable by the sze of his figs He had
an enviable reputation as an engineer, and a voice which would serve as afoghorn.

Pat Savage was a cousin to the men of bronze. She had Doc’s metdlic coloring—bronze skin, flake-gold
eyes—and was extremdy attractive. She seemed to radiate her liking for excitement.

Ham told Pet, "Thisis Lieutenant Blosser, assgned by the police department to assst us”
"The bloodhound of the Baskervilles" Monk corrected sourly.
The embarrassed Lieutenant Blosser was much impressed by Pat Savage.

Renny rumbled, "The old geezer hasn't had any vigtors yet. He keeps jumping up, stting down, and



fodling with his watch. This Ted Parks was supposed to come at four o' clock, Doc said. It's way past
four, now."

Ham took a look across the street a Uncle Joe Morgan's office. He could see the benevolent-looking
old gentleman stalking up and down; he seemed to be endeavoring to control himsdf.

"I think we might as well talk to him," he said. "I tdl you what—Blosser, Monk and | will go over and put
the conversationa bee on him. Jen, you stay here with Pat.”

"I'mworried about my brother,” Jen Bridges protested. "Can't we do—"

"We're just as worried about Doc as you are about your brother,” Peat told her. "This thing seems to be
dl hooked in together. When we get one straightened out, we Il have them both.”

Jen sghed, said, "'l guess 0," wearily, and sank in a chair.

WHEN Monk, Ham and Lieutenant Blosser got across the street, Unde Joe Morgan at firs would not
admit them to his office. Blosser pounded on the door and shouted, "This is the police. Lieutenant
Blosser of the homicide squad. Open up!" To which came a quavering demand to know how Unde Joe
could be sure they were police.

"Cdl headquarters and find out about me," Blosser snapped.
And evidently Uncle Joe did this, because he admitted them.
"Whereisthis Ted Parks?' Monk demanded, after they had identified themsalves.

Unde Joe became more pae, which didn't seem possible, and flopped into the chair behind his desk like
afish hitting a dry bank.

He didn't know. That was the essence of what he had to say, dthough he took many words, violent
gestures, and tooth-chattering pauses to get the idea across.

"Just why are you so scared?' Monk demanded.
Unde Joe Morgan blew up.

“I'm convinced | am going to be murdered!” he croaked. "The victims in the invisble-box things have dl
been acquaintances of mine"

Then an idea hit Unde Joe. He looked as if he wanted to get on his knees, but he didn’t.

"Could . . . would some of you men, or a policeman, stay with me as a bodyguard?' he asked.
Lieutenant Blosser frowned and demanded, "What makes you so sure that your lifeisin danger?'
"I just know it," gasped Unde Joe Morgan. "Only men | know are being killed by thisthing."

Blosser was far from satidfied. "That note from Ted Parks, saying he would be here to see you at four
and that you better be here and not natify the police—did that have anything to do with scaring you?'

Unde Joe nodded vidlently. "It certainly did. Bdlieve me, it did.”

"Meaning—" Blosser’ s eyes narrowed—"you think Ted Parks may be one of the indigators of this?'



Unde Joe seemed to shudder from head to foot.
"Exadtly," he said.

Then they drew lots to see who would remain with Unde Joe. Ham log, to his disgust, and was stuck
with the job—despite the fact that he tried to get out of it by inggting his legd knowledge should be at
working freeing, or trying to free, Doc Savage.

Unde Joe seemed to have no definite reason for suspecting Ted Parks.

"All | can tdl you about Parks," he said, "is that he used to live in an apartment on Ffty-fifth Street.” He
gave them the number.

"Did you tdl Doc about that apartment?' Monk demanded.
"I forgat it," said Unde Joe.

MONK and Lieutenant Blosser collected Long Tom, Renny, Pat and Johnny, as wdl as Jen Bridges,
and logt no timein getting into cars and heading for the Ffty-fifth Street address. All seven of them rode
in the same car, alimousne, and it was crowded. Blosser, who was in front, rolled down the window
and demanded, "Say, just what do you know about this Ted Parks?'

Pretty Jen Bridges looked puzzled. "Who is Ted Parks? You keep referring to him, but nobody has told
mewho heis"

"He's the one man besides Unde Joe Morgan who knows dl the men who have died myderioudy,”
Monk told her. "That's dl we have been able to dig up on him."

Big-figed Renny rumbled, "Wdl, he’' s ayoung doctor. We learned that much. He finished courses in this
country and took advanced medicine in Europe before everybody started shooting a everybody dse
over there. After that, he dropped out of Sght, reappeared in New Y ork, was gone again, and then came
back. The lagt time he came back, he had changed. He was thin, looked as if he had been very ill and
was deeply sunburned.”

"Tanned, you mean,” Monk corrected. "Tropica suns, probably. Looked asif he'd had the fever, they
sdd at adub or two to which he had belonged.”

Lieutenant Blosser spoke up then.

Had he not spoken, someone might have noticed that Jen Bridges had settled back in her seat with tight
hands and an ebbing of color from her face.

"Say, how—or when—did you learn of dl this?" Blosser asked.

Monk snorted. "We started invedigating this thing, three days ago. Doc got interested in the murders
because they were so weird. We had nothing to go on. So we began checking on acquaintances of the
dead men. We found that only two men seemed to know dl the victims. The two, as I've told you, were
Unde Joe Morgan and Ted Parks. We were able to dig up quite a bit on Morgan—mostly that the old
codger is interested in saling, and goes away on long ocean cruises on his little boat. But about Ted
Parks, we learned less. Parksis a clever felow, and something of a figure of mygery.”

"You mean," demanded Blosser, "that Parks has hidden his actions during the lagt year or two?"



"I don't know whether he hid them,” Monk said, "or was just a modest fellow. Anyway, nobody seems
to know much about what Parks has been doing with histime™

Renny said, "Ham learned that at Harvard they considered young Parks a genius.”
Monk sniffed.

"They consgder Ham agenius at Harvard,” said the homdy chemig disgustedly. "They mugt be a dime a
dozen up there"

THE apartment was on the third floor of a walk-up on Ffty-fifth Street, on the wrong side of Broadway.
They got the manager to open the door for them. Lieutenant Blosser's badge did that without much
argument.

Lieutenant Blosser seemed to be feding that there was more and more possbility of Doc Savage not
being guilty. Monk, Pat and the others fdt they were doing well, even if not making much progress.

But what they found in the apartment blew to bits everything they had accomplished.
Firgt, nobody was home. Nobody dive, more exactly.

Secondly, the man dead on the floor had one hand outstretched, with a pendil in the hand, and the flylesf
of a book open under the pencil.

"Parkd" ydled Blosser. "They've killed him!"

Jen Bridges made a sound like the last dying note of asmdl sren and collapsed on the floor. As she went
down, every joint in her body seemed to bend, like the jointsin a carpenter’ s rule.

Monk said, "It isn't Parks. Parksis a younger man. Pat, seeif Jen’s heart was dl right.”
Pat bent quickly over Jen Bridges.

The dead man on the floor was a toughened fdlow of middle age, not vicious, but with caloused hands, a
deeply westhered hide, and snaggled teeth. His dothing was fairly new but looked as if it had come out
of abargain basement. Pants and coat did not quite match, dthough both were blue.

Lieutenant Blosser stepped close to him, then looked around the room.
"Thisis another one of those invisible-box killings" he said. "Where s the box?"
There was no box.

Pat sraightened from examining Jen Bridges. "Sheisdl right. She just fainted.”

Monk swung forward, bent over to look at the pencil in the dead man's hand and at the note on the floor
under it.

Monk read—and turned white. Renny Renwick said afterward that Monk lost so much color, and had
such aweird expression on his face, that he looked completely like a ghost.

The note:

Savage killed me because—



Tha was dl. The man seemed to have died as he finished the word "because."

Lieutenant Blosser read it. He straightened, took a service revolver from a belt holster and held it without
pointing at anyonein particular, but so that it menaced everyone.

"This convinces me" he said, "that Savage is as quilty as they come.”

Chapter V. SLEEPER, MINER AND MONKEY

AT ten o'clock that night, it was ill warm. The day had been hot, and the heat held on with unabating
duffiness. Heaviness of the warmth penetrated into the didrict attorney’s conference room, which was
not air-conditioned. No one in the room was comfortable. The D. A. wiped his face frequently, and
Lieutenant Blosser had put a handkerchief ingde his collar. Commissoner Strance was red-faced in the
heat. Doc Savage was without his necktie, but that was because of the custom of taking neckties off
prisoners, so that they will have nothing with which to throttle themsalves. There were no grings in his
shoes, ether. The others—Ham, Johnny, Long Tom, Renny, Pat, Jen Bridges and Unde Joe
Morgan—sat around in discomfort. Of the whole group, Monk was the only one who had removed his
coat. Monk did not give a particular hoot about what people thought of his looks, he had long ago
redized that nothing he could do would make him much more homely.

Ham Brooks made a statement.

"Thewholething istoo pat,” said the lawyer. "It's a frame-up. Anybody with eyes can see that.”
Commissoner Strance showed his teeth.

"Old quff," he sad; "daiming frame-up.”

Ham colored indignantly.

The didrict atorney—his name was Eindlagen, and he had ambitions in the direction of the
governorship—rapped the table sharply.

"I wish you would remember, Strance, that you are not deding with an ordinary individud," he said. "Mr.
Savage is a famous man. He is known dl over the world. | can hardly believe this thing about him, and it
may not be true. Therefore, heis deserving of every condgderation.”

Commissoner Strance showed his teeth again, unpleasantly.
"Crook isacrook," he said. "And murder iswhat dectric chairs are for."

No one said awything for a while Ham breathed heavily. He knew, better than any of the others
probably, the gravity of the Stuation. There was aready, Ham stood convinced, enough evidence aganst
Doc Savage for even amediocre didrict attorney to get a jury to convict him of murder.

Monk aso was slent. He was thinking, remembering the body of the man who had died when the gun
exploded in the corridor outsde Doc’s skyscraper office.

Monk had done something about the body. He hadn’t told any of the others. But he wanted Doc Savage
to know about it.

The bronze man and his aids, when they wished to communicate without being understood by strangers,
ordinarily used an ancient Mayan didect which they had learned in the course of an earlier adventure.



The Mayan tongue, differing from the lingo spoken by the modern Mayans in Central America, could be
understood by very few people in the dvilized world other than themselves.

Monk began coughing and sputtering, apparently. That was the beauty of the Mayan lingo. You could
useit, and dill sound as if Something was caught in your throat.

Monk said in Mayan, "I concedled the body of the man who was killed when his gun blew up. The others
are kegping il about it; so that is one less killing they will try to hang on you.”

Doc Savage indicated by a dight gesture that he understood. Monk took out a handkerchief and wiped
hislips, then blew his nose.

Didrict Attorney Eindlagen tapped his desk distractedly.

"A mogt unpleasant efair,” he said. "The lagt vidim has not been identified; the man found in this Ted
Parks gpartment isthe one | am referring to. Neither have we been able to locate Parks.”

Ham got to hisfeet. "Mr. Didrict Attorney, | did not ask for this meeting in order to rehash the case, or
discuss the progress being made toward its solution.”

Eindlagen eyed him. "Why did you ask for the megting?'
Ham took a deep bresath.

"I demand,” he said, "that you release Mr. Savage. The evidence againg him is planted evidence, a fact
thet is obvious from the circumdtantia nature of it."

DISTRICT ATTORNEY EINSFLAGEN was in a predicament and knew it. The bluntness of Ham
Brooks demand did not surprise him. He respected the directness more than if Ham had tried to use
oratory and persuasion. In Eindflagen’s opinion, oratory was only used on fools; and he resented people
trying to tak him into things. He supposed Ham knew how he fdt, and that was why Ham had been
direct.

None of which changed the fact that Eindflagen could not afford to make a mistake. Doc Savage was
prominent, influentia, not a man to be wronged. Eindflagen fdt that, if he made a mistake now, fa chance
he stood of ever becoming governor. He turned dowly to face Doc Savage.

"Mr. Savage, this puts mein a spot,” he sad frankly. "So | am going to ask you something. | am going to
ask you if, were you in my podtion and had a prisoner aganst whom there was the crcumdantia
evidence which is againg you, what would you do? Before you answer, | want to point out tha the
evidence seems to indicate you are cartainly guilty of two murders, and possbly four others. Redizing
this, what is your answer? If you were in my shoes, what would you do?"

The bronze man’'s response was prompt.

"The evidence indicates that | am guilty,” he said. "That leaves you with no dternative but to hold me"
The color, and rdief, dowly came back into Eindflagen’s eyes.

Doc Savage began speaking.

"Monk, Ham, and the rest of you—I want you to set your watches exactly with the clock here" he said.
"I want dl your timepieces to be together. Jen, you and Mr. Morgan please set your watches, aso.”



Unde Joe said, "l do not understand this™
"Would you mind complying anyway?' Doc suggested.

The benevolent old gentleman amiled and took out his watch, a large turnip affar of dull-looking metd.
He st the hands with the wired time-clock on the wall, as did the others.

Commissoner Strance and Lieutenant Blosser looked on in puzzled astonishment. The didrict atorney
was blank.

Doc sad, "Good. Now, hereiswhat | want you to do.”
He fixed his gaze on Renny.

"Renny, a exactly midnight, | want you to wak into the advertisng office of the Daily Planet and insert
an advertisement for aman who has dept three weeks at a stretch.”

"A what?" demanded the astounded Renny.

"I want aman,” said Doc Savage patiently, "who has dept not less than three weeks without waking up,
and can prove it. Preferably the proof shdl be medicd testimony, dthough that is not absolutey
essentid "

He pondered a moment.

"We do not need to discriminate in this matter,” he added, "so you can advertise for either a men or a
woman. But they must have dept three weeks or more.”

Renny swallowed.
"Holy cow!" he said.

Doc turned to Monk. "Monk, a exactly one o'clock, in the Morning World, | want you to insert an
advertisement for amen who is aradium mingr.”

It was Monk’ s turn to drop a jaw. "Any particular kind of a radium miner?'

"Just one who has engaged in the business within the last few years for a period of not less than one
year," Doc said.

Monk swalowed. "O. K."
Petricia scratched her head and asked, "Don't | get a hand in this?"

"You," Doc told her, "can take charge of the monkey hunt. | want the names and addresses of every
person who had bought a monkey, or sold one, during the last 9x months”

"You mean just herein the city?'
"All over."
"Gregt grief!” Pat gaculated.

"That will not be as much a job as you think,” Doc said. "Monkeys are very scarce outsde of zoos,
circus organizations, and a few for organ grinders.”



"If you want to know who bought monkeys recently, I'll get the information,” Pat said.
"Tha," Doc Savage told them, “isdl.”

LIEUTENANT BLOSSER sarted to leave the police station with them. Monk got in front of Blosser,
beetled his eye brows and said, "Don't we ever get a vacation from you?'

"I have orders to continue to string ong with you," Blosser said.
"Legdly," Ham put in, "you can’t do that."

"Keep out of this shyder,” Monk growled a Ham. To Blosser, he sad, "Physcdly, you can't do it
ather, and I’'m the guy who will demongtrate.”

Lieutenant Blosser, who had shown few dgns of being scared of anything, returned Monk’s scowl with
enthusasm. "You lay ahand on me" he told Monk, "and you will learn two or three thingsin a hurry.”

"Come on," Renny rumbled impatiently. "Holy cow! We get tired enough of Monk and Ham squabbling.
Do we have to put up with a new addition to it?"

Monk stalked to their car. His fedings were not improved toward Lieutenant Blosser when he
discovered that Ham had made use of the diverson to grab the seat next to pretty Jen Bridges, a location
Monk had earmarked for himsdlf.

They drove uptown, dl of them in one sedan, except Renny, Johnny and Uncle Joe Morgan, who
followed in another machine,

Pat was growing more puzzled.

She remarked, "A radium miner, a man who has dept three weeks and people who have bought
monkeys."

Jen Bridges wrinkled her forehead. "I do not understand Mr. Savage miking such strange requests.”
Ham said, "When you' re around Doc, you frequently bump into things you don’t understand.”

Pat was lost in thought for awhile longer. Then she did an unexpected thing. She leaned back, a light of
rdief overspread her attractive face, and she laughed.

When the others stared at her, startled, Pat said, "Brothers, get rid of those long faces. Doc has got the
whole thing figured out right now, I'm willing to bet you."

Jen Bridges frowned. "What makes you think that?'
"When Doc starts doing things nobody can understand,” Pat assured her, "heis redly making progress.”

They drove into the garage a headquarters. The garage was Stuated in the basement of the great
building. It was entirdly private, its doors actuated by radio control, and was served by a private eevator.

The car containing Uncdle Joe Morgan pulled into the garage behind them.

Renny told Monk in an aside, a hit later, "That old Morgan codger worries me. | think he's the most
scared man | ever saw. We ought to give hm something—a sedative or a hypnotic or something.”



"A night's degp might help him."
Renny shook his head. "The only way helll get to deep isfor someone to hit im with a dedge hammer.”

Chapter VI. DANGER FOR DAVID

THE sun came up the fallowing morning, throwing its light into the eghty-sixth floor windows of the
midtown building. The sunlight splashed over Monk as he read a hdf-page newspaper advertissment that

began:

RADIUM MINER WANTED

"My ad sure got adisolay,” he said. "Renny, how did yours come out?'
Big-figed Renny Renwick was studying another paper. He rumbled disgustedly.

