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Chapter I. MAN IN SOLITUDE

Doc Savage had stepped out into the night to look at the thermometer. The mercury had sunk a little
below the sxty mark. That was Sxty below zero. The sky was clear and a very deep blue, dmogt black,
and dl the stars were crigp and bright. For two months, snce the coming of the complete night, there had
been no storm of consequence, and that was remarkable. But it had been intensdy cold, terribly cold
even for this spot south of the pole. All points are south of the north pole, but this one was south in the
direction of Beaufort Sea, into which the Mackenzie River of Canada empties. Not far south, however.

Doc gretched hisarms and clapped his hands and began to jump around in the snow.

He was, a firg glance, quite naked. He was dso a giant among men, larger than dmost ay man in
height, and with a physique equdly as unusud. His muscles and sinews, as he legped and skipped and
turned handsprings on the snow in the sxty-below cold of the arctic night, bunched and coiled
mongroudy. His obvious strength, nakedly displayed that way, was a little frightening. Men should not
redly have such strength. It was asif he had spent a lifetime of doing nothing except putting srength in his
body. He hadn't put in alifetime doing this, however—only part of it.

His face was a handsome face with no prettiness—firm lips, sraight nose, chin square but not jaw heavy.
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The jumping around in the snow made him swest, and this sweat gathered between his skins.

Thiswas aliterd fact, not a fantasy, for he did have two skins. One of them was his own deeply bronzed
hide, and the other one, the outer one covering his body, was made of a transparent plagtic in which he
hed dunked himsdf from head to toes. The plagtic was a specid one, and only he himsdf knew how he
had concocted it. There was nothing ese like it on earth. And yet he was not satisfied.

He was, in fact, far from sdtisfied, because after he had bounced around in the cold, then stood
moationless until the suff cooled off, then bounced around some more, the plagtic began to crack. It
would not stand the combination of cold, perspiration and flexing. Something was wrong.

He stood there in his disgugt, the cold through the cracks that had opened in the plastic cutting a him like
knives. It was not perfect, and he was disgppointed. Everything had been going so well.

America had raw materid to make the plagtic in large quarntities; it was harmless to the skin; it could be
gpplied to the body with a brush, or a man could merdy jump into avat of it, and it would coat his body
and harden a once; it could be removed dmog indantaneoudy and harmlesdy with another chemica
goplication. All of this he had worked out. But now it was cracking.

The acids or sdinesin body perspiration might have something to do with the falure, he reflected.

The plagtic had one other qudity: it was dmogt a complete insulator againgt heat or cold. Soldiers in
tanks and pilotsin fighting planes need have no fear of fireif he could perfect the suff. The plastic would
not wear well and he knew it could never be made to wear wdl enough to make suits of it, hence the
ideaof coaing the skin with it. These coatings could be renewed ether on garments or on the skin. The
United States fighting forces needed such athing.

He turned and walked back to his Fortress of Solitude, intent on continuing the experiments.

HE had latdly changed the outside appearance of his Fortress of Solitude, somewhat. The place, in the
beginning, had been a dome &fair, like an igloo, but of enormous size. Now, since the change, it was
more rugged and completely resembled a chunk of ice protruding from the arctic ice pack, there not even
being a9gn that it actudly stood on an idand. The change was one he had considered necessary because
of the increased number of planesflying over what had hitherto been unexplored waste.

The Fortress of Salitude was a secret from the world.

Not, in the grict sense, from the world. There were the Eskimos whom he had trained, and who had
done the origind congtruction and recently the remodeing. They lived here and took care of the place
during his long periods of absence. He had trained the Eskimos and knew he could completdy trust
them, which was something he could say of only five other men and one woman in the cvilized world.

The Eskimos were gone now. They never remained here while he was working. They took their hunting
trips then.

He entered the Fortress. There were three doors for strength and insulation againg the terrific outer cold.
Insde, one could look up and see the stars at many points, because the dome was of a plastic materid so
polarized that it would pass light in only one direction, a substance that was not a secret.

(The peculiar association of light and plastic materids has probably been caled to the attention of dmost
everyone. Thereis, for instance, the plastic materid of transparent type through rods of which light can be
piped, around corners, much as water is conducted through a pipe.)



Ingde, there was his equipment, the rare and complex stientific apparatus he had brought here or had
created himsdf. Here he conducted his experiments, experiments so advanced and complicated that he
hed to have complete solitude.

“Conversation enriches the understanding,
But solitude is the school of genius”
—GIBBON.

That quotation had been put before him by his father, and it was one of the firg things he could remember
of hisfather. He could not remember his mother a dl except as a vague pleasure out of forgetfulness. But
the quotation was like his father, who had been a geniusin hisway, too, and a strange man.

He had been told that his father was a queer man, but he did not accept that, athough more than one of
the scientists who had trained him at his father's request had obvioudy been convinced of the older man's
queerness. Not queer and maybe not strange. Rather, a man with a grim resolve and a knowledge of
what sdentific training begun at childhood and continued until early manhood, with no pause and no time
out, could accomplish.

At any rate the son had been made into a scientific product who was an amazing combination of physca
srength, menta genius and encyclopedic knowledge.

NOT one of the five associates with whom he worked knew where he was, dthough they had come to
redize tha the times that he left them, most likdy he went into secluson in his Fortress of Solitude, the
one place where he indsted on being undisturbed. Only once had his men come anywhere near it, and
that was long ago. (Fortress of Solitude)

However, he kept track of them each day.
They did not know this.

There were five assstants Monk, Ham, Long Tom, Johnny and Renny. These names were ther
nicknames only, and their ful names together with their degrees and their accomplishments take too much
timein the tdling. Each was a very famous man in hisfidd.

There was d 0 Patricia Savage, who was Doc Savage's cousin, and who operated one of those beauty
sdons on Park Avenue which are robbers roosts of the first order, dthough they rob only those who are
actudly so rich they need to be. Pat liked excitement the way a church mouse likes cheese; she gobbled
it up, and she did not believe she got enough of it.

Daly reports were made in this fashion: Ham or Renny or Patricia—whoever happened to be
reporting—merdly took down a telephone and dided or cdled an unlised number, whereupon a
mechanica recording contrivance came on the wire and took down whatever the assstant had to say.
That was dl there was to it, for dl the group knew. What they did not know was that an automatic
gadget promptly, at the hours of noon and midnight, put the reports on a radio transmitter, beam type.
The beam of this tranamitter was amed at Doc Savage's Fortress of Solitude in the arctic.

The secrecy surrounding the reports, as far as ther geting to him was concerned, was smple
psychology. He did not want his associates faking some darming incident in order to draw him back to
dvilizetion to attend to some gStuation which they—not he—had decided needed his atention. He
preferred to pick out hisown cases, particularly now that there was the war.



Petricia Savage had only lately taken to meking dally reports. It had been necessary to indg that she do
this, for she scoffed at the idea that any of Doc Savage's enemies would drike a him through her, and
even seemed to dyly welcome the exdting idea that they might.

The reports were mogt satisfactory, and they had come in regularly until the last two days.

For two days now there had been no reports from his assistants, and Doc Savage, here in his srangely
unbelievable Fortress of Solitude, was disturbed.

Doc Savage glanced at the clock and saw that it was midnight. Midnight here was nothing but an hour on
the clock, but it was time for the New York transmitter to come through with any reports made during
the day.

Thistime there was a report.
There was ds0 the sound that could have been alaughing.

Only one report came through, and Patricia Savage made it. It was not completed. Rather, the laughing
completed it.

Pat sounded breathless but not tarrified.

“Peat reporting,” she said—as brought to Doc Savage by the digant radio tranamitter. “No reports for
two days because of something that happened to me. A man in a green hat came to me. This was two
days ago. The man with the green hat came to my Park Avenue place and asked to see me, and | had
my secretary let himin after he indsted he was not a sdesman. | was glad | did, because he told me an
incredibly fantagtic story. He was in a greaily worried state, and sat there twiding his green ha in his
hands as he talked—"

That was dl of the words Pat spoke, but it was not the last sound she made. However, the laughing came
firs and grew loud and inexplicable.

It was certainly not human, and it did not seem anima, so maybe “laughing” was not the word for it. It
was a completely unexplainable sound, one that Doc Savage had never heard before and would not mind
not hearing again. It had a macabre, chilling qudity.

And yet it was not like Pat to scream because of a sound. But she did scream, and it was a sudden
ripping sound that seemed to bresk off asif it were made of glass.

That was dl from Pat, but the laughing continued for a long time, an interminably long time, at least ten
minutes. Then there were voices away from the telephone receiver, one of them saying, “What the hdl?
Here's a telephone receiver off the hook.” Then the voice said into the telephone, “Hdlo! Hdlo! Thisis
the police. Who are you?’ The voice said that again, then complained, “Hel, whoever it was hung up.”

And that was dl.

Chapter Il. A SECRET AND A VAULT

IT was a hot summer afternoon when Doc Savage put his plane down on a military airport in a restricted
area near New York City. The heat was bringing the soft black asphdt up from the expansion joints in
the concrete runway and the tires made a rrrrap-rap-rap sound as he landed. Army fliers came out of
the hangars to stare in amazement a his plane, which was a drictlly experimentd modd and as



drange-looking as a prehistoric pterodactyl in a rookery of modern eagles. There was an outlandish
arangement of wing flgps which would land her a forty miles an hour, then give her nearly a
three-hundred-mile-an-hour speed inthe ar. There were other points that made her an oddity, too.

Doc Savage used the telephone at once.

He was not able to raise Monk, Ham, Long Tom, Johnny or Renny.

Hedid not get Pat.

The police said, “No, there haan't been any reports of anything having happened to them.”

Doc explained about the interrupted telephone cadl made by Peatricia Savage, and the officer wanted to
know from what precinct the cal had been made. New York is a very large city, and a maiter such as a
disturbance over a telephone might be a smal one which would not reach the centra office. Doc said he
did not know where the telephone cdl had been made from, and the officer sad then that they would
have to make a generd check over the teletype and that thiswould take time.

Doc Savage went a once to his headquarters on the eighty-sxth floor of a prominent midtown building.
He could hear the telephone ringing before he opened the door. He opened the door and entered, then
Stared in astonishmen.

The place was awreck. It looked asif a woodpecker had been a work.
He went to the telephone and said, “Yes?’

It was the police officer. “The telephone cal you were asking about might have come from Jamaica. |
think it did, because of something you mentioned about a laughing.”

The officer's voice had a queer note, and Doc asked, “Is there something peculiar about the matter?’

“Y es, something strange as hdll,” said the officer. “The precinct station suddenly got a flock of cdls from
people who were hearing this laughing and who were scared Hiff. So we, or, rather, the precinct, sent a
prowl car around to see. And sure enough, there was a whole neighborhood so scared it was about to

pop its suspenders. Everybody had heard this laughing.”
“Did any of them describe thislaughing?’ Doc asked.

“They dl described it. Everyone described it differently. It was a lot of laughing, though, to scare
everybody as bad as they seemed to be scared. It was s0 bad that the cops in the prowl car thought
somebody was pulling a gag on them. They Hill aren't sure.”

“What about the telephone?’

“They just reported finding the receiver off a telephone in a booth in a drugstore. They never got any
description of anybody who had been usng the tedephone because they thought somebody had just
dashed off and I€ft the receiver hanging, because of the excitement.”

“Can you get a description of anyone who might have used the telephone?’
“Can try. Don't know, though. It's a cold trail.”

“Will you try, then cdl me?’

“Surel”



“Thank you.”

“Thank you,” said the policeman, “and don't forget that you recently promised to keep the police
department notified of these things you get mixed up in. For a couple of months we had a lot of trouble,
and some people got suspicious of you. It got so bad we had to lock you up. | hope you havent
forgotten that.”

Doc sad plessantly that he had not forgotten, and that he would make full reports, as opportunity
presented.

He hung up and began examining the holes in his office. The holes were about a quarter of an inch in
diameter. It did not require more than a second look to conclude that they had been made with a drill
bit—probably the work of an ectric drill, and a very good one.

There seemed to be a hole in everything in headquarters that was larger than a sparrow.

Nothing else in the way of damage—though this was damage enough to many objects—had been
committed. However, the big safe in the reception room had been neatly and thoroughly blown. This was
not much of afeat because it was a quite derly safe which had belonged to Doc Savage's father.

The headquarters conssted of three rooms: the smaler outer reception room in which the safe stood, a
much larger library filled with scientific books, and a 4ill greater expanse of laboratory crowded with
sientific parapherndia. Everything in the three rooms had been drilled full of holes. Doc measured some
of the holes and found them dl the same size. A sted bit with a diamond point had been used, because he
found one that had been badly worn and tossed into a wastebasket.

THE gentleman dttired in the green hat now arrived.

He arrived politely. He even telephoned in advance for an gppointment, explaining, “I do wish you would
seeme, and | think it isto your interest to do so. It concerns a maiter of something that has happened to
your assigtants.”

“Do come up,” Doc Savage said warmly.

Besdes the green hat the man had a round barrdl of a chest that was probably full of endurance, with
attachments of long legs and arms, a rectangular face that was about as weak as a piece of amor sted
and an affable manner. He a'so had away of saying and acting everything as if he did not mean what he
was saying or doing, S0 it was dmost impossible to catch imin alie

He held his hat in his hand and made a little speech.

“l do not wish to be asked questions,” he said. “Y ou will doubtlesdy not obey thiswish. Therefore | shall
ignore dl questions. | want the object which was placed in the secret safe. You do not need to give me
the object; you have merdy to produce it. Once you have produced it and we have examined it, | will be
able to tdl you what has become of your friends and associates. You will then be able to act
accordingly.”

Doc Savage said nothing. This seemed to surprise the man. It was placidly dill in the reception room. The
office was high enough above the street that the traffic noise was more like the sound of a sea than the
noise of vehides. Severa pigeons were having a hdfhearted quarrd on the window sll.

The men repeated part of his speech, changing it alittle.



“Get the object from the secret safe and | will be able to tdl you what happened to your friends. What
could be more far than that? However, if you do not do as | suggest, | am afraid you will not see your
friends again. No onewill see them. Thisis unfortunate, but true”

Doc continued to say nothing.

“Areyou deaf?’ the man asked.

“Yes—to tak like you are making,” Doc said.
“I am sorry”

“Sorry about what?’

“That | cahnot say more than | have said. Sorry that you do not have a higher opinion of your
friends—more of a desire to save them.”

There had been no expression on Doc Savage's metdlic-looking features to this point, but now there was
aflicker of emotion. He thought a great ded of his aides and of Pat. He had risked his life for them so
many times that he had stopped counting. And they had done—if anything, more often—the same thing
for him.

But there was no secret vallt.

He asked, “How much of an opinion have you of my veracity?’

“Veracity? Y ou mean truth? If you told me something, would | believe it? Is that what you mean?’
“yYes”

“The answer isthat | would believe you.”

The telephone rang and Doc picked up the instrument. He noted that the vigitor quickly put on his green
hat, but showed no other emation. “Yes?’ Doc sad into the telephone.

It was the police officer, and he said, “I have that information you wanted about who talked over that
telephone—the one the patrolman found with the recelver off the hook. It was a girl. Five feet seven,
dender, nice form, tan, golden eyes, hair sort of like dark copper. The fdlow who got the description
noticed her hair particularly. That help you any?’

“It settles apoint,” Doc sad.

“Dont you have a cousn, Patricia Savage, who runs a beauty place on Park Avenue, and who answers a
description something like that?” asked the officer.

“Yes” Doc sad.

