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Chapter I. THE ONE WHO FELL
THE word “concerned,” says the dictionary, means to be affected, disturbed, troubled or anxious.
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One of the men was concerned.

The other man was just grim. So grim that his cheek muscles stood out in hard knots in front of his ears,
meking him look like a large gopher with two wanutsin its mouth.

They stood on a street corner. The dity was New Y ork. There was nothing distinguished about the street,
except that George Washington had once stayed in a house in the next block. The street looked as if
nothing in the way of upkeep had been done to it Snce.

The green building had been built ance the days of George Washington, of course, because it was a
skyscraper of sorts. Sixteen stories and a water-tank high. It ill had most of its windows, except for the
firg three floors above the ground. Three stories was about as high as the brats in the neighborhood
could pitch a stone. They were not very strong brats in this neighborhood. A surprisng percentage of
them ended up in tuberculosis sanitariums, and some of the survivors graduated to the stone wals at
Dannemora or Sng Sing. One had even gotten as far as the little idand in San Francisco Bay. It was
neither a hedlthy nor a wedthy neighborhood.

The concerned man and the grim man were gazing at the tal green building.
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“Youwill go to your death!” said the concerned man.

The concerned man had lean strength and power and range. Timbre in his voice. Character in his face.
Muscles on the backs of his hands and in his neck. His suit was blue and good, and his face was shaved,
hishar cut.

There was, however, something hard and sharp about him. Not a criimind look. Just hard and sharp.
Like agleaming knife that had cut, and could cut again, and ill be polished.

“I cannot hdp it, Strand,” said the grim man. “There is nothing e se to do. Nothing.”

The grim man was amdl and compact with the look of a bull pup. And his atitude toward the other was
somehow that of a well-trained bull pup toward its master. Master and servant, perhaps. Certainly, a
least, employer and servarnt.

“There may be some other way, Rod,” said Strand.

“Nameit”

Strand could not name it. He was Slent, baffled, uncomfortable and worried.
“I'm going in there,” Rod said.

Strand pulled a deep breeth. “1 order you not to,” he said.

Rod looked at hm strangdly. Rod was thinking of something to say and wondering whether he should say
it. Andly he did say it.

“You are not in the amy now, Strand,” he said.

Strand got very white, like a man who had taken a needle through his somach in a way that would make
aman very sck. He did not say anything.

“Youwill be going to your death,” Strand repeated.
Rod swallowed. The trouble he had with his swalow showed he was scared as wel as grim.

“It's the only thing left to do,” he said. “Shake hands, Strand.” He took Strand's hand and shook it
gravely. “I'm gaing in. If it is to death, that is the way it will have to be.”

And with that, Rod waked into the green skyscraper, waked in to his degth as he had been warned!

DEATH, however, came to Rod Bentley in a fashion which was not immediate but which was sartling.

Severd things happened fird, but one of these things was more important than the others, as is often the
case with incidents.

The important thing was Tottingham Strand's inghility to get into the green building. He tried. He stood
there for afew seconds, fighting hisimpulse to save hisfriend or at least share his friend's danger, until he
log the battle. Then he rushed forward to the door through which Rod had gone. The door was locked.

Strand wrenched savagdy at the knob. He was incredulous, he stepped back, scowled. He legped
forward and kicked the door.



“Open up!” he bellowed.

Echoes of hiskick on the door and his shout came back from ingde the building with about the sound a
pebble makes when dropped in alarge cavern. He tried it again.

Strand's anxiety became a kind of frenzy. Sweat stood like hot grease on his forehead. He ran back from
the door. He stood and stared up at the building, and the building was like an old green skeleton. Nathing
moved. There was no life anywhere.

The sweat kept coming out on his forehead. He started trembling, the calves of his legs fird, then his
knees. And findly, when he tried to wipe the perspiration off his face, it was as if his hand were patting
agang the skin.

He stood there for minutes. Then he began running dong the side of the building, legping to get at the
windows. There were boards naled ingde the windows. The glass was broken out dmost everywhere.
But the boards were too solid for him to burst indde.

He ran back in desperation to look again at the building, and it was then that he saw the man on the
ledge.

The ledge was high up, one floor down from the roof. It was not wide, probably two or three feet.

The man there was Rod Bentley. There was no doubt of that. He was backing away dong the ledge. He
had gone out on the ledge, fleeing from something.

There were shots, then! Two rgpping reports. Then three more. Rod Bentley dumped down asif hit!

In order to see better, Strand wheded, raced back to the opposite sSde of the street, then stopped and
stared upward.

Down the street, a couple had stepped out of a doorway to stare. A man and awife, probably. They had
heard the shots. The woman leveled an arm at the high ledge and began screaming. She screamed twice,
with a quick intake of breath between. Then she stopped dhrieking with her mouth roundly open, a cavity
of surprise.

Strand became rigid, asif dl his muscles were tight strings.

The figure above had fdlen off the ledge. Possbly, the term “fdlen” was not applicable, because the
figure, dthough coming off the ledge, was going upward! It fdl up! It fal up and up until it was smdl in
the sky, findly a dot, eventudly nothing that was visble. The form that had been on the window ledge
became, in plain, unvarnished fact, if evidence of the eyes was to be bdieved—and there was no reason
to dishelieve them—an upward-faling object that fdl out into space.

This of course, was not easy to believe, even if seeing is believing. The two people, the man and wife
who had come out on their doorstep to see what the shooting was about, stood there gap-jawed for
something like five minutes before they thought of anything to say to each other.

Strand had started running and had run out of Sght by that time.

Chapter II. IN A GREEN FOG

TOTTINGHAM STRAND did a hard job of thinking. He walked streets. He got in a subway and rode
to the end of the line and back again. He stood at the stone wall near the Soldiers and Sailors Monument



on Riversde Drive and looked at the placid Hudson. He stood there for along time,

While he stood there, Strand saw a man snatch a woman's purse. Actudly, the man eased the purse off
the bench where the woman had placed it a her side. The fdlow zipped open the purse, made a scoop
a the contents and put them in his pocket, then returned the purse to the bench. The man arose idy and
grolled away from the bench, then stopped abruptly near Strand and stood looking out over theriver.

The reason for the man hdting, Strand saw, was the approach of a blue-coated policeman.

An impulse hit Strand. He thought it was a rather dlly idea. But something impelled him to go through
with it.

Strand arose, approached the man, spoke out of the corner of his mouth. “ Savage is after you,” Strand
sad.

“Huh?’
“Doc Savage,” sad Strand, wondering why he was doing a slly thing like this, “is on your tral.”

The sneak thief turned completely white except for shades of green around his mouth. For a stark minute,
he said nothing. Then he vaulted the stone wall, dropped a wild fifteen feet or so down the dope on the
other 9de and it running.

Strand watched him disappear. Then Strand dimbed on a downtown bus, rode it to the midtown digtrict,
got off and entered the talest building. He was cdling on Doc Savage. The thing he had done on impulse
to the sneak thief had decided him. He could not have explained exactly why, unlessit was because there
was suddenly no doubt in hismind but that Doc Savage was a nemesis of evil.

He did not meet Doc Savage, however.

He met two other fellows, and they werein afight when he found them. Or practicaly. One of them was
a dapper man with splendid shoulders, was smartly dressed, and was holding an innocent-looking black
cane. The other was a wide, short man with a coating of hair that resembled rusty shingle nails and a face
that was something to stop clocks.

Toattingham Strand stepped forward. He cleared histhroat to get attention.
“l beg your pardon,” he said. “Could you tdl me where | can find Doc Savage?’

Neither Monk nor Ham paid him any attention. The two had been having an argument. Monk stood
glaing a Ham.

“Ham, where do theflies go in the winter?’

“Search mel” Ham snapped.

“Oh, | won't bother,” Monk said amugly. “I was just wondering.”

Ham glowered and lifted the black cane.

“Gentlemen!” Strand said sharply. “Please, may | have aminute?’

Monk turned his head. He saw the tight glacid expression on Strand's face, and forgot their quarrdl.

“You can't see Doc,” Monk said. “It isimpossblel”



Strand wet hislips. “It isimportant. Very important.”
Monk shrugged. “I can't hdp that,” he said. “Y ou can tak to us”
“Who are you?" Strand inquired.

“We hdp Doc,” Monk explained. “I'm Monk Mayfar. This guy with the fancy clothes here is Ham
Brooks.”

Strand thought for a while. The desperation in his mind moved across his face like grim reflections in a
mirror. “I . . . | would like to talk to you, then,” he said.

MONK and Ham conducted Strand to an eevator. They had met in aamdl office in a lower floor of the
building, an office which the devator starter had informed Strand was used to interview persons who
wished to see Doc Savage. They rode to the eighty-sixth floor. They crossed a corridor, opened a plan
bronze door which bore the name * Clark Savage, J.,” insmdl print.

Strand found himsdlf in a reception room furnished with a few comfortable chairs, a safe big enough for a
bank and an inlaid table that was redly an unusud piece. He was shown a sest.

“What's got you looking like that? Monk asked.
“l ... looking like what?" asked Strand, surprised.
“Asif the Indians were coming.”

Strand tried to be nonchdant and lighted a cigarette. His first impresson of Monk and Ham had been
thet they were a pair who had some bolts loose. But now he was not so sure. They were as direct, now,
as two roosters after aworm.

Ham said, “What isworrying you? What is this trouble you want Doc Savage to help you out of 7’
Strand, startled, said, “I have not mentioned any trouble.”

“Sure” Ham said. “But you would not be coming in here with that ook on your face unless that wasiit.”
“l see,” Strand said. “Y ou are accustomed to this sort of thing?’

“Somewhet.”

“l see”

Monk, who was no diplomat and had never yearned to be one, said, “What you had better seeisthat we
haven't got dl day to St around and ligen to you gdl. Did you come up here with something to say?’

Strand frowned. “If you wish me to be blunt, 1 will be that,” he said. “I want help. | want you to get
something. It isvery vauable”

“Does thisthing,” asked Monk, “belong to you?’
“It certainly does.”

“Whereisit?’



“Some men have it.”

“Where are they?’

“l can show you where they are” said Strand.

“What isthisthing?”

“Il show you.”

“What shape isit?

“We can handleit dl right, once we get our hands on it,” Strand said.

Monk pointed afinger a him.

“Friend, you'd better be more definite than that,” Monk said, “if you want us to show much interest.”

Strand began talking then. His voice was degp and smooth, his ddivery faultless, and his words seemed
to have power and persuasveness. Monk and Ham, who were skeptical fdlows, found themsdves
ligening and nodding thoughtfully. Monk, in particular, drank it in, while Ham was a little more dow on
the upbeat. Ham was a persuasive orator himsdf, but he was up againgt such a magter in the person of
Tottingham Strand that it did not occur to him that he was being talked into something.

Strand told them that he had a friend named Montgomery and that the friend had left a chest with him.
Strand did not know what the chest contained, but it must be of vauable content, because Montgomery
had been very concerned over its safety. Then—as Strand explained it—drange things had started
happening: People weatching him, an attempt to burglarize his house, and, findly, the chest had been
golen.

“It happened an hour ago,” finished Strand, “and | came draight to you for help.”

Ham nodded. He was to find out later that he had just ligened to as smooth adoth of lies as anyone had
ever woven before his face. But he now thought every word that had been told him was the truth. He had
been taken in!

Ham said, “Redly, the thing to do is cdl the police. You can tdl them the story, and they can do more
then we can. Monk, telephone the police”

Indam, Strand held up a hand.

“No,” he said. “Unfortunatdy, my friend Montgomery said | must not, under any circumstances, involve
the police with the box.”

Ham frowned. “We want nothing to do with anything crooked,” he said sharply.
Strand amiled grimly.

“Neither do I,” he said. “ Suppose we do it thisway: You help me. | let you look at the contents of the
chest, whatever they may be. If you think the police should be informed, we will do so, and they can
arest Montgomery.”

“Y ou would double-cross your friend?” Monk asked.

“That,” sad Strand, “would not be double-crossing. If the man involved me in something cimind in



gving me the chest, heis no friend, and deserves none of the trestment of one.”
Thet appeded to Ham.

“Well hdp you,” he declared. “Just aminute, until we get our equipment together.”

BY eguipment, Ham meant some of the gadgets which Doc Savage had developed. The bronze man's
inventive genius had turned out numerous unusud—‘unusud” was a mild word for some of
them—devices for use in their profession. The gadgets were unorthodox. The bulletproof undergarments,
made of a chain-mesh dloy that was not much heavier than a suit of long, winter red flannds, was an
example, and probably the most commonplace of the devices they were in the habit of using.

Monk said, “You know something?’

“Whereflies go in the wintertime?’ Ham sneered.

“No. No, I'm not kidding,” Monk ingsted. “You know what? | think that guy talked us into something.”
“Hetold a very convincing story.”

“He sure did,” Monk said strangdly.

Ham scowled. “You mean he sucked me in? Ridiculous. Ligten, | have heard experts put out a line of
tak, and I've done it mysdf more than once.”

“All right, smart boy,” Monk said. “I bet you we find out, and don't say | didn't tl you s0.”

Strand looked at them anxioudy when they came back out of the laboratory with their equipment. He
asked, “Are you sure you can handle this? It is dangerous.”

“We're as sure we can handle it as we can be,” said Monk, “without knowing what it is”
“Couldn't you get more hep?’

“Not right away,” Monk said.

“Why can't we get hold of Doc Savage?’ Strand asked. “You have not explained that.”
Monk and Ham saw no reason why they should not tdl him the reason.

“Doc,” Monk said, “is a an uptown hospitd, performing an operation.”

“We can stop for him,” Strand suggested. “We will telephone ahead, and they can get someone e to
perform the operation. Il pay whatever fee Savage was to get for the operation, so he won't lose

anything.”

“They can't get anybody ese for this operation,” Monk told him bluntly, *because nobody dse is adle to
do it. And you want some advice?’

“Advice?’ sad Strand, puzzled.

“Dont mention money around Doc,” Monk advised. “1 mean, don't give him the idea you think money
can buy any of Doc's services”



“That seems rather strange advice.”
“Doc doesn't work for money.”
“l don't believe | understand,” Strand said.

Monk said nothing, but he wished he hadn't brought up the subject. Doc Savage had as good an idea of
the vdue of money as the next man. But Doc was fortunate in having a source of wedth which he could
tap at will, a secret hoard in alogt Centra American jungle valey, a place presided over by descendants
of an ancient Mayan divilizetion. The source of wedth was a result of one of ther earlier adventures. It
was a0 a secret.

“Doc doesn't do anything in which heis not interested,” Monk said, and let it go at that.

Which was not exactly true. What Monk meant was that Doc could not be hired. That the bronze man
was s0le judge of what needed doing, and that his payment for the job was that same knowledge that it
needed doing. Monk had heard Johnny Littlgohn explain it that way once, and the explanation had
confused Monk until he thought about it. Johnny Littlgohn had a habit of expressng his statements in
abstruse phrases, or of usng words 0 big that no one could understand them.

Thinking of Johnny Littlgohn led Monk to mention a fact.

“There are three more members of Doc's group,” he said. “There is Renny Renwick, the engineer; Long
Tom Roberts, the dectricd expert, and Johnny Littlgohn, the archaeologist and geologidt. All three of
them are down in Washington at a defense-board mesting, so they are not available to help us”

Tottingham Strand nodded. “1 wish we had more help,” he said.

Monk's feding that Strand was shystering them grew stronger and stronger.

THEIR distrust of Strand was actudly responsible for what happened to them, which was embarrassing.
Usudly, distrust kept them out of trouble. Thistime, it got them into it.

It happened in an involved way.

Firgt, Strand took them into an old building on a Sde street in a squalid part of town. He climbed Sairs.
They followed, full of caution. They clambered out on the roof.

“Keep down,” urged Strand in a tense voice.

He meant keep down behind the brick walls around the roof. They did so. They got roof tar on ther
knees, got skinned with gravel and collected dust.

Eventudly, Strand indicated an old dilgpidated hulk of an office building which was colored green.
“Inthere” he said.

“Thet green building?’ asked Monk, surprised.

Strand nodded. “In there, somewhere. Thet is where the thieves took it.”

“Itsabig place,” Monk pointed out suspicioudly.



“It ssems to be abandoned,” Strand explained. “1 think they may have rented it, or maybe they moved in
without any authority to do so. Anyway, that is where they went.”

“You sure they're there, now?’

“Thet,” said Strand grimly, “I wouldn't swear to. They were there three hours ago. They may have |eft.
We can move across this roof and get into one of the windows of the green building.”

Three hours ago? This guy had said his chest had been stolen only an hour ago. Now, he sad three
hours. Monk glanced a Ham to see if the dapper lawyer had noticed the dip, and Ham had. They
exchanged meaning looks.

“Strand,” Monk said. “By the way, you said your name was Strand, didn't you?’
“Y es. Tottingham Strand.”
“All right, Strand—what does this mysterious chest ook like?’

“Itisgreen,” Strand said. “Youll know it when you see it. Green, and longer than aman, but not as wide.
Thicker, though.” He indicated the building. “Tdl you whet: | will crawl indde and make an investigation.
If the coast is clear, | will come back and tip you fellows. If it isn't clear, use your own judgment.”

He crawled away.

Monk and Ham proceeded to make ther mistake. They did not have to hold a conference over it. They
just looked at each other, and Ham said, “It amdls to me as if he was going in there to tip his friends to
be ready for us, then plans to come back and get us”

Monk was dlent,

They crawled forward after Tottingham Strand. They dimbed in the same window through which Strand
hed eased himsdf. Then people began shooting at them!

THERE was not much shooting. Two bullets. Both were purposefully aimed to one side.
A voice, evidently belonging to the one who had caused the bullets, said, “ Stand ill, you two.”
Monk and Ham stood ill.

The voice sad, “That's fine Now, ligen. We haven't any great wish to drum up business for the
undertakers. Suppose you two wandering Willies go away from here and have a forgetting spell.”

Monk said, “Ham, | never heard that voice before.”

“l, ether,” Ham said, precisely. When Ham became precise in speech, it meant he was very angry.
Thevoice said, “Did you come with Strand?’

Monk and Ham looked &t each other.

“Who's Strand?” Monk asked.

The voice laughed grimly. “Humorigts, eh? We saw you with him. Incidentdly, we have hm with us



Monk lifted hisarms dowly to the leve of his shoulders. Then he flexed them a the elbows and clasped
his hands over his head.

“You don't need to put your hands up,” the voice said. “We could shoot you dead before you could do
anything”

Monk said nothing. He flexed his biceps. He made the muscle get very big, so that it pressed againg a
brittle container in his deeve and broke it. When he fdt it break, he winked at Ham, and began holding
his breath, Ham aso hed his breath.

Monk lowered his arms dowly s0 that the gas he had released could get out of his deeve and spread
through the room.

Thevoice said, “Maybe you would fed better if Strand told you to go away. Boys, get Strand. Tdl him
to advise his two pups to go away. We don't want any more trouble than—"

The man stopped.

There was a sound like a sack, loosdly filled with potatoes, being dumped on the floor.
“Whét the hdll!” said the voice.

The voice was speaking to them through a crack in the door on the other side of the room.

“Gad” avoice screamed. It was anew voice. “They let |loose some kinda gagl”

“SOME kinda gas’ might have been one description for it. Explictly, the suff was an odorless and
colorless anaesthetic of great power and quick effect, one which became quite worthless, however, after
it had mingled with atmosphere for from a minute to a minute and a haf. Doc Savage and his associates
used it as aregular wespon.

“Gas, gad” the man kept belowing.

Monk moved fast, got down, went to the right, out of range of the door. Ham adso moved, dipped a
hand into a pocket, brought out a smdl grenade, and put it hard againg the door. It was the type that
would explode on contact when the pin was out. It made splinters and flame out of the door.

Monk roared. He liked to roar when he was fighting. He plunged into the débris that the door had
become.

He saw aman picking himsdf off the floor twenty feet down a corridor. The man had been tumbled that
distance by the blast, but not stunned. The fdlow ran. Monk got another grenade, heaved it. It did not
explode. Either the grenade was defective, or Monk had not released the firing pin properly. At leadt, the
quarry got away up a airs.

There were two men spread out on the floor, and neither of them was Tottingham Strand. There was
only the runner, the one who had escaped up the stairs. Monk chased him.

“Be careful!” Ham yeled warningly.

Care was something Monk never knew in a fight. He hit the door. Someone was trying to hold it on the
other sde long enough for someone dse to fasten a lock. Monk yanked. There was a short sruggle of
muscles. Monk could straighten horseshoes with his unaided hands. He got the door open, got a men by



the neck and another man by the arm.

The stairway was narrow enough to make it a little complicated as they went around and around and
over and over in a cloud of dust and profanity. Monk was entirdy happy for twenty or thirty seconds,
which was as long as the two foes lasted. During the fracas, Ham tried to join in, and Monk managed to
put an accidenta foot in Ham's face and shove. The latter incident made the brief fray a luscious success.

Monk got up and knocked dust off his hands.
“Wher€'s some more?’ he asked.

Ham hdld his aching nose and demanded, “Was that an accident?’ He added a threat, “If | thought you
kicked me on purpose—"

Tottingham Strand called to them from above.
“Get hdp!” he shouted. “There are too many of them! And they've got that green fog coming—"
Judging from the sounds, Strand was either kicked in the throat or dugged with a blackjack.

Monk and Ham went up to see. They expected to be shot at, and to discourage that they tossed up a
smoke grenade and two thin-walled containers holding the powerful anaesthetic gas.

They got their lungs full of good air, held their breaths, and dimbed the dtairs slently. They could hear
footsteps running away, dimbing higher into the green building. They came out on a floor and found
another stairway and went up that into a hal like the other two, where they paused to consult each other
concerning a rather strange phenomena which had come to their atention.

“Ham,” Monk said.

-

“Do things look kind of green to you?” Monk asked.
“They do,” Ham admitted.

“Kind of asif there was agreen fog inthe ar?’

“Kind of,” Ham said.

Chapter 1ll. ANOTHER WHO FELL UP

THE remarkable aspects of encountering a green fog held them there for a short time. They did not say
anything immediatdy, but they gave the thing considerable thought.

“Gas,” Monk suggested.
“l don't think s0,” Ham said. “I don't fed anything.”

Neverthdess, both hedily dug out their gas protection, which conssted of a hood apiece, made of a
materid resembling cellophanein its transparency. Eladic hed the hoods shugly around ther necks. The
things had no oxygen attachments, but they would be effective for a short time.

They went up more stairs. There was no one, nothing but the fog, and that was more green. It reminded



Monk of the color of a pond frog's back.

They came to a metd door. It was locked. Ham touched Monk's arm and made sgns with his fingers.
This was next to the top floor, Ham sgnaed. He had kept track. Monk was nodding agreement when
they heard Strand scream.

Strand's ydling came from above, but from outsde. They ran to the windows, threw them up. Monk,
aways reckless, took a chance and thrust his head out and looked up.

Strand was lying across the ledge. His head, his ams, were visble Judging from his actions, someone
was holding his legs. He yelled something.