"Haly cow! They seem to think it's some kind of a gag—our wanting a man who has dept three weeks
and can prove it by a doctor’s testimony. Here's a story in a box on the front page about it. Couple of
other papers are carrying the story, too."

"That's good,” Monk said.

"It sounds goafy," Renny complained.

There was an interruption in the shape of an uproar—sound of things upsetting, angry squedls.
"Who's got hold of my hog?' Monk yeled, legping to his feet.

Habeas Corpus, the pig, shot out of the library, sounding like a smdl locomotive with exhaust stacks
open and whistle going at every other jump. Attached to one of his legs was a gring and a particularly
hideous photograph of Monk.

Monk captured his pig and untied the photograph.
"Who did that?" he bellowed. "Where s that Ham Brooks?"

"Oh, shut up about Ham!" rumbled big-fisted Renny. "Heign't even here. He is out having breakfast with
Jen Bridges.”

That didn’t improve Monk’s temper. He scowled. "The hog didn't just get tangled up in that cord and
picture" he said. "There was a knot in the cord.”

Renny looked at the photograph of Monk. He chuckled.
"I can undergtand it’s scaring the hog,” he said.
Monk subsided into an indignant silence.

It could not have been more than five minutes later when the telephone rang. Monk picked up the
recalver. It was a voice he had never heard before,

"Put Doc Savage on here" said the telephone voice.

"Doc," said Monk gloomily, “isin jail. Don't you read the newspapers?”



The voice was slent a few moments.

Then: "Judt the advertisements” it said.

"Y ou mean those advertisementsin the newspaper?' Monk was interested.
"Wes"

"Which one are you?' Monk demanded. "The radium miner or the man who has dept three weeks or
longer?'

"I'm Ted Parks,” the voice said.
"Oh, | thought you might be somebody—who?" Monk bolted upright. "Ted Parks? Where are you?"
The voice which had identified itsdlf as belonging to Ted Parks was dlent awhile.

"I'mwhere | have been hiding out,” it said findly. "Ligten, Snce you fdlows advertised for a radium miner
and aman who has dept three weeks, it's obvious you understand what is behind the murders they are
cdling the invishble-box killings. You are wise, aren’t you?"

"Oh, aure," said Monk, who did not have the dightest idea what connection a radium miner and a deeper
could possibly have with the invisble boxes. "That is, there are some points we don’'t know. We would
like to have them cleared up. Can you do that for us?'

Agan the pause.

"Would you care to drop around and talk to me?* asked the voice.

Trying not to seem too eager, Monk said, "I suppose we could. But it might be better if you came here.”
"I can’'t come there."

"I might not be dive when | get there”

"W, we can come to see you, then."

"You mugt promise not to tip off the police.”

Monk said, "That won't be so easy. Ther€'s a cop named Lieutenant Blosser who has fastened himsdf
onus, and | don’t know whether we can give im the dip."

"You've got to."
Monk considered. "All right, we'll do it some way."
"When you dip this cop,” said the voice, "come to 346 Westwood Road.”

That was dl the voice said.

MONK and Renny Renwick wore innocent expressions when Lieutenant Blosser, Pat, Ham and Jen
Bridges returned to the reception room.



"We left Long Tom and Johnny finishing their breskfast downgtairs” Blosser explained. "There been any
developments?'

"All'squiet in the dawn," Monk said. He yawned and patted his ssomach. "Renny, what do you say we
turn it over to them and go down get a bite to eat?"

Renny tried to look hungry. "Suits me”

They arose, sauntered to the elevator and rode it down to the street level. They headed on a run for the
restaurant in the building, flung through the doors, dashed for Johnny and Long Tom.

"Come on'" Monk barked. "We ve got aline on this Ted Parks!"
"I'll be superamagamated!” gasped Johnny.

They dashed outsde and scrambled into a taxicab, after Renny warned, "There's a checker-light in the
laboratory that lights up when anybody isin the garage. We better not try using one of our own cars.”

Renny rumbled at the cab driver, 346 Westwood Road.”
"Wheré n heck’s that?' asked the cabby.

They got out and went hunting a street directory on the newsstand. "I wish | had Doc’'s memory for
dreets” Monk complained. They found Westwood Road to be in the Bronx.

The cab ran over to the devated highway and shot north past the piers that were whiskered with
geamship madts and colored funnds There was very little outbound traffic, and the speedometer
wavered around Sxty.

Monk chuckled. "We worked that dick. Blosser is Sidetracked there a headquarters. And the two girls
are sdfe there, too. Ham can take care of them.” He burst out in laughter. "Ham is going to miss this. He
won't like that."

They turned off on Westwood Road where it angled down sharply toward the river. It was a decrepit
digrict—old shacks and, close to the river, the remains of an amusement enterprise which had been
abandoned.

The place was a cross between an amusement park and a night club, not extensve enough for one and
too large for the other. The fence around it had been coated with stucco once, but most of this had
scabbed off. The place seemed to be No. 346.

They paid off the cab.
"Go back three blocks and wait for us," Monk told the driver.

That aroused the suspicions of the driver. They watched him drive back the three blocks, hesitate, then
go on, increasing his speed. The cab disappeared.

Renny mumbled disgustedly, decided, "Oh, well, we can get another cab.”
They decided that a convenient dley was the best approach to the ruin they were to investigate.

Twenty yards indde the dley, a young man stepped out before them. He stood there. He seemed to think
they should recognize him.



"Wdl," he sad findly, "haven't you seen my picture, or got my description?’
"Ted Parks?' Monk asked.
"That’sright.”

THE young man was tdl, muscular in a dab-sided way. He had dark hair, a somewhat smdl mouth, eyes
which were sunken and hard to read behind large spectacles.

"I figured you would come down thisdley,” he said. "So | waited here. | had to head you off."
Monk eyed him."Y ou had to head us off?'

"Exadtly.”

"Why?

The young man jerked athumb over his shoulder. "They found me" he said. "That is, they found where |
was hiding. But | saw them coming. They’ re searching the place, now. There are four of them.”

"Who are they?'

"Do you know aman named David Bridges?'

"Isthat the one," asked Monk, "who has a Sster named Jen?'
"That'shim"

"WEe ve been hearing of him. We haven't met him. He was supposed to be seized last night by some men
and carried off. His Sster came to usfor hdp.”

The tdl, dark, intent-looking young man seemed astonished. Then a grim amile twisted his lips. "That's
good,” he said. "The sgter took you in."

Renny blocked out his big figts. ™Y ou mean that girfl has been lying to us?'

"That girl is one of the murderers” the young man said. "l don't know whether she has lied to you,
because I'm not aware what she has told you."

Renny demanded, "Why should she lie to us?

The other snorted. "To get next to you, of course! So she could be with you, find out your moves, and tip
off her brother so you couldn’t catch him."

"Her brother is behind this?'

"Surd" The young man jerked his head toward the dilgpidated ruin near the river. "He's in there, now.
He s one of the four men looking for me™"

"There s only four menin there, now?'
llYall

"Let’'s take them,” Renny rumbled.



The young man seemed agpprehensive. "They're tough guys. They may try to use that invisble-box desth
onyou. | don't know what it is, but they may try it."

"Comeon!" Monk said.

Johnny Littlgohn held up a hand. "Wait a minute. Parks, suppose you sketch this thing for us? Make it
brief. We want to know what isgoing on.”

The young man nodded. "Hereit isin anutshell. Four men have died mysterioudy—or rather, Sx, now. |
see by the morning newspaper that an unidentified man was found in my gpartment, and my friend Elmer
Ivers died yesterday afternoon. | know dl those men except the unidentified one. As far as | can learn, |
am the only one who has known them dl. So | got scared, began invedigating, and immediatdy an
attempt was made to kill me. So | hid out.”

"Why didn’t you go to the police?’

"I was afraid they would try to frame something on me"
"That'skind of athin excuse," Johnny suggested.

"I don't give adamn how thinitis" said the other. "It's the truth.”
Johnny was usng smdl words, which indicated that he was excited.
"Unde Joe Morgan—do you know him?" he asked.

"Sure. A harmless old codger. He knows dl of the men who have died, too. But | discounted him. He
ign't the kind of an old duffer who would be mixed up in athing like this"

Johnny was becoming suspicious.
"That ign't tdling us much,” he said.
"l don’t know much.”

"Have you told us dl you know?"'
s

Johnny took a grim step forward. "When you telephoned Monk, you said you did so because of the
advertisementsin the newspapers for a radium miner and for aman who had dept three weeks"

The young man backed a pace. His face twisted. Then helifted his voice,
"Take them, flowd" he called.

Men began coming out of adjacent doors and windows, men with guns and unpleasant expressions!

"IS there just these four, Nick?' one of the armed men asked.
"That'sdl," said the young man.

Johnny’s expression was assured, cam, as if nothing had happened. 1t would have done credit to Doc
Savage.



"I'll be superamalgamated! Y ou are not Ted Parks," he remarked.
"Naturdly not," said the young man. "You walked right into it, didn’t you?"

Monk said, "And walked right out again!" and kicked the arm which the young man was using to draw a
gun. Thearm broke in at least two places.

One of the gunmen shot Monk in the chest. Monk walked over to him—rather, he made it in one greet
jump—and grabbed hold of him. As soon as Monk took hold, the man began screaming.

Monk hed alittle trick or two which he liked to demongtrate to friends, one of these being to take a slver
haf dollar between thumb and forefinger and bend it until the edges touched. The man's screaming was
more horrible than loud.

Ancther man bellowed, "A bulletproof vest! They’re wearing—" He didn’t finish, because Renny got
him.
Johnny tangled his long, bony frame around two others.

Long Tom, the dectrica wizard, paused to drag out a thing that could have been an iron goose egg, but
wasn't. He dropped this, and it popped like a firecracker, throwing out particularly vile, yellow vapor.

"Tear gad" avoice squdled.

It was a naturd, if wrong, concluson. The suff was not tear gas. Forms of tear gas could be defeated by
amask. This duff was more sniger. It worked through the skin pores. Monk was very proud of it. He
hed worked it out in co-operation with Doc Savage.

Best point of the gas was the method Doc Savage and his aids used inimmunizing themsalves. They did it
by usng smdl quantities of the gas daly on themsdves until ther sysems built up what is sometimes
cdled atolerance for the suff. They had done this over along period of time.

Strong quantities of the gas would make them unconscious. But smdl amounts, such as exuded from
grenades, made them only allittle dizzy.

Two minutes later, Long Tom camly stepped up to the last dazed would-be attacker and knocked him
down.

"That," announced the puny-looking eectricad wizard, "istha.”

IT wasn't—quite. Long Tom hadn’t taken into account the presence of two other attackers, wel clear of
the gas. These men were armed with autométic rifles, and they had kept under cover. A kind of reserve
troop, asit were.

They showed themsdves and ther guns.
"Get your hands up!" ordered one man.

Monk and the others stared in astonishment. They had presumed dl forces were in the attack. These new
entries had caught them by surprise.

"Guesswe |l have to blagt *em, Jake," said one rifleman. "They’ ve got bulletproof vests on; so shoot them
intheir heads."



Monk hedtily shot his hands above his shoulders. Renny, Johnny and Long Tom did likewise. They were
trapped!

The two automatic-riflemen came close, but not near enough to get into the gas.

"For some reason or other,” one of them remarked, "that gas got our boys, but didn’t affect these guys”
Monk got an idea. He registered worry.

"Look here, let us step out of this Suff!" he said pleadingly. "If we stand in it, the gas will get us.”

The riflemen took the bait.

"Jug stand iniit, then,” one said.

Monk had expected that. He let hisjaw sag and his eyes rall, trying to look weak. He sank to his knees.
He groaned. He dumped forward on his face.

Renny, Long Tom and Johnny followed the homely chemist’s example.
"I'll be danged,” said one of the riflemen. "It did get them, at that."
He pulled out awhidle and blew it. It was a police whidtle, so it had a naturd sound after the shooting.

The police whigle accounted for the misfortune which befd| the police patrolman who happened to have
the neighborhood beat. The officer arrived in a hurry, gun out, demanding to know what was going on.

"Homicide detall,” said one of the riflemen, pointing a his own chest with a thumb. "Look here, will you
hold my gun aminute? | want to search those felows."

He waked toward the patrolman holding out his rifle, butt firet, and got close enough to the officer to
bump him forcibly between the eyes with the metal-plated wanut. The officer collapsed, not dead, but
disnterested.

A truck appeared. It was a large truck with a van body. Obvioudy, summoning it was the purpose for
which the police whistle had been blown.

By that time, the wind had drifted the gas away from the recumbent formsin the dley.
"Load themin the truck,” ordered arifleman. "All of them. We ve got to get out of here.”
"What about the cop?’

"Oh, let im lay!™

"He saw us" said the other rifleman.

"That’ sright. Better bring him along, too. We Il get rid of him when we get rid of the rest of them.”

THE truck was powerful and noisy. It rumbled northward a a rapid dip, folowing streets which trucks
usudly followed. They were not alowed on the boulevards or highways

One of the riflemen produced a rope from a box and began cutting it into lengths.



"We ve gat to tie up Savage s men," he said. "Here, help me divide this rope up so it'll go around.”

The other rifleman helped him. There were three additiona men who had been in the truck when it came.
They made, induding the unconscious victims and prisoners, a crowd.

The second rifleman said: "Jeke."
"Yes" replied his companion.

"When they were taking—did you hear them say something about a man, or somebody, named David
Bridges?'

"Wes"
"Who can David Bridges be?'

"He s a brother of agirl named Jen Bridges, didn’t they say?'
"Who the hdl is Jen Bridges?'

"There you've got me."

They finished cutting the rope.

"Wha do we do with these guys, now? Knock them off?" asked one of the trio who had been in the
truck.

"Not until we catch Ted Parks, or find out where he is" sad a rifleman—mnot the one named Jake.
"Them's orders. Find Ted Parks, then croak these fdlows and frame it on Parks. Then see that Parks
commits suicide before he can Soill what he knows to the police.” The man chuckled. “Nice, eh?"

They began tying the prisoners. A man took hold of Monk’ s ankles. Monk became active.

The truck suddenly filled with uproar! But it was a sad kind of an affar, taken generdly. Monk and the
others had underestimated the effects of the gas, or the good qudities of the tolerance they had
devel oped to the suff. The gas had not weakened them as much as it had dowed their gbility to react.

The upshot of it was that Renny and Johnny were dmost immediaidy knocked senseless with blows from
rifle stocks. And Johnny was pinned helplesdy under two bodies.

Monk fared better. Monk was afighter by nature and ingtinct. It was the thing he liked best to do.

So he got out of the truck. He literdly burst down the tailboard, and piled out to the highway. He did this
asalas resort, after he saw wha had happened to Renny, Long Tom and Johnny, and understood the
same thing would soon occur to him.

The truck was going dl of forty miles an hour. Miraculoudy un-killed, Monk rolled like a bal. He
managed somehow to direct his wild tumble so that he ended up near the curbing, on his fegt, and
running.

He ran somewhat &fter the fashion of a man with one leg off a the knee. But he made time. And the
eratic course he took caused threerifle dugs, and dl the bullets from at least one revolver, to misshim.

He got into bushes. He ran.



TEN minutes afterward, Monk stumbled into a smdl neighborhood grocery. It was a didrict of amdl
homes and few mercantile establishments.

"Telephone” Monk gasped.

They stared at Monk, pop-eyed. There was now alittle hide left on Monk’s hands and festures, but not
much. His looks were not improved.

He found the telephone for himsdf and dided headquarters. Ham answered.

"Ham, please don’t give me an argument,” Monk said. "Ligen to this Ted Parksisin danger and is to be
framed for those invishble-box deaths. Jen Bridges is decaiving us. She may not even have a brother
named David Bridges. Thegirl isa crook.”

"You're crazy!" Ham said.

"Ligen—Renny, Long Tom and Johnny are in a truck. Prisoners! Headed for |-don’ t-know-where. They
are to be killed. Thekilling framed on Ted Parks."

Ham was incredulous. "What is this you're tdling me? Where the devil are you? You are crazy, aen't
you?'

"We waked into atrap,” Monk said. "Get up here as soon as you can. The truck is headed north. We
may be able to spot it. I'll contact the State troopers and have them start waiching for it."

"Where are you?' Ham demanded.

Monk turned around, looked &t the storekeeper, and asked, "Where am |7
The man told him, stuttering somewhat.

Monk relayed the information to Ham.

Then the rifleman named Jake and one of the men from the truck came into the store behind gund They
wore masks made out of handkerchiefs. They fired afew bullets into the celing.

Monk tried to run, but he was weak, exhausted, his lungs on fire and his legs rubber. They beat him
down, hammered him some more, then hauled hm outside. Jake paused long enough to pull the
telephone loose from its wires, asif it were fruit on avine, and hurl it at the gape-mouthed storekeeper.

Chapter VII. ONE MAN LOOSE

HAM BROOKS, in the headquarters reception room downtown, heard some of the uproar in the distant
store. He dso identified the noise of the telephone being ripped from its wiring. He was not cheered.

He turned a pae color which would have caused Monk to razz im unmerafully, had Monk seen it. Ham
thought a lot of Monk, actudly.

He upset a chair getting from behind the desk.

"Monk and the others—they got a cal from a fake Ted Parks and went to see him. It was a trgp.” He
ran to a corner for his sword cane, an innocent-looking piece of foppery. It was a black cane, the blade



of Damascus sted, tipped with chemicals which caused unconsciousness.
Lieutenant Blosser bounded to his feet.

Ham told him, "You stay here. Take care of Miss Bridges and Mr. Morgan.”
"I go with you," Blosser sad grimly.