“Anything else we can do for you?’

“Not right now.”

“Holler if thereis” the officer said, and hung up.

Doc Savage dowly replaced the receiver on the cradle. He seemed logt in thought. The pigeons on the
window sl had stopped scrapping and were dl cooing a each other like doves.



The man took off his green hat again, said, “We were discussing truth.”
“Yes” Doc admitted, “we were.”

“Was it some truth you intended to tdl me?” asked the man.

“Thereis no secret vault.”

“Thét isthe truth?’

143 Y&”

THE man turned his green hat so that Doc could see ingde the crown. There was a metd object the sze
of asmdl woman's fig fastened in there with adhesive tape. A short string with aloop on the end dangled
from this, and the man had a finger in the loop.

He made another of his speeches.

He said, “Thisisan old, old trick, of course. It is a hand grenade in the hat. One tug of my finger pulls the
pin, and the exploson will be dmog ingantaneous. | pull the gring if you try to stop my leaving this
place”

Doc Savage examined the man's fludy dramatic face that made everything he did or sad seem a
pretense, without in any way revedling what he would do or wouldn't do, actudly.

“If you are familiar with grenades,” Doc said quietly, “you will know that the grenade will probably kill
you, but only wound me.”

The other nodded.

“Are you familiar with strychnine? You would be, of course, for | understand you are a surgeon and
physcian. Well, this grenade is wdl coated with a dicky paste containing concentrated strychnine.
Should a fragment of this grenade penetrate your body, you would, within perhaps twenty minutes, begin
with convulsons and other difficulties, deaeth occurring within a short time.”

“Dradiic!” Doc Savage sad.

“l aminadrastic mood,” the man said. “You will stand 4ill. | am leaving.”
He took dow, cautious backward steps toward the door.

Doc sad, “There are other hiding places besides a secret vault.”

The man stopped. He stood there. Then, without saying anything, he continued backing to the door. He
hed dl he wanted of the place. For thefirg time Doc Savage knew that he was scared, and that the men
must have been driven by a great emotion to come here as he had. Whatever the emotion
was—auffering, greed, revenge, hate, or what it might be—it was powerful, stronger than fear and
caution.

Doc stood 4ill and let the man go.

The devator door did shut behind the man. There was a Sghing sound as the devator sank. Doc Savage
whirled indantly, raced into the laboratory, yanked back a concedled pand, jumped through it, ran



across a hdl and worked with a square pillar which looked solid, as if it supported much of the roof.
There was asmdl private lift indde the pillar. The device was a recent inddlaion for emergencies such as
this The bronze man jumped indde, punched buttons, and seemed to dtart fdling, such was the
descending speed of thelift.

He hit the Street level and took a side door to the sidewalk. He was stting in a cab when the man came
out on the Strest.

The man walked away and Doc followed him in the cab. The green hat was didinctive enough so that
keeping track of it was a Smple meatter.

Doc wondered again if it was the green hat which Pat had mentioned in her interrupted telephone report.

The man walked rapidly two blocks north, a block west, a block north, one south, one west, another
south, and went into a large restaurant which had a front and a Sde door. He had an order of beans and
milk and rye bread, the beans Boston style.

While he was edting, two other men came into the cafeteria and took the adjoining table. There was no
indication that they knew the firs man or that he knew them. They were two young men who were dike
enough to be fraternity brothers out of the same college, if the college was pretty tough. They had coffee
and ralls.

The men with the green hat |eft.
The other two men left.

Doc Savage entered the restaurant and made off with the glass which the man with the green hat had
drunk hismilk out of, and the water glasses of the other two men, having noted that both of the latter had
tasted tharr water. No one witnessed Doc committing this thievery, and he wasted little enough time at it.
He was able to get back on the trall of his quarry without trouble.

The man with the green hat, having tarried at the restaurant to satisfy himsdf that Doc Savage was not
fallowing him, walked three blocks straight south.

The two men came up behind him quickly. One of them hit him on the back of the head, usng an object
he brought out of a pocket. The blow knocked the green hat flying.

The heaviness with which the green hat hit and rolled aroused the interest of one of the footpads, and he
picked it up.

Ye-e-e-€” heydled, and dmos fainted.

The second man was searching the owner of the green hat. He said, “Help me do thid” angrily to the first
man. They both searched.

During most of the search the man they had struck down squirmed and made mumblings, but they did not
hit him again.

They seemed disgusted with the results. They looked a each other, then amultaneoudy shrugged and
spread empty hands, pams uppermost.

“Hedidn't get it,” one of them said.

“Thereis no use ganding around here until we turn to stone,” the other one said.



They sauntered away. Because it was a deserted street, their performance had not been noticed by
anyone.

DOC SAVAGE, having witnessed the meeting, and having gotten a generd idea of what had been sad
by lip-reading—at which he had put in hundreds of hours of very paingtaking practice—decided to grab
both the owner of the green hat and the other two men.

The other dternative was to keep tracing them and hope they would lead hm to Monk, Ham and his
other associates. The latter sysem was not very dependable.

Doc wore a bulletproof vest. He dso had a hedmet afar which was made of transparent plastic and was
impervious to bullets that would be likdy to come from any gun the footpads would be carrying in their
pockets. Doc's pockets contained grenades—gas, smoke, demolition—which would serve any
emergency.

So he took the bold course and rushed the men as they were parting. He was not far from them when he
popped into view, and he ran swiftly.

He cdled, “ Stop! Stand where you are!’ And stand ill.”

He hauled out the hdmet of plastic—the plagtic had basic amilarities with the plastic on which he had
been conducting experiments in the arctic—and hauled it down over his eyes.

The two footpads whirled. They drew guns. That was to be expected.

The man who owned the green hat sat up on the Ssdewak. He made a vague, meaningless gesture with
both arms, asif he was trying to get hold of adizzy world as it went past.

The two men who held their guns lifted them.

Doc stopped running, not suddenly, but dackening his pace dowly until he was at a hdt, asif his interest
in the men had been supplanted by amuch greater interest.

The two men lowered ther guns, then dropped them. They seemed to have had previous experience with
the laughing.

Thelaughing had come, and there was nothing to show from where. But it was horrible, and not loud at
fir; then it was loud, suddenly and violently!

It was not a rapid thing like a giggle, but more of afuly rounded and extended thing. Each ped of it, each
note of it, began to bring you up on your toes. Then it started lifting your hair. Then it made something
explode indde your head!

The cycle of the thing, from its gentle beginning to its avful blood-curdling dimax, was fast. There was
not much more than enough time to recognize the changing cadence, volume, character and effect of the
phenomenon. Then the brain went into a blackout. Rather, it went into a hdl torment of agony.

The effect on the brain was like nothing Doc Savage had ever experienced. It was like a horrendous pain
which flooded and drowned every other sensation and experience, drove away dedre to act, cramped

and parayzed capacity to act.
Wheding and running away from the spot was one of the hardest things Doc Savage ever had done. Not



that he did not want to run; he did. Getting away from there was what every nerve in his body wanted
more than anything.

He went across the sdewak. It was dmogt impossible to get coordination. Every move was like pulling
gplinters. He reached a door, and there was glass in the door. He knew he could never manage the
doorknaob, dthough he could seeit. He turned one shoulder and sumbled through the glass pand of the
door.

It was the door of a bank. A samdl branch bank, but they would have a vault. He went sraight ahead,
kept going as fast as he possbly could, which was, at best, adow wak. He got to the vault and, shoving
and twising—having as much difficulty as a haf-parayzed child would ordinarily have had—he got the
heavy sted door shut behind him.

He sank down on the floor.

He was scared—s0 scared that it was strange! He had gone dong as other men do in the matter of fear,
feding that he probably had the norma amount of reaction to fear dimuli that other men had. But now, in
the grip of thisfear that held him, he redlized it had been years since he was redlly scared.

Greatest of al, probably, was his horror over what had concelvably happened to his five aides and Pat
Savage.

Chapter Ill. AFFAIR IN WASHINGTON
THE laughing stopped, and it was quiet in the street.

It was quiet about a minute and a haf—a very, very long time under the circumstances—before the first
frightened man appeared in the street. He appeared in a way that was perfectly naurd under the
circumgtances—running asiif the devil's hot bresth was on his neck. He wanted to get away from there.

Other terrified people came out of the buildings, and soon the street was full of confused activity. The
police came, then the fire department.

In the course of the excitement a banker came out of the bank and accosted a police officid, saying, “I
beg pardon—"

“Don't bother mel” snapped the cop. “This crazy thing—"

“| beg pardon, but there isamanin our vault,” said the banker sharply. “As nearly as we can make out,
he says hisname is Doc Savage.”

The cop started to walk away, redized what he had been told, was shocked up onto his tiptoes, then
jumped back. “ Savage!” he barked. “Well, what the blazes you waiting for? Let him out of the vault!”

“Thereisatimelock,” the other explained patiently. “Letting him out is not so smple”
“You cant let im out?’
“No, the time lock will only open & a certain hour.”

The policeman rubbed his jaw. “1 think we have a safe expert in one of our emergency squads,” he said.
“I'l call headquarters and see about it. You can hear Savagein the vault, | presume.”



“Oh, yes The vault is equipped with telephone,” the banker explained. “There is good ventilation. You
see, sometimes bandits lock the personnel of a bank in—"

“I know” The cop frowned. “Does Savage want out?’
“He says so. Immediady!”

“How did he get in there?’

“I don't know.”

“Therésalot | don't know about this, too,” the policeman complained.

THE owner of the green ha—he had the hat tucked under an arm—went away quietly and
inconspicuoudy. He had been near enough to hear what was said but had kept in the crowd so that the
two footpads who had waylaid him would not see him. He had noticed the two footpads standing near
the banker and the policeman, ligening to what was said.

The men watched the two footpads nervoudy until he lost them from sght; then he put on his green hat
and began to walk very fast, dmost running.

The two footpads exchanged understanding looks and also moved away. One sad, “Hear what that guy
from the bank said? Savage isin the vault” He rubbed both pams againg his trouser legs. “Funny way
for it to turn out, wasn't it?’

The other man said, “There was nothing funny about it, and there aint going to be anything funny from
now on. We came so near to getting caught by Savage that it wasin no part humorous.”

They I€ft then. They waked two blocks and met a cab which obvioudy had been keeping track of them,
because the driver asked out of a mouth corner, “Get it?’

“No.”

“That an't gonna make anybody happy,” the driver said.

“Did you see what happened?’

“The big bronze guy? This Doc Savage? The one that scares everybody so bad?’
“yYes”

The cab driver laughed. “He damned near got you, didn't he?’

He was cursed for his levity and ordered to get going. He drove discreetly as to speed, but with a ill
that covered ground. He was a good driver in an unobtrusve way that was dmogt sinider.

THE conference took placein a traller park in New Jersey on the other sde of the George Washington
Bridge and north a short distance. There seemed to be 9x men, and they occupied three tralers. The
three trallers were good ones, the class sling for above three thousand dollars, but they were not
parked near each other. The conference took placein the traller that was green.

Thesx meninthe traller camp and the two footpads made eight.



Thetaxi driver did not participate. He delivered his passengers and said, “My orders are to go back into
the city and drive the streets.” He touched the radio in the cab. “I get my cdls on this—a little transceiver
working on the shortwave band. Doesn't ook it, doesit?” He drove away.

The conference atmosphere was coldly eficient. There was no profanity, no drinking and no tough talk.
They seated themsdlves, and one of the men passed cigars around.

One man, who was thin-faced and dark-eyed, neatly dapper in a gray pin-striped business suit, seemed
to bein charge.

“Let's have the story,” he said, “and | will pass it on to headquarters.”

The two footpads told what had happened, tdling it as it had occurred and much as an observer would
have told it. One of them did most of the talking, but the other helped him out.

After the report, and following a period of slence in which each man seemed engaged with his own
thoughts, the footpad who had done the least talking made a statement.

“l don't like crossing that George Washington Bridge” he said. “Therere dways cops there. And the
tunnds aren't any better, because therere dways cops there, too. The ferry's the same.”

“Do you think the police have your description and are looking for you?’

“No, | don't. But | don't think it is smart going back and forth across thet river.”

The other man nodded. Y ou are right. But don't worry about it. We will not have to do it any more.”
“Savage is on Manhattan Idand, and if—"

“Headquarters has moved another group to Manhattan,” the other explained. “It is established now; so
we will not operate in the city ourselves from now on.”

The footpad was relieved. “How come we got sent out on this job if—"
“The other group had not yet established itdf in the aity.”

“Oht”

“l just got word about the other a few minutes ago by radio.”

“ see”

The other man got up abruptly, went to the trailer door, opened it. As soon as the door was open, the
sound of an arplane came into the traller with enough volume for dl of them to notice it. The man
stepped outside, looked upward for afew moments, then came back into the trailer hurriedly and turned
up the volume of agmdl radio receiver. He listened to the receiver until a series of dots—not letters, but
dots spaced in an irregular but studied pattern—came out of the loudspeaker. The sound was like the
wing-buzzing of a trapped housefly.

That's our plane,” he said. “He's going to land in the fidd haf a mile south of here. That's why we were
assgned to thistraler camp; it is close to the highways and to that flying fidd.”

One footpad looked darmed. “Do we have to try that Washington thing?’

“ Ya”



“Grest grief!”
The second footpad aso looked darmed.

Theman in the pin-striped suit said, “Charlie, Dan, Briggs, Phillips and mysdf will go to Washington.” He
reached for his hat and an aready-packed handbag. “ Come on!”

Briggs and Phillips were the two footpads. They rgpidly became too scared for conversation.

Chapter IV. DEATH SITTING UP

A BATTALION of cavdry out of a New Jersey traning center had been part of the Washington
defenses for less than a week. They were billeted in what had been a warehouse not far from the navy
yard, just off M Street, in the city of Washington. The hillets were comfortable enough, but the battalion
hed not been there long enough to get the lay of the ground. Furthermore, it was an experimenta group,
S0 it was being somewhat kicked around.

The battalion was not cavery & dl, nor even a mechanized force, dthough it was sufficently motorized.
It was redly a battaion receiving advanced training in demalition. It was an outfit destined to be assgned
the job of seeing that there was a “ scorched earth” for the enemy in case of drategic retrest.

Its equipment was fast motorized transport and every conceivable gadget of destruction—explosives,
drills, cutting torches—every tool necessary to destroy machinery and property.

It was teking it easy in billets when the loud-speaker arrangement that functioned from the office made a
satement.

“Lieutenant Colond Stravers from headquarters will sdlect a squad for specid duty,” the loud-speaker
sad. “Lieutenant Maxson, you will co-operate and asss.”

Shortly, alean, brown, hard-jawed officer stalked into the billet. He had the slver oak leef of a lieutenant
colond on his shoulder loops. He returned the generd sdute briskly, and snapped, “At ease.” Then his
eyes roved and he demanded, “Lieutenant Maxson?’

Maxson presented himsdf. “1 am Maxson, Sr.”

“Lieutenant Colond Stravers, here to get a specid detail,” said the hard-jawed man. “Here are my trave
papers, and awritten order.”

Lieutenant Maxson examined the documents, saw that they seemed in order, and remarked, “This seems
urgent.”

“It is urgent!” snapped the other. “I want a squad of about eght men. Two trucks. Cutting torches for
ded. Power drills, if you have them. Thermite compound for cutting may be necessary. And some TNT.
Fast!”

Lieutenant Maxson looked puzzled, but passed on the orders and got a squad and the materids together.
In the back of his mind was the idea that this might be some kind of a test maneuver to see how the men
would respond to the unexpected.