Monk wrenched off his gas hood to lisen. He was badly in need of air, anyway.
Strand shouted, “Get out of the place! Get help! It's hopeless!”

Hands grasped Strand's head. They struck him. One of the hands had a gun. Strand was hauled back. A
moment later the gun exploded!

The gun report had a dull, mushy qudity, as if the muzze was againg the man's body when the blast
came. A thin stream of red appeared, began to trickle off the ledge. The greenish fog was 0 thick that
Monk did not see the red gring until it began to spatter, blown by the breeze, over the sll of the window
from which he leaned.

“They shot him!” Monk said.
Ham said, “Here, let me there, Il fix them.”

Ham had a machine pistal in his hand. The little weapon, no larger than a heavy army automatic, could
discharge an enormous number of bullets per second. The bullets were very amdl in cdiber, and of
infinite variety—either “mercy” dugs which would produce unconsciousness, or explosve, or smoke

pelets.
He leaned out of the window, but he did not shoot.

“Monk!” he squdled suddenly. “Look!”

Monk thrust his head out of the window. “Blazes!”
“Hejud fdl off the ledge” Ham said.

Monk gaped unbdievingly. “But—he's faling up!”

The figure, hard to diginguish in the green fog, but neverthdess a figure with Strand's dothing and with
the shape of aman, was fdling upward and upward until it was becoming logt in the dlive haze.

Monk said, “You sure that's him?’
Ham had to clear histhroat before he could speak. “Pogtivel”
They stood therein iced astonishment urtil the figure was no longer visblein the sky.

The iron door blocking the qairs that led on up to the higher floor was strong. But it came to pieces
under one of the amdl explosive grenades. They went up cautioudy and found nothing.



“Bladt this pea-soup fog!” Monk complained while they were looking cautioudy around. “1 couldn't see a
rabbit twenty feet avay.”

“Ten feet away would be more likeit,” Ham said.
Thar earnest and wary search disclosed no one, which was no end beffling.

“Wonder where they went,” Monk muttered. “Think they could dl have floated off into the sky? We
didn't waich.”

Ham said something violent and skepticdl. “You redly think we saw aman float up into the sky?’
“All'l know iswhat | saw,” Monk said. “What would you say?’

“It couldn't happen, regardless of what we saw.”

“All right,” Monk told him. “But you cdled my attention to it yoursdf.”

Monk went to the window. There was wet redness in which he put his finger. “See?’ he sad. “Blood!
Thisis where they shot Strand.”

Ham pointed at the sky. “And there's where he went,” he said. “Dont tdl me we aren't crazy.”

Monk grimaced. “I hope nothing unexpected or vidlent happens, like a mouse squeaking, or something.
I'min the frame of mind to jump fifty feet Sraight up.”

They prowled around in the green fog. Monk discovered he had severd smdl cuts on his legs. Ham
found his own legs bore smilar wounds. They concluded one of the men they had fought downdtairs had
been uang a amdl penknife that they hadn't noticed.

Suddenly their minds were relieved.
They found afire escape.

“Thet's the way the others got out of herel” Monk exploded in rdief. “While we were buging down the
door, they just went down the fire escape.”

Ham nodded soberly.

“Hne” he said. “Now you just find the invisble strings that pulled that man up in the sky and we can go
home and say we know everything.”

“How about the green chet?”’

“You mean the one Strand had stolen from—" Ham went slent. “Green,” he muttered after a moment.
“Green! Thisfog is green.”

“Kind of ggnificant, huh?” Monk suggested.
“l don't know what it is” Ham snapped. “Let's go downstairs and collect our prisoners.”

They made the descent of stairways without rdaxing caution and found that there were no prisoners.
They had |eft at least four unconscious men behind them, and now there were none.

“Collected,” Ham said.



“Y eah, the guys went down the fire escape, picked them up, then took to ther heds” Monk agreed.
“You think there's any use of hunting for the green chest?”’

“If there was a green chest,” Monk said, “we might as wdl look for it.”

They looked and did not find it. Later they stood on the street, disgusted.

“Thefog is down here, too,” Monk pointed ouit.

“Thicker,” Ham agreed. “It seems to have covered the whole city. It isdmost as green as grass.”
Thelittle man with the big hat met them on the corner. He was standing there wringing his hands.

“Gentlemen, please” he said. He put a hand on Ham's arm. “Excuse me, but have you noticed anything
drange for the lagt hdf-hour?’

“Strange?’ Ham prompted.
“|l—er—green,” sad the little man.
Ham snorted. “ Strange is the word for it. Y ou mean thisfog, don't you?’

“Yes, yes” sad the little man eagerly. “Yes, indeed. I'm s0 glad you see it, too. | thought | was going
dightly off.”

Ham looked up at the sky. “We can understand your fedings” he said.

“I'm s0 glad,” said the little man. “I'll run and tdl my wife that we're dl right after dl.”
Ham said, “By the way, you haven't noticed things going up, have you?’

“Up?" sad the little man vacantly.

“Never mind” Ham sad.

PAT SAVAGE met them at headquarters. Pat was Stting in the reception room gpplying adhesive tape
to an extremdy well-molded ankle.

“I'm sure glad to see you,” she said. “What isthis Suff? This green suff?’
“Fog,” Monk suggested.

“Don't be funny. Fog isgray.”

“All right, you can do what | was doing—guess what it is” Monk told her.

Petricia Savage had many of the physca characteristics of her cousn Doc. She had his flake-gold eyes
and his remarkably bronze hair, alittle of the tanned bronze of his skin.

“Doc has been hurt,” she said.
“Hurt? Ham ydled. “Where? How badly?’

Petricia Savage operated an exdusive beauty establishment on Park Avenue and spent her odd moments



trying to chisdl in on the excitement that usudly surrounded Doc and his associates. Pat liked excitement.
The difficulty was that Doc did not appreciate the presence of Pat in his organization; it was his bdief that
the work was too dangerous. He had never been able to convince Pat on the point.

“Pull your eyes back in,” Pat suggested. “He isn't hurt badly. Two felows got in a street fight, and one of
them had a knife. One man knocked the knife out of the other's hand and it hit Doc. Cut him allittle, that's
al”

“Whereishe?” Monk demanded anxioudy.
“Hewill be here before long.”
Monk relaxed and eyed Pat's ankle gpprovingly. “What happened to your running gear?”’

Pat finished applying the adhesive tape. “Y ou know as much about it as | do. Something skinned my shin.
A man on the street—clumsy oaf.”

Ham went out and threw up a window, looked out. “I can't tdl aout this fog,” he sad. “It may be
thicker in other parts of the city, but | can't be sure”

Pat asked, “What time did you fird notice it?’

“About an hour ago, | imagineit was,” Ham said.

Pat said, “I only noticed it about haf an hour ago.”
“Probably it took some time to spread to your part of town.”
Pat stared a him. “Y ou mean you know where it started?’

“No, | dont!” Ham snapped. “I don't know anything about it, except thet it is the color of grass and
danged myderious.”

“What iswrong with Ham?’ Pat stared at Ham. “He doesn't look right to me.”
Monk chuckled atrifle horribly. “Ham is on edge. He saw amanfdl up, and it upset him.”
“Up?’ Pat frowned. “You mean up?’

Ham whirled on Monk and yeled, “You shouldn't have told that, you dlly goon! Nobody will bdieve
lﬂ”

Pat became completely blank. “You mean to stand there in your skin and bones and tdl me you saw a
menfdl up?”’

“Safact,” Monk said gloomily.

“How far up did hefdl?

“Out of gght, and no tdling how much farther.”

Pat contemplated them for awhilein slence. “ Somebody,” she said, “has been dropped on his head.”

Chapter IV. FAINTING SPELL



DOC SAVAGE said, “Pat, when did you firg notice this green-fog effect?
“Forty-five minutes ago,” Pat said.

“And you, Monk?’

“An hour and fifteen minutes ago, about.”

Ham said, “Doc, that isn't dl, either.” He rubbed his jaw sourly. “A guy came in here with a story about a
green chest that had been stolen from him. His name was Tottingham Strand, he said. You want to hear
that story now? It ended when hefdl up into the sky.”

Doc Savage studied Ham thoughtfully. “ Go ahead with the story,” he said.
Ham went ahead.

Doc Savage was as big a man physicdly as his reputation. This was not apparent until one stood close to
him, so well proportioned was his big body. There was nothing, in fact, about him that looked ordinary.
His eyes were like pools of flake gold, dways gtirred with tiny winds, ful of magnetic power. A dngle
glance a him did not leave the dightest doubt about his muscular strength and vitdity.

He looked what he was—a sdientific product. Literdly a product of science. Because he had been
placed in the hands of physicd culturigts, psychologists, educators, chemidts, and a raft of other scientists
a childhood. He never had anormd youth. The scientists might have considered they were making it as
normd as they could under the circumstances, but they were wrong most of the time.

The strange upbringing of Doc Savage had been the idea of his father, who had had a fixation of bringing
up a son who would be a kind of modern knight and Sir Galahad, with test tubes and stientific gadgets
for his sword and horse. Thefixation of the elder Savage, long sSince gone beyond, was the result of some
terrible thing that had happened to him; but the son had never learned exactly what it was.

Ham finished his recitd.

“Hefdl up, as sure as I'm gtting here,” he said. “I know how it sounds, and Monk knows how it sounds.
But we saw what we saw.”

“The green fog came up on you shortly after you had your firg fight in the building?” Doc asked.
Ham nodded. “The building was green,” he said. “The chest was green, Strand said. The fog is green.”
Pat said, “There seems to be a green tinge to the thing.”

Suddenly Doc Savage startled the others. The big bronze man made a smdl trilling sound, an exotic note
that seemed to come from everywhere in the room rather than from a definite point. It was very low,
hardly audible. Pat and the others knew it meant that Doc Savage was concerned. The sound was a
amdl unconscious thing he made in moments of mental stress.

“Pat,” he said, “suppose you get on the telephone and check with some friend in another part of the city
on the fog.”

Pat nodded, picked up a telephone and dided a number. “Hello,” she said. “Is Susan there? . . . Oh, she
int. Who is this the maid? . . . | see. By the way, isit foggy up there? . . . It isgreen, eh?. . . Thank
you. Tdl Susan | cdled, will you? But tdl her it wasn't important.”

Pat hung up. “The green fog is up in Westchester, where Susan Glaspdl lives. That was her mad on the



telephone.”
Monk grunted, said, “I know aguy down in Jersey. | think I'll cal and ask him.”

He got on the telephone but did not succeed in getting his friend. He did get a friend of the friend who
was a the friend's office, and who said the fog was there in Jersey, as green as peas and as thick as
soup.

Monk hung up. “More than passng strange,” he said.
Then Doc fainted.

SIX little devils with hammers walked around on Doc Savage's head in dignified circles, testing the
ringing qudities of his skull. When Doc findly managed to awaken, he grabbed at the devils with both
hands but got fidfuls of his hair.

“Youdl right, Doc?’ demanded a voice.
The face that belonged to the voice seemed to belong to Monk.

Doc was dlent until he had collected enough of himsdf to gt erect. He asked, “Did you fdlows see what
made me pass out?’

“No,” said Monk's face and voice.
“How long have | been out?’
“Two or three minutes”

Doc diginguished a dapper figure that should beong to Ham. It was hard to see the lawyer's features
through the thick green haze.

“The fog getting worse?’ Doc asked.

“Much worse.”

“Where is Pat?’

“She went out,” said a voice thet seemed to emanate from Ham. “ She went home.”
“Why?

“We persuaded her this thing might be too dangerous for her.”

Doc Savage frowned. His head seemed unusudly thick. It was incredible that Pat could have been
persuaded anything was too dangerous for her. “What was wrong with Pat?’ he asked. “Was sheill or
something?’

“I don't know,” Ham said.
“Do you fdlowsfed dl right?’
“Our heads seem kind of thick,” Ham confessed. “Y our voice sounds different, too, Doc. Kind of thick.”



The bronze man had been about to remark on the difference in the voices of Monk and Ham dso. He
nodded.

“Can you fdlows find that green office building?’ he asked.
“Sure” Monk said. “But what is the sense of going there?’

“To get on thetrall of thismystery,” the bronze man said. “That seems to be the only point of attack we
have”

“All right,” Monk said, “if you think that's the thing to do.” He gave his trousers a hitch. “I'm going to get
some equipment together.”

He walked through a door into a library equipped with thousands of volumes which, as indicated by the
titles, were dl of sdentific nature. He closed the door behind him. Crossing the impressive library, he
entered a laboratory of vast proportions. He closed that door, too. Then he ligened to be sure he was
not being followed.

Having satisfied himsdf with these precautions, Monk said, “All right, Stinky.”
Stinky was along blade of aman who was hidden behind some chemica cases. He showed himsdif.
“The rest of you come out, too,” Monk said.

Four other men appeared. They were not badly dressed, but they did not look like gentlemen who would
put thingsin Christmas stockings.

Monk said, “Boys, wewill have to pull it. He ingsts on going hunting for Strand.”
Siinky grunted. He did not look happy.

“We go through the mations of afight with you, then escape?’ he asked.

“That's right.”

The others looked as unhgppy as Stinky. “You sure this will go off dl right?” one demanded. “If this
would fdl through and he caught us, | don't like to think of what will happen.”

Monk moved over and indicated a rope ladder hanging out of the window. “You go down this. Youll
have plenty of time. What more could you want?’

“All right,” the man agreed reluctantly. “Let's start dropping our eggs.”

Monk then dapped the man, and the man yelled and dapped back. None of the blows that followed was
hard, but dl the noise was vigorous.

DOC SAVAGE wheded around in the reception room at the fird fight sounds.
“It's Monk!” Ham ydled. “Hésin trouble!”

Doc hit the library door. It was locked, and it was dso of metd stout enough that bresking it down
barehanded was out of the question. He drew back, produced an explosve grenade.

“Thet door cost plenty!” Ham wailed.



Doc put the grenade againg the door. It made flane and noise and changed the shape of the door. He
went through. The other door, the one into the laboratory, was not locked.

Monk was waking erratic cirdesin the laboratory and holding his head.
“Out of the window!” he croaked.

“You hurt, Monk?’

“Not bad. One of them knocked the wits out of me for aminute”

Doc Savage went to the window. The greenish fog was an impenetrable mass so thick that, a dozen feet
from his face, it was like a solid thing. He started to swing out on the rope ladder which he found there.

Monk suddenly had hold of his shoulder. “Don't, Doc!” Monk gasped. “That's just what they're figuring
on”

Doc hestated. “What do you mean?’

“l sneaked up on them and heard them taking,” Monk explained. “The idea of the attack was not to
damage me. It was to create a diverdon to draw dl of us, and you in particular, Doc, out of the building.”

The bronze man was gimly slent for a moment. He made briefly the strange, low, exatic trilling which
was his unconscious manneriam in moments of stress.

“You sure of that?’ he asked.

“Pogtivel” Monk said. “For some reason they don't want usin the building.”
Ham said, “That sounds slly, Monk.”

“It's what they sad.”

“Seems kind of opposite to me” Ham grumbled. “Lots of times people have tried to get us to Stay in
here and not stick our noses into things. But this time they want us to leave.”

Monk said, “That'swhy | say Say here”
Doc Savage had one leg over the window slI. He withdrew it. “That might be wise” he said.

But five minutes later, when they were done—Doc and Monk—in the laboratory, Doc Savage casudly
took hold of Monk's necktie and asked, “What was the purpose of the attack you had faked on yoursdf,
Monk?’

Blank astonishment made creases in Monk's face for awhile. “ Gosh, Doc—you didn't get fooled?’

“Friends of yours, were they not?” Doc inquired quietly. It was one of the bronze man's strongest
characterigtics that he did not lift his voice or show excitement even under extraordinary circumstances.

“Yeah,” Monk said. “Or not exactly, that is. Just some guys who were willing to make a buck and not
ask too many questions. Honest guys, of course,” he added hedtily.

“What were you trying to do?’
Monk groaned. “Gosh, | hate getting caught like that.”



“What was your idea?’

Monk gripped the bronze man's arm. “Doc, you know | have been with you along time.”
"y e’

“Wel, | thought it entitled me to try to keep you out of danger,” Monk said.

“And wha was the nature of this danger?’

Monk groaned again, with earnestness.

“Ham and | saw that men fdl up, and we saw the beginning of that green fog. This green fog, because it's
dill with us” said the homey man “We're worried. Y ou know we don't get worried eesily, Doc.”

“What makes you think | will be safer here?’

Monk said evasvely, “I knew that if | gave you the idea there was an enemy who wanted you to leave
here, the thing you would do would be to say.”

“Why would | be safer here?’
“Look, Doc. We don't know what thisis, do we?’
“Nor are we likdly to find out, Stting here.”

“Yes, but we better know what were doing before we start barging around,” Monk said. “1 tdl you,
Doc—this thing is so queer it scares me”

The bronze man made no comment for at least a minute.

“Isthet the way your mind works?’ he asked findly.

“Uh—yes”

Doc sad, “Get your equipment.”

“Y ou mean were going to that green building?’

“That guess,” Doc told him, “is much better than the idea you had.”

The bronze man then closed his eyes, doubled his knees dowly until he was down on the floor, and fdl
forward on hisside! His breething was regular, measured, asif he dept.

Chapter V. HAM'S NECK
HAM sad, “It has been about ten minutes. Y ou fainted again, Doc.”

“Where are we now?’ Doc asked.

“Down in the street outsde headquarters,” Ham explained. He pointed. “ See, there's the street sgn. Can
you read it through the green fog?’

Doc looked at the Sgn. It was readable, dthough bardly so.



Monk said, “We thought there must be something updtars that was making you faint. Maybe being
cooped up in the place. So we came down here for arr.”

Doc sad, “Drive to that green building.”
“But ligen!” Monk exploded. “Do you fed able—"
“Drive to the green building!”

Monk said nothing more. He put the car in motion and drove dowly, keeping close to the curb, blating
his horn warningly. There was not much traffic, and it moved dowly, the drivers leaning out of windows
and garing.

Monk's manner was sullen, and when findly he stopped the car he said, “This isnt my idea.”” He got out
of the machine. “Doc, I'm going back and watch headquarters.”

“You think that necessary?’ the bronze man inquired.

“l sure do.”

Monk waked away, was speedily logt in the green void that the world had become.
Ham coughed uncomfortably. “Daoc, | think heis scared.”

The bronze man was slent.

“Something is sure wrong with Monk,” Ham ingsted. “He acted queer back there in headquarters. You
know what? Could that attack on him have been fake? | sort of got the idea it was.”

Doc said, “It was afake.”
Ham dapped his knee. “Then I'll bet he was respongible for you fainting!”
“You think so?’

Ham said meaningly, “You fed fine as soon as you regain consciousness, don't you? Doesn't that make
you think of something?’

“Our anaesthetic gas, you mean?’

“That's it. The odorless and colorless anaesthetic gas we've been usng for along time. I'll bet Monk used
some of that on you on the dy. All he would have to do would be to bust a capsule when you weren't
looking, then pretend you were having some kind of queer spdlls. It wouldn't affect him if he hed his
breath for aminute, and he can do that. I've seen him hold it alot longer.”

Doc Savage's metdlic features were composed, but his voice showed interest. “That might be a logicd
explandtion.”

“| bet it's aslogicd as cats liking milk.”
“You have a theory about his motives?’

“He's scared,” Ham said. “He's worried about you. He wants to scare you into not having anything to do
with this mystery about a man who came to see you about a green chest, and who fdl up into the sky,
and a green fog that came. Doc, dl Monk is trying to do is protect you. | believe his heart isin the right



place”
“And you think Monk just left us because he is scared?”’

“Asmuch as I'm ashamed to say it—yes”

THE green building was tdl and gaunt and empty, full of nothing but dillness and the odors of disuse.
There were the sounds their feet made, of course. And there was the green fog and the air mixed with the
dugt their feet churned up. The temperature was low and the humidity heavy enough to be depressing.

Ham pointed to tracksin the dust, and they dimbed stairways dowly, sopping often to listen.
Doc said, “You chased them dl the way to the roof 7’

Ham replied, “Right. Top-floor ledge was where Strand took off from.”

“You searched the place?’

“After afashion.”

Doc began to hunt casudly. “Where do you think Strand was seized?’

“Downdairs. Firgt or second floor, probably. We don't know; they might have got him right after he
entered the building. But whatever they did to him was done on the top floor.”

“Wha suggedts that assumption?’

“Time” said Ham. “They didn't have time to do anything to him on the lower floors. We didn't give them
time. They took him to the top floor and did what they did there.”

“Wewill go to the top floor,” Doc said.

The vest was lying on aroof below. Doc Savage did not find it for half an hour, which was long after he
hed gone over the top floor paingtakingly, meking no comment except to point out that an old gunny sack
hed been mopped over every foot of floor space to spoil dl tracks, and had been swabbed over the

ledge outside.

The vest came later, after Doc had noted a freshly broken window. He had asked Ham if he or Monk
hed broken it, receiving the answer that they had not.

It was not awhole vest. It was hdf, or alittle less. Actudly, there was only the left Sde of a vest from the
amhole down. Its two pockets contained four matches, a five-cent samp, a broken cigarette, a receipt
from aflorist, and a cube of sugar of the paper-wrapped type with the paper wrapper bearing the name
“Southern Susan,” but no address or other information.

Ham said, “ Southern Susan. | wonder what thet is”

Doc Savage was more interested in the receipt from the florig.

He went to a telephone and talked to the florid.

He got an address, dso a name. The name was Erica Ambler-Hotts.

“I'l drive the car,” Ham said. “Damn this uncanny green fog!”



He directed the car uptown, then across town in the traffic. There was more traffic than there had been,
but very few of the cars were moving. Now and then one was traveling dowly. But the others were
danding 4ill. Taxicabs, trucks, passenger cars, dl maotionless. But the drivers and passengers were in
them, just Stting there and saring, so that the effect was somewhat weird.

They stopped findly at a building which had a doorman who was togged up like a Civil War admird.
“Miss Erica Ambler-Hotts gpartment,” Doc Savage said.

The doorman acted as if he had been hit. Then he made a dash and came back with a gentleman who
was wearing an afternoon suit and perspiration.

“Who are you?’ demanded this gentleman. “I am the manager. | mug ingg that you answer me, or |
assure you that | shdl cdl the police”

Doc Savage made his identity known.
“Oh! Oh!” said the manager. “1 have heard of you. What can | do for you?’
“Miss Ambler-Hotts,” Doc said.

The manager turned the pams of his hands up sadly. “We don't know. The boy was found dead on her
floor. Sheisnot in her apartment. The door was standing open. One of the porters saw her leaving with
severd men, and the impression was that she was a prisoner.”

“Boy?’ Doc Savage said.

“The elevator operator. He was found dead in the cage on her floor. A very hideous thing. An ice pick in
the back of his skull!”

“She is Engligh?”