Pat had disappeared into the |aboratory. She came out with a case of equipment, one of the amdl bronze
meta boxes which they habituadly used as containers.

"Well dl go," she said. "What's wrong with that?'

There was plenty wrong with it, but Ham didn’'t believe there was time to argue. He remembered Monk
had said pretty Jen Bridges was a fake. Ham could hardly believe that. He wanted time to think before
he committed himsdf to a decison.

"Come on, then," he said impatiently.

They piled—Ham, Blosser, Pat, Unde Joe Morgan and Jen Bridges—into the specid eevator to the
basement garage. They selected a car. Ham did the choosing. He picked the machine they cdled "the
tank."

"Get in!" he barked. "Hurry up!"

Outwardly the car resembled any six- or seven-year-old rich man’s limousine. The interior was not much
different. But the body was armor plate, the windows the best process bulletproof glass, the body
gastight. It could knock down a stone wdl, or at least come as near doing so as an amy tank.

Ham opened the radio-controlled doors while he was darting the engine. The garage doors did apart as
noisdedy as big lips

They drove out into the street.

What happened then was not excusable because it was unexpected. Ham was looking for trouble. He
got it. Vidlently!

A truck in front of them was big. It had good brakes and it stopped on a dime, dmost literdly. At least
Ham jammed on the hydraulic brakes full force and barely escaped ramming the truck, which had a huge
box car of a body.

There were other cars, one on each sSde. One a coupé, the other a coach, and looking entirdy harmless.
Too late, Ham redized their looks were deceiving.

He redized this when the truck pulled ahead a few feet, and Ham took his foot off the brake, thinking
traffic had cleared and they were going on.

The back end of the truck body dropped down from the top. It formed akind of ramp.
Ham was astounded.

Ancther car, a big and heavy one, hit im a hard blow from behind. In the fractions of seconds during
which Ham could not get his amazed foot back on the brake, ther car was knocked up the ramp and
into the truck body.



Like a sheep being shoved into a box.

Thethought in Ham's brain was. "This is crazy! I’ ve seen it in the funny papersl They ve done it in
movies! And it happened to us once before!™

But there they were.

LIEUTENANT BLOSSER grabbed the door handle.
"Say in herel” Ham yeled a him.

Blossr was in the back seat. And he did not know that the car was a fortress, as hard to crack as a
good safe. So he paid no atention to Ham's advice. Blosser piled out.

The drop-leaf door of the truck was dosng. Evidently, there was an arrangement of pulleys and lines
Blosser took arun, jump, a hard fdl, and hit the pavemen.

His police revolver was in his hand. One of the cars, the one that had bumped them, was just backing
away. Blosser lifted his wegpon with the idea of shooting the car full of holes. He did get one bullet into
the windshield; then the machine was jumping at him like a great stedl animd.

Blosser dodged the car partidly, enough so that he was only knocked head over heds instead of being
crushed to death. He logt his revolver.

He got the gun again in, it seemed to him, no more than a second. 1t must have been longer. Because the
car was gone, and the truck itself was lumbering around the corner.

Lieutenant Blosser’s revolver held five cartridges, and he transferred the lead from these to the back of
the big truck. There were no results. Except that the sdewaks cleared magicdly.

"Police!" Blosser howled. "Police!”

There was a police cal box not gx feet from him, but he was as excited as a ditizen. He never even saw
the cdl box. He tore down the street after the manner of a wild man, loading his gun as he went. All this
got him was a briefly tantdizing glimpse of the truck disgppearing in the distant traffic.

"Whew!"

gasped Bloss=r.

He tried to commandeer a cab, but the firg two were srangdy empty, and the driver of the third—he
looked as American as the Bronx—was srangdy unable to understand English. The fourth cab was
piloted by a more venturesome character.

But, by then, it was too late. After Lieutenant Blosser had charged the cab around severa blocks with
the horn blowing steadily, he came to his senses enough to redize that the thing to do was to cdl the

police.

It embarrassed him to remember how often he had given ordinary dtizens hdl for ddaying less time then
thisin natifying the police when a crime had been committed.

Reaction had gripped Blosser, by now. He was both nervous and enraged.
He found a telephone and shook urtil he had to brace his elbows againgt the wal while he was natifying



the radio bureau, then Commissioner Strance, then Didtrict Attorney Einsflagen, of developments.

"You had better come down to headquarters after the didtrict men get there,” Commissoner Strance told
him."The D. A. and you and | will have another talk about Doc Savage.”

Chapter VIII. ACTION IN BRONZE

DISTRICT ATTORNEY EINSFLAGEN wanted very badly to be governor. He d gotten the amhbition
when he was a kid who had to ddiver papers after school to pay for his own clothes, and it had never
left him. Practicdly everything he did was amed toward that god. His speaking, for ingance. He had
practiced public spesking endlessy, because he figured you had to be good a that to be governor.
Whenever the chance presented, he was indined to launch into elaborate rhetoric.

He was making a speech, now.
It hadn't started out as a speech. The platform ddivery had just intruded.

In sum and substance, he was taking fifteen minutes to tdl Doc Savage that he was filled with respect for
the bronze man’s menta equipment and that, therefore, things which Doc Savage did were frequently not
what they seemed on the surface.

Take, for indance, said Eindflagen, the matter of the bronze man's interest in contacting a man who had
dept three weeks, a radium miner, and people who had dedt in monkeys recently. There was an
example, Eindlagen suggested. Three things, dl three bizarre, dl three bearing no apparent reation to
each other. That was an example of how Doc Savage's brain worked. All three things—radium miner,
deeper, monkeys—were doubtless very important, but it befuddied an ordinary brain to try to see wha
connection they had with the matter in hand.

All of the speech-making led to a point.

This point was that the D. A. did not beieve the sazing of Ham and the others was genuine, or the
disappearance of Monk and his party, ether.

"In other words," said Eindflagen, "your associates fet the necessty of doing one of two things Either
disappearing, or getting rid of Officer Blosser so they would be unhampered. We do not know which the
moativeis, | will admit."

For once, Doc Savage' s self-control dipped. He stared at them unbdievingly.

"You do not believe my men, and Miss Savage and Miss Bridges, are in danger right now? Perhaps
dead?'

Eindlagen showed his teeth in what was no amile.

"We are not completey gullible” he said.

Doc Savage continued to stare a him.

"What are you going to do about this?' he asked tensdly.

"We are going to order your men arrested on gght,” said Eindflagen. "And we are going to presume that
they are not in danger, have not been kidnapped, and that they are in a postion to know more about this
then they will, or have, admitted.”



Doc Savage made histrilling briefly. 1t had biting, fierce qudlity.
He said, "I have been afarly satisfactory prisoner thusfar, | hope?'

The didrict atorney nodded. "I understand you have"" He turned to Commissioner Strance. "He has,
hean't he?'

Strance shrugged.
"Smart. Naturdly, he's modd. Doesn't mean athing.”
Doc Savage came to his feet grimly.

"From now on," he said, "you can expect something ese.”

THEY stood a guard outside the door of his cdl for that. The guard was a burly cop who didn’t like
people who enjoyed privileges They must have picked him for that reason and told hm Doc was
ex-privileged.

Commissoner Strance did the guard placing. He did it a the urgent request of Didrict Attorney
Eindlagen. Strance himsdf was becoming alittle dubious.

"l don’'t know but what there might be a mistake here" Commissoner Strance told Doc. "But I'm not
sure. As soon as | decide you might be innocent, I'll do something about it."

"That," Doc told him grimly, "might be too late.”

"Now might be too soon."”

Commissoner Strance went away.

The guard looked in through the bars a Doc Savage.

"Let's not have any trouble out of you," he said, not unpleasantly, but firmly.

The cdl was one of a battery, a line of them opening on to a second-floor catwak of stedl. Second-tier
cawak would probably be a more apt description. At any rate, the doors dl locked from a common
bar, controlled by atime clock. The cdls opened a a certain hour for breskfast, another for exercise
hour, and so on. The rest of the time, it was controlled by a time clock, and nothing but a master key in
the hands of the head jailer would open the doors.

It was dmost exactly like a penitentiary, except that there was no enforced labor. No labor of any kind.
And the prisoners wore their own clothes, minus the usud deletions of neckties, belts and shoestrings.

Word went through the jall that Doc Savage was in the place. It had a rather queer effect. Ordinarily,
there could reasonably have been expected a demongtration of some kind. Instead, there was a complete
Slence. An gppalingly complete sllence.

It was asif a hawk had appeared over aflock of rather evil birds.
"Cigarette?' Doc asked his guard.
The guard had a red face and little knowledge of Doc Savage, or he would have known the bronze man



never smoked.

Doc took the cigarette. He retired to the back of his cdl. He did not smoke the cigarette. Instead, he
burned a few yarns twisted from his blanket to make the odor and some smoke, but not enough smoke
thet anyone would notice it was wool burning, not tobacco.

Therest of the time he spent tampering with the cigarette. He crushed one of his shirt pocket buttons and
inserted the powder in the cigarette.

The duff was a chemicd intended to be administered through the mouth, but it had the property of dso
being effective if smoked, like opium.

He let some time pass.
"Cigarette again?' he asked the guard.

The guard grunted and extended the package. Doc had a little trouble getting a cigarette out. He took the
package in his own hands for a moment.

During the ingtant when he had control of the cigarette package, he was fortunate. He managed to get his
doped cigarette into the package, subdtituting for one he took. He returned the pack to the owner.

He smoked the cigarette he took thistime. He sat close to the cdl door, smoked it and blew the smoke
out through the bars, so that it would tantdize the guard.

It was done subtly and casudly, and the guard fdl for it. He reached into his pack, pulled out the handiest
cigarette, which was the doctored one that had just been planted, and lighted it. He smoked luxurioudy.

Doc dlowed the proper time to pass. The guard was now glassy-eyed, rather rigid.
Doc sad: "Guard."
Theman did not answer.

Doc sad, "Guard, go to the end of the stairs. Go down the gtairs. There is a sndl automatic fire-darm
thermodtat at the foot of the stairs. Strike amaich and hold it againg the fire darm. When the bells begin
to ring, pull the lever which unlocks dl the cdl doors."

The bronze man watched the guard walk away. He held his breath. The drug was a result of experiments
with hypnotism and atificid aids toward inducing it. It was quite effective, but only briefly, in reducing the
vidim to a state where he would do anything anybody told him. But he would be in that condition less
then five minutes, after which he would drop off in a sound dumber. So the drug, except for such uses as
this, was quite usdless.

(Following the usud policy of Doc Savage magazine, the actud chemicad formulae used by Doc are not
reveded, for the reason that such information in the wrong hands could do a great ded of harm.
Furthermore, many of the chemica concoctions, improperly used, would possibly have fad results)

The guard struck the match. The substance between the electrodes of the darm points—or a thermodt,
if it was that type—did what it was supposed to do.

Thefire-darm bdl cut loose.

For the sake of safety for the prisoners, the prison, a modern one, had been designed so that the cdls
could be quickly unlocked in case of fire without walting for the master key.



The guard pulled the unlocking lever. There was aratling. Doc immediatdly shoved open the door of his
cdl.

It was atribute to the crimind world's fear of the bronze man that no one tried to leave any of the other
cdls

Doc ran dong the catwalk; his feet took the steps in a machine-gun hammering, and he threw the lever
back in postion to lock the cdls again.

The guard was weaving on hisfeet. "Wake up!" Doc told him. "When the guards come, yd| that you are
gck! ydl it loud.”

The bronze man then went over to the only possible spot of concelment, a point not at dl close to the
fla stedl door thet led to freedom.

There was a concerted rush in answer to the fire darm. Those who came bore fire extinguishers and
guns They shoved the door open, and those with guns camein fird.

The guard did his act well.
"I'm dck!" he bdlowed. "I'm sick, sick!"
And then hefdl on hisface.

Doc ran for the door when that happened. He had taken off his shoes because the strings were missng
and they would have flown off anyway. He went on tiptoes, without much noise, as far as the door,
where he was seen.

Men accustomed to routine require a little time to react to something new. A prison guard's job is very
aull routine. So Doc got fifty feet of flying start.

He reached another door just as more men came through with fire equipment.
"Thefire may be therel" he told them. He pointed to help them out.

Doc was aman who bedieved in avoiding liesif possible. The fire might be in there, of course. Probably
it wasn't.

Anyway, it got him through that door, which was the last locked one. He put on speed. He was being
fortunate. He had not expected it to dlick off as it had, like teeth of two maiched gears fitting together.
Tomorrow there would, he suspected, be a sesson of carpet-standing for those responsible for his
uninterrupted flight.

He knew the layout of the building, now. He broke a window which admitted to an iron fire escape. This,
in turn, deposited him in an dley, and it emptied him out on a street. He kept running. He was
barefooted, tidess, hatless. Men do not go around in that condition on New York streets. Not as fast as
they could run.

Eventudly, he piled into a taxicab which was sanding & the curb, motor running, but minus driver. He
drove the machine away.

It was car theft, but he was nat in the mood to worry about that. For one of the few timesin his life, he
was angry.



Chapter IX. TRAILS

A DEBONAIR, if big, old gentleman with a thorn cane walked out of a subdued apartment house on
upper Madison Avenue. His hair was white it looked like a fdl of snow on his head. His skin was very
light, rather white, in fact. His mustache was the ample type commonly known as a soup strainer, and his
Vandyke was clipped like a French poodle.

Hetwirled his cane, whistled merrily, and asked a policeman where he might find Monseur Piquen's of
Paris, Ffth Avenue Branch. The cop didn't know.

Wha was more important, the officer didn’'t know that the old gentleman was Doc Savage in a disguise.
This was particularly good, because it happened that the policeman was one who knew Doc quite wel

by sight.

The exdusive club patronized by Ham Brooks, the lawyer, was in the neighborhood. Doc had visited the
place often, which was how he had met the cop.

That test passed, Doc took a cab to the unusud ferryboat home of the late Elmer 1. Ivers, banker and
finander.

The home was under police guard. Two uniformed patrolmen. Doc walked up boldly and showed them a
card which bore the mideading statement that he was Joshua Whesdls, a syndicated newspaper columnist.
Mr. Whedls was important and carried weight with the police department.

"You sy you have permission to examine the boat?" said one of the officers. "I will cal headquarters and
check on that. Just a moment.”

He went awvay and came back.
"Good, Mr. Wheds" he said. "It isdl right. Would you like us to go with you?'

Doc had thoughtfully taken the precaution of telephoning Mr. Wheds, whom he knew very wdl. He had
arranged for Mr. Wheds to get himsdf permisson to make the examination of the ferryboat which Doc
intended to make in his place.

"One of you might accompany me, to explain to the servants,” Doc said.

He proceeded to give the place a thorough haf-hour examination, without making much show of doing
0.

"There are severd servants aboard, now," he remarked. "'l understand that, the night of the murder, there
were no servants on the boat."

The policeman, visudizing his name in the widdy read Joshua Wheds syndicated column, explained,
"Yes, true. They say they were summoned hurriedly to the office of ther employer’s lawyer. The
summoning was done by telephone, and it was the voice of ther employer, Mr. Ivers, who talked to
them. That ishow Mr. lvers happened to be adone on the boat when Doc Savage came.”

"The servants must have been awvay sometime”

"Quite a while" admitted the officer. "You see, the voice on the telephone told them to wait a the
lawyer’'s office until he—the voice that said it was Mr. Ivers—arrived. So they waited around for hours™

"You tak asif the voice did not belong to Mr. Ivers”



"We have no proof, but we think it did not.”
"Who do you think it was?"

"I undergtand the didtrict attorney is working on the theory thet it was Doc Savage. It is known that Mr.
Savage is an excdlent imitator of voices.”

"Have you any ideas on the point?"

The officer hesitated. "To tdl the truth, | think they are meking a gridy mistake in trying to saddle this
thing onto Mr. Savage." He frowned. "Thet isn't a popular opinion, right now. But | know criminds have
adways feared Mr. Savage. To me, tha isa good sgn.”

"But someone," said Doc, "decoyed the servants avay so that Mr. Ivers could be murdered?’

"Someone aso telephoned the police a tip that Mr. Savage would arrive and murder Mr. Ivers, which
was how the police happened to be here. To me, that means Mr. Savage was framed.” The officer put
out his jaw. "It Sckens me, the way people are turning on Mr. Savage and trying to hang thisthing on him
just because they can’t find anyone e se who might be guilty of those invisble-box things™

"Have you any ideas on the invisble boxes?"

"Some kind of a trick, must be," said the officer. "Anyway, they shouldn’'t turn on Mr. Savage. He has
done alot of good, | understand. And you take a man aiminds are afraid of—that manisdl right.”

"Humean nature,”" Doc suggested.

"R nature, seemsto me" sad the policeman.

DOC SAVAGE turned up next a Fanning's Funera Home, a subdued and expensive establishment. It
was here that the body of Elmer |. Iverslay.

Doc ganed admisson, and an inspection of the body, by the same device he had used a the Ivers
ferryboat home—pretense of being Joshua Whed s, the columnigt.

He saw a once that the body of Ivers was in expendve afternoon attire for interment.
"Where are the clothes he was wearing when he died,” Doc inquired.
Adonishingly enough, they had them. "They are here" the attendant said, opening a metd cabinet.

Doc arranged the garments on the table. He inspected them, but did not touch them or turn them after he
hed spread them ouit.

They consisted of the pants of a tuxedo, a white shirt of the semi-dress variety with a spotless bosom, a
smoking jacket, black leather pumps, and such accessories as black tie and onyx cuff linksto go with the
outfit. Doc Savage examined the spotless shirt front in particular.