He learned differently when he was charging through traffic in a jeep, trailed by a multi-wheded military
trangport containing the other men and the unusud equipment.



“Thisis an unusud job, lieutenant,” said the lieutenant colond. “It is dangerous, and there is no time to
lose”

“YS, S'r.n

They stopped before a building in the outer business didtrict. It was an old structure, and not as neet as it
could have been.

“Lieutenant, place guards at the doors. Do not dlow anyone to enter the building. Anyone who wants to
leave should be permitted to leave, however. Thereisto be aslittle excitement as possible.”

“Colond, are you able to explan to—"

“Certanly, Lieutenant. | will tdl you. A damned fool in the Office of Mechanicd Investigetion made the
incredibly stupid mistake of locking up histime vault for the day with a delayed-action bomb in the vaullt.
Itisavery large bomb, a new type which will blow this whole building higher than the war debt. The time
mechaniam is operating, so the bomb is due to go up any time. The fool remembered what he had done,
cdled headquarters, then left town in terror.”

The lieutenant moistened hisdry lips. “I see,” he said. “Very wdl. Wewill do our best.”

THE office was on the gxth floor. The hard-jawed man with the lieutenant colond's siver leaves strode
to the door, tried it and seemed surprised. He searched through his pockets vanly.

Break down the door,” he said. “I seem to have misplaced the key.” He grimaced. “I guess | am getting
nervous. Damn a nervous man!”

They smashed in the door with efficiency.

The office ingde was alarge one, and negt. The hard-jawed man crossed it, yanked open a pair of large
double doors, disclosng the door of a subgtantid built-in vault.

Lieutenant Maxson said, “That isa very good vault.” He turned to his squad. “All right, men, get to work
onit”

The squad began working efficently.

The hard-jawed man consulted his watch, and snapped, “Hurry it! In five minutes we will have to Start
getting everyone out of the building and out of the neighborhood.”

Lieutenant Maxson nodded. His face was tight. “How come the person who made the mistake knew at
whet time the mechanism was set to explode?’

“Generd rule. Mechanisms under examination and inspection for acceptance for manufacture for the
amy, asthisone was, are set at the same hour so0 as to avoid errors.”

“| ser”

They had trouble with the vault. Cutting torches went through an outsde layer of vault sted, but it
developed that there was then another layer of some substance which was very tough and aso contained
asbestos or something smilar, which made it impervious to fire,

“Blag!” ordered the hard-jawed man.



“Thet will damage the vault walls. Thisway, by only ruining the door of—"

“Bladt, Lieutenant!” snapped the other. “Do you want to delay us until this building is blown up, and
ourselves with it?’

They st the explosve. The operation was good. While a few windows were broken in the
neighborhood, there were not many. When they walked back into the office they found that the vault
door had been split sufficently for them to enter. Rather, for one man to enter.

“I will go in, Lieutenant,” sad the hard-jawed man. “There is no sense in your submitting yoursdf to
danger. You will take your men and retire to the street.”

“Yes, Colond,” sad the lieutenant.

But Lieutenant Maxson said it srangdy and he did not follow the order. He went as far as the hdl, and
commanded his men to go downgtairs; then he returned, walking on tiptoes to the office.

He peered furtivey into the vauilt.

The hard-jawed man was searching the vault, but he was not searching for any bomb. There seemed to
be nathing but documents insde.

The hard-jawed man spent twenty minutes hunting. He began to sweat with nervousness, and he glanced
often a the mouth of the vaullt. Lieutenant Maxson had stepped to one Side, out of view.

Findly the hard-jawed man rushed out of the vault. He was empty-handed.

Lieutenant Maxson presented the destructive end of a service pistal for ingpection. “Sorry | let it go this
far,” he said.

AN officer of the generd gaff corps conducted the prdiminary examindion in the matter. He heard
Lieutenant Maxson's story. “What made me suspicious” sad Maxson, “was the whole thing, | think.
And then, after | looked in the vault and saw there was no bomb, | knew he was an impostor.”

The examining officer whedled on the hard-jawed man who had said he was a lieutenant colond. “What
have you to say for yoursdf?’

The man said agrim nothing.

Aninteligence man camein. “He's afake, dl right,” he said. “Near as we can tdl, the communicator line
to the barracks was even tapped. His uniform and indgnia, of course, have been solen or were
purchased from a dvilian-supply house with faked credentias.”

The man from generd daff closed his figts angrily, went over and scowled into the face of the man who
hed tried to trick them.

“What did you want in that vault?’ he demanded.
The men kept dlent.
“Y ou wanted something!” the other snapped. “What was it?’

Slence



“You knew how tough that vault would be to blow,” said the Saff officer, “so you tricked some soldiers
into doing the job for you. You look asif you had sense, and it would take brains to work out a thing like
that, so you evidently knew what you were doing. Y ou would know how dangerous it was, and what the

pendty would be if you got caught.”
The man kept his sllence.

The g&ff officer wheded on the intdligence man. “Y ou fdlows find out who uses that office?’
Theintdligence man looked uncomfortable. “No.”

“You mean you can't tdl us whose safe was blown?’ ydled the other.

“No.”

“Wel, what wasin the vault? | mean, what did this felow find in it, which obvioudy wasn't what he was
looking for?’

“l don't know,” said the intdligence man.

“Hdl and little rabbits! Didn't you send amen to look?’

“yYes”

“Whet did he find?’

“He found nothing. Everything in the vault was gone. 1t had been cleaned out.”
“Who did that?”

“Nobody knows.” The intdligence officer became irritated. “Why didn't you felows have a guard put
over the place a once?’

The gaff man shrugged. “Listen—weve got to get information out of the prisoner,” he said. “Get hold of
your commeanding officer and have him assign us a physcian experienced in adminigering truth serum.
WEell give thisfdlow some of it, and hell talk, dl right.” The officer looked around, puzzled. “What's that
noise?’ he asked.

“Sounds like somebody laughing,” said the intdligence man. He was dlent a moment. “Blazed Oh,
blazed” he said in growing horror.

THE laughing—and it was not laughing, but was like sound as stupendous as a cannon
cracking—seemed to begin in a distance and come closer very fad.

The inteligence man dashed for the door, dammed it shut. Apparently, it was his idea that something was
coming toward them, possibly through the hall.

The hard-jawed man, the one who had tricked the army into opening the vault for him, sank to his knees.
He began ydling. If hisydl was words, they were not intdligible.

The gaff man gaped at him.
A soldier who had been ganding in the back of the room suddenly shouted—sound only, not words to



his shout, also—and dashed for the door.

A sentry a the door clubbed the soldier down with arifle, then looked at the fdlen man dumbly, asif he
did not understand why the soldier had run, or why he had hit him.

Somewhere, a dog began howling. It was a fast, frenzied howl. The office where the questioning was
being conducted was on the ground floor of a building, and the windows were open. The dog was close,
and its howling was unnerving.

The bombardment of noise rose and rose, seemingly not so much in volume as in force, until it was not
bearable. It was like pain, avful agony, that each moment seemed to have reached a point where it could
not get any worse! And yet, each pulsation was more horrendous.

The intdligence officer began to beat his pdms dowly againg his head. He looked as if he were going
mead, asif his skull were going to explode.

And when it stopped, which it did suddenly, it was asif it had not stopped at dl.

TWENTY minutes later, amedica officer came out of the room, shaking his head and wearing a sunned
expresson.

“Wha was going on in there?’ he demanded. “What were they doing?’

“They caught some fake officer who tricked a squad of soldiers into blowing a vault for him,” a soldier
explaned. “They were questioning the man.”

“l see”

“Arethey dl right?’

“One of them isn't. The otherswill recover.”
“Thet thing, that sound, killed one of them, en?’
“No. A bullet did that!”

“Bulleg?

“Between the eyes”

“Which one was it?’ asked the soldier.

“The fdlow they were questioning,” the doctor explained. He frowned. “Did they make that noise
themsdlves?”’

“What gave you thet idea?’

The doctor shrugged. “1 never heard anything like the thing before. 1 thought maybe they were usng
some new kind of a device to make the prisoner talk.”

“I don't know who, or what, made the noise” the soldier said. “And, somehow, | don't think it was a
nox”

“Thefirg part of your statement is probably right,” the doctor said. “I wouldn't know about the other.”



Chapter V. THE WILD GOOSE

THE man who had shot the fake lieutenant colond got rid of hisrifle rather elaborately. First, he removed
the telescopic sght, which was expensive, and which he saw no sense in throwing away. Then he drove
his car—it was a smdl rented machine—to a drugstore and parked. He purchased a smdl bottle of
ulphuric acid and two rubber corks.

He condgned the rifle, the barrel corked full of acid, to a cand. He knew what bdligic experts could do
with rifle barrdls and bullets taken from murdered men.

He drove north, then west, and stopped at a smdl flying fidd where his companions and a plane waited.
Theman in the pin-striped suit said soberly, “What did you do with therifle, Dan?’

“Put itin a cand, the bore full of sulphuric.”

“Good.” The other indicated the plane. “Weve been wating for you.”

“How did you know about what | had to do to Charlie?” Dan asked.

The man in the pin-striped it eyed him sharply. “Don't get too curious.”

“Hel, | just wondered. Ain't aman supposed to have any curiosity?”

They climbed into the plane. The pilot had one arm and a didtinctly evil appearance, which made him by
far the mogt villainousooking member of the group, whereas he was actudly the least reprehengble.

The plane taxied across the fidd with itstall in the ar and got over a teephone line. There was a woods
beyond, with rough air above it, and the ship bounced from one thermd current to another.

Grudgingly, the man in the pin-striped suit said, “Dan, we got it by radio, if you have to know.”

“Ohl” Dan sad. “I wish to blazes | knew more about this thing. This is worse then the army for not
knowing where you are going or what you are doing. All | know isthat | had orders to follow Charlie
and, if those soldiers got wise to the trick he was pulling on them, to stick around but not let mysdf be
noticed. Then, when they got curious, to shoot him.” He compressed his lips. “That's a hdl of a thing.
Charlie wasn't a bad guy.”

“He” said the manin the pin-striped suit, “mede afizde out of what he was doing.”

Dan watched the earth below with tight, frightened intengity. “Meaning thet if | make a mistake sometime
the same thing might happen to me?’

The other shrugged. “Look at it this way: You killed Charlie; if you had been caught you would have
been dectrocuted.”

“That's different. | knew what | was doing.”

“Charlie knew what he was doing, too. He got caught, and it was no different then it would have been if
you had gotten caught. They would have stood Charlie before amilitary firing squad, and don't think they
wouldn't have. You just beet the firing squad to it, that's dl.”

“Uh-huh,” Dan said doubtfully. There were wet beads on his forehead.



THEY assembled at the traller camp in New Jersey, across the river from New York City. They were
the same group who had met there earlier, except for the man Charlie, who was dead in Washington.

Almog immediatdy the amd| radio-transceiver loud-speaker sad, “Areyou dl there?’
“Yes” sad the manin the pin-striped suit.

“Coast dear?’

“yes”

“Pogt aguard,” ordered the radio, “and stand by the recelving set. Don't hesitate to warn meif there is a
chance of anyone overhearing.”

1] Ri gl,]t.”

“Good,” sad the radio. “Now, send a men out to the highway. Have hm wak east about a hundred
yards to alarge birch tree growing out of the fence row. In the ditch near the tree he will find a package.
Have him bring it back. Y ou will know what to do with the contents. Got that?’

1] YS.”

“Good. And do not try to contact me by radio. We are operating these short-wave sets illegdly, and too
much of it is sure to get the government men down on our necks. That isdl.”

The man caled Dan stared at the radio. Nervous perspiration had made his shirt soaking wet, and he
was changing it for a dry garment. He muttered, “There's a guy who sure is not taking any of the
chances”

The other snapped, “Wdl, he's paying out enough money that he shouldn't. Stop squawking. Suppose
you go look around that birch tree.”

Dan left quickly. He was in a state of mind where he welcomed physicd moation. But, when he reached
the highway where traffic whipped past, he experienced dl the sensations of a rabhit in the vianity of a
pack of hounds. By the time he reached the birch tree he was hdf running.

The package was a cardboard box—flat, eighteen inches square, three inches or so thick.

He carried it back to the traller, tore the paper off, removed a quantity of cotton padding, and the black
acetate recording disk which it contained.

The man in charge of the group examined one surface of the disk, then the other. “Recorded on both
sdes” hesad. “Hemugs have alot to say.”

They put the disk on a portable phonograph and it sad:

“Here are your orders. Doc Savage has not gotten out of that bank vault yet; but he will before long, and
he will immediatdy start out to learn what happened to his aides and the girl. We cannot have tha. He
has to be put out of the way.”

Dan and the others looked startled. This voice was a different one, not the one they had been hearing
over the amdl radio. An effort had been made to disguise both voices, but they did not belong to the
same individud. There was not the dightest doubt of that.

Dan blurted, “Hédll, that other guy ain't the head of it! What do you know about that? He's sure covering



himsdf—"
“Shut up!” he was ordered.
The phonographic recording continued:

“One way to get rid of Savage isto try to kill him. That is the way we will not use. It has been tried
before and falled. It is what he will expect. He will be on guard againg a murder attempt. So we will
dispose of him with guile, which he will not be expecting and which therefore will stand a better chance of
succeeding.

“Our method will be to send Savage off on a wild-goose chase. The firg step has dready been lad. As
s00n as he gets out of the vault he will hear about what has happened in Washington. He will naturdly go
there.

“The plan will be to arrange alogicd succession of clues for him to follow. We will make them interesting
enough to arouse his interest and make him sure heison a hot trall.

“Toinsure his going to Washington, atip has been telephoned to the Washington police officids that Doc
Savage was responsible for the murder of Charlie Graffner. The tip was made boldly, and pains were
taken to dlow it to be traced.

“The man who made the cal will go to a Washington airport, leaving a plain trall, but acting as if he is
trying not to leave one. He will take a plane to the South; and to be sure that the plane departure is
noticed, there will be a fight preceding it. The other party in the fight will be the aggressor and will be
arrested, naturdly. The man who is to be arrested has been hired for the part and has no idea whatever
of what itisdl about.

“The man on the plane to the South will continue to leave a trall by conducting himsdf in a conspicuous
fashion. He will make dl haste to South America, where he will end his trip—or the plane part of it—at
Cartagena. From there he will plunge into the back-country jungle, the jungle inhabited by the Mogoloni
Indians”

The speaker who had made the transcription now had trouble with his fake voice. Trying to speak in the
disguised fashion caused his throat to rasp. He had a spdl of coughing, and cursed twice in what was a
more naturd fashion.

In the faked voice, he continued:

“Doc Savage will waste days and possbly weeks in pursuing our man through the South American
jungle. If he does happen to catch the men after a few days, he will be no better off, because the man
does nat know anything that will be of vdue to Doc Savage. He has been merdly hired for the part heis

playing”
The voice broke again and there was more coughing.

“l am tdling you this,” it finished, “because it is essentid to the smooth working of an organization such as
this that the members have a generd idea of what isgoing on. Thereis dso another fact. | have noticed a
growing fear of this man Doc Savage and what he may do. Therefore, | wanted you to know tha
measures, and rather clever measures, even if | do say so, are being taken to rid us of his menace. The
measures will result in no dangerous repercussions to oursaves. So you can forget Doc Savage and
whatever menace his nameimplies to you. | can assure you that Savage will be mided completely away
from us. | can assure you this because | understand psychology, and particularly the psychology of a man



such as Savage.”
There was a brief pause in which the record scratched.