“Miss Ambler-Hotts? Yes, indeed. Very English. Works for one of these societies to save England, |
understand, | cannot tdll you the exact name of the organization.”

“Did she have avigtor this afternoon?’

The manager nodded. “Y es, indeed. Gentleman.”

“Description?’

“A very good one,” said the manager. “Our doorman has an excdlent memory, fortunatdy.”

He described a gentleman who was not unhandsome and who had some qudity about him that was
areding in a strange way. “'He was as fastinating as a razor blade,” was the way our doorman puit it,”
the manager advised. “Our doorman is very good at descriptives.”

Ham emitted an exclamation.

“Thevidtor,” he said, “was Tattingham Strand!”

DOC SAVAGE went through the girl's gpartment. Miss Amble-Hotts was, as the manager had said,
vay English. Paticularly her clothes, her knotty-thorn waking stick, the severe pictures of hersdf.



Judging from what written quff they were able to find, she was an energetic, but not an important,
employee of one of the British groups now working in the United States in behdf of England. A
telephone cdl to the British group verified this. No one a the place could think of any enemies of Miss
Ambler-Hotts, or any suspicious acts committed by her recently, or anything else that would lift the lid on

the mysery.

There was a book with alegend init that said:

To Erica, in gppreciation of afath as pure as the perfume of roses and as sure as gravity.
Tot Strand

“Poetic fdlow,” Ham remarked.

Doc Savage continued his search. Ham seemed to think the hunt had been thorough enough, and that
further effort was a waste of energy. The manager of the gpartment house seemed to share the
conviction, because he excused himsdf politely and left them aone.

Ham rubbed his jaw thoughtfully, remarked, “Monk kind of worries me,” he said. “Weve been together
along time, Doc, haven't we?’

“A good while” the bronze man admitted.

“And Monk has worked on alot of experiments with you,” Ham continued. “He's a great chemist, Monk
is. | wouldn't admit it to his face, but he is good. About the best, next to you, | imagine”

Doc made no comment.

Ham seemed logt in thought for awhile. “I remember alot of the experiments you and Monk worked on.
You remember your work on that suff caled '‘Compound Monk," the chemica eement combination
which was so touchy and cranky thet it was like Monk?’

“Monk had very little to do with developing that,” Doc said. “In fact, as | recdl, he took no part in the
experiments”

“Gogh, | thought he did. What did you ever do about that compound? | think | remember the description
you gave of it as being so sendtive to mation radiation that the absorption of such radiaion by its aloms
leads to the gection of three eectrons, or something like that.”

Doc made no comment.

“Waan't that what Compound Monk was?’ Ham asked.
“Generdly spesking.”

“What did you ever do with it?”

Doc Savage seemed not to hear the query.

“Do you dill have the formulafor it?” Ham asked.

Without meking an answer, Doc Savage went downdtairs, with Ham following, and got in his car and
drove four blocks to a deserted road, where he pulled to the curb and stopped the machine. He switched
off the engine.



He took Ham by the throat with both hands!
“You are going to be fortunate if I do not kill you!” he told Ham.

There was something horrible in his voice which showed that he meant it.

Chapter VI. MONK VS. MONK

WHEN Monk Mayfar had Ieft the vidnity of the green building he had proceeded to do some
telephoning.

“Sinky,” he said into the telephone, “it didn't work. He is smarter than we supposed. He got wise”

In an agitated voice, Stinky said, “I hope not wise enough to know who we are. If so, | am going to
hurriedly see about plane reservations to South America and points beyond.”

“l got out of it,” Monk said. “I told him enough of the truth to satisfy him.”
“How much was that?’

“Oh, that | had hired you to fake an attack on me so that he would think somebody wanted him to leave,
which | told him | figured would make him stay.”

“Hm-m-m!”
“Dont sound so skeptical,” Monk said. “I've got a job for you.”
“l don't think I'm going to like the job,” said Stinky.

Monk explained the detals of the plot with great explicitness, and the worst fears of Stinky seemed
fulfilled.

“Why don't you just ask me to cut off my head and be done with it?” Stinky demanded.
“You going to follow orders?” Monk demanded grimly.
“Sure. What dse can | do?’ asked Stinky. “But | don't have to likeit.”

Monk hung up violently and carried a scowl out of the telephone booth. The scowl lasted until he was out
on the street and in a taxicab.

He rode uptown to a hotd room, where a young man in a tweed suit gave him a wrist-popping saute.
“Washington waiting with a report, gr,” said the young man.
“Get them.”

Soon a man in Washington was saying, “ The series of conferences ended an hour and a hdf ago. Colond
John Renwick, William Harper Littlgohn and Magor Thomas J. Roberts went to their hotel, telephoned
the new airport for their plane to be refueled, went to their rooms and began packing.”

Monk snapped, “Wasn't their plane disabled? Y ou had orders to do so.”

“Sorry, gr. If you would let me finish,” the man said. “They received a telephone report thet their plane



hed been damaged. They are now on ther way to the airport to invesigae.”
“Y ou sure the damage was thorough?’
“Very thorough.”

“Cancd the three reservations you made on the Washington-to-New Y ork plane. Time it so they will be
able to pick up the three reservations when they gpply for arline tickets to New York.”

“l have just done so, gr. | think the timing was right, dthough | have not yet had a report.”
“Report a onceif they leave on the plane, giving the flight number of the ship.”

“Yes gr.”

Monk hung up with a satisfied expression.

He lighted a cigar and snapped hisfingers and ordered a cold long drink. He sat a a window with these,
enjoying the cool flow from the air-conditioning vent at his Sde and amirking out &t the city.

He spoke only once, when he said, “Renny, Johnny and Long Tom will take that plane and fdl right into
my hands. | will get rid of them without a hitch.”

He had spoken boadtingly. After that he did nothing but smoke and rattle the ice againg the sides of the
glass

Eventudly the telephone rang.
The man in Washington said, “Just leaving. Hight 29.”
“What is the German word for 'good?” Monk said.

“Gut,”
sad the man at the other end of the wire.
“That'swhat it is” said Monk, “in every sense of the word.”

He put the telephone down and gave orders with violence and haste. The orders got hmin a car, with
five other menin it, in very short order. They drove to the vidnity of LaGuardia Field, but did not enter
the airport. Instead, they turned off on an overpass and parked behind a large moving van. There were
four more men with the van.

“One of you go to the arport,” ordered Monk. “Give us the sgnd when Hight 29 from Washington
darts to land.”

The men sduted and departed.

Monk dimbed into the van and made sure that the interior was lined with railroad rails carefully bolted in
place. The sted rails seemed to raise some doulot.

“Y ou sure these thingswill turn a .30-06 bullet?’

“They will stop a bullet from a tank gun,” a man told him. “There are not likdy to be any tank guns
around the airport.”

Thetruck had an additiond piece of ingenious mechaniam. An extra control position. Whed and brakes,



throttle and clutch, and a rod extending to the gear hift, dl mounted back in the steel-protected body.
The truck could be driven from that point.

“Got the dummy?’ Monk asked.

A man shoved him a stuffed, manlike figure. “Fts right behind the whed in the cab. We fixed dipsto hold
it there.”

Monk grinned. “Probably not necessary. But it will keep anyone from getting excited over an apparently
driverless truck careening through the streets. And we can't take a chance of a men stting out front
driving. He might get shot.”

They settled down to consume cigarettes, look innocent, and wait. After atime they drove the truck to
the big airport trucking yard and waited.

A BIG passenger plane svung in over Hushing Bay, leveled out, lowered its tal and settled on the
runway.

A man stepped out of the big operations office, lighted a firecracker, a big one, and tossed it out on the
grave, where it let loose with a loud report.

“Put her in gear,” Monk said.

The big engine of the armored truck began rumbling. The vehide backed away casudly and went toward
the sted-wire fence. It was going rather fast when it hit the fence, and it went through the fence with
about the same ease that afig would go through a cobweb.

It went on and hit the tail of the plane, caving it in.

The men who got out of the armored truck had short autométic rifles, steel helmets, bulletproof vests, gas
measks and a mad determination to do a fantagticaly bold job in a hurry.

The plane door was open and people were Sailling out. The pilot leaned out of the control cabin with a
blue revolver in his hand, and was promptly and thoroughly made dead by a bullet above hisleft eye.

“Get out, everybody,” ordered the man who had shot the pilot. “Renny Renwick, Long Tom Roberts and
Johnny Littlgohn—you three stand to one sde.”

A man with big fisss—he was an enormous man, but his figts were dill greater—came out of the plane
headfirs and rushed forward until a gun muzze practicdly speared him in the eye. He had a long,
funerd-going face.

“Renny Renwick, | believe” said the man with the gun. “ Get in the truck!”
“Holy cow!” said the big-fisted Renny.

“Get in the truck!”

He got in the truck.

Johnny Littlgohn was a man of extreme talness and gartling thinness. His dothing fitted him like a sack
on afishing pole, and a monocle dangled from hislape by aribbon.



He had one remark, which was, “I'll be superama gamated!”

Long Tom Roberts was a men diginguished for nothing in particular, as far as appearances went, except
his mushroom-cdllar complexion, a completely unhedthy aspect.

He had nothing whatever to say, which was typicd of him.

Not one of the three men redly looked what he was. Renny Renwick was an engineer, one of the
greatest. Johnny Littlgohn was known to scientists dl over the world for his work in archaeology and
geology. Long Tom Roberts was an dectrica expert whose name would be in the books a hundred
years hence.

They were not three men who looked, acted, or thought dike. They had one strong bond, wherein dl
three were associated with Doc Savage.

“Load in,” said the man who had killed the pilot. “Don't try anything. Don't waste our time, ether.”

Renny said, “They sure caught us flat-footed.” Renny's voice was a rumbling like something deep in a
cave.

They climbed in the truck. It devel oped that there were chains and padlocks with which they were to be
lashed to the truck floor.

The truck began moving.

By now there was a little desultory shooting. The dead pilot's head had lesked a plume of bright scarlet
down the dlver metd side of the plane, a wet red banner that had spread darm and conviction that this
was no thestricd stunt.

The truck withdrew from the mangled tall parts of the plane, wheded dowly, and left the airport the same
way it had come, by plunging headlong through the sted wire fence. Wire strands snapped like fiddle
grings. The truck sdeswiped a roadster, took the highway, chipping a dab off a concrete post and
bending a 9gn double.

“You fod!” said the killer. “You aren't driving a tank!”
“| can't see too good,” said the driver. “If | was out on the front seat behind the other whed—"
“If you were out there, you would be dead,” the other assured him.

Monk took charge again. He had been crouched beside the driver, watching the road. He got up and
went back to the prisoners.

MONK kicked Renny Renwick in the ribs. “For along time I've wanted to do that,” Monk said.
The kick and the remark got a howl of laughter. Pleased, Monk kicked Renny again.
Renny said through his teeth, “Have you gone crazy, Monk?’

That got another bellow of mirth from the onlookers. Grinning widey, Monk proceeded to boot Long
Tom in the ribs, then gave Johnny the same treatment.

“I'l be superamagamated,” said Johnny, distressed.



“He just knows that one word, eh, Stinky?" said Monk.

Long Tom said, “Who isyour pa Stinky, Monk? What is this, anyway?’

Monk assumed an air of imparting a great confidence.

“Things have come up,” he said, “that make it necessary to get rid of you three fellows”
“Wher€'s Doc and Ham?' Long Tom demanded.

Monk said, “Doc himsdf would be surprised to know.” And that also got a burst of glee.
Long Tom scowled. “What's the matter with you apes? What is so funny?’

Stinky shouted suddenly, “Hey, there's a State police car trailing us”

They fdl suddenly slent, and their faces got white. Two men crawled back to the rear with long rifles
fitted with telescopic sghts and crouched there for a while. One of them cursed his telescopic dght
loudly. The other fired. The one who had cursed released a bullet. Both of them shot again.

“They're dropping back,” said one of the riflemen.
Monk said, “Sow up when we hit the firg bridge. Dump three or four grenades on the bridge.”

They did this, then went on. They drove for haf an hour, turning off into a road that was amost nothing,
and ending findly on a amdl biuff beside the gray-blue corduroy surface of Long Idand Sound.

Monk got out and Sgnded to a cabin cruiser which lay offshore. The boat immediatdy headed in.
Renny, Long Tom and Johnny were tossed out of the truck, after being unlocked from the chains.
Renny bellowed, “What're you trying to do? What isthis, anyhow?’

Monk eyed them and said, “Y ou remember some experiments Doc was working on some time back—a
compound he cdled ‘the Monk mixture, or something like that?’

“l don't remember,” Renny said.
Long and bony Johnny said, “Say, | recdl something about some such experiments.”

Monk looked at Johnny as if he were very glad to hear that. “Well go into it later, my friend.” His
gatement had an ominous tinge, the same tone a dentist would use in saying, “My friend, well have to
pul dl your teeth.”

Sinky sad, “Good idea to park your revolvers and pigtals in the truck and leave them. Also the two
rifles you shot at the State police with. Taking chances never pays dividends”

At this point, only Monk was standing outside the truck, with Long Tom, Renny and Johnny.
The others were indde the truck, getting rid of their weapons.

Thiswas the Stuaion when a second Monk came around the nearest dump of bushes.
“Holy cow!” gasped Renny. “Two Monks!”

“Yes” sad the second Monk. “And very strangeit is, t0o.”



THE second Monk took hold of the fira Monk in the way a knife would meet butter, the second Monk
being the knife.

“Start shutting off their water!” he yedled at Renny, Long Tom and Johnny.
They began taking hold of the firs Monk asif they meant to denude him of arms and legs.
“Get that truck closed!” yelled Renny.

He sprang to do it himsdf. He got his big hands on the truck doors and forced the ponderous things shutt,
but not before two men had managed to pile through to the ground.

One of the two who had gotten out—it was Stinky—had a revolver. He scrambled and rolled clear, sat
up and began taking a ddliberate am at the newly arrived Monk.

From the nearby bush came Ham with his sword cane. He held the blade for throwing the way a spear is
thrown, let fly, and suddenly eighteen inches or so of the blade was protruding from the other side of
Stinky's arm.

Stinky made strange noises and findly became 4ill on the ground, the tip of Ham's sword cane being
coated with a chemica which produced quick unconsciousness.

Monk said to Ham, “It's about time you got into action, you fashion platel”

The other man had dropped his gun and was trying to get to his feet and snaich up the wegpon a the
same time. Renny made arush at the felow and created much the effect of alocomoative hitting a cow.

Then men began to crawl out of the front of the truck with guns and plenty of rage.
Ham said, “Don't you think we'd better run?

It was obvioudy the thing to do. The second Monk—the genuine one, it was by now apparent—gave the
fird, and fake, Monk one last punch. It was terrifict Monk took it off the ground somewhere near his
hedls. He made it whidle. It gave the fake Monk's jaw the shape of a wet pretzel and made teeth fly like
gravd.

The five hit the brush then, traveled a few yards, changed direction, and went down the dope. Bullets
began hunting them, glanding off branches and riddling foliage. Renny rumbled, “This way!” They turned
agan.

Johnny said, “ Susurration might be perspicacious.”

They ran for awnhile.

“I'min no mood for those words,” Monk said. “What did you say?’

Ham trandated, “He said alittle less noise might be wise”

Monk's eyes came out somewhat as a bullet cut a limb from in front of his face. “He's got something
there,” he gasped. He got down on dl fours, changed his course a right angles, and crawled. The others
followed the same tactics.

Back of them was shooting and shouting, running around—but not too recklesdy—in the undergrowth.



From the beach came angry inquiring yells. The men from the boat wanted to know what in the name of
little fish was happening, as one of them expressed it in a scream.

Monk and the others sat down to see what would happen now.

RENNY punched Monk in the ribs. “How come there's two of you?’
“Search me” Monk said.

“Strange, don't you think?’

“The deeper | get into thisthing,” Monk said, “the less | get amazed,”
“You can't explain it?” Renny asked him.

“I'm not going to try,” Monk assured him.

“How did you happen to rescue us?’

“Oh, that was as ample as fdling off alog,” Monk explained. “I telephoned Washington and found out
what plane you had taken and—"

“l was the one who telephoned Washington,” Ham reminded him.

“Wel, we telephoned and found what plane you were on,” Monk continued, pretending not to hear the
interruption. “So we came down to meet you.”

“You saw what happened at the airport?’
“Yes. And we saw we couldn't stop it Single-handedly.”
“What did you do?’

“Got around on the other sde of the plane during the uproar,” Monk said, “and laid down on the front
bumper. Or Ham lad on the bumper. | took the running board on the off Sde from the driver.”

“It's a wonder they didn't see you there!” Renny exclaimed.

Long Tom was puzzled. “How come you rushed out to the airport to meet us?’
“Trouble,” Monk said.

“What kind?’

“Green fog, green chests, and men fdling up ingtead of down,” Monk said. “And if that isnt enough to
make you think you're crazy—Daoc has disappeared.”

Long Tom started to exdam something shocked about that, but Ham hissed and grabbed his arm. Ham
pointed with his sword cane, which he had recovered from the man he had speared. He indicated the
beach.

“Those felows from the boat are confused,” he said. “They're rushing up the hill to hdp ther friends.
Does that give anybody an idea?’



“The boat,” Long Tom said. “Let's try to take it. We might collect a prisoner, and make hm talk later.”

“Supermalagorgeous,” Johnny agreed.

FIVE minutes later Renny clubbed down a man with abig fig, and he fdl in the mud a few feet from the
bow of the cabin cruiser, which had been gently beached. They gathered up the man, threw him on the
deck of the cruiser, and cdlimbed aboard themsdves after shoving the boat off. Renny dashed below and
darted the engine.

“That,” boomed the big-fisted engineer, “was what you would cal dmost too easy.”

The cruiss—it was about forty-two feet long with a two-hundred-horsepower engine—churned
backward in a quarter circle, then dug its stern down and surged forward. It took a bone in its teeth and
traveled.

A few bullets began coming from shore and there was a rush to get below and behind the engine. The
cabin cruiser was essentidly alightly constructed yacht and offered only dightly more obstruction to a
bullet from an army rifle than a tomato can.

Monk and the others hauled the prisoner below with them asif he were precious.
Monk admired the captive.

“Nice and plump,” he remarked. “Looks like he might be a talketive fellow.”

“l hope s0,” Ham muittered.

“So do I,” Monk said. “I think | begin to put this mystery together. There's a fake Monk and a fake
Ham. The two fakes are part of a scheme of some kind. There is a trap, | believe. Doc may have fdlen
into it. I'm even beginning to suspect that green fog.”

“What do you suspect about the green fog?’ Ham demanded.

“l don't know for sure,” Monk said. “1'm going to make this fdlow tdl about that.”
“Suppose he doesn't know anything.”

“That,” said Monk, “isnt likely.”

“What makes you so sure?’

“Intdligent face. A guy like that would be sure to know what everything was about.”

While Monk was thinking of something that would fit to query the captive, the bow came off the boat! It
was a case, a least, of dynamite. Or a bomb of some kind, or abox of hand grenades. The Doc Savage
ads never did decide exactly what. But a rifle bullet from shore probably hit something and started the
blagt. The ar ingde the boat seemed suddenly to turn to water and smoke.

Chapter VII. PLOT LABYRINTH

DOC SAVAGE had given up choking “Ham” and had belted the man sensdess with his fist. Then Doc
hed seized the whed of the car and had driven away rapidly, with the horn blowing a steady moan. He



traveled in that fashion until he reached the nearest police precinct station—two blocks away—where he
crashed the car over the sdewak and againg the precinct steps. He got a sudden flow of cops out of the
place, which was what he wanted.

“Grab anyone who looks asif he might be following me” he cdled loudly. “Paticularly in a car!”

One of the officers recognized the bronze man and relayed the order. There was some running, two
shots. Findly, the police returned.

Doc had remained in his car, by now dmaost blinded by the green fog.
“There was someone fallowing me?’ he asked.

“l don't understand this darned thing,” one of the officers said.

“Was there?’

“Fallowing you!” the policeman exploded. “They were dl around you.”
“In cars?’

“In big machines marked with red sgns” the policeman explained. “The Sgns read: ‘Danger!” They dso
read: 'Beware the car carying dangerous high explosvel™ The officer came closer. “What is this,
anyway?’

Doc Savage was dlent for amomert.

He asked, “Did the sgns on the cars dso warn dl traffic to stop, or go dowly, while the car they were
escorting passed?’

“Sure” the cop said. “You were supposed to be the car carrying the explosive. |Is there any in there?’
Doc Savage was dlent again. Then he said, “That explains how they made the traffic go dowly.”

“It sure went dow,” said the cop. “Reports of this cavalcade have been coming in as it crossed town. It
went to that old green building downtown, then went up to the apartment-house digtrict. That right?’

“And treffic stopped dl the way?’

The policeman approached. “That's right.”

“Why, hdllo, Lieutenant Evers” Doc said.

Evers dropped his jaw. “Grest grief, did you just recognize me?’
“You just came close enough for me to see you.”

Lieutenant Evers was concerned. “Something happened to your eyes?” He looked into the car. “What
have you got there? That isyour ad, Ham Brooks, it it?’

“An excdlent imitation only,” the bronze man said. He did not elaborate on the remark, dthough Evers
was puzzled. “Lieutenant, will you drive me to my headquarters?’

“Why, sure,” said Lieutenant Evers. He moved in behind the whed as Doc Savage climbed into the
back. “Fast or dow?’ he asked.



“Fast,” Doc sad grimly. He had not mentioned the green fog.
“Il have a squad car pace us” the officer said.

The pacing was somewhat, but not much, under seventy miles an hour. They took the long wide sweep
of Eighth Avenue, then turned left and stopped a the stone skyscraper which housed the bronze man's
establishment.

Lieutenant Evers pointed at “Ham.” “Y ou need any help getting him upgtairs?’
Doc shook his head dightly. “No, thanks, Evers. But you might tl me something.”
“Surel Anything you want to know.”

“Do you see anything thet |ooks like a green fog?’

Evers svung dowly, Saring everywhere.

“No. No green fog,” he said. “That's a strange question.”

PAT SAVAGE ran across the eighty-sixth-floor reception room to greet Doc.

“Doc, you're safel” she gasped. Then she saw the man Doc was carrying. “Ham! What has happened to
him?’

Doc carried his burden into the laboratory, placed the man on a table. He asked, “You remember that
knife scar on Ham's back?’ Pat nodded. Doc then stripped open the man's shirt and exhibited an
expanse of unmarred skin. There was no scar.

“It isn't Ham!” Pat excdlamed.
“No,” Doc Savage said grimly. “It is a very good imitation, though.”
Pat said, “Doc, those fainting spells we had—they did something to us. Gas or something.”

Doc nodded. “Something of the kind. They knocked dl of us out, then took me away.” He eyed Pat.
“Did they harm you or Monk or Ham?’

“No.” Pat shook her head. “We just woke up. And you were gone.”
“That was when they orang the trap,” Doc said.
Puzzled, Pat said, “How do you mean?’