The odd point was that he remembered there had been a brown sain, asif a pipe had drooled, on the
shirt front of the man who had said he was Elmer Ivers and admitted him to the ferryboat.

Doc went back and looked at Ivers body again.



It was not the Ivers who had admitted him to the ferryboat. This was a different man. Not the same man,
not the same clothes.

"Quite sure thisis Elmer I. lvers?' Doc asked.

"Oh, quite sure," said the attendant. "The police say s0."

Doc Savage took the dead man's fingerprints with an outfit which he had foresightedly brought aong.
"Why do that?" asked the astonished attendant.

"Hobby," Doc told him.

ON hisway downtown, he stopped off a a telephone to get in touch with the writer, Joshua Whedls, and
explain, "You have vigted the lvers ferryboat and talked with a policeman named Jones who thinks they
are making a mistake trying to hang this on Doc Savage. Next, you visted the Fanning Funerd Home
and looked at Elmer Ivers body twice, and aso at the daothing he was wearing when he was killed. You
aso took Ivers fingerprints.”

"I've been busy, haven't 1?" said Joshua Whedls.

"And next you will go downtown to the bank of which Mr. Ivers was president, and you will get Mr.
Ivers fingerprints”

"How do I know they’ll have his fingerprints?’

"It is the custom to fingerprint bankers, usudly. In case you do not get them, you are going to be
disappointed and ask alot of questions amed at finding where you can get a set of fingerprints which are
surdy Mr. Ivers "

Joshua Wheds chuckled. "Cdl me up and let me know when | get done doing such strange things” he
sad. "l wouldn't want to be two places a once, but | do have an gppointment with a radio chain for two
hours from now."

"Youwill hear," Doc told him.

The bank had the fingerprints of Elmer I. Ivers, they said. A vice president sent a clerk looking for them.
Then, after time had dragged past, the vice president got up to see what was keeping the clerk.

Later the vice president returned, a bit ruffled.

"Vey sorry about this" he said. "Seems our file girl has gotten the files mixed up and, unfortunatdy, we
cannot find Mr. lvers fingerprints”

Doc Savage's eyes—their flake-gold color was concedled by colored optica caps which fitted directly
on the eye pupils—narrowed.

"You mean," he said, "that the fingerprint card has disappeared?’
The vice president took out a handkerchief and wiped the wet beads off his neck.

"Nonsense" he indgted. "Wewill find it."



Doc Savage made the kind of a remark that Joshua Whedls might have made.
"It will be avery hot day when you do, | imagine”" he said.
He left the bank with a conviction.

Blmer 1. Ivers had been dead when he came to the ferryboat that afternoon. Already murdered. The fake
Ivers had met Doc, planted the scene by summoning the police previoudy, and everything had clicked to
schedule.

There was 4ill the problem of the disappearance of the fake Ivers from the ferryboat.
Doc got the genuine Joshua Whedls on the telephone again.

"You have to pay Ivers feryboat another vigt" he told Wheds "Could you cancd that radio
gopointment?’

"Isit important?"
"Sx people, a least, have died. Thelives of that many more are in danger.”
"Congder the gopointment canceled,” Wheds said.

JONES, the paliceman who did not beieve Doc Savage was quilty, was as cordid as he had been
before. But he accompanied Doc on this ingpection aso, which was not to the bronze man'sliking. There
was no way, however, of getting rid of Jones without arousing a possible suspicion.

"What brought you back, Mr. Wheds?" asked the officer.

"Doc Savage ingds that there was afake Ivers who met im and that the red Ivers was dready dead in
that room. The fake Ivers ran into the room containing the body, shut the door, then screamed and
carried on. Then he escaped, leaving the body of the red Ivers where it had been lying dead.”

"I hadn’t heard that story,” said the astonished Jones.
They went to the murder room.
"Could we get a hammer from the servants?' Doc suggested.

They could. The bronze man went over the wals, tapping, not missng a square foot of space. He got no
suspicious sounds. Then he tried the floor. There was a rug, which he rolled back. But no results.

The cdling was very high; this had origindly been one of the upper decks of the ferryboat. It was
covered with plywood.

"Whét is above?' he asked.

Roof, the servants seemed to think. So the bronze man got a stepladder, climbed atop it, tried different
parts of the caling and found a pane that lifted upward.

Jones, the policeman, gasped in astonishment.

Doc Savage dimbed through the aperture. He showed Jones a rope ladder, evidently an ornament from
some part of the boat. He dropped it down, and Jones climbed it without trouble to join Doc.



Doc sad, "The way the murderer escaped.”
Jones was excited. "Then the killer was not Mr. Savage. I'm glad to learn that, Mr. Whedls."

The place where they crouched was space between room celling and curved roof. It was about three feet
high where they were, less e sewhere.

They began crawling and came out on an upper deck. The spot was exposed to the cold sweep of river
winds, but it was adso in plain view.

"Thekiller could not have escaped thisway," Jones said.

"I was one of the police party watching this boat that night,” Jones explained. "This deck was watched.
Men were posted here. In fact, Lieutenant Blosser personaly was up here, | think."

"That makes it look bad for Savage again,” Doc suggested.
"It sure does," said Officer Jones regretfully.
Doc sad, "Will you inform Commissioner Strance of this development?”

"Sure"

THE bronze man Ift the ferryboat and telephoned Joshua Whed's again.

"You have turned up a surprisng development in the Savage and invisblebox mysery,” Doc told
Wheds. "Your findings lead you to fed that a fake Ivers met Doc Savage when he came to the ferryboat
that afternoon. The red Ivers was, a the time, dead. The fake Ivers led Doc Savage to the scene,
dashed into the room with the body, created an uproar to attract the police, then fled by a more-or-less
secret exit leading to an upper deck. Thus, the police were presented with what had to be a murder
perpetrated by Doc Savage, or alocked-room mydery.”

"I think | had better see that this gets publicity,” Wheds remarked.
"Thank you."

"Don’'t mention it," Wheds said. "I'm happy to step on the toes of Didrict Attorney Eindflagen. The
fdlow is aftrifle ruthless about his ambition.”

Doc said, "You have ceased being a dud persondity.”
"Good. | can just make that radio gppointment after dl.”

DOC SAVAGE went next to the vidnity of the police gation to which Lieutenant Blosser was assigned.
He entered a telegrgph office He spent some time head-scratching over a pencil and paper and
eventudly managed to wangle hisway into conversation with the manager.

The telegrgph office was a samdl one, with one man sarving as manager and operator of the teletype
mechines over which the messages were sent and received. Doc presented a very credible story about



being an ex-operator of "mux," as the teletypes were sometimes caled. He cdled the job by its trade
term of "puncher,” and began bragging alittle.

It was atribute to the bronze man's persondity that he managed to strike up a bosom acquaintance with
the operator-manager in not more than fifteen minutes. He told the fellow how fast he could punch out
messages. It was atdl story, and the operator professed dishdief. Doc Savage got around behind the
counter to demonstrate.

"I will run off afew words firg to limber up,” he explained.
He wrote:

LIEUTENANT LARRY BLOSSER POLICE DEPARTMENT NEW YORK CITY—WILL BE AT
POLICE STATION TO MEET YOU AT FIVE OCLOCK TODAY WHEN YOU GET OFF
WORK—CALL MARY AND TOM FOR ME—AUNT SUSAN—STONEHAM, CONN., 9:45
AM.

Then he wrote:

THE QUICK BROWN FOX JUMPED OVER THE LAZY DOG. NOW IS THE TIME FOR ALL
GOOD MEN TO COME TO THE AID OF THEIR PARTY.

Following that, he said, "Now, hereiswhat | mean."

He proceeded to drike awe into the puncher-manager by showing what speed could be made on the
teletype. It was the amplex variety of machine which printed directly on a tape, insead of being a page
printer.

LATER, he sauntered out of the telegraph office.

He had the tape containing the message he had punched to Lieutenant Blosser in his pocket, as wdl as a
blank and an envelope which he had lifted.

He pasted the tape on the blank in the proper fashion, put it in the envelope, then carried it into the police
Sation.

But, growing suddenly prudent, he left without trying to ddiver the message, found a taxi with a large
driver, and borrowed the man for the job, a an expense of five dollars.

Thetaxi driver svallowed the story thet it was a gag on one of the policemen—which it was, in a way of
gpesking.

Chapter X. TRAIL TURNS

LIEUTENANT BLOSSER took the tdegram when he came in to write out a report. He was only idy
curious. Then he read it, and his gloves fdl from under his arm, where he had been holding them.

His left am began trembling, the left Sde of his face twitched. It was a nervous difficulty which
manifested itsdf in moments of extreme stress.

Blosser Ieft the police station asiif pursued by an animd, ran around the corner to a parking lot and piled



into his car. He drove recklesdy.

On Eighty-firg Street, west of the Park, he piled out, opened the door of a garage, then drove insde. It
was gloomy in the garage, which was a huge place not in use, as far as soring cars for the public.

Ingde the garage stood three trucks, one of them the huge machine in which Ham's car had been loaded
s0 unceremonioudy a bit earlier. There were four passenger automobiles. None of these were new.

There was a young man leening againg a bacony across the back, arifle to his shoulder.
Blosser ydled, "Be careful with that thing, Nick!™

The man on the balcony lowered hisrifle

Blosser dashed forward, bounded upstairs to the bacony. "Where ismy dad?' he barked.

Nick jerked an indicating thumb; he started to say something. Blosser dashed past him, acting so excited
that Nick followed. They passed through a door, close together.

Then Nick remembered something.
"Hey, you didn’t close the outside door!" he complained.
"Go closeit," Blosser snapped.

Nick swore, returned and descended the dtairs, closed the door to the street. He waited there for a
while, watching a mirror which had been attached outsde a window in the door. The mirror, amdl and
hardly noticegble, afforded a view of the Street in one direction; and there was a second mirror for
ingpection of the other end of the Street.

Sidfied that no one was in Sght, Nick went back to the bacony. He entered a room in which a man
was tied to a chair.

The man tied in the chair looked very much like Blosser. The difference between them was one that
could be detected reedily enough when they were side by Sde. But separate them, and it would not be
essy to diginguish.

It was a father-and-son resemblance, helped out alittle by hair bleach.

Blossr had confronted the older man. Blosser looked ashamed of himsdf. But he dill had his
determination.

"Look, dad, I'minaspot," he said.
The older man said nothing. His face was very sad.

"Look, | got a tdegram from Stoneham,” said Blosser. "It was from Aunt Susan. She's coming at five
o' clock when | get off work."

The older man was 4ill glent.

"€l recognize me" Blosser said wildy. "She won't be fooled. The cops were taken in, but Aunt
Susan won't be”

"What do you want me to do?" asked the older man.



Ther voices, like their appearances, were dartlingly dike. The same smdl mannerisms, the same dight
touch of south Brooklyn.

"You have to meet Aunt Susan, steer her awvay from me," said Blosser.
The other shook his head sadly.
"No," he said.

Blosser clenched his figts. "Look here—this is vitd. You have to, see. This has gone too far to have it
upset, now. | have the cops fooled.”

"No!"

"I have the cops fooled,” Blosser repeated. "They think I'm you. They have to go on thinking that. |
exchanged places with you, and made the police bdieve | was you, and got away with it. I'm on the
indde. | have to stay on the indde. | have to do that because | have to pick up information that he needs.”

"Who is he?"

"The guy with the brains.” Blosser sneered. "If you think you get told more than that, you're crazy.”
"No."

"Youwon't do it?"

"You know that without asking."

Blosser breathed inward dowly and deeply. ™Y ou know me, dad. Nothing stands in my way. I'll kill you
if you don't do thisfor me"

The older man shook his head. There was a kind of complete smplicity in the gesture.
"No!" he said.

Blosser took agun out of a pocket. Not his service revolver, but a smdler wegpon, a sngle-shot pistol of
gmdl cdiber and short barrel. A gun which would kill a man as completely as a .45, if amed carefully,
but not make much noise.

Doc Savage came out of the adjacent shadows at that point!

A STOOL, a three-legged wooden stoal, actudly preceded him out of the shadows. He threw it with
care, accuracy. It turned over twiceinthe air, struck Blosser’s gun hand. Blosser logt the gun.

Doc came not quite, but dmogt, as fagt as the thrown stool. He struck the man with the rifle, Nick, with
the edge of his hand at the throat. He grabbed the rifle out of Nick's hands. Nick staggered, sounding
like atoy baloon with the ar leaving it. Doc hit him. Nick became slent.

Blosser was fumbling for his service revolver with his left hand. His right-hand thumb was sprained, and
one finger was back in a shape it should not have been, out of joint.

Doc came toward him. Blosser stopped fumbling for his gun, tried to square off. Doc stamped on one of
his toes. Blosser's guard came down. Doc's knuckles did just enough after they landed on his jaw to



remove some skin. Blosser hit the floor like three or four sticks of loose wood.

The old man sat in the chair, saring at Doc, but not sraining againg the ropes which held him. He did not
sy anything.

Doc Savage picked up the rifle and looked through two other rooms opening off the balcony. He went
down the stairs and looked in what had once been a room for the garage mechanicd department. There
Was no one.

He examined the trucks, the cars. No one was in them. He looked over the interior of the cars and truck
caetully. In one, he found a short rusty-looking harr brigtle. It could have come out of a clothes brush;
but more likdy it was one of the hars off Monk’s pet pig, Habeas Corpus, which had dropped off
Monk’s dothing.

In the van body, he did an unusud thing. He produced a amdl gadget, Smilar to a flashlight, but with an
opague lens. It was a projector of ultraviolet light, and he began going over the truck interior with it.

He found nathing in that truck.

In the other truck, he found his armored limousine. This was apparently the machine in which Ham, Pat,
Jen Bridges and Uncle Joe Morgan had been riding with Lieutenant Blosser when another car bumped
them from behind and knocked them up into a truck ahead. This, of course, was obvioudy the truck.

In the sedan, written on the back window, was a message in green fire. Not literdly fire, of course. The
duff was a trace of chemicd writing left by Ham; he had used a specid button off his shirt for the
enscribing. Normdlly, it was unnoticesble. But, under ultraviolet light, it fluoresced brilliantly. So brightly,
infact, that it could dmost be read in daylight.

Ham's message:

They trapped uswith the old truck gag. | must be dipping! They are going to run ther truck and our car
into the river if we don’t come out. They will lock the truck on the outside before they do that; so we will
have to givein, | guess. For some reason, they do not want to kill us. | think there is somebody important
to thar plans who won't continue heping them if we are killed.

Monk, Renny, Johnny, Long Tom have been caught. Pat, Jen, Uncle Joe with me. So they have us dl.
| dill do not have the dightest idea of how to explain the invisble-box murders, or whet is behind it.
Ted Parks, the young doctor, isimportant. And they are mentioning someone named Rensance.

Ham.

Doc finished the remarkably complete message. Ham must have had plenty of time to write it.

DOC SAVAGE went back to the bacony. The older man tied to the char stared a him. The fdlow 4ill
hed not said anything.

Doc sad, "You are actudly Lieutenant Blosser?'
The other nodded.

"I I turned you loose" Doc said, "wha would you do? Hope that you would be able to snatch up one of



those guns and save the Stuation?'
The older Blosser gaped in utter astonishment.

Doc Savage went over and examined Nick, who showed sgns of returning to his senses. Doc hit Nick
agan, not hard enough to permanently wreck him, but a dip that would extend unconsciousness.

Young Blosser was girring, mumbling. Doc shook him, dapped his face lightly. Blosser findly got his
eyesto focus, and they fixed on his digointed finger.

Doc gripped the finger, pulled, set it back in joint. Sudden sweat appeared on Blosser's forehead, but he
did not make a sound.

Doc faced the older manin the chair.

He said, "A son kidnapping his father and taking his father’s place on the police force—it could not
happen.” He glanced from one Blosser to another. "It is too fantagtic. And you two men are not in
character with such a thing. Your son would not do such athing to his father. There are—I am glad to
say they are rare—sons who would do such athing. But not yours.”

The older Blosser twisted hislips.

"I hope they are not as percelving as you are,” he said.

"“They?"

"Whoever is behind this"

"You do not know that, of course" Doc sad this as a Satement, not a question.
The older Blosser eyed himin surprise. Y ou seem to have come to the truth.”
Doc sad, "Isit apolice trick?'

"You think it iS?'

"es"

Blosser sghed. "That's right.” Then the older man shuddered. "But if those fdlows get wiss—" He
moved his eyes and mouth to imitate a dying man. "What tipped you off?'

"It became obvious that the murderer of Elmer Ivers escaped from the ferryboat past the spot your son
was guarding. Only two conclusions could be drawn from thet: either you were a crook, or your son had
taken your place with your knowledge. There have been cases of a son kidngpping his father, but the
people in such cases were not the cdiber of you and your son.”

"Thank you," the elder Blosser said.

The younger Blosser glanced anxioudy at the unconscious Nick. "If thisguy wakes up and hears this, the
beans will be spilled.”

"Hewill be unconscious some time yet," Doc said. The bronze man swung to the elder Blosser. "Let me
have the gory."

Blosser hesitated.



His son said, "Go ahead, pop. | think the department has been meking a mistake dl dong about Savage.
| don't think he's guilty.”

The older Blosser swdlowed.

"We are both policemen, my son and |," he told Doc Savage proudly. "Larty, here, is an undercover
man. He speaks severd languages, and he understands foreign customs. As a mater of fact, he is a
member of the section of the police department assgned to ferreting out foreign espionage agents—a
section of police activity about which the public knows nothing, incidentaly.”