“Thisisdl,” the voice said. “All members of the organization have received copies of this recording. You
may now destroy the record. Be sure you do s0.”

Theman cdled Dan got up quickly. He was a changed man; it was as if a door had been opened in his
brain to let in the bright sunlight. He broke the record in amdl pieces, then put a frying pan on the
bottled-gas traler stove. He dropped the wax-record fragments in the pan and put it over the flane
which he started. The fragments started to mdt.

The man in the pin-striped business suit watched him with half a grin and half a leer. “Relieved, Dan?’

“You don't know how much,” Dan said. “1 ant kidding nobody. When anybody says this Doc Savage to
me, the icides come out of my boots.”

Chapter VI. THE GOOSE HUNTER

A HINDU YOG in India had taught Doc Savage the art of emationa control early in life. The board of
stientists who had charge of training Doc did not have much fath in Yoga as a philosophy leading to
higher things But they did know that a Yogi could school his emotions until he could undergo the most
extreme pain, mental and physicd, with apparent tranquillity. Y oung Savage had been an apt student, and
of dl his srangdy acquired facilities, none had been better mastered or more improved with practice.

So Doc's current behavior was hardly in keeping.

He had knocked a toe out of joint in kicking the vault door in a rage. He had yanked out loose strong
boxes and hurled them againg the walls. He had ydled things into the telephone that connected the
telephone in the vault with the exterior. He had threatened to buy the bank and fire everybody in it. He
hed threatened to kick certain parts of the pompous bank president's anatomy up around his ears.

None of which had gotten him out of the vault.
The bank did not want thar vault ruined.

It seemed that a new vault cost thirteen-odd thousand dollars. Furthermore, what with shortages of
certain types of sed and things, a new one was hardly obtainable. Destruction of the vault with cutting
torches would mean the bank would practicaly have to suspend business. So, nothing doing.

Time approached for the time clock in the naturd course of events to open the vault door.

The door opened, and Doc Savage walked out. He said not a word to anyone, but strode to the street.
The bank employees looked apprehensive, because dl of them, by now, had been fuly informed of
Doc's importance, and the bank presdent even started after Doc with a hand outstretched hopefully.
Doc dimbed into a cab.

“Uptown, fast!” he growled.

Asthe cab ralled north he broke into an uncomfortable perspiration. He had not stalked out of the bank
because of temper; he had been over that. He was ashamed of it, and hadn't been able to face the bank
employees whom he had abused from within the vaullt.



It was hard to lose many hours while something obvioudy terrible had happened to his aides and Peat. But
losng his temper had not hel ped. It never helps.

He did not go to his own headquarters or to the apartments or offices of his assstants. Instead, he ended
inagndl and grimy hole in a not-too-reputable office building off Times Square, where the dreets are
crowded twenty-four hours a day. He kept the place for emergencies, and there was nothing there but
emergency equipment, part of it in the way of make-up.

An hour later he walked out of the place as a large and dumb-looking, but flashily dressed Negro
gentleman.

He went back to the street near the bank where the unpleasantness had befalen him and searched. It
was late for a hunt, and he found nathing that another man would have considered of vaue.

There were four dead pigeons on the ledge that ran around the bank building up near the roof.
There were no other pigeons in the neighborhood.

He got into an open-air cab—the type with an open window in the top—and leaned back to look
upward as he rode uptown.

He rode nearly nine blocks before he saw any pigeons.

“Tum around and drive back past that bank and keep goingin adraight ling” he told the driver.
It was nine blocks beyond the bank before he saw more pigeons.

He bought dl the late newspapers.

They contained a sory to the effect that a weirdly fantastic and horrible laughing phenomena had
occurred in Washington, smilar to the one near the bank in New Y ork, and aso to one reported to have
happened in the suburb of Jamaica

DOC telephoned Washington.

“Oh, yes—that thing,” said the army inteligence officd to whom he spoke. “It was an atempt by an
unidentified man to get into the vault of an office. The man was killed during that laughing, obvioudy to
slence him before we got a chance to use truth serum on him.”

“The vault was in whose office?” Doc asked.

“Thet,” said the intelligence man, “is the strangest thing.”

“Strange how?’

“We have not been able to find out who occupies the office”

Doc Savage sad nothing for awhile. *Y ou are not withholding informetion?’

Completely earnest, the intdligence man said, “We have orders not to withhold even confidentid
informetion from you.”

“l am sorry. Thank you.”



The intdligence man said, “Wait a minute. There is another thing—a telephone tip. It was to the effect
that you were connected with that laughing thing.”

“| see. Was the cdl traced?’
“It was.”
“Who made it?’

“A man. A man who immediaiely got a cab and hurried to the airport. At the airport he had a fight with
the cab driver over the fare and dugged him. Then the man bought a ticket and left on a plane for Miami,
Forida”

“The plane has not had time to reach Florida,” Doc remarked.

“No. The planeisin the air with the man aboard right now. Shdl we have him picked up?’
Doc Savage was Slent, consdering.

The intdligence man added, “We can have one of our operatives pick up the manin Miami.”
“Whét is the man's name?’

“Carl Cave was the name he bought the ticket under.”

“Hald it a bit,” Doc Savage said. “I will cal you back.”

The bronze man's next cdl was long distance to the Pan-American ticket office in Miami. He got a ticket
agent on the wire and identified himsdf.

He asked, “Do you by any chance have aticket reservation for aman named Carl Cave?’

A note of indignation came into the ticket agent's voice. He said, “I have persond knowledge of that guy.
He cdled up—long distance from Washington, mind you—and reserved a seat on the plane to Trinided,
then to Cartagena, South America Then for five minutes, and for no reason—on the long-distance
telephone from Washington, mind you—he abused me. Had a grudge againg the airling, | gathered.”

“Thank you,” Doc Savage said, and hung up.
Agan he had aglent spell. Then he did something that was rare for him. He talked to himsdlf.
“Thet looks just alittle thick,” he remarked.

He caled back to the intdligence man in Washington and said, “This is Doc Savage again. About that
fdlow headed for Miami—jugt let him continue on his way, will you?’

“Y ou want him shadowed?’
“If it can be done conveniently. But he is not to be picked up under any circumstances.”

“Asyou wish.”

ONCE again the bronze man used the telephone, this time to an agency which supplied theetrica taent.



“Some time ago, | arranged with you to obtain, and keep on tap, an actor or actors who could double
for me or my associates,” he said. “1 need one who can double for mysdf.”

“We have one man,” the agency said.

“Does he understand that there may be danger?’

The agency clerk laughed. “ Sure. He dso understands the fee heisto get. He's satidfied.”

“How soon can he be at this address?’ Doc asked, and gave the address of the Times Square office.

The agency man said to hold the phone. He apparently used another telephone to contact the actor, then
sad, “In about two hours.”

“Good. Get him there”

THE actor bore a rather datling resemblance to Doc Savage in body and fadd contour. His
coloring—hair, skin, eyes—was quite different, however, and the actor seemed uncertain about this

point.

He sad, “At the agency they told me that you could use skin dye, hair dye, and colored eye caps for my
eyes—the kind they cdl invisble glasses—and make me pass.”

Doc Savage nodded. He was satisfied except on one point.

He asked the actor, “Did they make it quite clear to you that this probably would be dangerous?’
“yYes”

“Very dangerous?’

“Ligen,” sad the actor, demondrating that he could do a farly passable imitation of the bronze man's
norma speaking tone, “they aso told me what the sdary would be. That makesit dl right with me.”

“How are you up againd trouble?’
“Not too hot. Not like you, anyway. But | used to be a stunt man and I'll try to get by.”

The agency was a good one, and it had been asked to make sure that the men they picked was an
individud of courage and some resourcefulness.

“You want this job, then?’

The man nodded. “1 am playing the supporting role in a Broadway hit,” he said. “Would | be here if |
didn't want the job?’

1] Gm.”

“The agency gave me recordings of your voice, and | have been practicing imitating it,” the actor
explained. “Now, what do | do?’

“A man udng the name of Carl Cave is on a plane bound for Miami, Horida, and has purchased plane
passage to Cartagena, in South America. Y ou will follow him. He will not be hard to follow, apparently.”



“Thet isdl I'm to know about it?’

“Itisdl I know, practicadly. But here is something that may help you: In case you lose the man, or need
help, get in touch with the army intelligence in Washington—a man named Steffan—and ask for what you
want. Arrangements will be made to furnish you with what assstance can be given. When you contact
Steffan, tdl him who you are and just what you are doing.”

“Right. What do | do after | catch this Carl Cave?”’

“You do not catch hm.”

“All right.”

“Another thing,” Doc said. “Do not be too inconspicuous”

“What would you cdl not incongpicuous? | gather you don't mean conspicuous, exactly.”

“Not exactly. Let yoursdlf be seen. Act asif you are being furtive, but let yoursdf be seen. Just do not
overdo it”

The actor seemed competent and pleased. “Sure. | hope | can do this wdl enough to satisfy you.” He
rubbed his jaw. “I don't understand it, of course.”

“You,” Doc Savage told him, “are a man following awild goose.”
“l see” The actor had discernment. “Y ou might cdl me a decoy.”

“We do not want to cal you a dead duck,” Doc said, “so be careful.”

Chapter VII. WHILE THE GOOSE FLEW

DOC SAVAGE'S next move seemed somewhat amless and appeared to bear no outward resemblance
to the matter at hand. It certainly had no relaion to rescuing hisfive assistants and Peatricia Savage, if they
were dill in a condition where rescuing would do them any good.

Doc bought a country newspaper. It wasin asmdl town two hundred miles from New York, and it was
not much of athing from an invesment standpoint, judging from the rather pitiful effort of the owner to
make it seem enticing.

He bought the paper sght unseen.

He made one provison: that the present owner would not publish news of the sale and would a once
obtain a press-wire franchise, or, if that proved impossible, he would obtain leased-wire service from one
of the big news agencies. It did not make much difference which.

Doc then bought an air-raid Sren.

He had some difficulty with this because ar-raid srens were in demand and were scarce. He had to take
an old-fashioned one, with which he seemed satisfied.

He loaded the Sren into a truck and took it to a machine shop where he left it with ingructions and farly
detailed drawings of what he wanted.

The town where Doc had bought the newspaper was named Bogueville.



He went there by train.

The ex-owner of the Bogueville Times was an dderly man who had sold out because he wished to retire.
For some years he had been inactive in the newspaper's activities, the work having been carried on by an
earnest young man named Fred Holmes. It was obvious to Doc Savage thet the Bogueville Times meant
agreat ded to Fred Holmes, and aso that the young man was very worried about being released by the
New OWner.

“With the new leased-wire service)” Fred Holmes said, “the Times will show a nice profit on the
invetment.”

From other sources Doc learned that Fred had saved money for years to buy the Times himsdlf, but that
his savings had been wiped out by a series of illnessesin the family. With them had gone Fred's hopes.

Doc Savage put Fred Holmes in charge of the paper and gave hm a hdf interest in it, with option of
purchasng the remainder a an arbitrated price. The hdf interest and the option to purchase were to be
hdd in escrow, to become effectivein one year if the Times was operated legitimatdy and at a profit.

“Now,” Doc sad, “I want you to get me four hunters.”
“What kind of hunters?” asked Fred Holmes, puzzled.
“What is there to hunt around here?’

“Not much except rabbits and crows and woodchucks. Now and then, a deer, but it is out of deer
season now. Same for duck and quail.”

“FHnd me rabbit hunters” Doc said. “Four of them. Be sure tha they can be trusted. Also, they should
know the vaue of a dollar and not have too many of them.”

“Rabhit hunters without too many dollars are the easiest things you could find around here” said Fred
Holmes.

The young man was amog tearful with gratitude because of his ded on the newspaper.

THE truck from New Y ork arrived that afternoon and the driver asked, “Where did you want us to take
this gadget?”’

The man was the proprietor of the smal machine shop in the city where Doc had Ieft hisair-raid sren.
Doc asked, “How did the job turn out?’

“Fne The dren, made over to work the way you indicated, makes a laughing sound that sure is a hdl of
anoise. It may not be good, but itisat least loud.”

“Good,” Doc sad. “You will take it back in the hills to this spot.” He handed them a mgp of which he
had made two copies. “Take it to the spot marked with a cross on the map. At nine o'clock tomorrow
morning, or thereabouts, you will probably hear some men gpproaching. They will be hunters. As soon as
you see or hear them, turn on the laughing siren, |t it run for afew moments, then switch it off.”

“Thet dI?’
“Thatisdl,” Doc sad.



The machine-shop man nodded, but it was a baffled nod.

THE rabhbit hunters were young men who looked honest enough, athough they probably were on the lazy
sde. One of them had a repeating shotgun, another a double-barreled one, and the remaining two carried
cheagp .22-cdliber rifles

Doc gave them a copy of the mgp which he had given the driver of the truck. He indicated the spot
marked with a cross.

“There are some rabbits there which need hunting,” he said.
One of the rabbit hunters scratched his head. “What would make a rabbit need hunting.”

“Thisfive-dollar bonus on each rabbit,” Doc said. He handed Fred Holmes a packet of five-dollar billsto
be distributed to the rabbit hunters.

“And dl weve got to do is hunt the rabbits around the place marked on this mgp?’ asked a hunter.

“Thereis one other thing,” Doc said. “You may hear a strange laughing noise. If you do, you will a once
take these pills”

He gave them each a box containing one pill.

“Take the pill as soon as you hear the laughing,” he said “And run away from there. Come draight here
and tdl the editor of the Times what has happened—omitting one point. Do not tel anyone that you were
hired to hunt rabbits there or that you knew you would hear the laughing, or that you took the pills, or
that you have met me. Do you understand?

They understood.
They went away, pleased with the bargain.
“l don't get this” said Fred Holmes. “What are we going to do about the story when they tdl it to me?’

“Put it on the news-association wire” Doc said, “in such a dramatic way thet it will be published in the
aty newspapers.”

HEADLINE ina New Y ork evening paper:
STRANGE LAUGHING MY STERY
APPEARS IN RURAL SECTION
Headline in a Washington paper:
WASHINGTON LAUGHING DEATH
IN SMALL NEW YORK TOWN

With both stories appeared identical news-association dispatches about a strange laughing which had
been heard by some rabbit hunters near the little upstate New York town of Bogueville. The laughing
seemed to have affected some of the hunters, because they had become dizzy and had taken flight.



In the editorid office of the Bogueville Times, Fred Holmes looked a Doc Savage and asked, “What
made the hunters dizzy?’

“Thepills| gave them,” Doc explained. “But what you want to do now is forget you know anything about
the underhanded part of this”

“l presume thisis not finished,” Fred Holmes said. “Is there anything €lse you want me to do?’
“YS”
“What isit?’

“Giveyour assistance,” Doc Savage explained, “in checking up on the men who come to investigate the
dfar.”

Fred Holmes nodded. “The New Y ork and Washington newspapers are both sending gaff men out here
to look into it. | aready have tdegrams to that effect.”

“Good,” Doc sad. “It is the ones who are not newspapermen in whom we are interested.”

“Oh, | see!” sad Fred Holmes. “It is a sure thing that any newspaper gaff man coming out here to cover
the &ffair will drop in here. They aways drop in at the loca newspaper in asmdl town like this”

“And asthey drop in,” Doc said, “you check on them. Wire the newspaper each man says he represents
and be sure it is alegitimate newspaper. Better 4ill, get the information by telephone and charge the cdls
to me”

Doc then got on the telephone and called the army inteligence in Washington. While he was waiting for
the cdl to be completed, he indicated to Fred Holmes that he preferred for the conversation to be
private. Fred nodded and stepped outside.