“Sazed me” the bronze man explained, “and took me away. They had a fake Monk and Ham dl ready
for me, | think. At leadt, here is the fake Ham.” The bronze man frowned. “They were unbdievably
clever aout it. They had an escort of cars, marked with sgns that kept everyone away from my car.
That was so | would think the green fog was dl over the city and that no one was out driving. The Sgns
caused motorigs to pull over to the curb and stop. The dgns labded me as carrying dangerous
explosves”

Doc began strapping the fase Ham to a table that was narrow enough for the purpose.

“Where are Monk and Ham?’ he asked.



Color went out of Pat's face in a quick rush. “They went to the airport to meet Renny, Johnny and Long
Tom,” she said. She waited, and, when Doc Savage made no comment, she asked, “Haven't you heard
what happened at the airport?’

Doc draightened suddenly. “Wha?’

“A big truck and a bunch of heavily armed men smashed into the plane carrying Renny, Long Tom and
Johnny,” Pat said. “The pilot of the plane was shot dead when he resisted. Renny, Long Tom and Johnny
were saized and carried off in the truck.”

“Monk and Ham?’

“Not aword from them since,” Pet said.

Doc was slent amoment. “Will you check the telephone,” he said.
Pet reached for the insrument.

“Outsde, | mean,” Doc said. “Go to the drugstore in the lobby, or the restaurant, and telephone me
here”

Pat nodded and |€ft.

Severd minutes later, she returned with a surprised expression. “Telephone operator told me the
telephone was out of order,” she said.

“Remember when you cdled your friend Susan Glaspdl, to ask if the green fog was present in
Westchester County?” he asked.

“Yes, of course | recdl,” Pat said. “I got Susan's mad.”

“Notice any resemblance between this telephone operator's voice you just heard and that of Susan
Glaspdl's mad?

Pat nibbled a lower lip, and a frown began crowding her eyebrows together. “Come to think of it, the
voices were very much dike”

Suddenly, Pat sprang to the telephone, dided a number a random, and said, “Give me Mr. Jonathan
Doe” She ligened to a voice, put the insrument down, and stamped a foot. “I was assured Mr. Doe
was out of the building,” she said. “That was my own telephone number | dided, and there is certainly no
Doe working for me.”

Without comment, Doc returned to work on the fake Ham.

Pat snapped, “I get it! They've got our telephone line tapped, with a gifl riding it and tdling us tha the
people we want to talk to aren't there. What's the idea of that?’

“Atrick.”

“But why? They're pulling a fast one on us for some reason. But why?’
“The green fog.”

“| don't,” said Pat, “get it”



“Thereis no green fog!”

Pat jumped. “Wait a minute! They say, seeing is bdieving. | see afog.” When Doc did not answer, she
demanded, “Don't you see one?’

He nodded dightly.

“But it does not exis,” he said.

THE man who had masqueraded as Ham was wearing a woman's tight, old-fashioned corset to give
himsdf the rather waspish midriff which was Ham's proud possession. A chemicd test showed that his
har was dyed, that his skin was shaded, that he wore a metd arrangement ingde his nodrils to shape
them. Doc glanced at the labelsin his clothes. The name was the same tailor which Ham patroni zed.

Pat had been thinking about the fog.
“Doesnt exig,” she sad. “But | seeit!”
Doc sad, “ Step into the chemicd storeroom, will you, and get No. 22800.”

“That's the truth serum, in't it?’ Pat remarked. She went to the cubicle where they stored the chemicals.
The storeroom was a cubicle only in relation to the general Sze of the rest of the laboratory. Actudly, the
place was larger than most living rooms.

The fake Ham opened his eyes. He had been hit very hard. The man did not say anything.
Doc sad, “You did a commendable job of acting.”
Theman wet hislips. Hisfirg effort to speak was a croaking noise which embarrassed him.

“Thank you,” he managed to say. “It should have been good. | have studied day and night for the part for
over amonth.”

“It was very good,” Doc agreed.

The man expanded. “Naurdly, as | say, it was not bad. Matter of fact, | memorized everything about
Ham Brooks which ten detectives were able to unearth. You should hear me spout legd terminology. |
bet | could pass a bar examinaion.”

“No doubt.”

“Kept you fooled, didn't 1?7’ said the man proudly.

“For about thirty seconds.”

“Y ou mean”—the man's eyes popped—"you got wise to usright avay?’
“Almogt.”

“l don't believe it. Hdl, we thought of everything. Every possble means of meking you think we were
Monk and Ham, and that there was a green fog—we used them dl. We didn't overlook anything.”

Doc Savage said, “You recdl when you told me Pat was not there because she had gone home?’



“Yes. What was wrong with that?”

“You said she had gone because you had persuaded her there might be danger for her.”

“yYes”

“That,” said Doc, “was an impossibility. No one could persuade Pat anything was too dangerous.”

Pat had come back intime to hear the last. “Thank you kindly,” she said chearfully. “You should know,
Doc. You've tried often enough.”

The bronze man dapped the fake Ham on the chest. Not hard, but with enough force to remove some
ar. He sad, “Wha we want out of you is conversation.”

The man's eyes became stony.
“Hdl of abit youll get,” he said.

Doc Savage contemplated the man for a while, said abruptly, “We will not waste time with you.” He
picked up a hypo needle and used it, and the man barked once, more in anger than pain. Then Doc
stepped back.

“Watch him,” he told Pat. “The suff will take about fifteen minutes to work.”
“What's that junk you gimme?’ snarled the man.
Pat said ominoudy, “You won't care.”

The chemicd the bronze man had used was a type of truth serum which he had developed after
consderable research. It was vidlent in its effect on the victim, so dangerous that Doc rardy used it
except in extreme emergencies.

THE bronze man proceeded to change clothes, apply a light coloring to his face, put dark opticd caps
over his eyebdls to change the didinct coloration of his eyes, and pull on a coat with a built-in back
deformity. He whitened his hair and took a cane.

He made atour of the neighborhood, moving casudly, stooping to conced his extraordinary height, and
wearing gloves. He did not have to pretend to be nearsghted. He was unable to see more than twenty or
thirty feet because of the greenish hazein his eyes. The fog.

He studied the taxicabs at the stand on the corner. Taxicab drivers in the dty frequent the same stands
day after day. There was only one strange cab in the line. Doc approached the machine, opened the rear
door.

“Sorry, miger,” the driver said sharply. “This cab is engaged.”

Doc got into the cab. “Never mind that,” he said. “When do they movein on Savage?”’
The driver jumped, turned his head, stared. “What you talking about, brother?’

Doc sad, “Didnt you turn in the word Savage had come back here?’

The man seemed to consider the point. “Elmer send you?’



“What makes you think anybody sent me?’
The man was suspicious. “Brother, you better identify yoursdf.”

Doc put an angry note in hisvoice. “Y ou better not waste my time, fellow. The man who was playing the
part of Ham isin serious trouble. Not that anybody gives a hoot about him, but Savage may have ways
of making him talk.”

“Oh!” The driver settled back in his seat. “So it's that way. The boys are meeting down the street. That
dde dtreet on the left. Didnt they tdl you?’

“No. What's the plan?’
“Straight raid. They will go into Savage's garage in the basement and take the private eevator.”

“How will they manage tha? Doc was genuindy surprised. Exigence of the basement garage was
supposed to be more or less of a secret, and certainly no one could gan admisson who did not
undergtand the operation of a number of secret devices.

“The mechanic who worked on the place will lead the way,” said the taxicab driver.

Doc made no immediate comment. A mechanic had made some repairs on the private evator recently.
Thefdlow had been highly recommended. But someone evidently had made a mistake.

The bronze man got out of the cab. “Keep your eyes open,” he said.

HE took the fast devator to the eighty-saixth floor, swung into the laboratory, picked up a knife and
dashed the lines with which he had secured the fake Ham to the table.

“Comeon,” hetold Pat. “They are on the verge of raiding the place.”
Pa said, “Why can't we stay and fight?’

The bronze man shook his head dightly. He carried the fase Ham to the elevator, went down a dozen
floors and stopped at the private apartment which he had maintained in the place for some time.

Pat was surprised. “I didn't know you had this gpartment.”

“Keep him here” Doc put the fake Ham on a bed. The man was going under the effects of the truth
serum, acting as if he was completdy drunk. “If he begins to have spasmodic attacks, break some of
these vids under his nodrils” He gave Pat severd thinwadled, gauze-wrapped vids of the type
sometimes used for smdling sats.

“Where you going?’ Pat asked, concerned.
The bronze man seemed not to hear the question. He went to the door.
“If 1 should be ddlayed,” he said, “you proceed with questioning the man.”

Pat nodded. “Pry out of him what this green fog is, what isin the green chest and what made men fdl up.
That the idea?’

“We want the reason for this mygery.”



“Sure. Il get it.”

Doc went to the elevator and dropped down to the garage. For convenience, he kept a store of gadgets
inthe garage. He sdlected a pair of large hand grenades and took a position near the elevator.

He watched the relays and motors which controlled the big outer door. That the foe might gain admisson
through the garage was surprising. They would have to operate a radio control, and the device had a
combination which was changed regulaly. It functioned after the fashion of rday office cdls on telegraph
lines For ingtance, this week only a combination of dot-dot-dash-dot-dash-dash-space-dot-dot would
make the device function. Next week, the combination would be changed. If they gaot in, they would be

ingenious
They were ingenious enough, for suddenly relays clicked and motors whined and the big door moved up.
Men started to come in. A dozen of them &t the least.

Doc tossed the grenade o that it hopped across the floor and blew up in ther faces. The blast was not
close enough to kill anyone, but it brushed them back out of the opening as if a great hand had dapped
them. The second grenade was a combination of tear gas and smoke, and he threw that one directly in
their midg.

They broke and ran.

Doc whedled, raced up a stairway, pounded across the lobby floor and dived out on the sdewak. With
great commotion and haste—dtill wearing his makeshift disguise—he piled into the taxicab run by the
driver to whom he had talked.

“It went wrong,” he said excitedly. “Clear out of here. Quick!”

The driver was not excitable. “They put out orders to get back to the meeting place in case this went
wrong,” he said.

Doc settled back on the seat. “The medting place, en? By dl means”

Chapter VIII. FEAR IS A GOATHERD
THE taxi driver took him forty miles out on Long Idand and turned left on a deserted road and stopped.

The man pointed. “Up there on the hill.”

Doc Savage surveyed the place in the increasing darkness of early evening. It was not yet night. Red
color mixed with gold splashed over the foliage as the sun rode just out of sght below the horizon. A
angle spike of sunlight came through a Folit deft in the trees and made a long thing, like a sted
broadsword blade, across the deep-blue surface of Long Idand Sound.

“Deserted spot,” Doc sad.

“What do you want? The middle of a Sdewak?’ The driver started his car again, pulled over to a wal of
brush, worked hisway through it, and there was suddenly a ramshackle shed with two other cars and a
truck. The truck was a huge thing, marked by bullets.

Since it was undoubtedly the truck which had seized Renny, Long Tom and Johnny &t the airport, Doc
Savage made his sl trilling noise briefly and unconscioudy.



“What's that noise?’ the driver grunted.

Doc slenced himsdf. He never knew that he was making the sound until he made it. It was something
that, when the circumstances were right, was as natura as breathing.

“Thewind, probably,” Doc sad.
“There an't no wind to speak of.”
A man came out of the shadows with arifle. “What went wrong?’

“l guess plenty,” said the taxi driver. “The attack on Savage's place to rescue that guy who was playing
Ham Brooks blew up like a skyrocket.”

The men looked into the back seat. “Whao's your pad?’

“One of the boys.”

“Which one?’

“l dunno.”

Thetaxi driver turned around. “What's your name?’ he asked Doc.

The other sniffed and said, “Mean to tdl me you never even asked who he was? Hdl, why not just pick
up anybody and bring him out here?’

Thetaxi driver did not like that. He and the man seemed to have quarreled before. The driver got out.

“He knows dl the answers,” he said, indicating Doc. Then he reached for the other's collar. “Pd, I've
told you before about getting tough with me. | don't take it, see!”

Doc Savage dighted from the cab, doing his best to look as if he was interested in nothing but the fight
that was about to deveop.

The man with the rifle hegtily backed away from the taxi driver. “Now wait a minute, Freddy,” he said.
“Thisan't no time to get each other skinned up.”

“It looks like a good time to me,” said the taxi driver, Freddy.
“Nix, nix, you sap! Weve got trouble here of our own.”
Freddy scowled. “Whatcha mean?’

“We got dl five of Doc Savage's ads cornered,” the man explained. “And it's a hdl of a job grabbing
them.”

Freddy was incredulous. “All five? | thought only three were coming in on the plane”

The man shrugged. “Monk and Ham—the genuine ones—showed up, took their three friends away from
us, got on our boat. We had abox of hand grenadesin the boat. Stinky's brother put a bullet in them and
the boat sank.”

“What became of Savage's men?’
“They got on apile of rocks that is exposed at low tide. There's cover for them. They're halding us off.”



“If you can't get them off the rocks,” Freddy said, “why not get the blazes out of here and leave them?
Suppose a coast-guard boat shows up.”

“Well get 'em.” The man laughed grimly. “Thetideis coming in. And fast.”

There was automobile noise that approached from the direction of the highway.

Freddy said, “That will be the rest of the men who were going to raid Doc Savage's place.”
The other man scowled at Doc. “Who isthis bird? | dill want to know.”

Doc sad quigtly, “1 can prove that.” He waked over to the man and held out a sheet of paper that was
blank—athough this was not important—and when the man started to look &t it, he hit the fdlow neatly
on the jaw.

Freddy was somewhat more difficult. He was quick. He went back like a skater, twisted with serpentine
speed, lifting his hands as if he was surrendering, but coming out with a short, blunt black pistol that had
been under his tightly fitting uniform cap. Doc got his hands on the gun, and they went to the ground,
fighting to see whether the safety of the automatic would be on or off. Off it was.

Freddy croaked, “Don't hit mel” just as Doc Savage hit him on the jaw. Freddy was evidently thinking of
aset of fase teeth, parts of which flew out of his mouth. He rolled over on his Sde, spat out the rest of
the teeth and was slent, motionless.

Doc left the shed. He heard four quick shots from toward the sea. He made for the Sound.

THE rock pile in the sea seemed to consst of four large boulders and enough smdler ones to make a
rampart. The tide had come in until no more than two feet of the stone bulwarks projected, and waves
were bresking over this

A long, lean and fagt-looking boat cruised dowly across the blade of sunlight that was fading from the
water. The craft was painted as a pleasure vessd, but it was larger and dimmer, seemed charged with
power. Doc Savage studied the vessdl, decided it was no pleasure creéft &t dl.

The boat nosed dowly toward the cluster of rocks. There was a report, not loud, then an enormoudy
louder blast and a geyser of water ahead of the craft. That would be one of the supermachine pigtols, the
compact little weapons which Monk and Ham no doubt had brought with them. An explosve pdlet. The
boat was keeping out of range, for it now sheered off.

Doc Savage studied the scene as best he could, handicapped by the greenish haze in his eyes. The
powerful prisms of the monocular which he carried was a help. Even with its strong magnification, he was
not positive of the Stuation.

He moved downward through the brush, attracted by a man who was standing in view of the boat, but
out of 9ght of the rocks. The man had two shirtstied to sticks.

Doc came close to the man with the wigwag equipment.

“All right, al right!” the man caled impatiently to someone. “On the boat, they want to know what to do.
What shdl | tdl them?’

A voice cursed the gathering night. “Give us an hour, and the tide will drown them out.”



“We won't have an hour.”
The other swore again. “Tdl them to wait. Hold that torpedo.”

Doc Savage moved away hedlily, and used his strong monocular on the long dim boat again. He saw
now what had made the craft look queer. A rather bulky build-up on the forward deck, giving that part
of a boat a homemade appearance that did not fit the rest of the craft.

There was ahousng that covered a pair of torpedo tubes, he suddenly decided. A so-called “mosquito
boat,” not American either, he decided.

He went back to the flagman, cautioudy skirted the fellow, and found that the man who had been giving
the orders had gone away for the momen.

Doc took along chance.

He imitated the voice of the man who had been giving orders to the flagmen, and said, “Tdl them to lay a
smoke screen around that rock.”

The flagman jumped. “Are you crazy?’ He scowled toward the bush where Doc was concedled. “What's
the matter with your voice?’

Under other conditions Doc would have been embarrassed. He had studied voice imitation under a
master. Usudly, he was more successful.

He said sharply, “Signd them, you fool! The smoke screen!”

Theflagman jumped at the tone, saluted. He began an expert waggling with the sticks to which the shirts
were tied.

“Tdl them,” Doc ordered, “to lay the smoke screen, then stand by on the other side. They are to capture
anyone they see. But thereisto be no shooting.”

“Right, gr,” said the flagmen.
“Be sure they wait on the other side of the smoke screen.”

“Rignt, gr!”

DOC worked down to a point where, close inshore, the water was deep. He watched the long torpedo
boat lift its nose and charge around the rock at a respectful distance, tralling a grest worm of smoke that
flattened.

Thefact that they had smokescreen equipment aboard checked his conviction that the craft was a navd
one.

The breeze drifted the smoke toward shore. As soon as it reached the beach, Doc scrambled down and
entered the water.

Behind him, there was suddenly profane excitement. The flagman was assuring someone he had done
nothing but follow orders.

Doc swam grongly. He would not have much time. As fully equipped as they were, they would have



radio apparatus. The boat waiting on the other sde of the smoke could not see the wigwag sgnds, but a
sngle radio contact could tip them off that something was wrong.

Nearing the rocks, Doc cdled, “Monk!”

Monk's smdl voice squawked astonishment, and Renny rumbled, “Holy cow!”

Doc reached the stony refuge. Waves were bresking over his men. He demanded, “All of you safe?”’
“l wouldn't cdl it safe,” Long Tom said dryly. “Were dl here, though.”

Doc said, “Wiait five minutes. Then swim out of the smoke.” He pointed. “Head in that direction.”
“Ther boat is out there. We heard the motors.”

“Your job,” Doc said, “isto divert ther atention while | dimb aboard by the stern.”

“All right,” Long Tom said. “But this won't be easy. Those guys have a regular navy here. | never saw
such efficency.”

Doc asked, “Is there aloose rock around here about the Sze of a man's head?”’
“Plenty of them.”

The bronze man put on one of the trangparent hoods of Cellophandike materid which, pulled over his
head, was hdd tightly about his neck with dagtic. Ingde this, clamped between his teeth, he placed a
compact breeth-purifier of the atificid-lung type. It was not, of course, as efficient. But it would keep
him supplied with oxygen for possibly ten minutes. He got his bearings, took the rock and went under.

LOCATING the boat was more a matter of patience than superhuman ability. The water was not deep.
He merdly spotted the dark hulk of the craft outlined on the water above, et go the stone, and swam up
cautioudy to the stern. The propellers were maotionless, two big dark blades.

He ran a hand over the hull. Rough with barnacles. The boat had been in the water along time.

With extreme care, hanging to the rudder, he got his head above the surface. No one above. He reached
upward. Theral was too far away.

He unlimbered the collapsible grapple, attached to a slken cord of great strength. He dways carried the
thing. He tossed the grapple, hooked it over the rall, waited to see that no one had been darmed. Then
he went down into the water again and waited.

There was a shout. Sudden rush from the propellers nearly threw him out of the water. He fought the
cord, managed to get hold of the rall.

They were crowded on the forward deck, except for two men who were a the whed and controls. The
last pair were amidships.

Forward, a man bellowed, “Get your hands up!”
Monk's voice answered. “Come and get us. We're surrendering! The darn tide covered those rocks.”

The man who had bdlowed said, “ Careful, men. Thisamdlslike atrick.”



Doc was on deck by that time. He went forward. The boat was traveling fast now, meking a wide circle
around the svimming figures of Monk and the others.

The bronze man hit the pair at the controls. He struck hard with a shoulder, sent one man overboard. The
other whirled, gasped, dodged the fi Doc sent at him. He stepped backward, got out of reach.

Doc knocked the engine throttles wide open. He put the port engine into reverse, the starboard one full
speed ahead. He put the whed hard to port. The result was a harpin turn by the boat.

Narrow beam of the craft had never been designed for such turns. It went over, not completely capszing,
but tipping fully half over, the starboard rall and hdf the cabin under. This happened at near forty miles an
hour, and the result was like an avalanche of stone as water came over the bows. Everyone on deck was
washed overboard, with the exception of one man, who got hold of a cleat. Doc picked a cover off the
binnacle and hurled it at that man, and the fdlow did over the side.

It was then no trouble to go back and pick up Monk, Ham, Long Tom, Renny and Johnny. The latter
immediatdy piled below decks to see if there was anyone Ieft there. There was a commotion. Excited
voices. Doc lisened to them.

Long-bodied, big-worded Johnny put his head out of a companion and said, “A syzygy, emphaticaly.”
Monk aso came up from below. Monk's face was blank with astonishment.
“A syzygy,” Monk said, “is probably the word for it.”

Johnny seemed surprised that Monk should know what such a word meant. “You know whet it means?’
he asked suspicioudy.

“Syzygy,” Monk said, “is when one planet meets another, or something like that. Isn't that it?’
Johnny nodded.
Doc Savage sad. “What are you two taking about?’

“A mesting of planets” Monk explained. “The way that fdlow Tottingham Strand fdl up into the sky, we
supposed he would be floating around among the stars, by now. But he's back to earth!”

“You mean heis on board?’

“Heistied to a bunk down bdow,” Monk said.

Chapter IX. SYZYGY WAS NO GOOD
JOHNNY made another statement. He used amdl words, so he was very impressed.

“Thereisdso agirl,” he said.
“A princess,” Monk corrected him. “Such aregd creature as to make your heart go flop-flop.”
“Her nameis Erica, she says,” Johnny added. “Erica Ambler-Hotts, she says.”

Doc Savage changed the subject by pointing upward. “That plane” he said, “is coming down as if it had
apurpose.”



The plane was a ydlow craft with two flat, fish-shaped floats and a lean shark shout of a water-cooled
motor. It came down in a long fdling dive, not steep enough to srip off the wings. The wing dots were
s, fter the fashion of a dive bomber.

Monk said, “I don't like the way that thing acts.”

Doc Savage—he had turned the boat back to pick up the crew members who had been dumped
overboard—suddenly knocked the throttles wide open again and spun the whed. He began to make
saky S curves over the surface.

The plane changed course two or three times, pulled out of its dive. There was a whidling, then
commotion and water and smoke dimbing into the air, and deep underwater noise.

“A little closer,” Monk said, “and there would redly have been a syzygy.”
“Bombd” Johnny muttered. “I'll be superamagamated! A regular dive bomber.”

“Navy type,” Doc said.

“What navy?

“That would be hard to tell,” the bronze man said.
Johnny rubbed his jaw thoughtfully.

“Nice mixture of events, wouldn't you say?’ he remarked. “A man comes, Monk tels me, about a green
chest which was stolen from him. He doesn't know whét is in the chest because it belonged to a friend
named Montgomery, for whom he was keeping it. Then the man fdls up into the sky. Then a green fog
affects Doc, Monk, Ham and Pat—"

“Wait aminute” Monk ydled. “Aren't you seeing the green fog?’