The elder Blosser glanced anxioudy & Nick.

"Lary fird heard of this thing when the rumor came around to him that a mysterious individud was
assambling a dnigter organization of some sort," Blosser continued. "Dangerous criminds, clever ones,
were being employed and paid large ums™

"A foreign agent at work?' Doc suggested, but not asif he believed this was the motive.

Blosser stared at him. "I can tdll by your tone that you know it wasn't. No, it isnot a spy or sabotage
thing. Of course, we thought at first thet it was. That is how Larry came to get interested init. Larry was
assigned to sabotage-investigation activities, as | told you."

"What isit, then?'

"Frankly, we don't know."

"Do you know how the invisble-box murders are committed?”

"No."

"Or why they were committed?”

"No."

The bronze man's flake-gold eyes narrowed. "Jugt what have you learned?’

"That the individud behind this has gone to great pans to keep his identity secret, and is succeeding,”
Blossr said. "Names have been mentioned. A doctor named Ted Parks is involved somehow."

"Inwha way?'

"Larry here has just heard tak that leads him to beieve Parks is the brains behind it."
"Have the police looked for Parks?'

Blosser nodded. "They can’t find him."

"Why were the murders committed?'

"We don't know."

DOC SAVAGE paused, went over to Nick, and made sure the man was dill sensdless. Coming back,
he said, "Are you tdling me that the police department knows what you are doing and is working with
you?"



"Of course. Do you think Larry could have taken my place otherwise? The police department is not that
gullible™

Doc pounced on this point. "Jugt what was the idea of Larry, your son, taking your place?'

"After Larry heard these rumors about a Snister organization being formed, he wangled around until he
got himsdf into it as a member. They investigated him thoroughly, particularly the point about his father
being on the police force. Larry has never made a secret of that in his undercover work, or of the fact
that he used to be a policeman. Y ou see, that’s what he dways says. that he was a cop and got bounced.
That'shisgory.”

"Larry pretends to be a crooked cop who got fired?!
"Right."
"And 07"

"Out of a clear ky came the order to kidnap me and take my place” sad Blosser. "We talked it over
and decided to do it. We didn’t know what the idea was."

"They gave a reason for your son’s taking your place?’
"Oh, of coursel”
"What was it?"

"So my son could get ingde informetion for them on the progress the police were meking toward solving
the invisble-box murders™

Doc Savage was Slent a moment; then his trilling seemed to come into existence, a sound so low thet it
hardly |eft his throat. He said, "Which does not explain how your son let the murderer escape on the
ferryboat.”

"Lary didn't know there was to be akilling,” said the older Blosser grimly. "He was told to get on the
police detail assgned to the ferryboat, if he could. And he did. He was told that a man would leave the
boat by the upper deck, diding down arope into a rowboat conceded under the dock. This man would
move the rowboat aong by hand to the mouth of a large drain pipe, which emptied into the river at that
point, and hide in the mouth of the pipe urtil the excitement was over. This was what Larry did and let the
men escape. Then he found out there had been a murder, and he went to get the killer. But the fdlow
hadn't waited in the pipe. He had escaped.”

Doc siwung to young Blosser. "Thet right?"

The younger man nodded. "Every word the truth. It sounds wild, but there it is."
"And you do not know the motive for these murders?'

"No."

Doc Savage picked up the rifle which Nick had carried and the two revolvers young Blosser had
brought—the service gun and the amdl sngle-shot pistol. He tucked the rifle under an am and dangled
the revolvers from afinger.

He went to young Blosser.



"Nick will get back to his senses soon,” Doc said. "When he does, tdl him he has not been unconscious
long. Tdl him you drove me off. Tdl him | fled. Tdl him you have to get out of herein a hurry."

The youthful Blosser eyed him. "Meaning you want to get Nick on the run, so he will maybe lead you to
the higher-ups?'

"Right."

"Good!" Blosser got to hisfeet. He extended a hand. "Give me my service gun.”
Doc extended the revolver.

Blosser took the weapon, reversed it, pointed it at Doc Savage's head.

"Get your hands up!" Blosser said.

The bronze man’s mouth tightened, but otherwise his expression did not change. "So you have been lying
to me?'

Young Blosser was shaking in his excitement. "We haven't told you one damned lie" he said. "There is
just one thing we left out.”

"Y ou omitted—"

"That we have absolute proof you are the brains behind this infernd thing!" Blosser snarled.
"Proof?' For once, the bronze man's control was shaken.

Blosser pointed at the man caled Nick.

"Nick has told me you are behind it!" he said.

DOC SAVAGE reached out, then, and snaked young Blosser’s gun. There was dazzling speed in his
gesture—and careful caculation, because his thumb dropped on the hammer, holding it back. The
gesture was not as reckless asit looked. The gun was pointed & his chest a the moment, and he wore a
bulletproof undergarment.

They fought then, briefly, vidlently! Blosser ended up on the floor, expdling a tooth and profanity. Doc
found a rope, atow rope from one of the trucks, and tied him.

Soon after that, the man caled Nick opened his eyes, did some groaning, and got himsdf organized. He
sared a Doc Savage.

Both Blossers seemed to hold ther bresth as they waited for Nick to speak.

Nick said, "Boss, why did you have to hit me?' He looked draight at Doc Savage, and his voice was
gncereashesadit.

Young Blosser expelled his breath, grimly satisfied. The older man dropped his shoulders weerily.

Doc Savage' s face suddenly—like an actor going into a part—began to show expression. He frowned.
His brows bestled. "Who told you | was head of thisthing?' he demanded.

"Why, | got that from—" Nick stopped.



"From whom?"'

Nick squirmed. "Ligten, | haven't told anybody.”

"You told them!" Doc indicated the Blossers.

Nick wheded and cursed young Blosser. "We oughta knowed better than trust an ex-cop!" he snarled.
"Who gave you your information about me, Nick?' Doc Savage persisted.

"I...e—" Nick swalowed. "l can’t tdl you, boss."

"But the man told you | was the leader?"

"Sure! The whole organization knows that. They know you were trying to keep it quiet, but there was a
lesk somewhere. That was why you had your friends—that Monk Mayfair, and the others—grabbed.”

Doc’ s tone was ominous. "Why did | have them seized?"

"Oh, the organization understands that! They don’'t know you are the brains in this thing—your friends
don't, that is. But they began to get suspicious. So you had to get them out of the way. You ordered
them grabbed. They aren’t to be killed. They are just to be hed until thisthing is settled.”

"So that iswhy Monk and the others are not being killed?' Doc said.
"That'sthe talk."

"And what about Uncle Joe Morgan?"'

"Oh, him!" Nick shrugged. "You just had him marked for one of your victims™
"Vidimsin what?'

Nick looked uncomfortable. "Whatever you' re pulling. you know aswel as | do that none of us has been
told what is behind this"

"And what," asked Doc Savage, "dbout Ted Parks?"
"He sinwith you. He' s your partner.”

"Parks is my partner, eh?" Doc Savage began to lose expresson, to resume his norma composed
manner. His voice dso logt its emation. "What do you know of Jen Bridges and her brother, David?' he
inquired.

"Them?' Nick shook his head. "Nobody in the organization can figure out who they are, or where they
hook into this™

Doc Savage draightened. "But you are positive | am your leeder?”
Nick stared a him. "Who you kidding?'
"You think | am deceiving you?'

"If you dam you an't the boss," Nick said, "you are kidding me. | know you are. | know because | have
heard you tak to the organization and issue orders. | recognize your voice. And we found your
fingerprints on a telephone you had used. One of the boys used to be a fingerprint man; and, just for fun,



he took the prints off the telephone and checked them with your prints, taken off a glassin a restaurant
where we watched you eat. They were the same. Y ou're the boss, dl right.”

Doc struck Nick on the jaw and put him motionless on the floor.

Chapter XI. MAN DANGER

NICK escaped ten minutes later. It might have been somewhat less than ten minutes; it was as quickly as
Doc Savage could arrangeit.

The bronze men firg walked over and tested the bindings of the two Blossers. Then, carrying his
captured guns, he gtrolled down the stairs to the cars.

Under the back seat of the least congpicuous ca—which was aso the dowest—he placed a amdl fiber
case. The case, dthough not large, was the most bulky thing that had been in his pockets. A little larger
than a kitchen match box. He had some trouble getting this up under the cushion springs in such a spot
that it would not be noticeable, should anyone St on the cushion.

He started the car motor and Ieft it running, asif to warm up.
He went up to the bacony, picked up Nick, carried hm down and put imin the car.

He had not tied Nick. He made a business of looking around for rope. "Any rope up there?' he cdled to
the Blossers, who naturdly did not answer him. Then he went back to the balcony, asif seeking rope.

Reaching the bacony, he dropped to a knee beside the younger Blosser.

"Nick wasn't hit hard enough to make him unconscious,”" the bronze man said. "He will try to escape. |
am going to follow him. Y ou two try to get it through your head that someone is taking infinite pains to get
me into trouble. Try to understand that. Notice that Nick did not know | was his leader. He had just
heard | was. Nick’ s mignformation was part of—"

The car suddenly meshed gears on the garage floor below. Doc jumped to the raling. To make it good,
heydled. He dso fired a pistol, directing the bullet into the floor.

Nick was a scared man. He sent the car headlong at the garage doors, managing to get enough speed so
that, when he hit the doors, they burst open with splinters and dust and noise. The car, sadly battered,
dived out into the street.

Doc Savage was not pleased. He had not figured the man would be fool enough to drive headiong at the
door, batter up the machine so that it might have to be abandoned immediatdly.

Abandoning the car would, of course, render usdless Doc’s amdl radio transmitter which he had planted
under the seat with the idea of usng a direction finder to keep track of the car.

The bronze man logt no time leaving the garage. He ran until he located a taxi, though Nick and the
battered car were gone, by now. Doc told the driver, "Amgerdam Avenue, and fast." Then, on
Amgerdam, he said, "Turn right, 9x blocks." And at the end of the haf-dozen blocks, " Stop herel”

The building was as shabby as any on Amsterdam. Doc dropped down a basement darway,
manipulated a lock, at the same time holding apdm againg a brick a the sde of the door in what could
have been an innocent gesture, but wasn't. The hand on the brick operated a capacity-type device which
unbolted the door. He went in.



This was the laboratory of Long Tom, the dectrical wizard of Doc's organization. Because Long Tom
liked seclusion when he worked, few outside the group knew of the place. Doc fet sure the police would
not have a guard over it, and he was pogtive there would be a portable radio direction finder in the
place. There was.

Also a great hep was the car which Long Tom kept in an adjacent garage. The car was an dderly
rattletrap containing a tank-type motor, which meant an arplane motor, liquid-cooled.

THE men cdled Nick left his battered car in the north Bronx, near the Westchester line. He smply
parked the car, walked two blocks to a street-car ling, got on acar and rode. Later, he tranferred from
the Street car to abus.

Doc Savage followed him in Long Tom's old automobile. Later he I&ft the car and moved on foot after
Nick, as Nick entered alunchroom.

It was a dining-car-type lunchroom; the dients sat with their backs to the windows, facing the counter
and the back bar, which was dl shining chromium where it was not seaming coffee urns and polished
toasters. Nick ordered coffee.

Soon, a man came and sat on the stool beside Nick. The two seemed to exchange no words. But they
|eft together.

From this, Doc surmised the hideout was near and that the lunchroom was being used as a precautionary
contact point, to make sure the coast was clear.

They went, Nick and the man who had met him, to aresdentid street, where they entered a brick house.
It was dmost dark by now, and a flash of light showed from the house interior as they opened the door
and went in.

Doc Savage moved around to the back. He was carrying Long Tom's radio direction finder, because the
device was a gadget of more than one use. The amplifier part of it, for instance, could take a tiny quantity
of sound, afractiond decibe of it, and step this up to a blast.

The bronze man attached a sengtive contact microphone to the pand of the rear door, hitched it to the
amplifier, then fed the tubes volume.

What he got was disappointing. A refrigerator ran noisly somewhere in the houseg, its vibration interfering
with such noises as were words. One thing he did learn: there was no guard ingde the door. So he tried
the door. Locked.

He used his belt buckle on the glass in the door. The belt buckle looked cheap. He used the end of the
tongue, or, rather, the tiny diamond that was st in the tip of the tongue. The diamond could groove the
hardest dloy stedl, so the glass did not give it any trouble. He waited until a car went past, tapped; the
glass came out, and he reached in and unfastened the lock.

The place where he stood, now, smdled of food, so it was evidently the kitchen. He went on. He heard
feat coming down stairs. Then voices. He got close to the voices and listened.

Onevoice sad, "Helo, Nick. What has happened?’

"I've got up againg something | don’'t understand,” Nick said. "Doc Savage has broken out of jal. He
talked to me, and he acted asif hean't the boss. In fact, when | told him he was, he bopped me on the



jaw. He started to load meinacar, | don’'t know what he planned. | got away."
"How come you made the break?'

"I got the idea he was mad because | let the cat out of the bag about everybody knowing he was boss.
So | tried to cover up by skipping.”

"You think he was actudly mad?'
"If he was't, he was acting darn funny.”

Doc Savage' s metdlic face was grim. They actually thought he was their employer. The Stuation had
not seemed believable, but now he was convinced.

It was, on the whole, clever, and diabolicdly so. It indicated an agile brain as wel as a tenacious and
fiendish one. What better basis for darting a crimind enterprise than to build up an identity as another
man, particularly one notable enough that there could be no doubt about what individud you were
pretending to be?

Nick’s words stabbed into Doc's summary.
"What about the Rensance thing. Joe?"

"That goes through tonight,” Joe said. "This Rensance is being blockheaded abouit it, so that’s too bad for
him."

"Aredl the prisoners here?' Nick inquired.

"No. Orders came through to only keep the ones we got with the Ted Parks trick up a that old
amusement park.”

"That Monk, Long Tom, Johnny and Renny?"
"Right. They're here."

Doc Savage tucked his apparatus under his am and waked into the room where the two men were
taking.

"Takeit easy, fdlows™ Doc said in acadm tone.

They gaped a him.

To Nick, Doc said, "Sorry about the tap on the jaw | gave you. It was a little distressng to find out that
my identity was not the secret it was supposed to be"

Nick exhded rdief explosvey. "So you are the chief!"

Doc made no comment on that. Because he was a man who aways went to great pains to do exactly
whatever he said he would do, and to be whatever he said he was, he did not commiit the trivid deceit of
tdling Nick he was his leader. He was, however, leting Nick draw that conclusion.

The didtinction between decalving a man, and not actudly lying to him, was one which Doc Savage was
careful about. Monk and the others were moved glesfully to declare that Doc Savage had never actudly
told alie



Nick was deceived. The other man, likewise.
Doc asked, "How many of the boys are here, Joe?'

"Why, just Jg, upstairs watching the prisoners,” said Nick’s companion. He was a round blond man with
flashing white teeth and only a certain scraped-bone graynessin his eyes to indicate his vicious character.

"St down," Doc said, "and tdl me how things are going."

Joe licked hislips. He was extremdy interested in Doc Savage.
"You mean about Rensance?' he inquired.

"Right," Doc said camly.

Joe was evidently an amhitious boot-licker. He expanded, began to favn. He fdl over hmsdf to offer a
full explanation.

"It'sdl s, he said. "Rensance has balked. So the word isto knock him off. But you would know what
the word is” Joe grinned a Doc Savage. "It sdl s&t."

"Do you know the exact details?*
“I...er...sure" Joe was somewhat uneasy, for he might have fdt that he shouldn’'t know the details.
"Repeet them," Doc ordered. "Let us seeif anything has been baled up.”

"The gang is to close in on Rensance a nine thirty," Joe said. "They are to meet a the abandoned
gatehouse on the estate. At thirty-five past nine, the man will show up with the—whatever it is”

Doc took no chance. "The whatever-it-is?' he repeated and waited.
"Theinvisble-box busness"

"You do not know what the murder method is?"

"Not me" Joe 9ghed. "That’s one thing | don’'t know."

"How long," asked Doc, "would it take to get to Rensance's place?"
"Not long," Joe said. "Hdf an hour, maybe."

Doc Savage made elaborate show out of looking a his watch. "Care to go there with me, Joe?' he
asked. "l need adriver to the spot.”

Joe sprang to hisfeet. He was eager to get in solid with the big boss.
"Sure, surel” he said. "You should see me drive. | used to tool a car for Legs Diamond in the old days."

They Ieft the building, walked down the street, reached the car in which Doc Savage had arrived. They
climbed in the mechine.

Doc went through the motions of a man who had forgotten something—exdaming, sngpping fingers.

He said, "Wait here. | want to tdl Nick something.” To make Joe less suspicious, he added, "To tdl the
truth, | do not trust Nick too far."



JG, the man watching the prisoners upgtairs, had no eyebrows. There was nothing else peculiar about
him. He was a long, lean man of nondescript feature and average dothing. But he had no eyebrows.

Nick sad, "Thisisthe chief."
Jg sad, "Pleased to meet you, Mr. Savage." He extended a hand.

Doc took the hand and put on pressure. The pain doubled Jg forward for a moment. Doc dapped him
on the back while he was doubled over. It was a robugt, friendly dap.

"Great felows, dl of you,” Doc announced.

He gave Nick a hand-shaking and a dap on the shoulder for good measure, which somewhat astonished
Nick.

Both Nick and Jg looked at their aching knuckles and, dill looking a them, sank down to the floor. The
gnking was not immediate, but it was complete.