To the army inteligence in Washington, Doc said, “Do not send any of your operatives to invedigete this
afar of alaughing in Bogueville, New York.”

He telephoned the same information to the New Y ork and Washington police.

When Doc Savage walked past Fred Holmes on the way outside, the young man looked a Doc intertly.
“Tel me something.”

“What isit?’

“Y ou bought this newspaper only so you could do what you have just done?’

“yYes”

“You are spending adevil of alat of money to do something that does not quite make sense.”

“l would spend every cent | have in the world to accomplish what | am trying to accomplish,” Doc
Savage told him.

Doc did not explain to Fred that there was nothing he would not do in order to safdy rescue his aides
and his cousin, Pat.



THE man in the pin-striped suit came into the Bogueville Times and said he was a specid daff writer
named Phil Kendricks, from the Washington Courier, and that he wanted to get what information he
could on the laughing matter before he went out in the hills to see for himsdf.

Fred Holmes talked to him palitely and gave the same informetion he had given the other reporters. Then,
when the man had gone, Fred got on the telephone about the fellow.

Later, hetold Doc Savage, “The Washington Courier has a reporter named Kendricks. But Kendricks
isa short, fat man with freckles. Thisfdlow istal and rather thin. He is an impostor.”

“Good,” Doc Savage sad.

Doc made sure the man in the pin-striped suit was egting dinner in the Owl Café€; then he retired quickly
to the amdl hotd where he was saying.

He made himsdf as completdy as possible into an ddely fdlow with white har, a white mustache,
glasses, pde skin that was rather unhedthy looking, but not enough so as to draw atention. Overdls and
blue shirt made him as inconspicuous among the rurd citizens of Bogueville as a man could readily
become. In this guise he followed the owner of the pin-striped suit.

The man registered at the hotel under the name of Robert Clark. This it proved later, was his red name.
It was one of the few timesin recent years that he had used hisreal name, probably.

Robert Clark hired a car and driver, explaining that he was a newspaperman. He made a vist to the hilly
section where the rabbit hunters had had their experience.

He made only a casua search, then returned to town where he digpatched a message from the telegraph
office. It was then late afternoon, and the man named Robert Clark retired to his hotel room for the night.

Doc Savage resorted to breaking and entering to get the telegram which Clark had sent. He took the
origind message, but he left a carefully copied duplicate in its place. It was doubtful if anyone could tdl
that the telegraph office had been entered.

The message looked innocent, being a report about what to do with a piece of property in Noank,
Connecticut, which was in digpute as to title with a person who seemed to be a rdaive by mariage. It

was lengthy.

Doc Savage worked on it dmogt an hour with a pencil, found out it was a very cunning code and
trandated it to his satisfaction.

The message advised that invedtigation had shown there had actudly been a laughing affar and that
nothing seemed to have developed that had not appeared in the newspapers. The sender of the message
would investigate further during the daylight hours of the fallowing day, the telegram read.

Doc Savage went to the hotd and got six hours of sound, satisfied deep.

Chapter VIII. A STICKING OF PINS
THE man in the pin-striped it was actudly named Robert Clark. Doc Savage believed him after he had
sad it the Sxth time.

The bronze man's trugt in the truth of the ingstence did not stem from any faith in the Gibrdtar character
of the man but from the efficiency of the truth serum he was using.



He had adminigtered the truth serum back in the hills where he had caught the man, near where the
laughing episode had occurred. The truth-serum trestment was not a gentle affair because it completdy
unbalanced the victim, so that he was to dl intents and purposes temporarily demented, without any
control whatever over what he said or did. By the same token, the lack of control prevented him from
withhalding the truth from his statements.

The New Y ork machinig with the laughing gadget had long since gone back to New Y ork with his siren,
which he had been ingtructed to store and keep for future use.

Doc caught Robert Clark—he was dill dtired in a pingripe, dthough not the same one he had worn
yesterday—shortly after eght o'clock in the morning.

Doc worked on the man dl that morning, dl that afternoon. They became wrecks, both of them.
The generd summary of truth collected:

Someone was hiring crooks—petty and otherwise—to do something they did not understand and was
paying them exorbitant fees to do so.

The organization was divided into groups, and no one group knew specificdly where any of the others
were located or were operating, or what duties they would be called upon to perform.

The operation under way was enormous evidently, judging from the expenses being incurred.

Whoever headed it was an organizing genius, possessed of no consideration where humaen life was
involved.

The groups received orders by radio on a short wave length, and sometimes on phonographic recordings
which they were ordered immediately to destroy. The records were dways ones made with a disguised
voice, and probably not the same voice was used on dl occasions.

Doc Savage's five associates—Monk Mayfair, Ham Brooks, Long Tom Roberts, Johnny Littlgohn and
Renny Renwick—had been seized in a series of sillfully executed strokes.

They had been saized because it was believed, apparently, that they had been given some tremendoudy
vauable object to guard. It was thought that they had thisin their possession or knew its hiding place.

Petricia Savage had been seized for the same reason.

If any of them were now dive it was only because it was il believed that they knew the whereabouts of
the object which was so in demand.

Clark did not know wheat the laughing was. It was connected somehow with the affair. But how, he didn't
know. He wished he did know, and he had tried unsuccessfully to find out, Robert Clark insisted.

Tha was about dl Robert Clark seemed to know, or dl that could be pumped out of hm under the
effects of the truth serum. Except the additiond point that he had been assgned to come to Bogueville
and ascertain if there actudly had been a laughing afar and, if so, to ascertain exactly where it had
occurred and what appeared to have caused it.

Doc Savage gave him an overdose of hypnotic which would keep him hepless for nearly two days.

AN ambulance arrived in response to a telephone cdl from Doc Savage, and the attendants loaded



Robert Clark into it and departed. The attendants sad very litle—dthough they greeted Doc
wamly—until they were loaded.

“Give him the usud treatment we give criminds” Doc directed.

One of the men who had come in the ambulance said, “How about trying the new technique we
discussed some time ago. Trying it on thisman, | mean. I'm sure it will wipe out his memory of the past as
effectivdy as the other one, and he should recover more quickly. If it works we should save a least a
month of the time the patients usudly take to convalesce before we start the course of training that
teaches them a trade and to hate crime and arimind ways. That means we could graduate them from the
place a month quicker.”

Doc Savage gave the thing some thought. “Try it,” he said. “But keep a close check on the man during
traning, and see that he is checked on after he leaves. If his memory should happen to return to any
extent at dl, or if he should revert to aimind tendencies, we would want to know about it.”

“Very wdl,” sad the attendant. “1 would hate for that to happen. Weve put a lot of crooks you have
caught through the "college,” and not one of them has returned to his old ways. 1'd hate to be responsible
for thefird falure”

Doc nodded. “Be sure this man does not learn where he is being taken, or where the inditution is
located. If he should escape, and the public get wind of the place, it might cause us some trouble.”

“I bet it would. In a hundred years crimindswill probably be given trestment like this by the law, instead
of being electrocuted or sent to the penitentiary. But right now it's alittle too drastic and advanced for the

public to accept.”
The ambulance l&ft with its burden.

(Somewhere in upstate New York is Doc Savage's sanitarium, known as the “college” Here, trained
surgeons perform a delicate brain operation—developed by Doc—which removes dl memory of a
crimind's past. He is then taught a respectable trade and returned to avil life)

DOC SAVAGE went to the locd telegraph office and composed a message:

| HAVE LEARNED WHAT THIS IS ALL ABOUT. NOW, YOU CAN GIVE ME A
FIFTY-PERCENT CUT OR TAKE THE CONSEQUENCES.

He carefully trandated this into the code and sgned the name of Robert Clark. Then he dispatched the
message to the same address as the one to which Clark had sent the report concerning the property in
Noank, Connecticut.

The addressee of the message was Danid Wallace, care of the Summit Traler Park, in a smdl New
Jersey dation across the river from New York City.

The fagtest locd conveyance was a light plane owned by the locd druggist, and Doc chartered this,
reaching New Y ork by noon the fallowing day.

He went & once to a chesp Broadway edtablishment which specidized in meking phonographic
recordings. There was a private booth which you could enter and, by insarting a fifty-cent piece, pulling a
lever and picking up a hand microphone into which you then spoke, obtain the recording. The recordings
were not of high qudity, but Doc was not seeking quality.



He made hdf a dozen recordings, the gist of dl of which was about the same.

He took these, obtained a car which he kept in an uptown garage, for use when he did not wish to go
near his headquarters, and headed for New Jersey.

“Now,” he said, hdf doud, “wewill try sticking the firg pin into this strange animd.”

PEACE surrounded the trailer camp in New Jersey. The three trallers were occupied, one of them by the
pilot of the plane which had hauled the gang to and from Washington, another by the fake taxi driver who
had hauled them about. These two men were degping, and there was a card gamein progress in the third
traller. Dan, Briggs, Phillips, and two other men were playing blackjack. They were playing for big
stakes.

“I'l give you fifty dollars for the dedl,” Dan told Briggs.

Briggs sneered a him. Briggs did not look like a footpad this morning. He wore a cream pongee shirt
with a green necktie that had dashes of red. “Five hundred,” Briggs said, and I'll let you smdl it

Suddenly, there was an uproar at the office of the trailer camp. A man and a woman began screaming,
“Hrel Fire” Smoke billowed.

The card game broke up and the participants bounced out to see the fire. It was not much of a fire, and
they helped put it out, shouting that there was no need to cdl the fire department. They obvioudy did not
want the fire department around. The fire was some waste in a metd barrel which was ganding againgt
the office. They put it out.

By the time it was out, Doc Savage had finished examining the radio in the trailler where they had held the
card game. He was interested in the did sgting on the radio, which was switched on. It was a
commerddly made set, and the did settings were standard. He withdrew without being noticed.

Dan, Briggs and Phillips resumed tharr game with the two others. They were joined by the pilot and the
taxi driver. The latter became excited at the Sze of the stakes.

The radio began spegking:
It said, “Isthe coast clear? If it is, switch the microphone on and off twice, but do not say anything.”
The coast was clear and Dan switched the mike on and off with the little button on the handle.

The radio sad: “One of you take a wak into the woods to the big oak tree sraght north of the camp.
Package at the foot of the oak tree. Get it.”

They cut cards to see who would go get the package. Briggs lost. He came back with the package and
sad, “It's a phonograph record.”

They put the record on ther portable phonograph.

It informed them: “Y ou fdlows have been very fathful, but only fools are fathful. You have aso been
overpaid, and you should have known it was too good to last. | am sorry to say that | no longer have
need for you. And so, in order that you will not try to cut yourselves into my game, which redly is quite
profitable, | am turning you over to the police. They should be cdling on you by now.”

They sat there stunned. Then Dan shot out of the traller door asif catapulted. A sound smote his ears.
“The cops!” he gasped. “Therés their Sren!”



Like aflock of quail which had been assaulted by a shotgun, they scattered. They made flying trips to the
trallers, three of them. The others piled into a car. They had the motor roaring by the time the others
appeared. They drove out of the camp, tires throwing the driveway gravel.

A police car was gpproaching, trailed a a distance of about a quarter of a mile by another police car.
Thefirg machine quickened its speed and pursued the fugitives A cop leaned out, holding arevolver. He
shot five times without effect.

Briggs dumped a keg of large-headed roofing nails out of the fleang car, pouring them out of a rear
window from which he had knocked the glass. Both police cars progressed about a hundred yards
beyond the roofing nails and stopped with ar hissng out of their tires.

One officer then got out and waked into the adjacent woods where he met Doc Savage.

“| hope you liked that job,” he said to Doc.

“It was excdlent,” the bronze men assured him.

“Who would have thought they would have a keg of nalsin ther car. They sure ruined our tires”
“You did agood job of scaring them,” Doc said. “I will take care of the damages.”

“Oh, that's dl right. A job like that—I didn't know how it would come off. The timing and everything. But
we got going a your Sgnd and | suppose it came out dl right.”

“It was perfect. You got there just as they finished playing the record | had planted,” Doc said. “It was
what we wanted.”

“You wanted to scare them into flight, en?’
“And shock them into the conviction that they are being double-crossed by their boss.”
“Wha do you think they will do now?’

“Being the kind of men they are,” Doc said, “they will not take it lying down. They will start out to find
their boss. And knowing more about him than | do, they will stand a better chance of success. | will
watch them and fallow them to whomever they find.”

The officer said it sounded involved to him, but there might not be any other way of doing it. At least, he
certainly couldn't see any.

“Any word from your five assstants, and Miss Pdricia Savage?’ he asked. “Word came out over the
teletype that they were missng and to keep a lookout for them.”

“No word, yet,” Doc sad grimly.

“I hope you get some action there,” the officer stated. “Thisthing about that laughing is blowing up bigger
and bigger, like a baloon, and it's about time somebody stuck apininit.”

“Theincident afew minutes ago,” Doc said, “was the firg pin-dticking.”

Chapter IX. MARTIN
THE idea of putting asmdl radio transmitter in amoving vehicle and keeping it in operation, then usng a



radio direction-finder to trace the vehicle, was not new. But it was an idea that, like a punch in the nose,
was effective when it fitted the occasion.

Because Doc used the device often, he had developed a specid type of tranamitter for the purpose—one
which worked on a wave length not reached by any convenient receiver, and on a frequency which
furthermore made the sgnd inaudible on anything but a specidly constructed companion receiver for the
trangmitter. The tranamitter was not much larger than a kitchen match box, induding batteries, but it was
unquestionably effective within an area of fifty miles or so.

Doc spent an hour and a hdf trailing the radio which he had planted in the car in which the gang had fled.
He had planted the radio before he fired the trash barrel, which had drawn them out of the traler so that
he could search it.

Helay on ariver bank.

A houseboat was tied to two tree sumps and he watched it. To hisright, leading to the river bank, was a
St of tire tracks, presumably made by the machine which the men had driven.

Two men came from the houseboat, one with a shovel, the other with a rake. They raked over the tire
tracks.

“Hél, that was a perfectly good car,” one complained.

“Sure, with four bullet halesin it. And, besides, the police had a damned good description of it. This is
the best thing we could have done with it.”

Doc began taking off his outer clothing. The two men finished conceding the evidence that they had
driven the car into the river. They went back to the houseboat.

Doc crawled over and did into the water. There was a mating of brush; it overhung the banks. The
river—actudly a creek—Iled into the Hudson. Still and green, the water bore floaing leaves and bark,
and waterbugs sKittered across the surface. A frog watched the bronze man with large, staring eyes.

He put a chrome spring dip on his nogtrils, dosing them. Between his teeth he put asmdl gadget, the sze
of a five-cent condensed milk tin, to which was attached a rubber bag smilar to a toy baloon, but of
thicker rubber.

He sank benesth the surface. Bresthing with the device was not exactly easy, but it was possible. There
was enough oxygen in the contrivance to take care of nearly hdf an hour of continuous submersion.

He came up beside the houseboat. Because it was daylight, he did not take a chance on dimbing aboard.

He did heave up, grasp the rall, and locate the door to the house part of the boat. He moved down the
hull afew yards, came up again, and discovered he could hear voices. They were not loud enough to be
fully understandable.

He tossed atwisted, empty cigarette package in through the door. He waited, holding his breath. There
was nothing to show that anyone had noticed the package fal.

The wire attached to the package, while amply strong, was too fine to be noticed. And there was nothing
suspicious about a discarded cigarette package.