“Certanly not!” Johnny replied. “And now, anavd planeis dive-bombing us. It's a little mixed up, if you
ask me. Some explanations would help clear part of it.”

Monk collared the gaunt geologist and archaeologist. “Are you seeing any fog?’
“No!”
Monk looked blank. “That's funny. | see afog.”

Doc Savage had been watching the plane as it arched up and came back again. Machine-gun bullets
began bailing the water as guns on its wings—two on each wing, two through the propeller—hung out
red tongues. Doc changed the course of the boat rapidly.

“Get below,” he said sharply. “The decks are probably armored.”

Monk and Johnny dived for the hatch. Doc yanked at a projection which proved to be what he thought it
was—a sted shel which hinged up over the steersman's post, and would turn meachine-gun dugs and
possibly the light-cannon shdlls with which modern planes are equipped.

Ham shouted, “Doc, you want to put out a smoke screen?”’

“Good ideg,” the bronze man said. His voice was composed, in contrast to the gnashing rip and tear of
meachine-gun dugs, the shotgun-loud smash of a cannon shdll that suddenly tore away deck planking and



exposed the slver shine of armor plate below.
The boat put out smoke, and they moved around under it.

After awhile, the night was dark enough to escape. The bronze man noted that the gas tanks were wdl
filled. He sent the boat toward the city.

MONK watched the lights of the Triborough Bridge move overhead like a grest monocolored ranbow
on which moved the luminous patches of automobile headlights. The boat motors were a rumble like a
subway train underfoot, and two white ram horns of spray stood out from the bows and, now and then
grew, longer or shorter.

Long Tom came on deck. “You want to tak to the State police on the radio, Doc?’
The bronze man asked, “Did you give them the story?’

“All but the dlly parts,” Long Tom said. “I didnt mention green chests, men fdling up, or green fogs. |
told them there were some foreign agents or something stirring up a mess”

“Were they caught?’
“Every one of them was gone by the time the police got there.”
“No clues?

“Not yet. They are checking on the plane, have the roads blocked, and the coast guard is starting to
search dl boats. Ham and Monk furnished descriptions of dl those we had seen.”

Monk came on deck intime to say, “The best description | gave was of that fake Monk. That sure gets
me. Y ou wouldn't believe anyone could look so much like me”

“You sure said something there,” Ham told him.

“What you mean?’

“Looking likeyouisafeat | didn't think anyone could do.”

“Look,” Monk said hitterly, “I'min no mood for that suff you cal wit.”

Renny put his head out to look at the bresthless spectacle which was New York seen at night from the
river. They swvung past the Sutton Place and Tudor City didricts, high apartment houses with many
lighted windows.

“They won't talk,” Renny reported.
“Which one?’

“Both of them,” said Renny. “The girl daims she doesn't know anything. Tottingham Strand says he can't
imagine what it isdl about.”

Doc Savage inquired quigtly, “Is he dicking to the story about a mysterious green chest which a friend
gave him to keep?’

“That's his story, and he's stuck with it if you ask me” Renny rumbled. “Persondly, | don't believe it any



more than | believe storks bring little babies.”
Doc turned the boat into a pier.
Surprised, Long Tom asked, “Arent we going around to the warehouse?’

The “warehouse” was an innocent lump of a building on the Hudson side of Manhattan Idand, a structure
that bore the legend “Hidalgo Trading Company.” The interior had been converted into a sesplane
hangar and boathouse. A pneumétic man-carrying tube of Doc's design—one gadget which would never
become popular with the public; a ride in the tube was about as soothing as a trip through a forest on a
skyrocket—Ied directly to headquarters.

“No, we sdl stay away from there,” Doc said. “It is probably being watched.”
“Not many people know about it.”

Doc was slent a moment. “These men we are fighting, whoever they are, know an incredible amount
about us. They knew enough to subdtitute two impostors for Monk and Ham, to gan access to our
headquarters at will.”

Long Tom's mouth jerked open, then closed. “Doc, isn't Pat at headquarters with the fake Ham? Doesn't
that mean she may bein danger?’

“Pet,” the bronze man explained, “isin the same building, but on a different floor. In my gpartment.”
“Apartment?’ Long Tom said. “I didn't know you had one there.”
“Nor did anyone s Doc said. “So Pat probably is safe”

PAT SAVAGE looked anything but safe when they walked in on her. She was ghogt-pale. “Have you
got amdling sdts or something?’ she asked.

Theidea of Pat needing smdling sdts was dtartling.

“What happened?’ Monk demanded. “Did the fake Ham fdl up, too?’
Pat shuddered. “He went down, if anything—the part of him that Ieft.”
“What—" Monk stared blankly.

“A button off hisves, | think it was” Pat explained. She sank in a chair. “It was awful. | thought | was
tough. | was the one who ate up excitement. Whew!”

“Button?’ Monk asked.

Pat said, “He ate it, before the truth serum got him. That is, he began to fed the effects of the serum, and
he ate the button. It was a hollow shdll, and there was some powder—chemica of some kind—in it. The
man—the false Ham—bragged about it. He sad it would keep him unconscious for days, so we could
not get anything out of him. You know, like spies do, and like we have done on occasion. It's an old
trick.”

“Poison?’ Doc Savage put in.



Pat nodded. “I don't think—I'm sure he did not know it. That was horrible, wasn't it? Whoever he was
working for knew he would bein very desperate draits before he ever used that chemicd-filled button. It
was murder!”

Doc Savage glanced at Erica Ambler-Hotts. She was as cool as cream in arefrigerator.
“I would like you to look at the body,” Doc told her.
She did not flinch. “1 don't mind,” she said.

She went into the other room and glanced a the body on the floor. The man had gone through motions in
dying that had clawed up the rug and upset things. Erica Ambler-Hotts was not dl cold stone. She logt
color.

“I never saw him before,” she said. She turned quickly and walked ouit.

Doc brought in Tottingham Strand. The man was composed, but it was the composure of a sted spring
tightened to its last turn. More than ever, the man was like a tempered blade, a fine cutting instrument,
impersond, dways on his fet, like a cat. He went to the body and turned the face into different

positions.
“I have seen him.” He gtraightened, looked at his hands digtagtefully, took out a handkerchief and wiped
them. “Thismean tried to kill me afew days ago. He wasin a car that sought to run me down.”

Doc asked, “Did you go to the police about that?’

Strand shrugged. “1 have explained to your associates why | did not go to the police with any of this. My
friend Montgomery—he left me the green chest—requested me not to go to the police”

“You must have been willing to do a great ded for your friend Montgomery.” Doc's metdlic eyes were
suddenly as dill as hardened gold.

Strand spread his hands. “I did not know what | was getting into.”
“And what did you get into?’ Doc asked.

“That,” said Strand quickly, “is something | wish you would tdl me”
“What part do you want me to tdl you?’

“Why menfdl up,” Strand said.

Doc was Slent.

Strand, after amiling wryly, added, “And why Miss Ambler-Hotts was seized. They were going to kill
her. But firg they were going to torture her to make her tdl what she knew about my actions and whét |
knew and what | had done.”

Doc sad, “You know, then, why they seized you?’
“No.”

Doc Savage's face was usudly expressonless, but that did not mean he could not show emotion. He
displayed feding now. The feding was profound skepticiam. It was so plain that Strand could not miss it.
Strand flushed.



“My friend Montgomery got me into something,” Strand said grimly. “I wish you would tdl me what it is”

WHILE Doc Savage was answvering Strand's last statement with sllence, Monk and Ham came into the
room. Monk gestured skyward with a thumb, said, “Ham and | are going up to headquarters.”

“Be careful,” was dl Doc Savage had to say.

It was a rare occasion when Doc gave awarning, so Monk and Ham were impressed when they walked
out.

Doc Savage watched Strand for a while. Doc's face was now expressionless. Then he made the low
trilling which was his peculiarity. The sound was amost inaudible.

“Strand,” he said, “there is a place for everything.”

Strand haf-closed one eye. “ So I've heard.”

“Thisisthe place,” Doc said, “for the truth.”

The Englishman's face jerked into a mask, tdling nothing except that he was on guard.
“Sorry,” he said.

“You have not told the truth.”

Strand wheded 4iffly. “ Sorry,” he said. He walked out.

A moment later, there was a rumble from the outer room. Doc went to the door. Strand was trying to
leave, and Renny had his way barred, with big fists cocked. “Holy cow!” Renny told him. “You're not
just walking out!”

“Get out of my way,” Strand said coldly.

Renny looked at the stedl expression of the man and said, “You don't make me shake in my boots,
friend. Go back and st down.”

Strand did something that was hard to do. He went back and took a chair and made it seem that he had
not been bluffed in the leedt.

Later, Renny got Doc aside. “That felow,” Renny muttered, “is not someone | would want to find in a
dark dley, if he didn't like me”

Doc Savage made no comment. He went to the telephone and dided his headquarters updtairs, usng the
unlisted number which would get a quick response.

Monk answered and said, “They have been in here, Doc. But they're gone. Weve got the photographs
from the concedled camera that takes pictures of intruders. Y ou want us to develop the film?’

“Bring the film and developing chemicas downdairs” Doc directed. “And there are some other
chemicas you can aso bring. Better get a paper and pencil and make alig.”

The lig of chemicas which Doc Savage named was long and complicated. He added a few pieces of
equipment.



“It'sagood thing you told me to write them down,” Monk said.

He and Ham soon appeared, heavily burdened. Ham patted his pocket. “Herere the films Want us to
use the bathroom or the kitchen?’

“Bathroom.” Doc Savage picked up the chemicds and carried them into the kitchen. He worked for
some time, mixing and testing.

Monk cameinwith a print which he had made. “This is the best one” he said. “Look here; weve seen
these guys. Some of them were in the gang that we fought out on Long Idand—part of the crew that
cornered us on that rock.”

Doc examined the print.
Then he looked at Monk and asked, “How isthe green fog, Monk?’

“Sill see it,” Monk said. “Renny and the others say it doesn't exist. But Pat and Ham and | sure see it.
We see afog, and it's green.”

Ham had come to lean againg the door. “Doc, I've noticed a queer thing about thisfog.”
“You mean thet it seems to turn red &t times?” Doc asked.

Ham stared. “How did you know?’

“Ever hear of santonin?’ Doc asked.

Monk popped his padms together. “Blazed For the love of little fished”

“You know whet it iS?” Ham demanded.

“Qure” Monk explained. “Great grief! Doc, how did they adminiger it to us? Santonin. They couldn't
have done that!”

Doc Savage said, “The fact that we saw only green indicates they used ether a developed form of
santonin, or asmilar compound. It may have been a gas. It probably was.”

“I'm going back upstairs to see how they gaveit to ud” Monk yelled.
The homdy chemig burst out of the room.
Ham shook his head. “I dill don't know wheat this santonin Suff is”

“A chemicd,” Doc Savage explained. “It makes things appear dl green or dl red to itsvictims for severd
days. Itisadrug.”

Ham gave that deep thought. “Why,” he asked, “did they do that?’

MONK came burging back into the gpartment with triumph dl over his clock-stopping face. “It was
easy when | knew wheat to look for.”

“Y ou found how they gave ustha chemicd?’ Ham demanded.
“Did I!” Monk grinned. “How do you think?’



“Dont be cute, you lummox,” Ham advised.

“You remember one of the very firg things that happened to Doc when this thing began?” Monk
demanded.

“The green fog—’

“No, no! Before that.”

“Doc was up a a hospita performing an operation nobody €se could perform—"
“Right after that,” Monk said.

“Why, Doc had an accident. There was a fight. Some stranger with a knife. The knife was knocked out
of the fdlow's hand and struck Doc, cutting him dightly. But Doc wasn't even involved in that.”

Monk grinned. “Remember what Pat was doing when we found her a headquarters?’
“Bandaging her ankle”
“Wi.]y?l

“Oh, some felow on the street had kicked her shin or something and skinned—" Ham went sSlent. His
eyes narrowed. “Wait aminute! That's akind of a coincidence.”

Monk said, “Remember what you and | did just before we began seeing the green fog?’
“We werein afight.”

“Exactly,” Monk said. “And no doubt that was when we got jabbed with a hypodermic needle containing
this advanced form of santonin.”

Ham looked disgruntled. “Y ou mean to tel me the santonin was administered with the knife that cut Doc,
with a needle in the toe of somebody's shoe that skinned Pat's ankle, and to us during that fight?’

“That,” Monk said, “is how we got it.”

“How did you find it out?’

Monk tapped his forehead. “By usng what'sin here”
Ham snorted. “What's in there will never trouble Eingein.”

Ham sat down in a chair, rubbed his jaw and began to redize just how puzzled he was. He scowled at
Monk. He did not like to discuss serious matters with Monk, because the impulse to insult Monk was
ovewhdming. Rather, it was a necessary act of self-preservation, for Monk would do plenty of insulting
himsdf if not held at bay in some fashion. Ham strained his hair with his fingers.

“Doc,” he said. “Why did they give us that suff—that santonin?’
“To make usthink there was a green fog.”
“For what purpose?’

The bronze man's features were inscrutable. “1t was part of an astoundingly clear and elaborate plot.”



Ham's eyes flew wide. When Doc referred to a thing as astounding and elaborate, it meant a great dedl.
One of the bronze man's habits were undersatement. Ham had heard him cdl an earthquake a minor
tremor when the quake was strong enough to shake the hat off a man's head.

“Fot,” Ham said. “Plot, en?’ He was puzzled. “They gave us santonin. That made us see a greenish film,
because of what it did to our eyes. They made us think it was afog. | remember when Monk and | were
around that building—we met a fdlow who asked us if there wasn't a green fog. That fdlow was one of
their men. He was hdping to make us think there was afog.”

“But why?” Monk asked.

“To make it easier to deceive me” Doc explained, rather loudly. At leadt, there was perceptibly greater
volumein his voice, dthough for no apparent reason.

Ham nodded. “1 think | get it. They wanted to hamper your vison so you wouldn't recognize the fake
Ham and the fake Monk. But they gave us the quff, too, so that, when we were firg with you, it would
be common. You'd think the fog was over-al.”

Doc sad, “Yes, and they did not want meto redize | wasin afake headquarters.”
Ham stared. “There was a phony headquarters, then?’

“An exact duplicate”

Monk muttered, “That's a hard one to believe. | don't see how they duplicated it.”

“There have been weeks of patient effort behind this” Doc Savage advised him.

THE bronze man's voice was becoming louder by degrees. The gradua increase in volume had not gone
unnoticed by Monk and Ham, but they were more or less excited over the fantastic evidence that
someone had gone to the enormous pains of duplicating their headquarters exactly. They were now doing
as people will do when another lifts his voice—they were speaking with more volume, themselves.

Ham paused to rub hisjaw reflectively.

“What,” he asked, “was the idea of the fooling us with the fake headquarters?’
“A psychologicd trick.”

Ham frowned. “I don't see the psychology init.”

“Theidea,” Doc explained, “was to make me think | was safe in headquarters among friends—the fake
Monk and Ham were to be the friends for that occason—and get me taking.”

Monk got into the conversation with a grunt.

“l can see how it might have worked,” Monk declared. “We dways tak fredy to each other. If Doc
thought he was with me, or if | thought | was with Doc, or with Ham—in other words, if we thought we
were together and nobody ese around, we might let something dip. Sure, it'd work.”

Ham put in a skeptical snort. “If,” he said, “we knew anything to let dip.”
Monk forgot himsdf and nodded agreement with Ham.



“That'sright,” he said. “We don't have anything they would want.”
Doc Savage said quietly, “But we have.”

They stared a him. “Huh?” Monk said.

“Compound Monk,” Doc said.

Ham Brooks chuckled heartily. “Monk is a compound, dl right,” he said. He glanced a Monk. “A
compound of amissng link and nobody could figure what ese.”

Then Ham stopped spesking. His jaw fdl. He had remembered something.

“Say!” he exploded. “You mean tha duff—that chemicd duff—you developed a long time ago? |
remember hearing somebody say something about some new discovery you had named 'Compound
Monk'; but nothing more was ever said about it, and it dipped my mind.”

Monk said, “I remember that Suff. It was very sendtive to mation radiation. The absorption of such
radiation by its atoms led to the gection of three eectrons, as againg two-electron gection by so-caled
photod ectric substances sengtive to light radiation.”

“Greek!” Ham said.

“It's not Greek, ether,” Monk snapped. “It's a pefectly smple thing. Youve seen light meters?
Photographers use them to measure light.”

“What,” asked Ham, “has alight meter got to do with this affar?’

“Nothing.” Monk looked exasperated. “But | can take the perfectly smple principle of the light meter
and explain it to you, and use tha to illustrate Compound Monk—"

Doc Savage interrupted. There was even more volumein his voice now.

“The formula for Compound Monk isin the big safe upgtairs” he said. “We might get it, ook it over, and
seeif it would explain what the mygery is about.”

A moment later, Tottingham Strand appeared in the door.
“l can explain what it isdl about,” he said.

RENNY, Long Tom, Johnny, Pat and Erica Ambler-Hotts had evidently been ligening, because they
appeared behind Strand. Strand stepped aside, and they entered. Strand remained in the doorway.
Noting that, and redizing there was now no one between Strand and the outer door, Monk arose and
sauntered past the man, then stood where he could shut off an escape attempt.

“It was because they were fools” Strand said.

Doc made a dight negative gesture. “On the contrary, they were clever.”

Strand showed his teeth with no humor. “They were trying to deceive me—and falled.”
Doc sad, after amoment, “You are not making yoursdf very clear.”

“They were gaing to let me escape and go to you for help.”



Doc Savage spoke quigtly in Mayan, the tongue which he and his associates used for consultation when
they did not wish to be understood by others. He spoke to Monk. He told Monk to come back out of
the other room and leave the way free for Strand to take flight.

“What did you say?" Strand demanded.

Monk swallowed his surprise, though fast, and said, “All right, Doc. I'll go into the kitchen and mix more
of that suff to clear the green fog out of our eyes.”

The homdy chemigt walked past Strand into the kitchen.

Strand was relieved. “The explanation of dl that elaborate deceit was this Mr. Savage. Firs, they
wanted you in a fake headquarters, where you were virtudly a prisoner guarded by two of their men. By
two men guarding you, |, of course, mean the fdse Monk and Ham.”

Strand stared at them.

He said, “I was permitted to escape—or so they planned. | would go to you, they knew. And they knew
| would talk to you; tdl you everything. The fake Monk and Ham would be present and overhear dl |
told you.”

“Then,” Doc said, “our guess at the purpose of the green fog and the fake headquarters was correct?’
“Yes. It was to get information out of you and me”

Doc asked, “They had reason for thinking you would try to reach me?’

“Excdlent reason.”

“What was it?’

Strand drew himsdf up.

“l came to America from England to see you,” he said. “They knew that.”

Monk's curiogity got so strong that he put his head out of the kitchen and demanded, “What did they
expect to learn?’

“They wished to hear what | would tdl you when | came to see you,” said Tottingham Strand. “They had
the fake Monk and Ham planted for that purpose. But’—his face darkened, and his hands closed—I
was too experienced for that gag. | saw through it at once. | told them s0.”

Monk rather derisvely, said, “Y ou're clever, huh?’

Strand smiled again, and it was like a knife blade showing its stedl.

“l was not fool enough for Savage to deceive me” he said.

Monk looked asif he had been dapped. “Hey, what do you mean?’

“I mean,” snapped Strand, “that | do not think Savage could have been deceived by those men even for
amoment. Therefore, he was not deceived. Hence, heisworking with them.”

“Brother,” said Monk coldly, “words like those may lose you your teeth.”
“Savage has you duped,” Strand said coldly. “He did not want you to know he had sold out; so he pulled



that elaborate and impossible yarn about a fake headquarters to deceive you. He did not want me
coming here. He wanted me away from you, but he knew | would expect to find some of his associates
with him. Y ou and Ham Brooks are the most prominent. Therefore, Savage prepared afake Monk and a
fake Ham for me”

Monk shook his head dowly.

“Man, you'e as crazy as a box ful of loons” he said.
Strand showed mogt of his teeth.

“I'l just leave you with that thought,” he said.

Then Strand legped back, dammed the door and locked it. Sound of his feet went away from the door
fedt.

Monk bounced forward, bellowing, “He scrammed! | knew he was fixing to!”

Erica Ambler-Hotts stood with her hands pressed to her cheeks and made an extremely coherent
Satement.

“Poor Tot Strand is o terrified by the magnitude of this thing,” she said, “that he has made a frightful
midake.”

Chapter X. THE MONK COMPOUND

THE eghty-sixth floor of the midtown building had been Doc Savage's headquarters since the beginning
of hisrather strange career of righting wrongs and punishing evil-doers.

From time to time, he had made changes in the place, added gadgets and trick devices, until it was a
remarkable labyrinth of the unexpected.

There was, for example, the wal passages by which they could move from one room to another and
watch through disguised loopholes. It was possble to move from these to a lower floor, thence out of the
building by the regular elevator service.

Doc Savage watched Tot Strand crouch before the big safe in the reception room and go through the
contents. Doc stood in a narrow passage and looked on through the glass eye of a large duffed fish
which hung on the wall.

Strand had found the safe open. He had located a file marked: “Confidentid Formulae” There were
envelopes in this file, fat ones, each of which contained a notebook—a record of the experiments in
developing the formula—and a package which contained samples of the formulaiitsdlf, whenever the suff
was not perishable.

Strand found a package, grunted loudly.
He put hisfind in his pocket and fled the place. He was so nervous that he was perspiring.
Down in the lobby, he took a great ded of care to make sure no one was waiting for him.

Thisinformation was relayed to Doc Savage by Renny Renwick, who said, “He got off on the mezzanine
floor. He's looking over the ralling, scouting to seeif the coast is clear.”



Renny was stting in the lobby barber shop, which had huge glass windows that offered a full view of the
lobby. Renny had seated himsdf in a chair, lathered his face, and leaned back. The barber, who knew
what was expected, had handed Renny a telephone when the latter gestured.

Doc sad, “Tdl me when he leaves and whét route he takes.”
“Hes doing it, now,” Renny said. “The south door. He is going west.”

Doc directed, “Go back upstairs. Keep an eye on that girl, Erica Ambler-Hotts. She knows more about
this than she has told us”

“That will be a pleasure,” Renny said.
“Is Bob following Strand?’ Doc asked.
“YS.H

Bob was Bob Gaston. He operated the newsstand in the south lobby of the building. Bob Gaston was
aso a product of the inditution which Doc Savage and his associates referred to as the “college” The
“college’ was located in a remote section of upstate New York, and its purpose and even its exisence
were unknown to the generd public. The purpose of the “college’ was the renoveting of criminds by
unusuad methods. When Doc caught a chronic crook, he committed the fdlow to the place, where the
patient underwent a delicate brain operation at the hands of specidigs trained by Doc himsdf. As a result
of the operation, dl memory of past was wiped out. The patient was then trained to hate crime and taught
atrade, after which he was “graduated” as a usgful dtizen. Bob Gaston was such a graduate. Once a
crimind, he now bore no traces of it, no more trace than he had recollection.