Doc removed the hypodermic ring which had been on hisfinger when he did the back-dapping; it would
repest and inject half a dozen doses, if necessary, of unconsciousness-producing drug. He placed the ring
inthe metd case where he ordinaily carried it.

Monk, Renny, Long Tom and Johnny were stting in large overstuffed chairs, hands tied, faces taped.
Doc removed the tape. They began coughing up sponges.

"I'll be superamagamated,” said Johnny, spitting sponge. "Pyroticdly invidious phylum porifera”
Long Tom stared a him. "Says which?'

"I was edting that damned sponge so | could ydl for help,” said Johnny in amdl words. "l had it haf
egten." He looked displeased.

Doc untied Monk and indicated he was to free the others.
"Ligen," Doc said.
They gave him attention.

"It gtands this way," Doc sad. "Mysterious murders. Invisble boxes. No reason. Uncle Joe knows the
victims So does Ted Parks. Parks has vanished myserioudy. We begin invesigating. So they dart
framing the killings on me. Jen Bridges comes to us with a story of a brother who has been kidnapped,
but the story has not been substantiated. | was put in jal. You were grabbed in a body and held here.
Ham, Jen Bridges, Pat and Uncle Joe Morgan have been grabbed, dso, and are being held e sawhere.

The bronze man broke his summary off for amoment. Then he said, "That isdl repetition. But | want you
to get it Sraight.”

Monk said, "About the radium miner, the man who dept three weeks, and the people who've bought
monkeys—where do they come in?'

Doc seemed not to hear that.

He said, "The latest victim intended seems to be named Rensance. | have tricked the thug named Joe into



teking me there. Y ou felows follow. Be ready for action.”

Long Tom said, "We have no weapons.”

Renny blocked out hisbig figts, rumbled, "These are dl the weapons | need.” He was angry.
"Me, t0o," Monk said hopefully.

JOE was a tdker. He did not bother opening the conversation with the westher; he got right to the
subject in which he was most interested. Himsdf. He was a great guy, Joe was—to hear him tdl it.

He was not a bad driver. He admired the car, particularly the power of the great motor which Long Tom
had put ingde the hood.

"You want the police to bother us for gpeeding?’ Doc asked once.

That dowed Joe. Because there was plenty of time, they stopped a a roadhouse and had coffee. The
route was taking them north into the section of large estates.

At twenty-five past nine, Joe pulled the car into the brush beside a lane. He got out. Doc followed him.
They came to a great stone wdl and an iron gate, with a keeper’s lodge of stone close by. The gate
stood gar. They passed through.

It was then nine thirty.

The gate-keeper’s lodge was in darkness. But a door opened, disclosing that there was dimmed light
ingde.

A voice from the door said, "Get in here before somebody sees you.”

They entered the lodge. The man who had cdled to them threw the door shut, then tripped a switch
which made the lights bright. He showed them the business end of a pump-action repeating shotgun,
ten-gauge, at leadt, from the 9ze of its barrd.

"Kindy join my collection," he said.
He was, Doc Savage redized, Ted Parks.

Arranged dong one wall were four men. Ther hands and feet were tied.

Chapter XIIl. THE VAGUE MR. RENSANCE

DOC SAVAGE and Ted Parks looked at each other. There was no doubt in Doc’s mind thet this young
man—large, brawny, shoulders stooped dightly, eyes strained behind thick spectacles—was Ted Parks.
In their priminary investigation of Undle Joe Morgan and Ted Parks, Doc and his aids had dug up an
old picture of Parks.

Parks' lips parted. He logt color.
“I'll be damned!" he said hoarsdly.

He started to lower his gun, then lifted it again.



Doc Savage paid no attention to his indecison. He turned, tapped the astounded Joe on the jaw with a
fig and stretched him out on the floor beside the other prisoners. There was a hank of rope handy. He
tied Joe.

"Any more coming?' he asked Parks.
"|—" Parks swallowed. "I don’t know."

Doc sad, "There seems to be one specid man who does the so-cdled invisble-box murdering. Has he
shown up, yet?'

Parks shook his head. He was bewildered. "l . . . | don't get this. How did you show up here?’
"A long story," Doc told him. "Let me have your gory."

"You are supposed to beinjal,” Parks sad. "l . . . I've been trying to figure how to get in touch with
you, since | saw those advertisements for a radium miner and a man who had dept three weeks."

"Those advertisements meant something to you?' Doc asked.
"I'll say they did!" Parks exclamed.

Interruption, a voice, came from outdde the stone keeper’s lodge. It was Monk. He cdled, "Doc,
everything dl right?"

The bronze man held out a hand. ™Y our gun, Parks." After hestating, Parks handed over his shotgun.
Doc went to the door.

He told Monk, "The murderer is not here. He was to be five minutes late, | think. Scatter. Watch for
hm."

"WEIl grab him," Monk declared grimly.

"Do that without warning him," Doc said. "Give him absolutely no warning. And do not go hear him."
The bronze man passed severd gas grenades out to Monk. "Use these. And whatever you do, don't go
near im."

"That won't be much fun,” Monk said.
Monk liked a physicd fight.
"Get close to that fdlow," Doc said, "and there is probably nothing that will save your life”

Impressed, Monk moved back in the darkness. With Renny, Long Tom and Johnny, they scattered to
keep a watch, dividing up the supply of gas grenades among themsdves.

Doc closed the lodge door and svung to face Ted Parks.

"We have time to hear your end of this”" he said.

Parks nodded. He looked miserable. His eyes fixed on the floor. "My end of it isn't very sweet.”

"Tdl it

"I guess it wouldn't have happened to meif | had been a different kind of a guy,” Parks muttered. "But



I’ve aways been as poor as that church mouse you hear about. I’ ve had to make my own way. I’ve had
one god dl my life—to be a great doctor. Not a surgeon. A specidigt in research. Finding cures for
cancer, degping sickness, treatments for chagres fever, dengue disease, tularemia, and things like that.
I’'ve worked hard—"

Doc sad, "We checked on your past life. It is very commendable.”

Parks gtraightened. "All right, you know my career means everything to me. That is why, when this thing
the police cdl the invisble-box death began driking, | was afraid to go to the police. | was a coward. All
| could see was that the thing would result in the Medica Association expdling me, barring me from the
profession I’ ve spent my life learning.”

The grinding agony in his voice showed how he feared being thrown out of the profession.
Doc asked, "The murders were framed on you?'

"Thefird ones, yes" Parks nodded. "The police do not know it, yet, but they were.”
"How?"

"Those so-cdled invishle boxes were made in my laboratory! | discovered the process.”
Doc Savage said quietly, "Y ou discovered the whole murder method, did you not?"

Parks stared at him. "How did you know?"

"A guess. It would take a highly scientific mind, such as you have developed, to do the job."
Parks groaned. "I didn’t discover it with the idea of usang it to murder anybody."

Here, one of the bound men made a noise, got their attention. The fdlow said with terror in his voice,
"What will they do with usfor our part init?'

Parks answer was a snarl. "Electrocute you, no doubt!™
The scared prisoner licked hislips. "l an't directly guilty. | didn’t know—"
"The hdl you didn’t, you ydlow rat!" sad one of his companions.

The frightened man burst out with what he wanted to tdl them, wailing, "The plans were changed tonight!
The guy with the—the murderer was to go direct to get Rensance. He wasn't to come here, until he
finished the job. We were to watch the gate. That was dl."

Doc Savage took a step forward. "Y ou mean—"

"Rensance may be gettin’ killed right now!" the man wailed. "And remember, I'm tdlin’ this to prove I'm
innocent of any intent—"

Doc yanked the door open.
"Monk, Ham, the rest of you—watch this place!” he cdled. "Watch these prisonerd”

He ran toward the distant mansion.



THE house was not actudly visble, except as a lump of shadow, a presence in the night rather than a
redity. No windows were lighted.

The path had a covering of blacktop compostion. Doc's feet made some noise on it, as little as he could
manage. Nearing the house, he paused briefly, stripped off his shoes, carried them.

He pounded hard on the first door he reached. Then he went on. Shrubbery around the house was high,
tangled. He waded in it, found there were no doors until he reached the back. Here there was a wide
veranda, a door opening from that.

He waited. He heard the door &t the front of the house open. No one came to the rear door. No one left
by any of the windows. He knocked on the rear door.

The man who opened the door was no servant. Y e, a house this sze would have three or four servants,
a least.

"Yes?' said the man.

He was an old gentleman, with white hair, clear eyes, ruddy skin. Blue-gray smoke curled from a
cigarette in along holder.

"Mr. Rensance?' Doc asked.
" —yes"
"Where are the servants?"

Rensance lifted the long holder to his lips, drew in cigarette smoke. "l beg your pardon?' Blue smoke
dribbled off hislips.

Doc Savage studied the man. He noticed the felow’ s left hand was atight fidt.
"Has he come yet?' Doc asked.

"Who?'

"The man who was going to kill you."

Rensance did not show by word or expression that the statement meant anything to him. His eyes did not
widen; his mouth did not move in the dightest. He lifted the cigarette holder to his lips dowly and drew in
long and deep. And the holder snapped in two pieces in his fingars the cigarette flew upward, a
skyrocket of sparksin the night.

Doc put a hand againg Rensance's chest, pushed him back into the house and came in after him. He
shoved Rensance down in a char. He yanked down an elaborate cord attached to a servant bdl and tied
the man with it. The cord was deep-blue velvet and made a very tight knot.

There was no one in the house when Doc searched it. The only light was burning in a photographic
darkroom on the second floor. Evidently, Rensance was an amateur photographer. The darkroom had
finer equipment and more of it than many a commercia shop.

Some of the paper on the darkroom floor was crumpled black lightproof sheets from packages of
printing paper, some was ruined prints, and some of it was paper bindings off packages of currency.

$1,000.00



$5,000.00
$10,000.00

That was the way the printed figures on the bindings ran. None was smdler than a thousand, none more
than ten thousand dollars. Doc gathered them up. There was a good handful. He might have missed
some.

He took them down and showed them to Rensance.

"I presume you paid off after dl,” he said. "How long has he been gone?!

Rensance closed his hands dowly and with force, asif he was molding hard snowbadlls.
"Hdf an hour," he said.

"Isthere a telephone to the gate lodge?"

"Yes"

Doc Savage located the telephone. At the other end, Monk findly answered.

"Look sharply, Monk," Doc said. "There was a hitch. Our man came here early. There was no murder.
Rensance paid off. But the killer may show up there at the lodge."

"So money is behind this, the root of evil," Monk said amiably. "O. K. Well ped our eyes for the guy.”

DOC SAVAGE swung back to Rensance.

"How did the man happen to come early?' he asked.
"I got in touch with them.”

"How?'

"Carrier pigeon.”

"Carrier pigeons," Doc Savage sad, "roost at night.”
"It was before dark. About four o' clock, in fact.”
"Have you any more pigeons?"

"One. They just sent me the two." Rensance shuddered. "I know who you are, so | imagine you have
escaped from jal and are trying to clear yoursdf. | did not imagine you were guilty. Yes, they sent me
only the two pigeons. | was to use oneif | decided to pay. | have one pigeon left.”

"How much did you pay?'
"Two hundred thousand dollars" Rensance said.

Involuntarily, Doc made the trilling sound which was his peculiar expression of intense excitement. The
UM was enormous. Fantastic!



"Han extortion?' he asked.
"Nothing dse."
"If you had not paid—"

Rensance was getting more ruddy. His skin seemed to have the peculiarity of getting red instead of white
when he was intensdy disturbed.

He said, "Degth, they told me. | was approached afew days ago, after the firg three of those mysterious
murders the police and newspapers refer to as the invisble-box murders. | was told those men had been
killed because they would not pay sums demanded of them. | was informed my contribution was two
hundred thousand dollars”

Doc Savage said, "Y ou should have gone to the police and the newspapers immediatey with that.”
Rensance breathed in and out deeply, the ar whigling dightly in his nogtrils.

"Newspapers," he said, "are what they kindly sent me, with the suggestion that | read them. | did so. |
saw planly that the police were hopelesdy at sea to explan the deaths.”

"S0 you decided to pay."
"No, | went to the palice. | told them the whole tory."

Doc Savage was taken by surprise. He had not known that. The police, who usudly worked with
him—they were hardly doing that on this case, however, which was understandable—had in the past
kept him informed on such points. He had presumed that the police were in the dark as to the motives

The authorities were not, it seemed, in the dark. They smply had not turned the information over to the
newspapers.

"Your fird reaction was not to pay, then," he said.

"Right."

"What changed your mind?'

"Y ou remember the desth of Elmer I. Ivers?'

Doc looked at Rensance to seeif the remark was some kind of gridy gag. Apparently it wasn't.
"Sightly,” Doc admitted.

The death of Elmer Ivers was only the incident which had led to his being arrested by the police and
charged with murder, so he had some cause to recollect it.

"The police knew Ivers was in danger, and they were guarding his boat,” Rensance said grimly. "But he
died anyway. When that happened, my courage broke.”

"The police should be guarding you," Doc said. "Why aren't they?"

Rensance shrugged. "They are watching my city apartment. They think | am there. The place has a back
door, which | used. | came here to make my payment. | was ordered to do that."

"Do you know who is behind this?'



"A man named Ted Parks," Rensance said.

LIKE a bullet fdlowing an explosion, there was an echo to Rensance's statement. A ydl. Not Ted
Parks, voice. Not the voices of any of Doc's ads.

It said, "Pat and Jen are here! Help me quick!"
It came from the vicinity of the gate lodge.

Doc Savage was watching Rensance as the cry came. There was expression on the man's face suddenly,
the kind of an expression that would follow the jab of a needle.

Doc swung to Rensance, fastened a hand on the man’s arm. ™Y ou know that voice. Who isit?"
Rensance whitened repidly, but said nothing.

"Whoisit?' Doc demanded.

"Theman | paid the money to—I think," Rensance said.

There had been delay, a moment or two. It angered the bronze man. He saized Rensance, propelled the
men to the nearest window.

Doc put crashing volumein his voice. "Monk, the rest of you! Be careful! That was atrick!"”

He got an answer, a quick whigle from someone. A dash-dot-dash in code. The letter "K." Short for
okay. They had heard his shout.

Gripping Rensance's arm, he hauled the man out of the house amog bodily. He left by a window
because he was not sure now but that the doors might be watched. He began running.

Rensance sumbled frequently; he had trouble with his going. The man was out of shape, his am soft
enough under Doc' s fingers to be filled with water.

But they met no one until they neared the gate lodge, where Doc stopped.

The bronze man cdled, in Mayan so no one but his aids would understand, "You fdlows identify
yoursaves. Do not use English.”

Monk’ s squeaky voice came from the left. "Long Tom is with me” the homdy chemist said. Johnny was
to the right, Renny to the left. Ted Parks was with Renny.

"Have you found anyone?' Doc cdled in Mayan.

They had not.

"Monk, come here," Doc said. "Do not move. Do not make a sound.”

Monk approached. The bronze man turned Rensance over to the chemigt, saying, "Weatch him."

Moving away, the bronze man found a spot to lisen. There was no sound but the night insects, distant
traffic, atrain very far away. Then, off to the right, he heard what the ears of the others had not caught: A

man going away.



Doc cdled in Mayan, "Get away from the lodge. Get at least a hundred yards away. Come here firg,
though."

They joined him—Renny, Monk, Long Tom and Johnny. He gave them a flask. Ted Parks dso joined
them.

"Rub thisliquid over your faces and hands," he said. "Sprinkle it on your daothing.”

Renny unscrewed the flask cap. He amelled the contents. He gagged. "Holy cow!" he gasped. "Worse
then a skunk.”

"Rub it on yoursdves" Doc sad. "Rub it on Rensance, too."

He poured some of the Suff in his own palm, smeared it over his exposed skin, Ieting drops soill on his
cothing, as he ran in the direction of the footsteps he had heard.

The duff sgung his skin. It smdled. The odor was nothing like the one Renny had attributed to
it—skunk—but it was as diginctive in its way. He was careful to keep it out of his eyes. Once he heard
Monk bleat out in involuntary agony behind him and decided the homely chemist had not been as careful
about his eyes. Doc had forgotten to warn them.

He heard, shortly, a motorcycle engine start up, then roar away. He got one glimpse of the machine, its
heedlight, a spike of white which it pursued. It was far away. He fired once, usng one of the guns he had
captured. It was too dark to see gun Sghts. He missed it. It was one of the few timesin his career that he
had used a gun on a person and—he thought of this grimly—the first time he had ever missed with a shot
when it was vitaly important that he should not miss

He went back to the others, and Monk said, "I’'m blind! I'm as blind as a bat."
"Hemeansin one eye," Renny amended.

"It will not lagt," Doc said.

"It won't, huh?' Monk was relieved. "It's sure hell whileit does lagt."

Long Tom said, "Doc, that fellow yeled out that he had Jen and Pat. Why did he do that?'
"Possbly to decoy you away from the lodge," the bronze man said grimly.

Monk began, "Say, what was that duff we rubbed—" He stopped. "To get us away from the lodge?
Say—" He whirled and headed for the gate lodge.

"Eagy!" Doc warned.

They went to the lodge. The bronze man used a flaghlight, first on the lodge exterior. All windows, both
doors, were closed.

ASTOUNDED, they watched Doc's actions. Watched him go to firs one window, then another, and
explore ingde the rooms with the flaghlight beam. They saw his face go grim, and they came to his Sde
when he gestured.

They looked through the window at the men mationless on the floor. The prisoners they had |eft there. All
four of them, il tied.



And now quite dead!