Thetiny microphone in the package, and the amplifier to which it was attached, would do far better than
hisunaided ear.



(The sengtivity of modern microphones and amplifiers is, everything considered, remarkable. They have
been developed to an efficency far exceeding, in many respects, the mechanism of the human ear, and
approaching that of many animas which can hear sounds not audible to humans—The Author.)

GLASSES and ice clinked. They seemed to be having a get-acquainted drink, because Phillips was
taking to another man, a stranger. “The lagt time | heard of Benny the Basket,” he said, “he had taken a
tumble for some dame, and then he joined up with the navy. | didnt get the connection, but Benny
seemed to think the navy was the thing.”

“Funny way for Benny to wind up,” the other man said. “He ran dky for Legs Diamond's old crowd, he
told me. Like | said, | met Benny at Dannemora. Great guy, Benny. Funny, him going straight.”

Briggs took the floor.

He said, “Her€'s the stuation. I'll make it short. Y ou guys are working for the same boss we are working
for. We don't know who he is We knew you were working for hm because Phillips here, had
contacted you & this spot to tdl you where to grab the girl, Patricia Savage.”

He paused. He was not a good speaker and he was angry. So enraged that he had trouble being
coherent.

“We looked you up. Maybe you wonder why?’ he continued. “I'll tdll you. First, one of our guys, named
Robert Clark, has cut loose and hel's demanding a hdf cut in thisthing. Clark was sent out in the gticks to
investigate a newspaper story that there had been a laughing in a hick town named Bogueville. We don't
know what Clark learned. But we got a telegram, to be rdayed to the boss by radio, from Clark. It
demanded a hdf cut.”

He paused again. This time he cursed the man named Robert Clark. He cursed him thoroughly and
profandly, caling for dl kinds of vile, foul things to happen to Clark.

“The dirty so-and-s0,” he finished. “Whatever Clark found out it was big. | know Clark. He wouldn't
bust loose and demand a hdf cut unless the thing was so big that it made him lose his senses. And that
would be big.”

He swore fedingly.

“Therat didn't let usin on what he had found,” he added angrily.

A man said thoughtfully, “That didn't bring you birds up here, did it?’
“No, it didn't,” Briggs said.

Phillips announced, “The boss tried to turn usin to the police.”

A dartled slence. A man swore. “Y ou're crazy!”

“You saw the bullet holesin our car, didn't you? Cop lead. We got one of those damned phonograph
records, and it told us we would be turned in. And, sure enough, no more than we finished it, the cops
came”

“What was the reason?’

“The reason was damned smple”



“Yesh?’

“We were no longer useful. And he was afraid we would try to cut in on hisgame.”
“Like Robert Clark done?’

“Yegh”

“Theway Clark acted must have given im the idea,” a man suggested.

“Maybe,” Briggs agreed.

“I knew that Clark dightly,” said one of the men. “I never took him to be a double-crosser like that, but
you can't tdl about them quiet ones.”

A bottle clicked againg a glass. Someone struck a match, then said, “Have one?” Someone dse sad,
“Thanks, don't careif | do.”

A voice—it was the voice that had more authority than any of the others—demanded, “All right, what's
cooking?’

Briggs cleared his throat. He tried to sound important.

“We came here” he said, “to form an organization and cut oursdvesin on thisthing. Not for any fifty per
cent, ether. For the whole thing.”

“You want us to join you?" asked the authoritative voice.

“That'sit,” Briggs said.

THE next hour was divided into three phases. Skepticism. Interest. Decison. Following the decision to
turn on their chief, they discussed the matter of aleader. This discusson turned into a dogfight.

Briggs came out second fiddle. He was no maich for the owner of the authoritative voice, ather in
argument or wits. He wound up second in command, and he wasn't satified.

The new leader was named Calvin. That seemed to be dl. Cdvin.

“Thisis a dangerous thing,” Cavin reminded them. “We turn on our goose—the hdl with your golden
eggs, we say—we want the goose itsdf. That may be dl right. Itll be fine if it works. But we don't know
what the goose is. Don't forget that.”

“We thought we could start looking for it,” Briggs muttered.

“Where?’

“What kind of ideas have you fdlows got?’

Cavin laughed. “Hell, so that's why you came to us. Y ou didn't know which way to turn yoursalves.”
Alarmed, Briggs demanded, “Haven't you got any leads?’

“Yeah, one” Cavin told him. “Man by the name of Martin.”



“Matin? Martin who?’
“Henry Famous Martin is hisful name.”
“What about him?’

“l don't know too much about him,” the man named Cadvin said. “But he's involved in this. | know,
because the boss had me go to the Martin place and pick up some clothes and the mail.”

“Clothes and mail, en?’ Briggs leered. “That looks like the big shot might be Martin, huh?’
“Martin is somebody, anyhow.”
“Wel, what're we waiting for?’

Doc Savage gave the thin wires a yank and brought the phony cigarette package over the sde. He
caught it and stowed it carefully inits waterproof bag. The thing had cost a hundred and fifty dollars, and
there were only a few men who knew how to make them. He went under the surface again and swam
away. His“lung” device did not work so wdl; there was water in it or something.

He was dressed by the time the men Ieft the houseboat. There were nine of them. In that deserted
woodland they looked like an army.

Doc retreated hadlily to his car, got in and drove up the road. He found a lane and pulled out of sght
behind some trees, or partly out of sght. Then he cut a sapling and stuck it in the ground in front of his
car to finish hiding it.

After awhile they passed, two machines loaded with them, and he followed. Doc wished that he had a
radio trangmitter planted in their car.

HENRY FAMOUS MARTIN lived on an estate that somewhat resembled Mount Vernon, dthough
there were not as many outbuildings. The place looked as dignified as an old lady with fifteen million
dollars.

Doc Savage drove on past the estate—the other two cars had turned in—and parked his machine a the
fird place he could find where it would be out of Sght. He hurried back to watch.

He was satisfied with the Stuation. He had frightened the men into turning rebels. It would be a avil war
that would not exactly grease the wheds of the plot.

If these men caught Martin, and Martin proved to be the head of the thing, he would have to take Martin
away from them. Then he would make Martin tdl where hisfive aides and Pat were hidden.

He watched the men proceed. They were scared. They scattered like a rading squad of soldiers,
surrounded the house, and began snegking up on the place. They crawled on their somachs and kept
behind bushes and rocks. They had arranged a sysem of sgnds by imitating the whidtle of a bobwhite.
Two of them sounded like very strange bobwhites.

When they got very close to the house they stopped and waited. Nothing happened. Evidently one of
them had agreed to go to the door. It must have been Briggs. But Briggs seemed to have logt his taste for
the job.

Someone caled Briggs alot of violent names.



“Get up and do your job,” this person said.
Briggs materidized from a bush. He did not look happy, even from where Doc could see him.

The ar was heavy with the heet of the late afternoon. There were a few clouds, and in them a plane was
droning, but it was far away.

The house stood on a hill, and there was plenty of shrubbery. Breeze moved the leaves on the shrubs
gently. The bobwhite whidling had attracted a genuine bobwhite which had perched in atdl tree and was
cdling out insultingly.

Bdow the house, not quite a mile away, in the direction of the digant foathills, there was a village. It
looked white and neat and geometricdly precise in the afternoon sunlight.

Briggs approached the door, but did not reach it, because the laughing started.

It was a more sudden thing this time than it had been the other time Doc heard it. One moment there was
rurd peace, and the next the thing wasin the air, terrific, bringing helplessness and agony.

Briggs knew what the laughing was. That was obvious.
He spun and ran wildly.
The other men likewise got up and ran. They ran asif wolves were after them.

Doc Savage suddenly wished he had done this a little differently. He wished he had grabbed dl of them,
or even one or two, and made them tdl what the laughing was. Robert Clark had not known what it was,
but these men knew. Or some of them knew. Those who didn't know might be running just because the
others were running.

He began to get very sick.

Chapter X. ASBESTOS SUIT

THE unconsciousness was strange. Doc Savage was reviving. After he had revived he redized he had
logt his senses for awhile. But not until then did he know it.

It was much later in the evening, after dark.

Noise, fire, samoke, and running men surrounded him. Doc could see that the running men were
policemen and firemen. Mogt of them were firemen. He managed to St erect. From head to foot, every
nervein his body fdt raw and tingling, asif hed had a breakdown. He fdt generdly demoralized.

The Martin manson was in flames. The right wing was burning hardest, with flames licking the roof. Fire
hoses were pouring long gray streams of water, and firemen were rushing around bresking windows with
axes, the way they aways do.

Doc got to his feet and sumbled forward. He passed a man prone on the ground, then turned and came
back and looked a him. The man was dead. He was Briggs.

Doc went on toward the firemen. Some policemen were bending over two bodies, the bodies being
Phillips and another member of the gang.

A policeman pointed at a knife gicking in Phillipss back and said, “Same knife probably used on dl of



them.” He looked sick. “Thisis worse than the war.” The other policemen did not seem affected.

Doc reached afire engine which was pumping water from a smdl pond. A fire-department offidd stood
there gving ordersin aloud but cam voice. He turned, saw Doc Savage, and was very surprised.

“I'l be darned,” he said. “You are the last man | expected to see around here, Mr. Savage.”

Doc was astonished. This man was Earl Shelton. Once upon atime he had been a notorious crook under
another name. He was one of the “graduates’ of Doc Savage's crimind curing inditution in upstate New
Y ork—the place where memory of the past was wiped out, and the men then retrained. Now, Shelton,
likedl the graduates, knew nothing about his own past.

“How long has it been burning? Doc asked.

“Hdf an hour, maybe” Shelton said. “I'm fire chief in the village. Someone turned in the darm. There's
been awholesde job of murdering done here, too.”

A man came out of the burning house. He walked through the very flames. He looked like a devil coming
out of Hades, dthough the devil might have a little different coloring. This man was a dirty, Snged gray.

“Ashestos quit,” said Fire Chief Shelton. 1 sent him in to see if anybody was trapped, or if there were
any more bodiesin there”

Doc Savage summoned dl of his energy. He could not remember ever having fdt more demoraized. It
was certainly no ordinary fanting spell that he'd had.

He asked, “Have you another of those asbestos quits?’
“Yes. Two of them.”
“Get meinoneg” Doc sad. “Quick!”

“You're not going in there?’ Shelton gasped.

THE fire was hottest in the right wing of the house, so that must be where it had started. Doc Savage
worked into the heet of the fire. He carried a powerful flashlight—there must have been ahdf dozen cdls
in the battery barre—equipped with a ydlow lens It gave a light the color of the fog lights on
automobiles, but it was not too effective in the smoke. The asbestos suit dso was not as comfortable as it
could have been—either that or the heat from the flames was terrific.

Doc worked fast and tried to get down into the basement as soon as possible. The house was not an old
one, so he reasoned that sted beams had been used to support the firg floor, and these would not burn
out.

The trouble was that the fire seemed to be doing most of the damage down in the basement.

It was too hot, he discovered, even for the asbestos auit. He could not get near the flaming basement
under the right wing.

He did discover, however, that part of the basement had been barricaded by athick concrete wal.

Inthiswadl he found ahuge steel door. A vault door. It was glowing red in spots from the heat.



He retreated, left the burning house, and found the fire chief. He stripped off the asbestos it hurriedly,
and handed the fire chief a wide-mouthed bottle from which he firg hurriedly emptied dl the liquid it
contained.

“Get me a sample of the smoke coming out of that west wing,” he said.
“Smoke? Shdlton said. “I'll be damned!” He went away with the bottle.

When he came back the bottle was corked. He handed it to Doc Savage. “Doesnt ook like there's
much smoke in there now,” he said. “You put smoke in a bottle, and after awhileit just settlesin afilm
on the glass and there ain't any smoke any more.”

“Thiswill do,” Doc told him.

“l think | see why you wanted it. A man can andyze smoke and tdl what suff was burned to make it.
Isn't thet the way it works?’

“Sometimes” Doc said. “But not dways. As soon as that west wing cools down | want you to get in
there and photograph every bit of it carefully. Do not be sparing with the pictures—make plenty of them.
Get a good photographer to do it. | dso want you to take samples of the ashes every few inches and put
them in bottles. In other words, get pictures or samples of everything that is left. Bottle them in clean
bottles which have not been previoudy used. Do not get second-hand bottles for the job. Get new ones.
Buy severd crates of new milk bottles. And label everything.”

Thefire chief nodded. “All right. Will you get an O. K. from the State police for that? They have found
gx bodies so far, and they are going to want to know what | am doing.”

Doc said he would.
He found the officer who seemed in charge of the case, and explained what he wanted.

The police officer had a thick body, wide bright eyes, a mouth that looked as if it was holding back
something.

“So you are mixed up inthis” he said. He extended a hand. “How are you?’

Doc took the hand and suddenly found himsdf seized in a sted grip. Another officer grabbed his other
arm. Handcuffs jangled with a noise like chains as they tried to manacle Doc. He was startled, suspecting
that the men were not redly policemen. He shouted for Earl Shelton, the fire chief.

It was in the middle of the excitement that Doc Savage firs noticed the girl. She heard the commoation
and ran toward them. She did not run like a person who was curious. There was an avid, amogt wild
persond interest in her manner.

She stood on the outskirts and listened.

HAVING fastened handcuffs on Doc's wridts, the State police officer said, “Brother, there has been gx
murders here, and if you think smooth talk will do you any good you're nutd”

Shdton came gdloping up. “Mack! Have you gone crazy! Thisman is Doc Savage.”

“I know who heis” Mack sad. “l know what Sx murders are, too.”



“But to arrest—"

“Hes not arrested!” Mack snapped. “He's just held for questioning. And don't start tdling me how to run
my business, firebdl.”

Shelton was not awed. “Y ou're making a mistake, Mack.”

“Ligen, my men found his car down the road. The car isful of gadgets, and they don't look to me like
duff that an honest man would be carrying. | don't know what some of them are. But it's not equipment
you and | would havein our cars.”

“Naturdly not!” Shelton snapped. “Thisman is Savage, and his professon is—’
“l know whét his professon is”
“He holds a high honorary commisson in the New Y ork State police—"

“He could be the commander in chief of dl the armies” Mack snapped. “What's that got to do with these
gx murders?’

Shdton tried to think of something to say. Rage got the best of him. “You fodl!” he exploded.
“Lidgen here—"

“Y ou incompetent idiot!” Shelton yeled. “You're so dumb they had to break you down from captain to
patrolman—" He frowned. “Wait a minute! You're only a patrolman! What the devil are you doing in
charge here?’

Mack's neck got thick and red. “I am the only trooper here with executive experience—"
“You knothead, you aren't even in chargel” Shelton snapped. “Release this man Savage, and—"

Mack drew his service revolver. “I'll release nobody. And one more bleat out of you and I'll throw you in
the can with him!”

Theligening girfl dlamped hands to her lips, began backing away.

Doc Savage had listened in dlence because he was learning more about Mack by ligening. He saw there
was no use arguing. It might wind up in violence. He took a deep bresth and held it. Then he worked an
ebow againg his sde urtil he had released and broken the little containers of anaesthetic gas under his
codt.

He held his bregth because the Suff had to be inhded to be effective. It was indantaneoudy effective,
fagter than any other anaesthetic known. But on being mixed with the air for a period of aminuteit logt its
potency. It was ided for his purpose.

Mack, Shelton, and four other men piled down, unconscious. Ingantly, there was an uproar. Doc Savage
stepped back after deciding it would not be wise to search for the key to the handcuffs which hed him.
He moved to the outskirts of the group which rapidly gathered, and then sdled away. He stepped into a
dump of bushes, moved fast, and got to cover without attracting attention.