BOB watched Tottingham Strand enter a smdl apartment house in the Jackson Heights section. He
camly walked into the lobby, and entered the devator with Strand. The place did not have a doorman,
and the front door was left cardesdy unlocked during the day.

Strand got out at thefifth floor. So did Bob. Strand entered Apartment 5C.

Bob went back downgtairs, hurried to a drugstore, and telephoned Doc Savage. He told Doc where
Strand would be found.

“Waetch the place and wait for me” Doc said.

The bronze man's voice was pleased, and Bob Gaston fdt very good about the matter as he left the
drugstore and waked back toward the gpartment house. Bob understood vagudy that, in some way, he
owed a great debt to Doc Savage, dthough he did not know exactly what it was. Something to do with
his earlier life, he suspected. His past was a blank, largdy. It did not bother him, except that, once or
twice, he had met men who seemed to know him, but whom he did not recognize. Such memoaries as he
hed were only very vague gtirrings, nothing tangible enough to shape into an actua recollection.

Bob was perfectly satisfied. He operated the newsstand and cigar counter in the great skyscraper which
contained Doc Savage's headquarters, and he made a good living. He knew that he owed his prosperity
to Doc, so he was particularly anxious to plesse.

He now noticed ataxicab in front of the gpartment house. 1t had been there earlier, not exactly in front of
the place, but a a parking spot designated as set aside for cabs.



Hit by an idea, Bob approached the cab. “Care to rent this hegp for a couple of hours, buddy?’ he
asked. “Let medriveit, | mean.”

Thetaxi driver stared in astonishment. “Huh?’
“I would like to take over your cab for awhile” Bob explained.

The driver had around pumpkin of a head and smal eyes as gray as pencil erasers. “Gwan somewhere
ese” he growled. “I got no time for stews.”

“l am not drunk,” Bob explained carefully. “1 wish to hire your cab. | will pay you for it.”

“You think I'm crazy?’ countered the driver. “Hel, | don't know you. | own this cab mysdf. Think I'm
going to turn it over to a stranger?’

Thiswas alogicd argument. Bob chuckled. “Look,” he said, “would it make any differenceif you knew |
was working for Doc Savage?’

Thetaxi driver seemed to jump an inch off his seat. “ Savage?’

“Doc Savage,” Bob explained innocently. “I'm on ajob for him, so your cab will be safe enough.”
The driver had trouble getting his chin up off his chest.

“You work for Doc Savage?’ he asked.

Bob Gaston nodded.

“What you doing?’ asked the driver.

“I'm shadowing a man,” Bob said. “I want to use your cab to keep track of him. So, driver, you can see
itis perfectly dl right. Here, I'll give you ten dollars for the renta of your cab the next hour.”

“Ten dollard” The cab driver sounded utterly amazed. “Sure, pd. Here, let me get out.” He dighted from
the cab. He removed his cap. “Here, take my cap.”

Bob reached for the cap and the driver used the blackjack he had managed to dip unobserved out of his
pocket; used it so hard that the leather Folit and smdl shot flew and bounced and scampered over the
sdewak long after Bob Gaston was lying motionless on his face.

With uncanny a&bruptness, two more men were beside the driver. “What happened, Joey?’ one
demanded.

“This guy followed Strand to the place,” said the driver. “He came up and tried to hire my cab to tral
Strand, the fool. He even told me he was working for Savage.”

“Hel, if Strand left Savage, that means he's got what he came after!” exploded the other.
“We better see about that,” said Joey.

There were more than the three of them. The others were concedled in the adjacent darkness. Joey made
aseries of gestures with his arms—semaphore sgnds—standing under the light in front of the apartment
house,

“| told 'em to stand by for trouble,” he said.



THEY went upstairs, usng the sairway instead of the elevator, and dimbed warily. They did not knock
on Strand's door. Two of them amply hit it together, and the third stood back with a gun.

It was not a well-made apartment house, and the door plit, letting them ingde. The man who had stood
back was indantly ingde with his gun.

Tottingham Strand dropped a suitcase. Another suitcase stood on a chair, partidly packed.
Joey said, “Getting ready to leave us, Tot?’

Strand stood very diff with hands splayed againg his legs. He trembled dightly. When he spoke, it was
to make low, gutturd remarks that went into greet detail about the debased nature of Joey's ancestry.

Joey whitened and said, “ Shut up!”
Then Joey went looking around the room. He located on atable a packet and noted its markings:
Compound Monk

“You got it!” he yeled. He bounced over infront of Strand, so excited that he drooled. “You got it! You
got what you came dl the way from England to get!”

Strand, who had composed himsdf coldly, said nothing.

Joey saw the expression. He chilled. “What you looking so smug about?”
Strand indicated the package. “No good.”

“What?’

“A plant. A fake. Just something Savage put in his safe for meto find.”
Joey glared. “I don't bdieveit!”

Strand shrugged. “Oh, he sucked me in properly. | fdl for an old trick—one of the oldest. He let me
escape and get this, that package. He even let a due drop to whereit was”

Joey, suddenly frenzied, ripped open the package. He examined the contents, suff which looked
somewhat like quicksiver in asmdl glass bottle. It was heavy.

When Joey noticed how heavy the Suff was, he began getting pale. He dug a slver coin, a quarter, out of
his pocket, and uncorked the bottle, put some of the contents on the coin. He rubbed. The coin got a wet
dlver sheen.

“Mercury!” Joey bellowed. “Ordinary mercury!”
Strand shrugged. “I told you it was jugt a bait.”

Joey's eyebrows pulled together. “Yeah, | guess that explans why Savage's man was following you.” He
wheded. “Get out of here” he told hismen.

“What about me?” Strand asked.
“You go with us” Joey advised him. “And thistime, well seeif we can't do a better job of holding you.”



THEY got down on the street with scared haste. Joey had rolled unfortunate Bob Gaston into the cab.
He rolled him out again. Bob was dill unconscious. Joey got behind the whed. His two men and Strand
climbed in the rear. Joey made semaphore sgnaswith his arms, and they |eft.

They drove fast and cautioudy, and in slence for atime. Then Strand spoke.

“Got some new helpers, haven't you, Joey?’ he asked.

Joey only grunted. Then he demanded, “What do you mean?’

“Earlier today. The two boats. The plane. All those men going around giving each other snappy salutes.”
“What about 'em?’

“Rather an augmented organization, | would say,” Strand remarked grimly.

“They work for me,” Joey snapped. “What of it?’

“You and Stinky and the other two didn't have money enough to hire such a collection.”

“Youre nuts” Joey said. “I got more money than you think.”

Strand showed his teeth unpleasantly, in the strange knife-blade way he could manage. “You have an
excess of brains,” he added. “An impossble excess.”

JOEY drove into a stretch of deserted road, and watched the rearview mirror carefully. Only one car
followed. He blinked his heedlights. The other car blinked its lights three times quickly, in response, and
Joey breathed eadly again. They were hismen following.

“What's excessve about my brains?’ he demanded.

“You

didn't have the sense, Joey, to think up thet rather fantastic, but shrewd, scheme to get Doc Savage to a
fake headquarters with afdse Monk and Ham, so that | would escape and go to them and reved—you
hoped—to your fadse Monk and Ham dl | knew. And Doc Savage would, in turn, reved dl he
knew—you hoped.”

Joey grunted disgustedly.

Strand said, “You did not think that up, Joey.”

“l don't see why it didn't work,” Joey said.

“You could not put athing like that over on Doc Savage,” Strand advised him.

“Hel, it was fantastic enough to have worked,” Joey snapped. “They told me Savage wouldnt fal for
anything ordinary, but this would be so wild he would—"

Joey then caught himsdf and swallowed uncomfortably.

Strand gave alaugh with an edge. “ So you do have a boss, now, Joey. Someone with brains.”



Joey said, “You're nutd” unconvinangly.
Strand leaned back and sighed.

“Joey,” he said, “you have no imagination. You could have sold this thing for an empire. And | actudly
mean an empire, a kingdom. Y ou could have been king of any one of a dozen countries you could have
named.” Strand laughed. “What did you get? A hundred thousand dallars?’

“| got hdf amil—" Joey began indignantly, then caught himsdf again.
There was genuine mirth of a cold, desperate kind in Strand's laugh.

“A kingdom, you could have gotten, Joey,” he said. “You could have been king of England, perhaps.
How would you like that, you miserable gutter rat?’

Joey did not say anything. He was white.

Joey went to a deserted woodland section, and got a portable radio out of a tree. He adso produced a
code book and began rather painfully a coded transmisson that was supposed to sound like an arplane
pilot attempting to contact a control airport. He got an answer, dso ogensbly from an airport, and
worked franticaly with a pencil, paper and aflashlight. Findly, he came back to the car.

He was triumphant.
“We got aplan to get hold of Savage,” he said. “Thistime, it will work!”
“Is Savage supposed to fdl for this one because it is so fantastic?” Strand asked witheringly.

Joey snorted. “Thisoneis so Smple anybody would be taken in. We're gonna work through somebody
that Savage won't suspect in amillion years.”

Strand said, “You do function well when you connect up with someone who has brains, don't you,

Joey?’

Joey snarled, “Pop that guy if he don't close his mouth!”

One of the men dapped Strand.

Undisturbed, Strand said, “Y ou sold too cheap, Joey. A kingdom. Think of it, you miserable dupe.”
Joey got in the car and drove on, but he had become pae again.

Chapter XI. THE UNDERCOVER AGENT
DOC SAVAGE was quigtly undisturbed with Bob Gaston. “It could happen to anyone, Bob,” he said.

Bob Gaston was miserable over his falure “To anyone who has no sense whatever,” he declared.
“Myddf, for example”

“Forget it.”

“It's nice of you to say thet,” Bob muttered. “But | made a mistake in blabbing too much to that felow |
thought was ataxi driver. | guess being a detective isnt my line of work.”



“How is the newsstand going? Doc inquired.

“Oh, fing” Bob sad. “I owe you so much. That's what makes me fed particularly bad about lousng up
the job you gave me”

Doc Savage left Bob Gaston a the newsstand in the lobby of the building. It was now late night, long
past dosing time, and the lobby was deserted except for scrubwomen and janitors. Doc rode an eevator

up to his apartment.

Monk and Pat and the others, induding Erica Ambler-Hotts, met him. The bronze man explained quietly
that the enemy had knocked Bob Gaston sensdless and had apparently made off with Tottingham Strand.

“There was nothing in Strand's gpartment to shed light on the mystery,” he finished, “except that Strand
rented the place only two weeks ago. There were gtickers on his luggage when he arrived, indicating he
hed come by steamship to South America, thence to New York by plane. The stickers had been
seamed off his luggage, indicating he did not want anyone to know about his recent arivad. The
informetion about the stickers came from the superintendent of the gpartment house, who isatrave bug.”

Big-fised Renny spoke in Mayan, saying that he wanted to speak with Doc privatdy. The bronze man
moved into the bedroom. Someone had covered the body of the fake Ham with a shest.

“Strand showed us one thing,” Renny said. “They are after the Compound Monk, as we cdl it.”
“Was that what you wanted to discuss?’

“No, not exactly.” Renny blocked out his big fists thoughtfully. “It's this Erica Ambler-Hotts.”
“What about her?’

“l don't place her inthis” Renny said. “ She says she doesn't know a thing. But when Strand cleared out,
she said something about his being so terrified by the magnitude of the affair that he was making a terrible
migake. | ask you this Doesn't that sound asiif she knew something?’

Doc Savage nodded dowly. “Did you question her about that?’

Renny snorted. “Yes” he said. “And you can guess about how much she told me. What the little boy
shot a. Nothing.”

The bronze man said, “We might hear her story again.”

He returned to the outer room. He took his time opening a conversation with Erica Ambler-Hotts, as if
he had no particular maotive.

“By the way,” he said, “how did you become acquainted with Strand?’

Erica amiled wryly. “With Tot? Oh, I've known the felow for ages. His father was gametender on my
father's estate when | was so high.” She indicated something an inch or two long with thumb and
forefinger. “Weve plowed into each other a intervas ever snce. Redly nothing close between us. Jugt a

gabbing acquaintance, you might say—"

“Can you tdl us anything about Strand?” Doc asked idly.
“Nothing, I'm afraid.”

“Nothing at dl?’



“Nothing.”

Doc Savage picked up the telephone. “1 want the transatlantic operator,” he said. “I am placing a cdl to
Scotland Y ard, in London.”

Erica Ambler-Hotts jerked up straight. “Just a minute. Y ou cdling about Tot?’
“Ya”

“Inthat case,” Ericasaid, “I had better tdl you about hm mysdf. Rather you get the information from a
sympathetic source.”

Doc told the telephone operator, “Never mind, cancel the cdl,” and hung up.
Erica Ambler-Hotts took a deep breeth.

“Poor Tot Strand is wanted in England for murder!” she said.

MONK dropped an apple he was peding. Habeas Corpus, Monk's runt hog, stooped up the apple and
scuttled into the kitchen, pursued by Ham's pet chimp, Chemidtry.

Blank astonishment was dl over Monk's homdy face. He said, “That's hard to believe. Strand is a tough
guy—I could see that. But it seemed to methat it was a clean kind of toughness”

Ericahdf nodded.

“Heis dso wanted for treason!” she said.

Monk muttered, “Blazed”

“Both of those crimes,” Erica announced grimly, “are punishable by the death pendty.”
Monk shook his head. “I dill can't see him as thet kind of aman.”

“Tot would like to hear you say that,” Ericasad.

Monk eyed her thoughtfully. “Y ou seem to believe he is not guilty.”

“Thet'sright.”

“What makes you think he isnt guilty?’

“l know Tot. That'sjolly wdl enough for me.”

Doc Savage entered the discussion again with a completely emationless request. “ Suppose you give us
the details about the murder and treason charge agang Tottingham Strand,” he sad. There was
something about the flat emotionlessness of his voice that compelled an answer more than a show of
agitated interest would have.

“Redly, | can't give you the exact details” Ericatold him. “But the way | understand it, Tot was doing a
spot of service for the war department. He was working with a man named Coxwell.”

“What kind of work was Strand doing for the war minisry?” Doc asked.



Too quickly, Erica sad, “1 do not know. Coxwell, the man who was working with Strand, went to his
superior officers and told them that he suspected Strand of sdling out the English government. Coxwell
hed no proof. He just suspected. He was a rather deazy sort, this Coxwell chap was, and | fancy the
chaps in the war minidry rather doubted his word.”

She paused to give dramatic effect to her next statement.

“Coxwdl was found killed in Strand's gpartment off Kensington,” she said. “ Strand disappeared.”
“When was that?’

“Not quite 9x months ago.”

Doc Savage sad, “Had you been in congtant contact with him since?’

“Oh, certainly not. | had not seen him for months. Not until a few days ago, in fact, when he gave me a
ring on the telephone.”

“Any particular reason for his cdling you?’

“Not that | was able to learn.”

“Any reason,” Doc asked, “for you to go out with a murderer?’

She tightened vishbly. “Redly, | don't believe you think I've told you the truth.”
Doc reached for the telephone.

Into the telephone, the bronze man said, “ Transatlantic operator, please.”

TO the operator, Doc said, “1 want to tak to Carl Morenta, of the Internationa Game Association,
Longacre Road, London, England.”

He ligened for a few moments.
“That istoo bad,” he said. “Put the call through immediatdy after the wire is made available”

He hung up, and explained, “The wireisbeing used for military matters. It will be turned back to avilian
use again in hdf an hour. There is nothing to do but wait.”

Erica Ambler-Hotts leaned back in her chair. She took out a cigarette and lighted it. They had not seen
her smoke before.

“Cigarette?’ she asked Pat, and Pat shook her head.
Doc Savage spoke to Monk. He used the Mayan tongue, which only his associates understood.

“Give this grl a chance to escape” Doc said. “Answer me in Mayan, as if we were holding a
conversaion.”

“So you think she's been lying to ud” Monk said in an astonished voice, usng the Mayan lingo.

“Thet's good,” Doc told him. “Now you will receive orders to leave and perform certain duties. Ignore
the orders. Instead, follow thisgirl if she leaves. We do not want any dips. She is our one chance to get



back in contact with the mystery.”
Pat Savage was not supposed to understand the Mayan lingo.
She sad in Mayan, “What am | to do, Doc?’

A flicker of agtonishment crossed the bronze man's usudly emotionless face. “Where did you learn the
language, Pat?’

“Oh, | talked Monk into teaching it to me” she said.
Monk looked embarrassed.

Doc sad, “Monk, take Ham and Johnny and vist your laboratory downtown. Get together equipment
that we might need. Take it to the water-front hangar. Pat, you and Renny and Long Tom had better get
out and talk to the British consular officids | want to know whether they have any inkling about this
mysery. Better tak to them persondly, to get results”

Pat nodded. “If we gtarted taking to them over the telephone about men fdling up,” she said, “fat lot of
information we would get.”

They departed, leaving Doc Savage aone with Erica Ambler-Hotts,

Doc told Erica, “I am waiting for the telephone cal to England to go through. The half-hour dday will
have elapsed shortly.”

She nodded. “Can | do anything to hdp?’
“You are not scared, are you?’
“l imagine s0,” she said. “I have no impulse to wring my hands and moan, however.”

Doc asked, “Would you be afraid to go downstairs and get something for my associates to eat when they
get back? There is a delicatessen in the next block. Y ou take the south side entrance and turn right.”

The girl was expressionless, as enigmdic as the bronze man. “1 would like to hdp,” she said. “Of course
| will go.”

“Therk you.”

Erica Ambler-Hotts arose. “By the way, Mr. Savage, why do you think Tot Strand fled the way he did?
You recal he said he had come dl the way from England to see you, and it sounded as if he was tdling
the truth.”

Doc faced the young womean.

“Tottingham Strand got into our safe and seized a package marked ‘Compound Monk',” the bronze men
sad.

Ericawas shocked. She lowered her head, did things with her hands caculated to make it seem she was
not concerned. She moved to the door.

“I will get the food,” she said.

She went out.



Fve minutes passed. And ten. An hour findly, and a bit more. Then the telephone rang. It was Renny,
with hisbig bull-in-a-box voice.

“She's soramming,” Renny said. “Holy cow, Doc! She met three very smooth-looking guys who
probably live on nals and sandpaper, and they're out a a private airport on Long Idand. They're
waming up aplane”

Doc asked, “Have you a portable radio?’
“YS,”
“Keep intouch with me” the bronze man said. “And give me the location of the airport.”

The telephone began ringing as soon as the bronze man put it down, and the operator said, “Thisis the
transatlantic operator. | am ready with your cal to London.”

Chapter XIl. THE FLYING MAN

ANDREW BLODGETT MONK MAYFAIR and Theodore Marley Ham Brooks had been
good-natured enemies since they had known each other. The brand of good nature was hard to
recognize. Strangers often ydled for the police upon hearing them engaging in what was a minor bit of

persflage, comparatively spesking.

An hour before dawn the fallowing morning, they were crawling through brush with ther two pets,
Habesas Corpus and Chemidiry.

They were discussng a amdl matter about which Monk was feding injured.

“This Compound Monk they're taking about,” Monk said grimly. “How come | didnt know the duff
was named after me?’

“I wouldn't know,” Ham said. “There are probably two or three things since the beginning of creation that
you don't know. Or did that ever occur to you?’

“Dont try to be nasty,” Monk advised. “I'm asking you a Smple question.”
“'Smple describes most of your questions.”
“Why'd they name that suff Compound Monk?’

Ham began grinning, but the grin was lost on Monk because of the darkness. However, when Ham burst
into smothered laughter, Monk redlized the state of the dapper lawyer's fedings

“You shyger!” Monk sounded bitter. “There's some gag connected to them naming that chemicd, or
whatever it is, after mel”

“And how!” Ham chortled.

Monk thought of severa bitter things he wished to say, and sad none of them, because they were
crawling through the runt bushes which fringed a beach. The sand was hard and gritty under their hands.

“Imitate aloon,” Ham said.

“You doit,” Monk snarled. “It should come more naturd to you.”



Ham gave a passable imitation of a loon's cry, got an answer, and they headed for the sound. Shortly
they came upon the others.

Big-fised Renny said, “We began to think you two fellows were never going to join us. All the others
were here an hour ago.”

“Aw, Ham had to go past his dub and get the proper clothes for the occasion,” Monk growled.
“Does hefigure he knows what the proper occasion will be?” asked Renny.

“From the Sze of his suitcase, | guess he prepared for an assortment of occasions,” Monk said.
Doc Savage was soundlesdy beside them. He had come from the night somewhere.

Doc sad, “The planeis preparing to take off. Erica Ambler-Hotts and her three companions apparently
have been waiting for daylight.”

Renny rumbled, “I'll wake up Pat. She could deep through the end of the world.”

He went over and tickled Pat's nose with a grass blade. She promptly dapped him, then tried to go back
to deep.

“Wake up,” Renny advised. “We're about to start cutting oats around here.”

“They mugt be pretty wild,” Pat complained, “if you have to sneak up on them in the dark thisway.”

DOC SAVAGE'S plane was the large experimenta job which he had developed in transparent pladtic.
Not that it was an invisgble ship. Nothing of the kind. But the skin fabric was dmogt as transparent as
glass, and some of the control cables were made of the same uff, which was amog as tough as
durdumin. The motor and the other solid parts were painted a dark color above to blend with the earth,
alight color below to merge with the sky.

Riding dong in the experimentd craft was somewhat eerie, and did not please Monk. He picked his way
through the cabin with a ghadly expression.

“If there was a hole in the floor of thisthing, you couldn't seeit!” he complained.
Pat watched the ground. “At least it makes Sghtseaing easy.”

That was true. At firg, they had fdt no need whatever for windows. This was one of the great military
values of the transparent pladtic; it would enable the occupants to waich for attacking planes from any
direction. But as the flight had progressed, the inevitable ail vapor from the motors had stained the plastic
hull, hampering vison.

Renny pointed at the ground, rumbled, “Nice country for a giant to wak over.”
“He would sure stub histoe,” Pat agreed.

It was the rugged coast above Maine, a snaggle-toothed coast line that was noted for its high tides and
brittle weether. The rocks were like black teeth, and, back inland, the earth had been clawed by the
wegther into greet ravines that stretched for miles

Long Tom Roberts lowered a telescope dmogt as long as his am. He rubbed his eye. “They're aout



five thousand feet above us” he said. * Just went through that rift in the clouds. They seem to know where
they're going.”

“Indluctable didecticiam,” Johnny remarked.

“My, my,” Pat said. “Two very nice words. What do they mean?’

“| think he means it's obvious,” Long Tom said.

“What's obvious? Where Erica Ambler-Hotts and her three friends are going?’
“Thet's the idea.”

“What makesit so obvious, if | may ask?’