They stared at the semi-transparent box, which might have been made of cellophane, which stood on the
floor indde the window. Stared until their eyebdls seemed to grow cold.

Doc made adight, but grim, noise and went to the door.

Ted Parks gripped hisarm.

"Wait," Parks said hoarsdly. "I'll goin."

"Thisis not necessary,” Doc told him. "Thisliquid smeared on our faces, and dothing will protect us”

Parks was trembling. "We can't be sure. I'll go in. | am responsible for the existence of this horrible thing.
If it kills me—"

He opened the door, entered, then closed the door behind him.
"I'll be superamagamated,” Renny said thoughtfully. "I believe that took nerve.”

Parks struck a match. He found a newspaper, s fire to it. They watched him, growing more puzzled.
Parks waked around the room severd times, holding the newspaper like a torch. The paper burned. He
fired another.

With this blazing torch, he got down on the floor, crawled around. He poked his torch under the tables,
the chairs. He got up and poked it up againg the windows. All the time, his eyes seemed to be draining,
seeking something that he was not finding.

Once he dodged back wildly, and they saw that his face was like greased ivory under the smeared liquid.
But he got control of himsdf. He went on gticking his torch into various places.

"Hdy cow!" Renny said.

Later, Parks opened the door.
"BEvaything isdl right,”" he said.
Then he quidtly fainted.

Chapter Xlll. THE PIGEON
LONG TOM ROBERTS, the dectricd expert, finished examining the dead men.

"It's another case of the invisble-box deeth,” he said. "But farther than that, you can’'t prove a thing by
rrell

The tengon, the horror, made him speak barely above a whisper.

Monk Mayfar took off his coat and put it on the floor. He placed the semi-transparent box on the coat,
after thumping and examining the box and saying, "If this in't cdlophane, I'll eat it." He then tied the
vaious extremities of the coat together to make a package. Then he searched through the lodge and
came back with an old gunny sack. He put coat and box in the sack and tied the sack mouth.

"Thisis one box that won't get away from anybody,” he declared.



Ted Parks stared a Doc Savage. "We cannot report these deaths. The police will inggt you are
responsble”

The bronze man nodded. "Do you know where the murderers headquartersis?' he asked.
"I know one place," Parks said. He gave an address.
"No good,” Doc told him.

"That is where Monk, Renny, Long Tom and Johnny were being held,” Doc explained. "It was a hide-out
for a part of the gang. We want ther red headquarters, assuming that there is where Ham, Pat, Jen and
Unde Joe Morgan will be hdd.”

Parks said miserably, "I cannot give you any idea where the rest of your associates are.”
Rensance said in aterrorized voice, " Perhaps they are dead.”
"Shut up!” Monk snarled at him. "'l don’t like that kind of talk."

Renny blocked out his big fists and loomed over Rensance. "You might know more than you've told us,
fdlow. I've got a notion to work you over to see what comes out." Emation made the huge engineer’s
deep voice have the sound of atruck on a bridge of loose boards.

Rensance trembled helplesdy. "I've told you dl 1 know."

"Yeeh?' Renny grabbed him. "You sure?"

Doc sad, "He seems to be tdling the truth."

"We have to find Pat and Ham and the Bridges girl," Renny rumbled. "That old Morgan fdlow, too."
Renny’ s voice was not stable. He was, if they stood there much longer, going to fly to pieces.
"Come up to Rensance’ s house" Doc said quietly.

Waking back to the manson eased the tenson somewhat. Ted Parks had difficult going. He had
recovered quickly from hisfant. But he was weak, and severa times both knees buckled smultaneoudy,
dthough he did not fdl.

Parks was evidently thinking, too. When they were in the big house, he faced them.
"ThisBridges girl," Parks said. "What does she look like?'

Monk described her. Monk’s memory for feminine pulchritude was dependable. The description of
pretty Jen Bridges was dmogt photographic.

Ted Parks heard the description to its end.
"Thatismy sder,” he said.
And he quietly fainted again.

Doc Savage examined Parks, and his nod to the others indicated thet this faint was no more serious than
the other one.



"Rensance," Doc sad, "where is that pigeon”?”
"I'll get it," said Rensance nervoudy.
"Yegh, and I'll go with you," Renny told him, making no secret of his distrugt.

The two of them went away, brought back the pigeon. It was an ordinary carrier pigeon in a
not-too-clean cage of wire. A parrot cage. As they carried the cage, the pigeon flapped its wings a little
to baance itsdf. When the cage stood quiet on the table, the bird eyed them placidly, then closed its eyes
and seemed to deep.

"Tame cuss," Long Tom commented.

Doc indicated the bird. "Long Tom, Renny, Monk and Johnny—all of you stay here the rest of the night
and guard that bird."

"Guard it?' Long Tom said, surprised.

"Do not let it get away," Doc told him. "If it does, it will mean losing the only chance | can see of locating
Pat and Ham and the others.”

They were impressed.

"Rensance will stay with you,” Doc added.

"And I'll guard him," Renny declared.

Doc turned to Rensance. "Have you a car?'

"My limousing” the wedthy extortion victim replied. "Y ou may useit."

Doc picked up the unconscious form of Ted Parks. "Show methe car,” he directed.

They waked through the house to a connecting garage. Monk trailed. He was in the throes of puzzied
surprise. "So Jen Bridgesisredly Parks sder,” he said. "Now, | wonder why she told us her name was
Bridges. | guess Parks is the brother she was so worried about. But why'd she tdl us he had been
seized? Wonder if he was seized?!

Doc made no comment.

THE night was darker when Doc drove out of the estate with Ted Parks limp on the seat of the limousne
beside him. Lightning that was not hest lightning promised rain in the south. He drove rapidly.

He had noticed a fountain pen in Parks pocket. He used the ink from this to cover his face as best he
could, darkening it. There had been a chauffeur's topcoat and uniform cap hanging on a nal in the
garage. Both articles were very old, but he had brought them. He put them on. The cap was too amndl; he
hed to rip it up the back to giveit a resemblance of afit.

By that time, Parks had regained consciousness.
"Fed better?' Doc asked.
"Jen," Parks said hoarsdly. "So she got mixed up in this. | was afraid she would."



The bronze man drove a a sedate speed, joining traffic on a boulevard.
He said, "She came to us, gave the fdse name and said you had been seized.”

"Trying to hdp me" Ted Parks muttered. "I might have known she would do something like that after she
found out | had taken the fake name of Bridges."

"You went under an assumed name?'

"After the murders began, yes. Jen found it out. Her name is not Jen, incidentally. Thet is, her firg name
ig't Jen. She is Susan Eugenica Parks. | guess the Eugenica gave her the nickname of Jen." Parks
considered for a moment. "l telephoned her to bring me some dothing, and she telephoned back to the
number and found out | was using the name of Bridges. She demanded to know why. | wouldn't tdl her,
naturdly. She got the idea | wasin trouble. Which | was."

"And she ended up by coming to me for help,” Doc said.

Parks nodded. "She evidently did that when she found | had disappeared from the place | was gaying
under the name of Bridges. That must have made her distraught.”

Doc asked, "Where were you saying as Bridges?"

Parks told him, naming street and number. A wak-up on Hfty-fifth Street, on the wrong sde of
Broadway. The place where one of the invisble-box victims had been found.

Parks mus have read Doc Savage' s thoughts.

"I know a dead man was found there" Parks said. "That was therr fird direct effort to frame you. Before
that, it had been indirect.”

"What did you do after you left there?!

Parks became eager to explain. "A man was watching the place, so | tralled him. | was trying to find out
who was behind the snigter thing. | trailed this fdlow here and there. As a matter of fact, that was dl |
did. I didn’'t learn anything. | findly became desperate, decided to grab a bunch of them and scare them
into tdling me what they knew."

"You think those men back in the gatekeeper’s lodge knew the identity of the man behind what is
happening?’

"I'm sure of it."

"Mogt of them seemed to think itisme" Doc said.
"They were deceived.”

"These men did not think it was me?"

"No, they knew who it actudly is" Parks inssted. "Else, why do you think they were killed?'

ANDREW BLODGETT MONK MAYFAIR was a peculiar felow. As ugly as a nightmare in a
thunderstorm, he actudly loved beauty, but was ashamed to indulge publidy. He had a
penthouse-laboratory in the Wall Street district—where no one lived, except a few eccentric captains of



finance—where he had turned himsdf loose. Ham Brooks called the place a"plush-lined monkey’s nest,”
which was not an inept descriptive.

Doc Savage went to this [aboratory. At the hour of night, the building was deserted. To get to Monk’s
perch in the clouds above the money mart, you opened what looked like a rusty freight door and found a
finegilt devator, dl private. So it was not hard to arrive unnoticed.

Doc removed his coat, drew on a set of rubber gloves, an dl-envedoping jacket, and prepared to don a
germproof mask. "You will hdp," he told Parks.

"What are you going to do?'

"Prepare cultures of some germ which will affect a man quickly, but which can be cured by use of the
proper serum,” Doc explained. "The disease dso needs to be contagious.”

"I dill don't get it?" Parks was frowning.

Doc arranged microscope dides before a case in which Monk kept germ cultures. "We want to give
someone a quick, violent, perhaps fad, disease," he said.

"How will it be carried?'

"On that pigeon,” Doc told him. "Or in a container attached to the pigeon, which will be so arranged that
it will scatter the germs over the victim when the container is opened. A andl container, necessarily.”

Parks began to get the idea. "How about atoxic poison? | think | remember a place where we could get
some bushmaster venom. There' s few things more fatd.”

"Where did you learn about bushmaster venom being availablein New Y ork?!

"Fdlow in South America told me about shipping it to afirm up here”

"You were in South Americalong?'

"Four years"

Doc sad, "We do not want venom. We want germd Let us see what Monk has available”
Parks joined the bronze man. He was startled by the completeness of Monk’ s |aboratory.

"Why, thisisamezing!" he exploded. "I never had anything in his section as complete as he has right here
devoted to research in bacteriology and toxicology.”

Doc made no comment. His own laboratory was many times more complete than this. He watched Parks
work and knew that he had been guessng correctly about the young man. Parks had great ill.

THE sun came up with a shower of gold on the hills of Westchester and was cast back in jeweled
reflections from the windows of the Rensance home.

Doc sat in the library and wrote with a pen:

When you opened this message, you released enough germs—tularemia, dengue fever, desping
sickness—to kill you and everyone you come in contact with. So consider yoursdf paid off for trying to



frame me.
Ted Parks.

"Parks, you think that looks enough like your printing? Or do you want to copy it off yoursdf?' Doc
asked.

"I print about like that," Parks said.

Doc placed the message in the trick container they had rigged. It would release a shower of germs, and
the germs were genuine. He attached the container to the pigeon.

He freed the pigeon. It flapped away in the morning sun, dimbing, setting out to the east.

"Haly cow!" Renny rumbled. "The pigeon will give these guys something they’ll have to get a serum to
combat. That the ides?"

Doc nodded. "And the serums for those diseases cannot be had everywhere. We will waich the places
where they are digributed, or have them watched, and will check everyone who needs serums for
tresting those diseases.”

Long Tom came in. "Three telephone lines are dl that come into the house" he said. "I have them rigged
Up on separate ingruments.”

"That isgood," Doc said. "You and Johnny and Renny get on the telephones. Start cdling chemists and
pharmaceutical concerns dedling in remedies for tularemia, dengue fever, and degping Sckness.”

Long Tom nodded. "Y ou want particularly to be notified of anybody who wants treatment for dl three."

"They might get one serum at one place and go to ancther for the other,” Doc said. "So do not depend
too much on ther asking for dl three serums a the same spot.”

The dectrical expert nodded. He and Renny and Johnny became busy on the telephones.

After that, there was no sound but the quietly efficdent murmur of their voices and the dicking of receiver
hooks as they recalled operators to the lines.

Monk had no telephone. He paced nervoudy, uneasy because he had nothing to do; he fet he was not
accomplishing anything.

"Doc, where smy pig, Habeas Corpus?’ he demanded.
"At headquarters. Do not dare go get the animd. Police will be watching the place.”
"Yeeh, | guessthey will at that. What about Chemistry—poor Ham's pet?”

"Chemidry," Doc said, "seems to have been with Ham when he was grabbed. No one has seen anything
of the chimp since”

Chapter XIV. THE SKEPTIC

THE hands on a bank clock stood at the hour of four in the afternoon when Doc Savage walked into a
telephone booth in a drugstore and caled New Y ork police headquarters. He got Lieutenant Blosser.



"Yes" sad Blosser.

It was the fether.

Doc sad, "Savage speaking. Do you 4ill fed | am quilty of these invisible-box murders?’
The elder Blosser hesitated. "I'm afraid 0," he said.

"Would you care to be shown differently?'

"I surewould,” Blosser said indantly.

Doc told him. "Bring your son. Come to Westchester county.” He gave an address. "Enter the place. |
will contact you there. But you must come done.”

"Why done?"

"We are about to try to clear dl thisup,” Doc Savage informed him. "It may be dangerous, and certainly
itisno job for a bulky force of men. Four of my associates are free and will help me. Also Ted Parks. So
come done. Two more menwill not make our group too bulky.”

"My son and | will be there done.”

"You promise that you will bring no outsiders?!

"No outsders." Blosser then repeated the address for certainty.
"That isright," Doc told him.

That ended the telephone conversation.

Doc had a bite to eat, then approached the address he had given Blosser as a meeting place. The spot
was another store. This one sold cigars. A amdl candy shop was located diagondly across the stredt;
and, from this, aview could be had of the cigar store’s interior. Doc took a booth, ordered a soda and
waited.

He saw both Blossers arrive and enter the cigar store. Doc went to a telephone, called the cigar store.
"Will you page Lieutenant Blosser?' he said.

To the elder Blosser, who came to the telephone, he said, "I wonder if you would drop down the street
five blocks turn to the right one block and wait on the corner?’

"What'sthe idea?' Blosser demanded.
"I will meet you there," Doc said. He hung up.

Then he watched the Blossers leave the cigar store. He stepped out on the sidewak and watched them
enter thair car. He saw no vighle evidence that they had given a 9gnd, or that other police were with
them.

So he met them on the corner he had indicated.
Both Blossers seemed alittle suspicious.

Doc told them about the pigeon, about the germs, about the serums and antidotes for the germs which



mug be obtained in a hurry and could only be obtained a afew spots.
"Why, that's adick onel" Blosser exclamed. "Did it get results?”
"Come on," Doc Savage said, "and we will see.”

HAZE of twilight was gathering like fog among the trees as they drove ther cars into roadside brush and
unloaded. The spot was a remote one as far as human habitation was concerned. It was not far, though,
inmiles from the city.

Long Tom and Johnny were with the Blossers and Doc Savage. They had driven in a second car. The
Blossers and Doc had ridden donein the police machine, which was abig sedan of the type used by the
detective bureau. It had no identification on the outsde to show it was an officd car, other then license
plates, but it was equipped with radio and weapons.

"Need guns?' young Blosser asked.
"Probably,” Long Tom told him.

They moved a few yards into intense undergrowth. Monk Mayfar appeared dongsde them with the
dartling abruptness of ajungle denizen.

"Hdlo, there" Blosser said.

Monk frowned a him. He had not liked Lieutenant Blosser in the beginning, and he did not like him now.
"It was Doc’ s idea to ring you in, you pest,” Monk told him.

Lieutenant Blosser looked startled. He was not accustomed to such blunt talk.
Doc asked, "What is the Stuation, Monk?"

"Seemsadl right,” Monk told him. "As you know, two guys showed up and bought some of the necessary
serum, and we trailed them.”

Lieutenant Blosser said, "Jugt because a man bought serum, | don’'t see how you could be sure—"

"They bought trestment for tularemia, dengue fever and deeping sickness—all three. It's not likdy
anybody but these rats would need dl three at the same time. Those three diseases don’t commonly run
together."

Blosser was impressed. "'l see”

Monk turned back to Doc. "The chemica house managed to hold these guys by tdling them they had to
get the serum and it would take hdf an hour, then the firm got in touch with us. We trailed the men
to"—he gestured into the woods—"that house in there. They're dl there. It's ther headquarters.”

Doc addressed Blosser. "We are going to close in on the place. Are you with us?'
"Absolutdy!" Blosser declared.

The bronze man produced a case closed with a zipper, opened it and handed out bottles containing
liquid.



"Smear this Suff on your faces,” he said. "Never mind the smdl.”

"It goes good in the eyes, t00," Monk said dryly.

Lieutenant Blosser stared at the bottle, puzzled. "What does this do?"

"Kegps the invisble-box death away from you,” Monk informed him.

Blosser gaped. "I don't believe that!"

Monk snorted.

"How does it keep it away?' Blosser demanded.

Monk ignored him.

Blosser took a step forward, grabbed Monk’s arm, and rasped, "L ook here! If you fdlows know—"

Monk brought his am dowly down and around and twisted out of Blosser’s fingers. "You put your
hands on me again," Monk told him, "and I'll pull them off and suff them in your ears.

Blosser retreated hadtily. In Blosser's private opinion, Monk Mayfar was about as safe as a can of
nitro-glycerin. Which was what Monk wanted him to think.

Meekly, Blosser smeared the Suff over hisface and hands. He sprinkled it on his dothing. His father did
likewise
Doc Savage led the way, and they worked through the trees and brush.

Blosser touched Doc's arm, asked, "You think your friends—Ham, the two girls and Morgan—are
dive?'

"Probably.”
"Wha makes you think that?"

"The man behind this has gone to elaborate pains to build up the impresson that | am masterminding the
thing," Doc explained patiently. "He has given the impression that my aids are not to be killed for that
reason. That was part of the build-up. He cannot murder them now, without destroying the impression he
has so paindakingly created.”