Thefurtive gifl was nowhere to be seen when he looked back.



A POLICEMAN was guarding Doc's car. The bronze man walked boldly—he had picked the handcuff
locks in the brush, not a difficult job with the little gadget which he carried for that and Smilar
purposes—and spoke to the officer.

“l am taking the car,” Doc said. “Mack is up at the house, and he told me to send you up there.”
The officer accepted the bronze man's tone of casua confidence and stepped back.

The road was not wide, too narrow for turning, and Doc pulled ahead into the lane thet led to the Martin
mangon and grounds, where he got the machine pointed the other way. He drove dowly past the officer
who had been guarding the car and on down the hill. He dipped the machine out of gear and et it coast.
It made very little noise.

Therailroad that served the village passed below an overhead bridge which carried the macadam road.
Thewhigling of atrain in the distance gave Doc an idea.

He parked the car near the bridge, pulling into some shrubs in a dumsy and hasty-looking attempt to
conced the machine. He sprang out on the soft earth shoulder and he scuffed hisfeet init so that the suff
dung to his shoes. He tramped a little of it off on hisway to the bridge, scraped more of it off on the
bridge railing, and findlly made a pair of plain footprints on top of the bridge rail.

While he was ganding there on the bridge rall, the train came through. It was a passenger, not going
paticularly fat, for it had to dow down for the village. The engineer saw him standing there high on the
bridge rail and, leaning out of his cab, said something that was evidently profanity. He certainly thought
the bronze man was a suicide preparing to jump in front of the train.

Doc got off the rail quickly so that the engineer would not know whether he had jumped down on the
roof of the train.

He left his car there and went back toward the Martin estate. A column of dark smoke, rigng from the
ruins of the great house, stood in the shape of a great dub in the sky.

THE furtive girl came dong the path beside the road, waking rapidly, only her eyes moving. A police car
stopped, offered her alift, but she refused, shaking her head firmly. The police car went on.

Doc Savage, maeridizing slently beside her, said, “Find out what you were after?’

She jumped, choked off a hdf-formed scream. Her eyes on him were wide, astonished.
“They . . . they think you jumped on atrain!” she gasped.

He indicated the hill with the dub of smoke above it. “What happened up there?’

She heditated. “The fire chief, Shelton someone cdled him, and the policeman caled Mack had a fight.
That was after Mack awakened—they both awakened, | mean, from whatever you did to them.”

“Who won?’

“The State trooper, Mack, was knocked out. It was over arresting you.”

Doc went back to the origind subject. “Did you find out what you went there to find out?’
She sad, “Will you come with me? | want to show you something.”

He nodded. They walked dong the road. Doc was cautious, stepping into shrubbery on two occasions



to let cars pass. Then the gifl turned right up a hidden road to a smdl, parked coupé.

The car, Doc noticed, carried a physcian'singgnia. Suddenly, the gifl was showing him the end of a amadl
revolver. “|I think Dr. Hiram Waker would like to talk to you,” she said.

Chapter XI. THE UNEXPECTED

SHE was a not overly long girl with blue eyes and the most determined manner. Her features were that of
a pretty girl, but her hair was outstanding, being of a very black hue, so intense that you found yoursdf
going back continualy to look at it again.

Her gun was dso out of the ordinary, being avery large cdiber for so amdl aframe. The rounded waiting
noses of the bullets were vishlein the stubby cylinder.

She unlocked the baggage compartment in the back.
“It will hold you,” she said. “Get in”

Doc got in. She seemed to want to take him somewhere and not have the police find him. That was dll
right.

She locked the door. He lay Hill. After awhile the coupé went into mation.

If the police caught him he would have to talk fast to get himsdf out of the predicament. Stupidity on
Mack's part had gotten him into the jam. “Stupidity” might not be the word, though; Mack had been
demoted lately, and he was probably overzealous to get hisrating back. But any explanation to the police
would take time. Severd hours, probably.

Doc was in no mood to waste any more time. It seemed years since he had started hunting for his five
ades and Pat. He was getting nowhere, it seemed to him.

The coupé traveled fast over rough roads and made things uncomfortable for Doc. A wrench kept
bouncing around and getting under him. He tried putting the wrench in several places: under a leg, in a
pocket, wedged between his body and the sde of the baggage compartment, but it kept bouncing out

agan.

Then the car stopped and the compartment was unlocked.

“Get out,” thegirl said, “and ride beside me”

They werein a park. Doc looked around. It was a park in Westchester County .

He dimbed into the car and the girl took the whed. She drove with her right hand, which was nearest
him, and kept the pigtal in her left hand on her lap.

Doc sad, “Are we going to this Dr. Hiram Walker?’

“yes”

“Would it make any differenceif | said | did not know him?" Doc asked.

“No difference,” she said. “And will you please not tak to me. Y ou won't learn anything from me.”

The bronze man leaned back. He asked, “Did you notice what happened to Mack and Shelton and the



others back there?’

She nodded. “They fainted, apparently. At least they revived a few minutes later, and seemed none the
worse. You did it to them, of course.”

“It was ges”
“Yes?| didn't see you release it”

“It was in a container under my right arm,” Doc told her quietly. “Thereisan identical container under my
left arm right now. | have worked the catch loose and have merdy to press dightly with my ebow to
release the gas again.”

She stared a him. Not a musclein her face moved. The car started to go off the road, and Doc reached
up and straightened the whedl.

“Thet would be alot of trouble,” he said. “You had better just let me have that gun.”

He gave her time to think it over. Then he reached across and took the gun. She did not resist.

THEY drovein dlence for awhile Then she asked, “Istha gas actudly there?’

“Yes, itis” Doc said.

“l didn't think you were bluffing,” she told him. “I've heard that you generdly do what you say.”
“Who told you that?’

“Dr. Walker,” she said. “He told me about you a long time ago. And besides, | heard him mention you
often—your surgicd <Kill, that is. He has watched you operate a number of times. You know—the way
doctors St up in a glass booth and watch another doctor operate.”

“Who is Dr. Hiram Waker?’

“My employer. HE's dso my unde”

Doc Savage studied her. Then he asked, “Where is his office?’

She gave him an address. It was in the high-priced resdentid didrict off Park Avenue.

Puzzled, Doc asked, “Why tak to me so fredy now—when just a minute ago you were holding a gun on
me?’

She looked a him. “Why not? | would have had to give you the information anyway. | want you to help
Dr. Waker.”

“Hdp him?’
“Yes. Something is terribly wrong. He needs your hdp.”
“Inwhat way?’

“He's worried. He has been like that for three days, and it is getting worse. He did not deep at dl last
night, he told me. | would cdl his condition a state of terror.”



“Because of what?’

“Hewouldnt tdl me” she said. “He sent me to get Mr. Martin—Henry Famous Martin—and bring him
to the office. Dr. Waker said he wanted to tak the gtuation over with Martin before he did anything.”

“What did Dr. Walker mean by doing that?”’
She watched traffic, handling the car carefully. Her lips were tight. “He wants to go to the police, | think.”

“You believe Dr. Waker knows something he should tdll to the police, but he wanted to tak it over with
this Martin before going to them?’

She nodded. “ That's the way it looks to me”
“Did you find Martin?’

She shook her head quickly. “It's obvious, isn't it? No, | did not find Martin. | tried to telephone from the
village and got no answer. Then | inquired around the village and found out that Martin had been absent
for some time. No one had seen him. He was not at home and he had not told anyone he was going

away.
“What about the servants at the big house?’

“There were none. At least, none at the house. They had dl been given a vacation. | taked to the butler
and the chauffeur in the village. They said Mr. Martin had telephoned them and told them to take a month
off, with pay.” She looked at the bronze man uneesily. “They said Mr. Martin's voice sounded strange.”

“Was there any posshility,” Doc asked, “thet it was not Martin who told them to go away?’

“It was Martin. They were sure”

“When did you get to the house?”’

“After it wasin flames. | was in the village when the darm came in about the fire. | came right out.”

Doc Savage moved the pistol enough thet her attention was drawn to it. “Why dl the gunplay, if you are
just a secretary?’

The gaze she gave him was earnest and level. “Dr. Walker is dso my uncle. He has helped me. | an an
orphan, and if it was not for Dr. Waker | would have grown up in the orphans home where they put
rre”

“Oh, | see”
“l would do a greeat ded for Dr. Waker,” she said quietly.

Doc Savage said nothing more. After awhile she drove the car off the express highway and they moved
innarrow streets among tal residentia gpartment buildings.

“Do you know of any possible connection between Dr. Waker and Henry Famous Martin?’ he inquired.
The gl nodded. “Mr. Martin was a patient of Dr. Walker's”

She stopped the car before a building made of rabbit-gray stone and Herford red brick, large and
imposing, after the dyle of the section. The period exterior of the building did not quite succeed in



conceding the fact that the gpartments indde were very modernisic. A doorman in a uniform more
elaborate than an admird's, clicked his heds and sad that he would take care of ther car.

“l am Vivian Wdker,” thegirl said. “The doctor's office isin this building.”

DOC SAVAGE hdd his bregth as he squeezed hisleft arm againgt his Side. There was a dight crunching
noise as the anaesthetic gasin the container was released.

Vivian Walker, garting to get out of the car, clutched helplesdy at the door handle. Then she did down
on the running board and Doc caught her and kept her from falling.

The doorman had retreated to open the gpartment-house door for them. He did not notice, fortunatdy,
what had happened until there was time for the gas to mix with the ar and nulify itsdf. Then he dashed

up.
“She has fainted,” Doc said, “it would appear.”
He lifted the girl back in the seat on the far Sde.

“Get in and St with her,” he ordered. “There is no sense in carrying her into the lobby and attracting a
crowd. Sheisin no immediae danger. | am afriend of hers. | will cdl Dr. Walker.”

When Doc went into the building the gil was leaning back in the car seat as if she were dozing. The
doorman, Stting a her Side, kept his eye on her.

A brass plate on the door sad:
DR. H. WALKER, M. D.
SUITE 204

Doc Savage used the stairway and went up quietly. He dimbed to the second floor, located Suite 204
without going into the hdl, and then he went on up to the third floor.

He pressed the doorbell of Suite 304, directly above Dr. Walker's gpartment.

To the maid who opened the door he said, “Making an inspection of the building.” He flashed his hillfold
which contained an impressive-looking commission on the city police force, then pushed indgde.

He opened awindow above the apartment occupied by Dr. Walker.

The gadget he now used, his pocket periscope, was hardly long enough for this purpose. It was, when he
carried it in a pocket, no bigger than afountain pen, but it could telescope out to a length of severd feet.
The man who made it for him—a specidist who had been chased out of Germany by the Nazis years
ago—was one of the mogt killed of living grinders of optica lenses. The thing offered a remarkable fidd
of view for itssze.

There was no onein the firg room into which he looked.

In the second room, at a desk, sat an ederly, capable-looking man with a surgeon's reflecting mirror
fastened to his forehead. The man was stting very dill with both hands resting on the desk. Across from
hm sat alean brown man holding a pistol aimed directly at the others head.



Doc examined another room. He got the shock of hislife It was hard to believe what he saw.

Lieutenant Colonel Andrew Blodgett “Monk” Mayfair, one of his aides, was the last man he expected to
see gtting unconcernedly in the room!

MONK'S unconcern was an obvious afair, but not warranted under the circumstances. He was being
guarded with guns.

There were three hard-looking men holding the guns. They aso wore gas masks and, judging from the
bulk of ther dothing, had on some kind of bulletproof vests. Their guns were modern automatics. One of
them carried—he held it across his knees—a light machine gun of the type used by parachute troopers.

They had apparently been there some time because one held a bottle on the am of his chair, and there
were glasses on the table. An ashtray on the table was hegped full.

The mad said, “1 beg pardon, gr, but | do not understand what kind of a building ingpection you are
meking.”

“Never mind” Doc said. “It is about over.”
Themad said, “I would say it was, too.”

Doc whirled. The maid—the voice—was not a woman, but a man, a young man in a dress. The voice
hed told him that. And so it was not completely a surprise when he saw that the “maid’ held agun.

The gun went bang! loudly. There were no preliminaries. The bullet, hitting Doc on the left Sde, not quite
over the heart, turned him hdf around. The chain mesh undergarment he wore would stop a bullet, but it
would not absorb the shock. It was like being kicked by a horse.

Doc recovered and lunged forward. The “mad’ tried to run backward and shoot at the same time, but
immediatdy sumbled. Doc bent down, grabbed a corner of the big rug and yanked. Furniture upset
naigly. The“mad’ sprawled suddenly on the floor and rolled over il trying to use the gun.

Doc, to avoid being shot in the throat next time, seized a chair. He used it like a club, bringing it down
hard on the gun arm of the “maid.” Chair and bones both broke.

The “mad’—apparently feding no shock from the smashed am as yet—ydled, “He's here! Quick!
Savage—in here!”

They had rented this apartment as a hiding place to cover the one below, of course.
There were four of them. There might have been more, but only four appeared. They were armed.

Doc had brought a grenade out of a pocket. He hurled it at the floor. It exploded, not loudly, and made
smoke—al lot of smoke.

Beyond the smoke one of them snarled, “He's got ud We weren't prepared for him!”

“Keep Muley from talking,” said another voice, acdm one, consdering the circumstances. “Here, I'll do
it

A gun exploded.



The“mad’ made a hard-to-describe sound and died.

Then glass broke with the mushy noise that bottles make when they are full of liquid. The men ran away.
Doc Savage let them go. He had severd hideous moments while he got out his “lung” gadget, which
doubled as a gas mask, and put it on. He was afraid the gas might be dichlorethyl sulphide or some other
form of vesicant which would affect him through the skin pores. It wasnt, but it was not pleasant, ether.
It was ordinary diphenyl-chlorasine, or tear gas. Doc sank flat on the floor and worked franticdly getting
the trangparent hood, which he carried for such emergencies, over his head. But somehow a hole had
been ripped in the hood, and he had to hold the aperture shut while he worked out of the gpartment and
down to 204.

Chapter Xll. THE OPERATION

DR. WALKER'S gpartment was empty of everyone but asngle dead body, the body being Dr. Walker
himsdf. He dill sat in the char at his desk, but he had been shot neetly through the physician's viewing
mirror which was dill tied around his forehead. The office sndled of burned powder. Doc Savage stood
there thinking hdf irrdevantly that he had not heard the shot a dl—they must have used a slencer, or
fired at exactly the same moment with one of the shots discharged in the gpartment upgtairs.

Doc came to himsdf and leaped to a window.

Directly below him the doorman was lying moationless on the sdewak. In his uniform he looked like a
gaudy toy dropped there.

In the middle of the block, going away fast, was a sedan. Two men dung to the outsde of the car, one
on ether sde. Both were looking backward. As soon as they saw Doc they raised their aroms. Fire and
smoke belched from ther figs. A window broke above Doc and glass fragments fdl past him, glittering
like big snowflakes.

The flesing car rounded a corner at the end of the block and threw one of the gunmen off the running
board. He rolled head over heds, not bending his body, but tumning a remarkable series of near
handsprings, and findly collgosing like a loose bundle againg a parked car into which he had crashed.
They stopped their machine, piled out, got him by the hedls and wrists and tossed him back into the car.
Suddenly, after they were gone, the street was quiet again as if nothing had happened. But windows were
going up indl of the buildings and people were looking out and asking what was the métter.