“They've flown a sraight line ever since they left Long Idand,” Long Tom pointed out. “That shows they
know where they're going.”

Monk grabbed a seet, fdt of the trangparent cushions to make sure they were solid, and sank on them.
“Doc,” he said.

“Yes?' cdled the bronze man. Doc was at the controls.
“You ever get that cdl to London through?” Monk asked.
“Ya”

“That Carl Morenta you asked for—ian't that a name you cdl to get hold of the head office of the British
amy intdligence service? Monk inquired.

“ YS”

“l was just wondering,” Monk continued, “why you went to such pains to let Erica Ambler-Hotts know
you were cdling Carl Morenta—"

Long Tom burst out in a howl of astonishment. “Down there!” he bellowed. He jabbed with his
telescope. “Right north of that big ravine that runs down into the sea.”

Monk stared. “What the heck isit? Y ou've got the telescope.”
“Itsaman,” Long Tom shouted.
Monk snorted. “What's so remarkable about a man?’

“Thisone,” Long Tom said, “isfdling up into the sky! If we keep going the way we are, well pass right
by him. Or héll pass by us”

Doc Savage sad, “Get on your parachutes. Quick!”

There was arippling grimnessin the bronze man's tone that was like cold ice againg their backs.

GETTING into a parachute is not something to be done in a hurry. There are two straps over the
shoulders that snap together across the chest, and two more that snap, one around each leg. But haste
makes an inexplicable snarl out of the webbing straps. Renny dtarted it off nicdy by getting the wrong



‘chute. There was only one on the plane that would fit him. “Holy cow!” he rumbled.

It did not help that they dl tried to watch the man fdling up. By now, they could see the man fdling up
with their unaided eyes.

Also, they could see the plane ahead. The craft had turned suddenly, it appeared, and was coming back.
It became more prominent in the morning sky.

Monk said, “Looks asif they've seen the man fdling up, and are coming back to investigate”
He was wrong. How wrong, it was suddenly obvious when the other ship banked wildly.
“Gogh, looks asif they saw the man fdling up, and are fleang from him,” Monk said.

Long Tom used his telescope. “The man isfdling toward them,” he ydled.

Ham said, “You're crazy. A man fdls up. He Doesn't fdl toward arplanes”

“Dont cdl me crazy!” Long Tom snapped. “You get in the habit of that, taking to Monk. Itll get you
new skin on your noseif you aren't careful. And aman does not fal up!”

Ham shrugged. “Well, yonder is one fdling somewhere.”
Doc Savage asked, “Can you diginguish the features of the man who isfdling up?’

Long Tom puckered an eye agang the amdl end of the telescope. “Too far away,” he said. “He's got his
ams and legs spread out, difflike”

The next development they could dl see with naked eyes.
“I'l be superamagamated!” said big-worded Johnny.

The occupants of the digtant plane were jumping. Four figuresin quick succession. Black forms that fdl
down through the sky.

“At leagt, they aren't faling up,” Monk said.

They tumbled for along way, dmogt to the earth, before the parachutes opened. As a reault, they landed
close together, coming down in asmdl dearing, the only onein miles, apparently.

The plane which they had deserted lifted its nose into a gdl, fdl off in a left spin and went down and
down after them.

“Blazed” Renny rumbled. He was pop-eyed. “The man who was fdling up is now fdling down.”

Thefigure did not fal downward for long. It seemed to follow the spinning plane a while. Then it began
dropping behind. It floated around idly. It started to fdl up again. Then it changed direction.

“Holy cow!” Renny boomed. “Now, it's after ud”

Doc Savage spoke again, and there was more crashing concern in his voice than had been there when he
hed ordered them to put on the parachutes.

“Jump!” he said.
Stupefied, they watched the figure coming toward them. It was traveling, they began to redize, with



urprisng speed.

“Jump!” Doc Savage rapped. “Take to the parachutes. Do like the others did—fdl to within a few
hundred feet of the ground before you pull your ripcords.”

DOC boosted open the door, began shoving the others out into space. Pat was pae when she went out.
She did not care much for parachute jumping. Not that the others were enthusiagtic about it, ether.
Monk and Ham carried ther pets. Each animd had a collar, and they had snapped these indde the chest
rings of their parachutes.

They fdl for along distance, cdlosdy packed, only afew score of yards between them. Then they cracked
open the ‘chutes, had a few moments to tug a shrouds to stop swaying and to direct their descent
dightly. Then they were busy getting out of the harness, ready to free themsdves the moment they hit
ground, so that they would not be dragged.

Daoc ran in search of the others. He found Monk firs. Monk was stting on the ground, as pae as anyone
hed ever seen him.

“What happened?’ Doc asked.

“| aged fifty yearsin that jump,” Monk said weakly. “My hog got to kicking around and got a leg through
the ripcord ring so that | couldn't grab hold of it. | thought | was never going to crack that ‘chute.”

Ham came up intime to hear that and snort. “Y our ‘chute opened ahead of anyone else's.”
Monk was too shaken to answer.
Doc Savage was watching the sky.

The others looked upward dso. Suddenly, there was an exploson, a sharp blast, dthough not a terrific
one. Distance took away some of its force.

What had happened was plain to the eye, but hard for a brain to accept. It was manifesly impossble. A
men faling up was impossible, to begin with. And the fact that a men fdling up could overtake a plane,
plunge directly into the plane, and blow it to more or less smdl pieces—at leadt, into such a condition that
it fdl helplesdy toward earth—was even harder to accept rationdly.

All of them watched, with breath corked tightly in thar lungs, for the same thing—a glimpse of the man
who had fdlen up.

They did not see him.

They watched with eyes out and lips getting dry and arms and legs beginning to ache from being hdd iff,
until parts of the plane, heavier parts such as motor assembly, began driking the ground.

But no man!
“It was the man that blew up!” Monk breathed.

Ham's expresson became strange. Suddenly, he emitted a blurt of laughter. “Blurt” was the word; the
laughter came out of him without his conscioudy authoring it. It had a slly sound, so asinine that he caught
hislips involuntarily.



Monk stared and asked, “What's the matter with you?’

Ham shook his head wordlesdy. He was pae. The horrible jackass laugh he had made had given hm a
gart. He was wondering if hismind had suddenly snapped, so that he was crazy.

Pet said, “I know how it feds. | could make a noise like that, too.”

Big-fisted Renny Renwick nodded soberly. “It was the man blowing up. That's what does it for me.”
“Doeswhat?’ Long Tom asked him.

“Makes me sure I'm crazy,” Renny said.

Doc Savage said, “Do not let it worry you. There is a pefectly logicd, if somewhat unusud,
explanation.”

Renny rumbled, “The only thing that would sound logicd to meis that aman did not fdl up.”
A brisk twigt of an emation that probably was humor appeared in the bronze man's eyes.

“You can rest assured,” he said, “that aman did not fal up.”

Chapter Xlll. DECEIT

ERICA AMBLER-HOTTS cdled: “Mr. Savage! Please don't answer me. Dont let them know where
you arel” She was to the right, some distance away.

Her voice had a kind of vibrating terror.

“Get away if you can!” she added loudly. “Get plenty of hep! Cdl on the American government.
Telephone the nava inteligence department and tdll them Morenta 72 told you to get help. Don't forget
that—M orenta 72.” Her tone got louder. “ Repest that name to be sure— No, no, don't! They might hear
your voice and locate you. Please go!”

Monk said, “Thet girl sure sounds asif somebody was trying to make her eat a snake.”

The bronze man made no audible comment. But he gestured emphaticaly, indicating that he and his men
were to take cover and make no noise.

They crawled severd yards. A wing fragment of ther plane, the last to fdl, hit the rocky ridge to the
south.

Ham caught Doc's eye and used the deaf-and-dumb finger language to say, “I'm going to use Chemistry
to spot them.”

Doc nodded.

Ham collared his pet, and proceeded to give severa hand Sgnds. The chimp—or runt ape, for there was
some saientific doubt about Chemidry's ancestry—seemed to understand.

Monk watched with no pleasure. He prided himsdf on the intdligence of his pet hog, Habeas Corpus.
But it had not occurred to him to teach Habeas to understand hand signas which could be given slently.

Obeying Ham's gestures, Chemidtry took to the trees.



“Humph!” Monk said.

They waited. The undergrowth, thick about them, was drawn tight with a kind of uneasy dillness. Not
dillness, ether. The seawas close by. The sound it made was a sobbing one, riasng and faling, but it was
aways loud enough to cover amdl noises around them.

Fndly, Chemidry dropped slently out of a tree near them. The chimp went to Ham, danced up and
down, turned and took off the way he had come. He looked back with an dmost human appeal for them
to follow.

“Probably found a bird nest,” Monk muttered. “He sucks eggs, doesn't he?’

Doc Savage asked, “Ham, will Chemistry guide me done?’

“Probably,” Ham admitted. “If you want to try it done. But wouldn' it be safer if dl of us—’
“You stay here,” Doc said. “Do not move, and do not make any noise”

The bronze man moved after the chimp. He went quidly, so slently that it was uncanny. The chief of the
Mok netive tribe in the Amazon jungles who had taught him woodcraft would have been proud of the
way he merged with the undergrowth and shadows.

Chemigry discovered that Doc done was following, and showed a spdl of indecison over the matter
that would have embarrassed Ham. Doc repeated the gestures Ham had used. After he did it the second
time, Chemidry surrendered and went ahead.

ERICA AMBLER-HOTTS was taking to the man caled Stinky and the one who had played the part of
Monk in the green-fog-and-fake-headquarters trick. There were other men. There was Freddy, the taxi
driver who had been duped by Doc Savage into taking the bronze man from headquarters to the spot
where Monk and the others were besieged on Long Idand. Freddy wore a white bandage around his
jaw, evidently part of repairs made necessary by the blow Doc Savage had struck.

Ericas three companions were there. Renny Renwick had described them as three very smooth-looking
gentlemen who probably lived on sandpaper and nalls. That was right. They looked exactly like that.

The three stood there, holding their hands in the ar and looking like men who knew they were the same
as dead.

Ericawas amiling. She talked animatedly with Stinky and the fake Monk and the others.
It was clear that Erica was engaged in some kind of a double cross.

Doc Savage got the amdl telescope out of his dothing and began to watch the girl's lips. He was an
excdlent lip-reader. Her English accent, in so far as it changed her lip movements, bothered him dightly.
But he was able to make out what she said.

His face got grim as he ligened. One of the three smooth-looking men spoke angrily to Erica. She
dapped the man. The fake Monk then knocked the fdlow down. Erica showed her teeth in a kind of
she-wolf amile that was utterly convindng—if one wanted to be convinced that she was a very capable
thing which headed for a god about the same as a bullet after it leaves an amy rifle



WHEN Doc Savage rejoined Monk and the others, Ham jumped and dropped his sword cane, which he
had managed somehow to retain. The bronze man's regppearance was abrupt and slent. Chemigry
dropped out of a tree beside the bronze man.

Ham pointed at Chemidry. “He find them for you?’
“Vay efficently,” Doc replied. “How much equipment have we on hand?’

Monk and the others immediatdy dug into their clothing. They brought to life what was, in totd, a
datling assortment. It ranged from grenades—explosive, smoke, gas, flashers for producing momentary
blindness—to severd drums of cartridges for the supermachine pistols, gas equipment—masks,
suits—and various other gadgets.

Doc sdlected certain items that surprised the others. Then he went away, slently as before.

IT was dmogt an hour later when Doc Savage appeared unexpectedly in front of Erica Ambler-Hotts.
“Oh!” exclamed the English girl.

Shewas done.

Doc asked, “Where are your companions?’

“They were captured,” she said, without hesitating at dl. “Why didn't you flee after | cdled to you?’
The bronze man shrugged. “It seemed sensdless to get so close, then flee”

“You think you are close?’

He sad, “Thisis one of the most deserted sections of the country. A very good place for aforeign power
to land its agents and for them to headquarter.”

She seemed startled. “You seem to know a great ded about this effair.”
“Itis dearing up, bit by bit.” He gestured. “ Suppose we join my men and Pat.”

Erica nodded. Again her response was without hesitation. Doc indicated the direction they were to take.
They walked through the undergrowth, usng care in moving bushes, looking for the quiet places to put
their feet. Monk and Renny were suddenly in front of them with machine pistols.

“Holy cow!” Renny said. “'Y ou were making so much noise we thought it must be someone ese”
Erica showed surprise. “I thought we were being very quiet.” She looked around. “You are dl safe?’
Renny nodded.

Pat frowned at Erica. “How are you, Morenta 727" she asked.

Erica stared at them. “You dready knew | was a British agent, didn't you?’

Pat said, “Doc seemed to know it. He was going to cal somebody named Morenta in England. What is
Morenta? A password?’

Erica shook her head.



“Morenta it exactly a password,” she sad. “It is headquarters of a branch of English espionage
sarvice. There are various branches. The Morentas are engaged primaily in developing or securing war
inventions. Each Morenta is a number rather than an individud. | happen to be Morenta 72.”

Doc Savage sad, “Toattingham Strand was once Morenta 7, was he not?’
Erica started. “How did you find that out?’
“| talked to Morenta 1 on the telephone after you fled,” Doc explained.

“| fled because | knew you were getting too close to the truth,” Erica frankly admitted. “Our orders are
not to alow our identity or our missons to become known to outsiders, under any conditions. You were
beginning to discover the truth. | had no choice but to clear out.”

Doc sad, “Morenta headquarters made that farly clear. At least, they surmised that must be your
moative”

Ham put in, “Miss Ambler-Hotts, you say Tottingham Strand used to be one of these Morenta agents?’
“Ya”

“l told you what happened,” the gl sad sharply. “A man named Coxwell was found murdered in
Strand's apartment. And Strand disappeared.”

“Who was Coxwel|?’

“Another Morenta,” Ericasaid.

Doc Savage put in, “What was behind the murder?’
“Didnt Morenta 1 tdl you?’

“No.”

“Itsalong and bdly involved story,” Erica said. “We can't day here. They are dl through the woods. |
think we can reach the spot where they keep their boat. 1 know where it is. Come on, and well
draighten this out later.”

Doc Savage sad, “Good, We will travel in snglefile You and | and Long Tom and Monk will lead. The
others will follow.”

The girl seemed dissatisfied. “How will they fallow us? By keeping usin sght?’
Doc opened agmdl case. It contained a chemicd and a pair of rather bulky goggles.

“The chemicd is not noticeable to the unaided eye” he said. “But seen through these glasses, it is a
brilliant yellow. We will blaze the trall with the chemicd. The others will have the spectacles and can
follow.”

(The gadgets and chemicd mixtures which Doc Savage employs may seem unusud to the point of being
fantagtic, but scientific investigation will show any reader that the bronze man is ahead of other scientists
only in degree of development. Rardly does the bronze man use anything which has not aready had
laboratory trestment. Because unscrupulous individuds have been known to make aimind use of such
information, specific details and chemicad formulae are purposely omitted.)



Erica swalowed. “Y ou fdlows have the darnedest gadgets,” she said.

Doc Savage, Monk, Long Tom and Erica moved forward. The girl led the way. From time to time, Doc
Savage made brief marks with the swab contained in the bottle of chemicd.

Erica was confident, moving straight ahead, asif her destination was definitdy in mind. And it was.

THE dedination was severd men with rifles. One of them was the fake Monk. The cab driver cdled
Freddy was another.

Freddy cocked hisrifle, said, “One of you want to make a noise?’
Erica stamped afoot. “ Quiet, you fool! His aids are falowing us. Be dill. They will appear in aminute”
“Good,” Freddy sad.

They waited. Waited a long time. And no one came. Ham, Pat, Renny and Johnny did not put in ther
appearance.

Freddy growled, “He mug have got wise”

Erica snapped. “He couldn't have. He did not speak a word to the others, except to tdl them to follow.
He did not even use that strange language in which they occasiondly converse.”

“Neverthdess” sad Freddy, “something just must have come uncorked.”

Doc Savage, Monk and Long Tom were led forward. There was no path, exactly. But men had gone
that way before, frequently, aways taking a dightly different route so that there would not be atrail.

Chapter XIV. BATTLE STATIONS SUBMERGED

THE trall led down to the seq, to a cove that was a cup in which green water churned and made sobbing
noises among the rocks.

The boat in the cove was asailing yacht, schooner rigged, not more then forty feet over dl, dightly less at
the waterline. A fat old woman of a hull, patched sails.

SFAGRID,
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That was what |ettering on the stern of the old boat said. But it was tied out there in the cove with lines
that were too heavy.

They got into an old twelve-foot dinghy. The dinghy ferried them out to the schooner.
Freddy ordered: “ Take them below,”

A man shoved Monk. The homdy chemig took a couple of steps, stopped, started to swing on the man
who had pushed him. Then Monk became more interested in the congtruction of the boat. He stamped a
foot.

“Doc, there's something phony about this hooker,” he said. “It's made of sted.”



He leaned forward suddenly to ogle the salls.

“Heck, these aren't saild” he exploded. “They are made of sted and painted. Imitations. That's what they
a.e”

He got shoved again and was menaced with arifle muzze They were pushed to a hatchway and started
down aladder. The ladder had wooden rungs for gx feet, where there was an opening in the floor, then
the rungs turned to sted, carrying them on down into the interior of the submarine.

DOC, Monk and Long Tom were locked in a sted compartment that was evidently the skipper's cabin.
Monk expressed his fedings by kicking the door.

“It looks like we're mixed up in an internationd incident,” he complained.

“If you ask me” Long Tom said, “wefdl for awoman's story.”

Doc sad, “Do not be too concerned about it.”

They gaped at him. “Doc, you don't mean you expected this to happen?’

“Something likeit,” the bronze man said. He was without expression.

Tha was dl they got out of Doc Savage, because he began to comment on the cleverness of the
submarine disguise. The imitation boat which had been constructed around the conning tower. The
bronze man seemed to have an extensve knowledge of the craft, because he mentioned the way it was
jointed, how it was fastened to the conning-tower dructure so that, in an emergency, it could be
jettisoned by mechanica means. The entire craft was of stedl, so deverly fashioned that they had not
reelized it was not a genuine yacht until after they were aboard it.

“The periscope,” Doc explained, “is actudly ingde the mast. Presumably, it is an accessory periscope
and can be cast off when the false structure is released.

“The disguise is particularly effective)” he added, “because it gives the submarine a means of working
dong the coast and enabling it to enter dmogt any harbor which it would care to enter. The underwater
surface of the submarineis painted so that only a close observer from an arplane would notice anything
peculiar. Then, from an arplane, it would only appear that the schooner was under way, leaving a wake.
The boat dructure is on the forward portion of the submarine, and the after portion is painted white,
mottled so that from a height it would ook like a wake being trailed by the schooner.”

Monk was suspicious by now.
“Doc, you seem to know alot about this sub,” he said.

Doc Savage dropped the subject of the submarine without meking an answer. He sdected a chair,
looked over the reading matter the cabin offered, and sdlected a copy of the “Atlantic Rlot,” the
government volume of information for masters of amall coastwise vessdls.

WHEN Pat, Ham and Long Tom were brought aboard, not more than hdf an hour had gone by. The
three prisoners were marched past and crowded into a stedl niche that passed for a cabin across the
corridor.



“How did you get caught?” Monk asked.

“Your blasted hog,” Ham said. “They trailed hm to us” Then, after Monk had fdt the shock, Ham
corrected: “They just had a piece of luck and caught us”

“Where is Johnny?’
“They're hunting him,” Ham explained.
“This gets no better fast,” Monk muttered.

Another forty-five minutes brought Erica Ambler-Hotts to the smdl sted network which ventilated the
ged door. She was sobbing.

“They will not let im go,” she said.

Doc asked, “Let who go?’

“Poor Tot,” she sad diffly. “Tot Strand. They promised to free imif | would trick you into a trap.”
From across the sted hdl, Pat said, “I like that bargain, Sster. | hope | get my hands on you.”

Erica tightened. “Oh, it was dirty! But | thought you could take care of yoursdves. And | wanted poor
Tot out of it.”

Pat snapped, “Why should you think they would keep their word?’

“Why not?" Erica sounded baffled. “They have dl of Tot's notes, his apparatus, his working models.
They even have the Compound Monk that Tot came to Americato get.”

Doc Savage put in, “They do not have the Compound Monk. We mided Strand into thinking he had
taken it.”

“Then they lied to me” Erica said miserably. “They told me they wanted merdy to seize you and hold
you prisoner so that you would not molest them until they got back to Europe. But that wasnt it; they
wanted to force you to give up the Compound Monk.”

A man came down the corridor hurriedly, a sallor in the uniform of one of the warring nations.

“Ruhig!”
heydled. “Quiet! What isthis?’

Erica Ambler-Hotts whirled, said, “Get away from me, you lying pig!” She had a wrench under her arm,
and she suddenly tried to lay it againg the sailor's head. He dodged, clutched the girl. She crowded the
sdlor againg the door of Doc's cell. Doc managed to get two fingers through the stedl grille, and clamped
them on the salor's arm. It was not much of a grip. The sallor began to scream. More salors came,
sruggled and got the sailor loose.

“ Meine mutter!”

he croaked. “He tore the flesh out of my am!”

A sdlor shoved a pigtal through the grille and fired five times. It was for effect. The effect was impressive,
The bullets moved around like hornets, splashing lead that was like driving red-hot needles.

The group spent the next fifteen minutes hunting in their hides for particles of lead.



“That looked impressve,” Monk said. “What kind of an act do you suppose it was?’
“No trick,” Doc said.

“Huh?’

“She told too much of the truth that time” Doc said.

Long Tom complained, “I like this less and less. These cookies are nail-eaters from way back. When
they go to work on us for information, it will not be any taffy pull.”

THE door of ther cubicle had no inner lock, so that when salors came for them, there was not much
they could do about it. They were led to the control room below the conning tower. Another group
arrived shortly with Pet, Ham and Long Tom.

The hatch was open above their heads. They could look straight up through it and see two or three gars,
moationlessin an inky night. The night wind was like a perfume after the ail stench.

A tdl, dark, handsome man faced them. He said, “I want information, bitte,” with a heavy accent. “You
will tdl me where is the other member of your party. The one caled Johnny.”

Monk said, “You want in on alittle secret, brother?’
The man bowed politely. “Yes, of course.”
“Wewill tdl you nothing,” Monk said. “Not even the time of day.”

A hdf inch of red appeared above the handsome man's collar. “You misunderstood us” he said. “We
wish no trouble with you.” His face was wooden. “Where is Johnny?’

“Mider, trouble iswhat 1'd like to have with you,” Monk told him.

The hdf inch of red became an inch, and the man suddenly popped his padms together, as if he was
summoning a waiter.

“Bring Strand,” he ordered.

He did not look irritated, but he mugt have been in a bad humor, from the way the sallors jumped. Four
of them double-quicked out. While they were gone, no one said anything. They came back with Strand.