"That'slogicd,” Blosser admitted.

THE house was large and ancient, partly of stone, the rest of wood. It was not a mangon; it might have
seen the days when it was one, but that had been at least fifty years ago. The north wing needed a new
roof.

Long Tom and Johnny and Monk were joined by big-fisted Renny, who had been waiching the place at
close range with young Ted Parks.

The Blossers eyed Parks intently. The younger Blosser gripped Parks arm.

"You are under arrest,” Blosser said, "for suspicion of complicity with Doc Savage in these murders.
Thereisagreat ded of evidence pointing a you as one of the killers, aswel as a Doc Savage.”



Doc was displeased. "I thought you two officers came here to learn the truth.”
"And make arrests,” Blosser told him coldly. "I have just made one of them.”

Without a word, Monk belted young Blosser on the jaw with hisfist. Blosser was out for a moment, then
sat up groggily, gasping. "What . . . what—"

"That," Monk told him, "was the cancdlation of your arrest. You came dong to observe, not start
asserting authority.”

Blosser subsided, concerned with the ache in his jaw, with the grim ar of Doc and the others. The
darkness was getting more intense. And Doc and the rest seemed to be doing nothing but waiting.

Fndly, "Use that chemicd on your skinsagain,” Doc said. "Then spread out. We will approach the house
from four directions. No one make any noise. Start getting ingde, and try to find the prisoners. That is the
firg job."

The Blossers watched the others fade away into the darkness.

"You gtay with me" Doc told them.

"What about this Parks?' demanded the younger Blosser. "You trust him?'

"Completely,” Doc said. "He risked hislife last night to make sure we were safe.”

"Where does he hook into this?"

"Parks devel oped this thing you have been cdling the invisble death,” Doc told him.

Young Blosser literdly lifted off the ground. "What? Great grief. And you let him run around loose?!
"Quid!" Doc sad. "Hereisthe house"

The Blossers became rductantly slent.

Doc added, "My men are completely armed and protected. We will go ahead. Y ou follow."

Doc went forward quietly, drawing a species of hood over his face, a thing that was something like the
chain mesh hoods worn by medieva knights. This one was lighter, and the face-piece was of transparent
plagtic which would arrest any dug carrying less than a thousand foot-pounds of energy. That included
maodt revolver bullets.

He reached a side door, waited. They had outlined a plan of action earlier.

Rensance was to knock on the front door. Rensance had been concealed in the darkness nearby, had
not come out while the Blossers were being introduced to the Stuation. Rensance was embarrassed
about having paid extortion; he was anxious to redeem himsdf. His courage had returned.

Knuckles thundered on the front door. The sound was so loud that the Blossers jumped.
Rensance bellowed, "Quick! Let mein! Open up! I've had to kill one of Doc Savage's men!™

Doc shot out a hand and grabbed young Blosser just as the officer was bent on charging around to the
front.

"Trick," Doc whispered. "Quiet!"



Rensance was a good actor. He squdled, "Please let mein! I've got one of Savage's men here! He's
dead!"

Doc knew the stuation: Rensance at the front door. Monk sprawled out on the walk. Monk with red ink
wet on his face. With more red ink in his mouth, so that he could gurgle redidicdly at the psychologica
moment. With a knife haft appearing to protrude from his chest. A piece of fakery.

When enough commotion was going on in front to have digtracted attention, Doc reached for the
doorknab.

The door was not locked, and he went in, cautioudy, on toes. The Blossers followed him. No one
seemed to be in front of them.

Doc whispered, "Careful about rubbing off that liquid you smeared on yourselves. That is dl that stands
between you and death!”

The elder Blosser hdted abruptly. ™Y ou mean if men come here who haven't that Suff on them, they will
be in danger?’

Doc said, "They will be fading fairly certain death.”

Blosser made a sound that was horror. He wheded and, before Doc could stop him, leaped back to the
rear door.

"Stay back, men!" Blosser bellowed into the night. "Thereé's danger here! Stay back! Don't raid the
place!”

The trees tossed echoes of hisydl back in the darkness.

Then slence for a moment.

"Who were you ydling to?' Doc asked.

There was something bitter, condemning, in the bronze man’s tone which shocked Blosser.
"My men," he said. "Policemen.”

"I thought you said you were not bringing officers™ Doc said.

"I know." Blosser was miserable. "I was not taking any chances, that’s dl."

"That precaution,” Doc told him, "quite possibly may result indl of uslosing our lives™

THE bronze man was as near as he ever came to being vidently enraged. He seized young Blosser and
dammed him across the room. The officer ended up sprawling in a corner. Doc shoved the older Blosser
toward the same spot.

He sad, "Stay therel” and there was no doubt but that he meant it.

He lunged across the room, tried a door. It was locked. He retreated, brought an am back, flung an
explosve grenade. It exploded againg the door like a Fourth-of-July torpedo. The door, through some
freak of concussion-tortured air, jumped outward instead of inward. It floated around like a big legf in the
flame and smoke and splinters.



Doc walked through the wreckage.

Monk yelled, "Come on, boys! Joe, Jerry, Fred—you take the left. Haf a dozen of you head for the
updtars. The rest of you come with me! Don't crowd!"

Which was typicd of Monk in afight. Sounding like an army. Actudly, he was done.

No Joe, Jerry and Fred. No hdf dozen to go upstairs. Only Monk. Roaring and bellowing and having the
time of hislife

Thefight was on, now. And no one had been taken very much by surprise, thanks to the warning Blosser
hed been forced to shout to the police.

Doc redized both Blossers were fallowing him. Father and son, close together. He whirled on them. And
the father snapped, "All right, we made a mistake. So we ll do our part of thisfighting.”

Monk was ydling to more imaginary men.

At the other end of the house, Renny had started doing the same thing. He was tdling his hypothetica
amy to take the basement.

Some one of the defenders, impressed, bellowed, "Get rid of the prisoners down there!”

That meant the captives were in the basement. Doc headed for the stairs going down. No great ingenuity
was exercised in houses of this size, fifty years ago; so he knew about where the basement steps should
be. They were there.

He went down. Lieutenant Blosser and his father tralled close on his heds. Thar fest was a hard
drumming on the steps.

They were shot at, once at the foot of the stairs. The bullet made the side of Doc’s I€ft hip ache with a
glancing blow, went on, and chipped the bone in young Blosser’s |eft leg. Blosser fdl slently, trying to
save himsdf, and upset Doc. They sprawled on the basement floor.

The man with the gun fired again. That one was a complete miss. Doc reached him, chopped down on
the gun arm with afig. Blosser pounced on the gun when it fell.

"Ham!" Doc cdled.
Ham's voice answered immediately, "Waich out, Doc! They're turning loose those infernd mosquitoes!”

Ham cdled from the cod bin, it developed. Doc went into the place with a flashlight. Three very black,
indignant figures proved to be Ham, Pat and Jen Bridges.

"Where are the mosguitoes?' Doc demanded.
"Next door—their workshop,” Ham ydled.

Doc told the Blossers, "Untie these people!™ and went next door.

HE found a room crowded with makeshift chemica apparatus and numerous cases of fine bronze mesh
wire. The cases contained mosguitoes of rather unusud species, large and colored, rather like hornets.
Large mosguitoes, but not giants. New Jersey has them as big. These were atropica variety, however.



A man was opening a window. Obvioudy, hisidea was to escape by that route.
Hdf a dozen of the cages were open, with mosquitoes escaping!

Theman did not see Doc until the bronze man reached him. Then he hdf turned. Doc dugged him! Then
Doc picked the fdlow up, pitched him out through the basement window.

Chemicals were plainly marked. He picked up three jugs that were inflammeble in content, smashed them
on the walls. Then he touched a match, and flames crawled like red animas

He went back and got the prisoners, who were now loose.
"Climb out through the window," he said, "and run for it."

The window was actudly a cod chute. They clambered atop the cod, worked out through the chute.
Doc came ladt. It was atight fit.

There was fighting in the house. Not much. One gun crashing.
Dac lifted his voice.
"Run for it he shouted. "That ‘invisble-box’ desth is loosal"

He bdlowed in Mayan, so that his men would understand and not be likdy to mistake his voice for
another.

Monk, Renny and the others piled out through windows.

Insde, a voice began blegting in terror.

"Hdp me!" it screamed.

Monk said, "That's old Undle Joe Morgan! I’'m going in after him."

The homdy chemigt dived back indde the house. He was not gone long. He had Uncle Joe Morgan over
his shoulder when he reappeared. Uncle Joe was tied hand and foot.

Doc said, "You fdlows have flares. Light them and scatter them. Blosser, bring in your policemen. As
that house burns, those fdlows will have to come out. They may have to come out sooner to escape the
mosquitoes. Apparently, we have them cornered.”

Chapter XV. WATCH

LIEUTENANT BLOSSER, the fathe—both father and son were lieutenants, which made it
confusing—Iooked tired when he walked into Doc Savage' s office at ten o’ clock the following morning.

He carried Ham's pet chimp, Chemigry. He deposited the animd on a table.
"A policeman found him hiding out in the woods," he said.

Monk scowled at the chimp. "Now | don’t like policemen,” he said. "Why'd you have to find that
blasted critter?"

Ham snorted.



Pat Savage, Jen Bridges, Unde Joe Morgan, Long Tom, Renny and Johnny were in the library. All of
them looked very tired, but much rdlieved.

"Whereis Mr. Savage?' asked the elder Blosser.
"He and Ted Parkswill be here soon,” Monk explained. "For some reason, Doc wanted us dl together.”

Blosser nodded. "The police department owes you an explanaion.” He fumbled in a pocket, and
produced a packet—an article inclosed in waxed paper. He unrolled this. It was a glovdike gadget with
thick fingertips. 1t was made of some kind of composition Smilar to rubber, but more sticky.

"This" sad Blosser, "explains how Doc Savage' s fingerprints got in the wrong places.”
Monk came over and eyed the glove afarr. "Doc’ s fingerprints on that?' he demanded.

"Worked into the plastic with a sysem of photo-engraving,” Blosser said. "At leadt, that’s what the police
expert tdls me. Says he just got copies of Doc’s fingerprints and made up these things. The pladtic is
impregnated with an ail Imilar to the ail on human skin. 1t wasn't exact, of course. But it had us fooled.”

Monk said, "He was a sdentific cuss, the guy behind this”
Blosser nodded. "The fdlow must have been.”
"Take those death-dedling mosquitoes,” Monk grunted.

Blosser hesitated. ™Y ou know, the department is alittle dubious about those mosquitoes being able to kill
aman ingantly."

Monk shook his head. "They didn’t kill im ingtantly. It took a few minutes, maybe more than an hour."
"But those men murdered in the gatekeepers' lodge a the Rensance estate—"

"Were murdered with big injections of the poison,” Monk said. "Later examinaion of the bodies will
show that."

"But there were mosquitoes loose in the lodge.™
"Sure, on the chance we would barge in and get bit."
Blosser was il doubtful. "The department experts,” he said, "do not entirdy believe the mosguito sory.”

"Oh, it's ample enough,” Monk told him. "Parks was working on the problem of disease-carrying
mosquitoes. He was tackling it from the angle of determining just what poisons or germs mosguitoes
could carry inther systlems without themsalves dying. He found out mosquitoes could carry a poison that
would kill aman, and not leave much trace.”

Blosser strode to the window. He glanced at Jen, hesitated.
"I don't mind saying Parks ign't clear yet!" hefindly said.
Jen became pale.

"Nonsense!" Ham snapped, and got a grateful look from Jen which Monk immediaidy wished he had
received.

"The murderer Imply got alot of mosquitoes and doped them up with poison,” Ham said. "Then he put



them in a cellophane box, sent them to the men he wanted to kill—the men who wouldn't pay the sums
he asked. That was dl there wasto it."

"Yes, but the boxes disappeared,” Blosser sad.

"They couldn’t have."

"One of our policemen had one of them which vanished.”
"Helogt it."

Blosser became indignant. "He did not!"

"All right, I'll prove that the boxes are ordinary cellophane” Ham snapped. "Monk had one of them
wrapped up inhis coat and shoved in a gunny sack. He turned it over to me to take care of. I've got it
right there in the corner. | looked at it not thirty minutes ago, and the box was ill there.”

"Show me" Blosser chdlenged.
Ham got the gunny sack, emptied it and became gap-jawed when there was no box.

Monk Mayfar burst into a howl of laughter. ™Y ou should see that face of yourd" he told Ham. "It's even
dumber than usud.”

"What became of it?" Ham asked vacantly.

"Those boxes were made of duff that just evaporated,” Monk sad. "In other words, it wasn't
cdlophane. It was a colorless semi-transparent composition which was voldile a room temperatures. Or
you might call it soluble in arr. You know these capsules you take medicine in—you know how they
dissolve in water? Well, this suff dissolved in arr.”

Lieutenant Blosser interrupted. "If | hadn’t seen some of the things Doc Savage has developed in the line
of scientific gadgets, | wouldn't bdieve that.”

Monk chuckled. "I think the smartest thing Doc did was advertise for a man who had dept three weeks,
aradium miner, and the addresses of monkey purchasers.”

Blosser was startled. "'l ill don’'t understand that.”

"Why, Doc did thet to tip off the gang that he knew what was going on, but a the same time not give
them the idea he knew too much," Monk explained. "This poison is a development of the suff—germs or
whatever they are—that causes degping sickness. Any man who had dept three weeks would have to
have degping sickness of some kind. As soon as Doc advertised for a man who had dept that long, the
villains knew he was on the deegping-sickness trall.”

"And the monkeys?"

"Monkeys are used by scientids in experiments with the effects of degping sickness and other smilar
diseases," Monk told the officer. "That was Smply another tip-off for the villains"

"Savage wanted them to get scared?"

"Sure. So they’d do something desperate enough to give him a line on them. They did. They began
grabbing us, so we couldn’t help Doc invedtigate.”



"l see”
Jen Bridges spoke up. "The radium miner—what was he for?"
"That,” Monk confessed, "isone | haven't figured out."

A FEW minutes later, when Doc Savage arrived, Monk put the query to the bronze man.
"Hey, Doc, we can't figure out why the radium miner.”
Doc Savage moved to the middle of the room. Parks took a position near the door.

Doc said, "The radium miner? Why, that was awarning to the man behind the extortion murders that we
hed a due to hisidertity. It was intended to excite the fdlow.”

"How?'
"Because of the method he was usng occasondly to sgnd hismen.”
Blosser shook hishead. "l don't get it."

Doc nodded to Parks. Parks stepped outsde, and came back bearing a long box of an affar which had
a one end a hood that fitted over a man's head, after the fashion of the light-cloth on a photographer’s
dudio camera

Long Tom recognized the gadget ingantly.

"A homemade fluoroscopic scanner,” he declared.

Blosser stared. "A what?'

"Itis used to locate objects giving off radioactive emanations, such as X rays"
"Or like radium?'

"Or like radium,” Long Tom agreed.

Blosser logt his control and sprang to his feet. "Look here, I'm getting tired of dl this talk about scientific
gadgetd” he howled. "We want results. Commissoner Strance and Didtrict Attorney Eindflagen want to
know who the man behind this was. None of our prisoners will admit knowing. Who was he?'

"The man behind it," Doc Savage said, "was the one who used his watch to sgnd his men.”
"Huh?'

Doc sad patiently, "In the very beginning of thisthing, the brains of the organization had to sgnd his men
to make an atempt on my life, and prepare a trap for me. We were watching him; so he was not gble to
tdk to anyone, write a message, use a radio, or speak over a telephone. He had surmised such a
gtuaion might develop, and he was prepared for it. This felow liked gadgets. So he had rigged up the
device for spotting radioactive emanations. He had put a bit of radioactive minerd indde his watchcase.
The watchcase was lead-covered. Lead will stop radium emanations of amdl power, such as these
were."

Blosser understood that. "You mean he just opened and shut his watchcase to make dots and dashes,



and somebody across the street, or somewhere nearby, watched through that fluoroscopic scanner and
read it."

"A trifle fantadtic,” Doc admitted, "but true. As | reminded you, this mastermind is rather dlly on the
subject of chemicd and mechanicd gadgets.”

"Who is he?'

Doc turned to Ted Parks. "Parks, who is one of the cleverest men you know dong that line? Who was
your assstant for some timein your experiments?”

"Why, Unde Joe Morgan, there" Parks said. "'l went to South America on Uncle Joe's amdl boat, and
he helped me with the work on mosquitoes—"

Doc sad, "Morgan, let us see your watch.”

Unde Joe Morgan cursed terribly, sorang to hisfeet. They did not, however, find out what wild thing he
contemplated doing because one of his ankles was tied to his chair, and he fdl flat on his face.

It was a 9mple matter for Monk to stroll over and St on the back of Uncle Joe' s neck.
Monk looked at the chimp, Chemistry, with an expression that was amaost approving.

"Now | know what has been tying tin cans and ugly pictures to my hog,” he said. "Ham, you've taught
that danged what-is-it of yours to tie knots."

Doc removed the watch from Uncle Joe Morgan's pocket and tossed it to Blosser without a word.
Blosser examined the watch. He held it in front of the contrivance for making radioactive emanations
visble to the unaided eye.

"Unde Joe it is, dl right," he said. "He sure set a trail to you, Doc, and to Ted Parks when Parks
threatened his chance to get dl that money.”

After that, he went to the door and yelled at a policeman posted in the hdl.
"Fetch apair of handcuffsin here, Andy,” he said.

THE END