Tattingham Strand had not been improved by handling. One eye resembled an apple that had been in the
hot sun too long. Skin was missng from his knuckles. Among other missing things was a amile, more skin,
ashirt deeve, and possibly a handful of har, dthough it was hard to be positive about the latter.

Monk told him, “You look asif you and our friends here have had a conference.”

Strand said five words which expressed fully his opinion of his captors. Some of the captors got red
necks. Pat amiled.

“Beg pardon,” Strand told Pat.
“It'sdl right,” Pet told him. “I was trying to think of something like that to say.”
Strand bowed dightly. “Thank you.”



He was cam enough. His surface was ice. His eyes and his muscles were like edged sted.

Doc Savage asked in a conversationa tone, “They have everything but the Compound Monk, have they
not?’

Strand returned the bronze man's look with no vigble emotion. “Yes” he sad. “They have. But then,
they have had it for weeks. | was not aware of it until two days ago.”

“How did you make the discovery?’ Doc asked.
Theman cdled Freddy put in, “Shut up, you two—"
“Le them talk, please!” snapped the handsome man. His tone left no doubt about who was boss here.

“My friend Rod Bentley—the only red friend | had in the world—found it out for me” Strand told Doc
Savage. “He discovered they were conducting experimentsin that green building in New York City. We
went there to investigate. | was cautious, and Rod was reckless. | would not go into the building. He
went in instead. They caught and killed him. And when they killed him, they demonstrated thet they had
my invention.”

Doc asked, “There was no green chest?’
Strand shook his head. “ There was never one.”
“You told us a man named Montgomery gave you a green chest to keep,” Doc reminded.

“| told you severd things that were not quite true,” Strand said.

MONK put in disgustedly, “No green chest, no green fog, no sense to anything. What is this, anyway?
Did aman fdl up or didn't he?’

Strand showed his teeth briefly. “A man did not fal up. Not at any time”

Monk started to say something else, but caught Doc's eye. Monk went Slent.

Doc asked, “Strand, you came to America to get the formulafor Compound Monk?’
“Correct.”

“It is essentid for the operation of your device?’

“Correct agan.”

“How did you expect to get the Compound Monk?’

Strand's amile was sted. “By stedth or by force. Any way | could.”

Doc sad, “You did not think of trying a frank approach on the subject?’

Strand shrugged. “1 thought that out. It was no good. To get the formula, | would have to explain things.
You are too smooth to be fooled. | tried to concoct some jim-crack invention that | could use to make
you think | needed the formula for some innocent purpose. It was what you Americans cal 'no dice.’ |
knew | couldn't deceive you. So | wasnt trying.”



Doc sad, “But others—these fdlows we are mixed up with—went ahead and tried a trick.”

Strand nodded. “I guess you know what they did. They used that fake-headquarters gag, and the phony
Monk and Ham. They thought you could be taken in, particularly after they used the uff that made the
green fog effect in your eyes. They were after the formula, which they didn't have. They were in the same
postion as | mysdf; they had my invention, but it was usdless without the key secret, which you had
developed, and which no one but yoursdf knew. Of course, | didnt know & firg that they had my
invention.”

“You firg found out your device wasin their hands when?” Doc inquired.
“Two days ago,” Strand said.

“How?'

“My friend Rod Bentley told me.”

“That was the fird time you redized?’

“yes”

Doc Savage was Slent a moment. During the interval, he made the smal trilling which was his peculiarity
when disturbed. Monk and the others stared at him, puzzled.

Doc inquired, “What were you going to do with the device in the end, Strand?’
Strand became drangdy white. “What do you think?’
“l do not believe” Doc told him, “that you were going to I it.”

The whiteness went dowly out of Strand's face. He amiled, and it was the fird genuine smile any of them
hed seen on hisface.

“Thank you,” he said. “But you are wrong, in away. | wanted the device to make a trade.”
“Trade?’

Strand asked diffly, “You know my record in England?’

“Y ou mean the murder and treason charges?’

Strand displayed his eyeteeth. “I see you do know. Yes, that isit. | was going to try to trade this gadget
for freedom from the charge.”

“Trade it to the English government?’

Strand drew himsdf erect. “Exactly.”

Quick and warm lights of approva appeared briefly in the bronze man's srangdy flake-gold eyes.

“Did you receive offers from others?’ Doc indicated their captors. *From these gentlemen, for ingance?’

Strand stared a the dark handsome man, a Freddy, with contempt. “You would not bdieve how much
they offered me” he said.

Doc Savage said nothing.



After awhile, Strand lowered his eyes. “Thismay not matter,” he said. “But if | get out of this, there will
be no trade. | will give the thing to America and England jointly.”

Doc sad, “You mean tha?”’

Something in the bronze man's voice startled the darkly handsome man. The fdlow's hand made a
flashing gesture, and held a gun. He held the weapon with muzze on the floor, said, “You had better lift
your hands, Mr. Savage.”

Doc did not move.

“ Schndl!”
the man snapped. “Quickly! Your handsl”

Doc put up hisarms, and his hands touched an 1-beam which comprised one of the submarine ribs. Only
Ham was weatching the bronze man closdly, and he saw what none of the others had noticed—a amdl
globule, not larger than a pigeon egg, fastened to the Side of the beam with a Strip of adhesive tape. Ham
saw Doc pluck the object loose.

Obsarving the bronze man get hold of the gadget in such a fashion, Ham understood something.
He became postive that Doc had been aboard the submarine earlier in the day.

Ham shut his eyes tightly. He knew what was coming, was prepared for it. Even then, with his eyes shut
and his nerves steeled, he got a shock.

The object was a flash grenade. Tiny as the thing was, it gave off a completely blinding light. Actudly,
what it emanated was more than light. The chemica contents burned in such a fashion that they emitted
rays of awave length extremely shocking to the optic nerves. The effect was something like looking at an
arc-welding flame for a period of time, except that it was created in a fraction of a minute.

Following the flash, a man screamed and a pitol exploded. Feet pounded up the sted companionway.
They got the haich closed.

“Crash divel” shouted the dark, good-looking man. He repeated the order in his native tongue.

There was fighting. Monk was one of the battlers. Monk's warfare was aways noisy. A pair of fiss were
meking big noises, which was probably Renny. The place began to fill with sailors who were not blinded.

The submarine began snking under ther feet, rumbling a little, water digplacing ar in the tanks.
Doc sad loudly, “Monk, Renny—stop fighting! We have no chance of bresking out of herel”
“Holy cow!” Renny complained.

But they stopped.

Chapter XV. THE WARSHIP
THE bronze man's next statement made Renny fed better.

Doc sad, “Commander, you will surrender to usimmediately.”

The dark man jumped. He said severd things which were not complimentary and which expressed his



persond fedings thoroughly.
Doc sad, “Very wel.”

“Was nun?”
the man snapped. “What do you mean—very wdl?’
“You might,” Doc said, “put aman on your underwater sonic apparatus.”

The dark man swore and ydled a a salor. The underwater sonic equipment was part of dl warship
equipment. In the present modern form, it was a most efficent device for locating a ship by sound of its
engines and propdllers.

The sailor made an excited report. “A vesdl,” he sad. “Very near, Sr.”
“Whet type?’
The listener-operator seemed puzzled.

An expert trained for the job could identify craft—tell destroyer from cruiser, freighter from
battleship—by the difference in sound.

“Rather difficult to identify, dr,” he reported.
“What isit?" yeled the commander.
Suddenly nervous, the ligener said, “It is a strange type of vessd, sr.”

Doc Savage spoke again. His voice had volume enough to cut through the excitement and a cam power
that was convincing.

“Tune your radio to the navy band,” he directed.

The commander stared, whirled and gave an order to that effect. The radio room, for convenience,
adjoined the control compartment. The operator cut in a loud-speaker, from which a brisk voice came,
saying, “Crew 7, how are you coming with those mines across the cove entrance?’

Theradio clicked off, came on again, and another voice, very muffled, said, “We are on the fourth row,
lieutenant. A fish could hardly get out of that cove now, much less a submarine.”

“Good,” sad the fird voice. “Send one of the light boats into the cove and put down a smdl depth
charge”

There was a short wait. Then the ligener reported, “A boat seems to be coming closer, dr. | do not
identify its motor. It has a strange sound.”

He hardly finished when there was a thumping jar. The submarine rolled vidently, tumbling people off
their feet. Monk took occasion to land a hard blow on a sdlor's square jaw. Another salor indantly
menaced the homdy chemigt with a pistal.

Ham, suddenly pae, warned, “They'l shoot you, Monk!”
Theradio said, “Hello, the submarine. Wie geht es I|hnen? How are you?’

There was deathly dillness. Somewhere, athin stream of water was snarling through a sprung seam.



“Hdlo, the submarine” said the radio voice. “You better answer usif you know what is good for you.”
There was another sllence, and it was pretty bad.

Doc Savage sad, “I suggest you answer. At this close range, your radio will function.”

The commander swore. He sounded as if something had hold of his throat.

Theradio said, “Light boat, put down another amdl depth charge”

They were prepared for the blast that came, but it was bad anyway. The submarine rolled, jarred. The
backrush of water into the vacuum created by the blast made a suction that lifted the conning-tower
hatch, and a sheet of spray knifed in and drenched them. It shut off in an ingtant, but everyone dodged
wildly.

Theradio said remorsdesdy, “Helo, submaring!”
More slence. And a sallor made the sounds of asmd| duck as he breathed.

From the radio: “All right. We won't fool with them any more. Boats 5 and 9. Get in there with heavy
depth charges. Blow dl the water out of that cove.”

With a face completely drained of everything induding expression, the submarine commander stepped to
the radio-room door.

“Tdl them we surrender,” he said.
Theradio operator relayed the information, having difficulty with his English.
Theradio, in greet rdidf, sad, “I'll be superamagamated!”

DOC SAVAGE hit the control pand as Renny got a sallor by the neck and bellowed, “Holy cow! He
gave it away!” Monk, for once was alittle dow getting into a fight. The homdy chemist had known it was
Johnny up there somewhere, but he had not expected Johnny in his excitement to use a big word and
gve away the deception. He was caught by surprise. Johnny usudly did not make mistakesin acriss.

The others—Ham and Long Tom and Pai—joined the fight. Renny dammed his vidim agang a
bulkhead. He went on in a rush for the engine room. Distances were short indde the submarine. He got
to the engine room. Being an engineer, Renny knew the intricacies of a submarine. He knew that, if they
could blow the ar supply out of the tanks, the submarine would not dare submerge again. Because,
without compressed air, it could not expe water from the tanks to rise again. He worked vaves, at the
same time shouting at astonished engineers thet they were prisoners.

At the control-room vaves and levers, Doc Savage did the same thing Renny was attempting—blew the
tanks and brought the submarine to the surface like a cork.

They could hear the rush and roar as the sub broke surface.
“Itisatrick!” screamed the commander. “Down agan! Quickly!”

But there was no trick about the sudden rending blast from the bow section. Nothing fase about the
dream of water that flooded through a gaping aperture.



Johnny had put a high-explosive grenade againg the bow of the submarine as soon as it came out of the
water.

Doc sad loudly, “Get overboard. The boat is going to Snk.” He repeated it in the language the sallors
spoke, for effect.

Thefighting broke up in an anxious rush for the conning-tower hatch. Monk and Doc fought Sde by side,
with figts

“Strand, can you swvim?’ Doc demanded.

“Excdlently,” Strand said. He was cool again. “So can Miss Ambler-Hotts”

“The north shore of theinlet,” Doc said.

“Right-0.” Strand took Ericas arm, started her up the companion stairs. He followed.

There was no actud fighting now, only struggle to get out. Water coming in the rent bow was like roaring
thunder. Doc Savage backed his men to the ladder. They dimbed, Pat fird, then Ham and Renny and
Monk and Long Tom. Doc followed them, kicking off dutching hands.

“The north shore,” he said.
Asthey swam away they could hear the commander bellowing to his men to head for the south shore.

Johnny was standing in the shdlow water, holding along paddle afar and a notched stick with which he
had been imitating the underwater sound of a boat.

Monk scrambled out beside him and said, “Those big words of yours danged near upset the cart.”

“I'l be superamagamated!” Johnny gasped. “What happened? What went wrong? | imitated boats, used
the radio and threw hand grenades into the water near the submarine, just as Doc had planned. What

went wrong?’

Monk said, “A word.”

“ERY

“That 'superamagamated.”

“l do not,” said Johnny, “comprehend.”

“You were imitating a navy in firg-class style” Monk told him. “In fact, you were aregular warship dl by
yoursdf. Then you got excited and used that word.”

“I—" Johnny groaned. “I did, didn't 1?1t dipped out. I'll be superamagamated!”
“Theword,” Monk assured him, “expresses what danged near happened to us”

Someone took a shot a them with a Sdearm. They crawled away. Rocks shoved up around them, heavy
cover. They took shdter.

Doc tasked, “Did you contact the coast guard by radio, Johnny?’

Johnny was gloomy. “Yes, they will be here shortly.”



Erica Ambler-Hotts put a hand on Doc's arm. “It looks asif you pulled atrick of your own.”

Ham told her, “Doc saw you getting the ultimatum to turn him in to save Strand's life. He can read lips.
He knew you agreed. So he hatched a scheme.”

Erica was dlent a moment. “The submarine was meanttioned in that conversation. The fact tha the
supposed saling craft in the cove was redly the sub.”

“Rignt,” Monk told her. “So Doc went aboard.”
Erica gasped. “1 do not see how he could do that,” She turned to Doc. “How did you manage?’

Doc sad, “It was luck, largely. The guard on the forward deck mistook my voice for that of the man they
cdled Freddy. | went below and made atour of the vessal, managing to plant various gadgets.”

“You put the flash grenade—I guess you cdl it that—on the control-room ceiling, then?’

“Yes,” Doc admitted. “However, there were other gadgets concealed a various vantage points. We had
the submarine wel prepared for afight when we permitted oursdves to be seized and taken aboard.”

Ham added something else. “The submarine couldn't have Ift the cove, anyway.”
Astonished, Erica demanded, “Why not?’
“Doc jammed the steering mechanism when he was aboard.”

The beam of a searchlight appeared like awhite needle out of the sea, and Ham said, “That mud be the
coast guard.”

Which was a good guess.

Chapter XVI. THE FRIEND

SUNLIGHT danted againg the panes of Doc Savage's skyscraper laboratory and was cut into thin
bright sheets by the Venetian blinds. Rooftops were a forest below the windows, and out beyond, the
vigawas logt in ablue haze of incipient fog.

Doc Savage watched Tattingham Strand without emotion. “You are sure, Strand, that you wish to give
thisthing to the American and British governments jointly.”

“Right,” Strand said. Much of the stedl was gone from Strand's manner, as if something bitter had been
taken out of his existence.

“You undergtand thisis no trade. It will not affect the murder and treason charges which are againg you.”
Strand nodded. “I understand that fully.”

Pat came into the room. She was looking pleased with hersdf and, in the frock she was wearing, she was
something to make men wak into lamp-posts.

Pat indicated the roof. “Those generds and other officers are ready for the demondration,” she said.
Doc Savage nodded.



Erica Ambler-Hotts jumped to her feet. She took Strand's hand. “Tat, I'm glad you did this” she said.

Strand's eyes fdl. “I'm not proud,” he muttered. “I should have done it in the firg place. It makes me no
happier, because | know exactly why | didn't. | was looking out for mysdf. | wanted to trade the thing
for my freedom.”

Ericasaid, “You were dways an efficent felow, Tot.”
“Sure” Strand agreed wryly. “And see what it got me?’

Erica amiled. “It is getting America and England an amazing war wegpon. You are giving it to them
voluntarily, Tot. Nothing can take that from you. You have not only a great inventive mind, Tot. You
have a heart.”

She kissed Strand then, and nobody was surprised. Her tone had said that was exactly what she was
going to do.

Strand's reaction was alittle more surprisng. He seemed to tighten from head to toes, then give way. His
ams went about Erica, and he buried his face againg her hair. They saw that there were tearsin his eyes.

Ham looked on, utterly disgusted. He knew love when he saw it. What disgusted him was the fact that he
had been giving Erica some admiring attention himsdf.

Monk shoved open the reception-room door without knocking, looked a the embraced couple,
grimaced, said, “Anybody want to look at what the coast guard caught?’

Strand and Erica came apart, wheded.

Monk said, “I only brought one. The coast guard caught most of them. But this was the redly interesting
pecimen.”

Monk shoved a man into the room, a man who somehow resembled a whipped bull pup.
“Rod Bentley!” gasped Strand.

Rod Bentley said nothing. There seemed to be nothing he could say. The handcuffs on his wrists were
explanation enough of his present status.

Strand sad findly, “1 looked on you as the best friend | ever had.” He laughed. It was not pleasant. “You
mede afool of mein the grestest way.”

Rod Bentley stared at space.
Strand said, “Rod, you were an enemy agent?’
Bentley curled hislips dightly. “I am not English. | am proud of it.”

Monk said, “Bentley was kind enough to explain why he disappeared so that you would think he was
dead. He had the idea Miss Ambler-Hotts had gotten wise to the fact that he was not what he seemed.”

“l did suspect,” Erica sad. “I never told Tot, because no one could have made him believe. That,
incdentdly, iswhy | was seized by the agents here in the city after Tot caled on me”

Strand seemed beyond words.



Doc Savage produced a packet of papers bound with a rubber band. “This seems to be an appropriate
time for these.” He tossed the packet on the table. “Y our pardon, Strand.”

Strand nodded dowly. “Pardon?’

Doc nodded at the documents. “The orders Rod Bentley received over a period of two years. He kept
them. They were on the submarine. | found them when | went over the craft before we faked the capture
and were brought aboard.”

Strand looked at the papers asif they were gold. “What do you mean by the word 'Pardon'?’

Doc sad, “Rod Bentley rigged the murder of which you are accused. His orders there will show that. He
planted the suspicion of Coxwel, the man you killed. He planted suspicion of you aso. Then he told
Coxwel you were framing him, and egged Coxwdl into attacking you. He warned you, and you killed
Coxwel when he came.”

Strand shut his eyes tightly. “ So that is how it happened.”
Doc added, “They wanted you to be an outlaw. It would give them a chance to buy your contraption.”
Strand's nod was dow. “Yes, | can see, now,”

Pat said, “They're about ready on the roof.”

THE thing was about seven feet high and fatter than a man because it wasfull of gas. It looked somewhat
like a man, too, because there were four distended limbs that somewhat resembled arms and legs. On the
ends of these projections were the devices that made the thing so uncanny.

The assembled army officers, United States and British, watched with interest.

Tottingham Strand told them, “The device redly has two vitd parts. Firg is the gas, which is lighter than
ar and highly explosve. Thus, | get both lift and explosive violence in one operation.”

“What,” asked an officer, “makesit go fast enough to overtake a plane?’
“The rocket principle” Strand said.

“A thing as light as that could not carry enough rocket fud to push it around over the sky until it found a
plang” said the officer.

Strand nodded agreement. “The rocket fud will driveit only a mile or two. As a matter of fact, it cannot
overtake afast plane. But it can meet one.”

He stepped over and dashed a cord which hdd the unusud manlike gadget to the roof. The thing
immediatdy began rigng.

“A man fdling up,” Renny rumbled. “Holy cow!”

Strand said, “Waich. It will rise dowly to five thousand feet, when the built-in dtimeter will automaticaly
am the detonator device. The thing thereafter will be explosve upon contact. Somewheat like an ordinary
mine”

The army man said, “It hits a plane and explodes. We understand that.”



“Righto.” Strand smiled. “The dtimeter keeps it from being effective below five thousand feet. Your own
planes can fly under it with perfect safety.”

“Won't it chase them?’

“No. The purauit device cutsin at the same time the detonators are armed.”
“Then this dtimeter arrangement will keep it from rushing at objects on earth?”
“Yes” Strand said.

“But it will chase any moving thing in the sky?”

“Not any moving thing,” Strand corrected. “Only very hot objects, such as arplane motors giving off
heat and movement.”

The army man grunted. “Will you explain that fully?”

Strand hesitated, then turned to Doc Savage. “Mr. Savage, would you attempt that? | am afraid | can not
go into the details without becoming too technicd.”

Doc Savage nodded quietly. “You gentlemen,” he told the amy men, “are familiar with the ordinary
photoelectric cdl which isin light meters”

“I've got one for my camera,” admitted an officer. “It registers light. That'sdl | know about it.”

Doc nodded again. “The device in Mr. Strand's apparatus is Smilar in principle” he sad. “The
photoelectric cdl is composed of a compound which, upon the absorption of motion, gects two
electrons. This compound differs in that the absorption of motion and heet by its atoms leads to the
gection of three eectrons.”

The officer pondered. “I take it that one of the aams which is nearest a plane motor picks up this
radiation, and that sets off the rocket affair so as to drive the thingin that direction. That it?’

“That,” Doc said, “is exactly it.”

“What is this compound?’

“Itis caled Compound Monk.”

Ham pointed upward. “Thething is after a plane now,” he said.

Strand watched placidly. “There is no need for darm,” he said. “The pilot of the plane understands that
the gaswill not explode because the detonators have been removed.”

They watched the device drike the amy plane in the sky. The pilot shut off his motors before the
collison occurred, so that no harm was done. The plane began to spird dowly toward Floyd Bennett
Airport. They saw the crew reach out with hooks attached to poles and gather the device into the ship.

“Holy cow!” Renny muttered.

LATER, Monk got Doc aside. Monk was perturbed.

“Who named that suff Compound Monk?’ he demanded. “How come | never knew about this?’



The bronze man amiled dightly. A display of emotion was rare with him. It seemed a good idea a the
time” he said.

“l don't get it,” Monk growled.

Pat overheard and laughed. “1 thought it was a perfect name,” she said. “This compound is very sengtive
to the presence of movement and warmth. It chases movement and warmth. Everyone knows that you
chase dfter any pretty girl who happens dong. Both you and Compound Monk chase hot numbers. Get
it?”

Monk didn' like getting it.

“| can see that was one of Ham's ideas” he growled. “Where is that shyster? I'll make a compound out
of him.”

DOC Savage sat a adinner in a restaurant with Monk and a friend.

The girl appeared and waked directly to ther table. She was very pretty. She was a dranger. She
seemed to know what she was doing.

She carried a amdl soft purse and she jammed this againg Doc Savage's left sde below the shoulder
blade and squeezed.

Then she opened the purse, took out the hypo needle which she had just emptied into Doc Savage's
back and placed it on the table in front of them.

“You naturdly know whet that is” she said. “However, it might be interesting if you adso knew it was—
was, mind you—filled with germs.”

Doc Savage contemplated the girl.
“What,” he asked, “do | do now?’

“You hdp me” the gifl said. “I need your help. | had to have it; so | used those germs on you. You've
now got to do something about those germs, and you can't do anything about them without heping me.
Get the ideg?’

“Thisseems allittle strange,” Doc said.
“You haven't seen anything yet,” the girl said. “Wait until you find out about the three wild men.”

The remainder of this affair of “The Three Wild Men” is related in the issue of Doc Savage magazine on
sde next month.

THE END