Doc had drawn back indde but heard another voice which made him put his head out of the window
agan. “Get me out of here” said the voice plantivdly. Doc knew the voice. 1t could be none other than
that of Lieutenant Colond Andrew Blodgett “Monk” Mayfar. Monk's normd voice was a smdl thing,
meade for an eleven-year-old boy, except when he was excited, and then he would bellow like the bulls of
Bashan.

“A good strong rope might do it,” Monk added.

He was on the marquee—a bhig afar of sed and wood and ornate colored glass that projected like an
avning in front of the gpartment house entrance.

The doorman on the sidewak began to move hisarms and legs like an overturned turtle, but he ill could
not get up.

Monk couldn't get up ether. His ankles had been bound.



Doc asked, “Can you hold on to a blanket if | lower it?’
Monk said, “Sure. But I'd like it awhole ot better if it was one of their necks.”

The blanket which Doc Savage lowered was a thick, strong one out of Dr. Walker's consulting room.
Monk grabbed hold of it and was hauled up to the window in safety. There had not been much question
about Monk's ahility to hang to the blanket. Monk was constructed aong the lines of a prehistoric cave
dwdler; he could grasp a horseshoe in his two hands and open and close it without an excessive amount
of grunting.

Monk hopped to a surgeons case, broke it open with an elbow, took out a scapel and dashed his ankles
free. He jumped once into the air like an Apache, then dashed into the other room.

He looked at Dr. Walker, stting dead.

“So they did that,” he said. He whedled. He looked—it was one of the firg times Doc had ever seen the
emotion in Monk—scared. “We gotta get out of here. They framed me for this”

DOC SAVAGE said, “Go down to the coupéin front of the building. There is a gifl in it. Wait there for
me—and keep the girl there.”

Monk ran out.

Doc yanked open filing cases. Dr. Walker's filing sysem was one of the standard set-ups used by
physcdans, so afast search was not difficult.

He grabbed the “M” file dl of it, and took it dong. He reached the street.

Monk, waiting in the car, said, “Y ou're turning into a good picker,” indicating the girl.
That, from Monk, was high praise. He was a picker himsdif.

“She's Vivien Walker,” Doc said.

“Oh! Secretary-niece of the poor devil dead upgtairs” Monk said. “I heard them talking about her. They
were going to kill her, too.” He scowled blackly. “The devild Imagine framing me for killing a girl.”

Doc sad, “It is doubtful if anyone would ever believe you would kill agirl this pretty.”
Monk snorted. “Not everyone knows me”

The doorman was leaning againg the wal of the gpartment building. He was feding every inch of his head
asif trying to find aholeiniit.

Doc put the car in mation. The three of them in the front seat made it crowded.
“Wewill have to find another car,” he said. “The police will have a description of this”
“Good idea,” Monk said. “They framed mefor that killing up there by—"

Doc sad, “Go back to the beginning with the story.”

Monk rolled down the window. They could hear the dren of a police car, and somebody shouting to
someone dse to stop them, to follow them, that there went the criminds—meaning Doc, Monk, and



Vivian Walker.
“Sure” Monk said. “It began—what day isthis?’
“Tueday.”

“Wl, it began a week ago last Saturday,” Monk said. “It started when Sx gorillas—and | mean they
were gorillas, too—walked up on me while | was trying to persuade a chorus girl that everything Ham
Brooks had told her about me was a danged lie. These guys were dick. They told me Ham Brooks had
been in an accident around the corner and he wanted to see me. | told them sure, if he was going to kick
off 1 would like to be there and watch it. | was a little hot a Ham on account of the lies he had told this
grl about me. You know what he done—pulled my old one on me, the one about the wife and thirteen
children! Only he made it four children, and this girl believed it. Anyway, as soon as we got around the
corner out came a bunch of guns, and then they made me get into a car. | tried a litle gentle
remonstrance, so they hit me over the head with a paving brick or something.”

Doc could imagine what Monk's gentle remonstrance had been like.

Monk continued, “It seems we were supposed to have a secret vault. There was something in it they
wanted. They had searched our headquarters and weren't satisfied when they couldn't find any vault. So
they started asking me where this secret vault was, and wanting me to open it.”

“Wha was supposed to be in the vault?’

“That,” Monk said, “they were very careful not to tdl me”

VIVIAN WALKER awakened. The anaesthetic gas had kept her under a little longer than was usud.
She came out of it clear-eyed with dmost ingant comprehension of her surroundings. There was not even
NErvousness.

She glanced about & the traffic, and said, “We aren't & my uncle's office—what happened?’

Doc Savage did not want a hygericaly screaming young woman on his hands. He removed a metd case
from his pockets, and examined the contents, selecting a capsule.

“Takethis” he directed.
She took the capsule suspicioudy. “Whet isit?’

“A grong hypnotic,” he said. “It won't knock you out, but it will protect your mind againg menta shock
just as agenerd or locd anaesthetic protects your body againg the physicad shock of an operation.”

“Oh!” She heditated. Then she gulped the capsule.

Doc drove in slence for the next five minutes. Whenever they waited for a traffic light to go green he
rifled through the “M” file of case cards he had taken from the murdered Dr. Walker's office.

He found a card headed: Martin, Henry Famous. Age 56, height 5 ft. 11 in., color white, hair gray,
eyes blue.

He ran his eyes on down the card and shortly made—athough there was no visible indication that he was
meking it—the smdl, drange trilling sound that was his specid peculiaity in moments of mentd
excitement. The trilling, atiny thing in the coupé, was as completely exatic to the surroundings as a sound



could be.

Thetrilling was gone in a moment. Doc shuffled the cards together, the Martin card on top, and placed
them on hislap.

There had been time for the hypnoatic to take effect on Vivian Walker.
“Monk, go ahead with your story.”

Monk said, “There's some monotony in it. The monotony was after they caught me. They kept trying to
make me tel them where the secret vault was, but | couldn't tdl them anything because there isnt any
secret vault. | invented imaginary secret vaults for them a time or two, locaing them where | figured the
police might catch them if they went to look. They weren't any too happy about that. That was dl that
happened for severd days. Monotonous, as| said.”

“No doubt,” Doc sad dryly.

When you knew Monk, you could imagine about how monotonous it had been. Monk dways did the
loudest bragging about the mogt trivid things, whereas when he took greet pains to toss off something as
being casud, even tiresome, something hardly worth mentioning, the chances were that it had been
hair-raisng. Judging from the looks of hisfingernails and a remarkable profuson of bruises, he had been
tortured, and then some.

Monk added, “They've got Ham, Long Tom, Johnny, Renny and Patricia. | think they caught them the
same way they did me—when they weren't expecting it. Pat got away, but they caught her again.”

Doc sad, “Bring the thing up to date.”

“Wdl, you got back to town, and it seems you wouldnt tdl them where there was any secret vaullt,
ather,” Monk said. “So they have decided to work on you, put you in a spot where you've got to tak
terms with them.” Monk jerked his head back in the direction of Dr. Wakers office. “That is what that
was back there”

“| thought they were framing you?’ Doc said.

“They were. They got a gun out of my lab and used it to kill Dr. Waker. They made me put my
fingerprints dl over the office, asif | was searching it.”

In a shocked, 4ill voice, Vivian Waker asked, “My unde—is dead?’
“Murdered afew minutes ago,” Doc said.

He knew that the hypnatic had taken effect on her; there was no need of coating the information with
gentleness. She would fed a much greater shock later on than she would fed now, but by then she would
be able to stand it.

She logt color, however, and closed her eyes. It seemed a long time, a minute, anyway, before she said
50 low that they could hardly hear, “Go on. | want to know about it.”

MONK MAYFAIR sad, “I wasnt the cause of Dr. Waker bang killed. They were going to kill him
anyway. The idea was to shut him up because of something he knew. Whatever he knew he was about
to tdl it to the police, and they were aware of it.”



Vivian nodded dowly. “I knew there was something terribly wrong—something he knew.”

“The idea of the whole murder, as they findly worked it out,” Monk continued, “was to kill two birds
with one stone. First, get Dr. Waker out of the way and they were going to do that anyway.”

Doc added, “And second, to frame you and see that the police arrested you. That would put mein the
position of having to do what they wanted to get them to clear you?’

“That's it,” Monk said. “They daimed they had a way of dearing me of the crime if you came across.
Y oud have to tdl them where the secret vault was and open it for them.”

Doc sad, “It would be hard to clear you without implicating themselves.”

“Sure, | thought of that,” Monk said. “My ideaiis that they wanted to scare you, Doc. | figure they were
gaing to frame me and maybe one of the others, then inform you of what they had done, and threaten to
kill the rest of us unless you came across with what they wanted.”

“Perhgps,” the bronze man admitted. “What were dl of you doing gtting around in Dr. Walker's office,
wating?’

The car turned north. A tal white building appeared down the street. It was like some ancient temple,
ganding great and impressvely among the somewhat grubby-looking buildings which surrounded it.

“We were gtting there,” Monk said, “waiting for an order to go ahead. Ther chief was to contact them.
But when you came burgting in they decided the heck with any more waiting, so they went ahead with
their plans”

Doc asked, “Any ideawho this leader iS?’
“No. Not even aguess”
“Do the men know?’

“Some of them may. If they do they're not tdling. The guy covers up deverly. Uses radio, phonograph
recordings, and such stuff. Sort of goofy, but effective”

“Do you,” Doc asked, “have any suspicion of what should be in this secret vault they're so sure we
have?’

“Something that was given you for safekeeping.”
“ Safekesping?”

Monk said, “They know a great dedl about you. They know that you've made a lot of discoveriesin the
way of scentific gadgets, suff you didn't want to patent, and that you've hidden them away somewhere.
They figured you had put this one with the others. They wanted to know where.”

“Do you know what thisthing is?’
“Not the dightest idea.”
“What connection has it with the laughing?’

“Laughing? Monk looked completdy puzzled. “What laughing? | havent heard anything about any
laughing.”



Doc Savage stopped the car in front of the great building which looked white and mgestic in the sun. At
close range it was a modern skyscraper.

“What's this?” Monk demanded.

“The hospital where Dr. Waker operated on Henry Famous Martin,” the bronze man explained.
Startled, Monk asked, “Where did you find that out?”

Doc indicated the pile of case cards he had taken from Dr. Walker's office.

Chapter Xlll. MANFRED MATHIS

BEFORE they I€ft the car, Monk Mayfar examined the case card of Henry Famous Martin. He frowned
ait.

“Thisis worse than one of my chemica formulas” he complained.

Doc Savage explained the notations, which were in the involved terminology of medicine. “It merdy
means that Henry Famous Martin suffered from an internd tumor,” Doc said. “It was not paticularly
dangerous, but they fet an operation was best now before it had a chance to develop. When Martin's
physca condition had been built up until he was equa to the shock, he was operated upon.”

Monk eyed the case card. “That was about three weeks ago, wasn't it?’
“yYes”

“That,” Monk said, “was about when this started.”

“How do you know?’

“l heard one of them say something about knowing that was when it began.”

They entered the hospitd. Monk and Vivian Walker remained in the comfortable waiting room. Doc
Savage contacted the hospital management, proceeded to get the information he was after.

“May | tak to the head nurse a the operation,” Doc requested.
“Miss Streeting,” said the supervisor. “1 will cal her.”

Miss Streeting was thin as a rall—she could have stood twenty pounds more weight on her lanky frame,
but she was a smart woman.

“Yes, there was something funny about that operation,” she said. “At leadt, it was strange—something |
never saw before.”

“What?’

“During the course of the operation, Dr. Waker sent everyone out of the operating room but the
anaesthetis.”

“All the nurses, you mean?’

1] Yaﬂ



“Who handed him the ingruments?’
“Hetook care of that himsdf. The operation was practicaly over when this happened.”
“Was it an operation before an audience? Were there interns and students in the observation bacony?’

“Oh, no. This was not an unusud surgicd case. And Dr. Walker dways preferred to work without an
audience”

“You do not know,” Doc asked, “why Dr. Walker sent everyone away except the anaesthetist?”’
“l have no idea.”

“The anaesthetist was the only one who remained?’
“Yes The anaesthetist had to remain, of course”
“Was the anaesthetist man or woman?’

“Mde”

“His name?’

“His nameis Manfred Mathis”

“Could | tak to hm?’

“Heresgned.”

“When?’

“The day of the Martin operation.”

“Before, Doc asked, “or after the operation?’

“He handed in his resgnation right afterward.”

THE hogpitd had the home address of Manfred Mathis, the anaesthetit who had functioned in the
Martin operation. Doc Savage rode to the address in a cab, feding it unsafe to use the girl's coupé any
longer, for by now her car would have been identified as having been at the scene of the Dr. Waker

killing.
Manfred Mathis had checked out of his lodgings three weeks previoudy—the day after the Martin
operation.

“It was such a sudden move, too,” his landlady said regretfully. “He had lived here for over two years.
He was a good tenant, dthough sometimes he was a dow payer. He used to like to eat his medswith me
and, when my niece visited us, he would go out on picnics with us”

Doc Savage asked thoughtfully, “On any of those picnics, did you happen to take a camera dong?’
“Why, yes. My niece did.”

“If you have a sngpshot of Manfred Mathis” Doc said, “we would appreciate alook &t it.”



“Il see,” she said. She fluttered around for a while, pecking at a couple of photograph dbums. “Here”
she said. “Will this one do? | dways said it wasn't avery good shot of me”

It was very good of Manfred Mathis, though.
Doc showed it to Monk and Vivian. “Every see thisfdlow before?’
They shook their heads. “How about you?” Monk asked.

“You remember,” Doc said, “my tdling you that a man turned up in headquarters the minute | came back
to the dity to see what had happened to you felows?’

“The poalite fdlow in the green hat—the one who said that if you opened the secret vault for him, you
would be able to save us?’

“Thet isthe one”

“He was Manfred Mathis, huh?’

“yYes”

“Then,” Vivian sad, “the anaesthetist at the Martin operation is certainly mixed up in this”

They took another cab. It was getting late in the day and suddenly the sky was full of thunder and
lightning. Then the rain came down. The cab rolled dong dowly, snarled in traffic, with the uproar of the
gorm dl around them.

Monk eyed Doc Savage. “Does this thing make sense to you, Doc?” He frowned. “The operation and
what happened during it, | mean?’

“ Ya”

Monk pondered, scratched his head, and then scowled. “Do you mind shedding a little light on my
ignorance?’

“Anaesthetic,” Doc said, “makes people drunk. There is an involved explanation of the scientific reason
for this, but drunk isthe word for it.”

Monk nodded. “I've heard of ether jags.”

“Martin, under the influence of anaesthetic during the operation, must have started talking. What he said
probably darmed Dr. Waker—aarmed him to such an extent that he sent the nurses out of the room.
But he could not send the anaesthetist out, because to do that would have been very dangerous for the
patient. It was too big a chance for him to take. So both Dr. Waker and the anaesthetist heard what
Martin said while he was under the effects of the anaesthetic.”

Monk struck a knee. “And Dr. Walker was killed because of what he heard! Could be!” Monk turned
to the girl. “What do you think?’

“It sounds logicd,” she said. “My uncle—Dr. Waker—began acting strangdy right after the Martin
operation, | recdl now.”

Monk thought for a moment, then lost his dation.

“But where do we go from here?’ he asked grimly.



Doc Savage directed the cab driver into a waterfront street. They pulled across rough pavement bridged
with a forest of sted that supported an eevated express highway. Then suddenly they were on a smdl,
modernigtic wharf. Paintwork glistened wetly in the rain and there was a glitter of masts and spars and

mahogany and brass.
“The uptown yacht harbor!” Monk exclamed. “What's the idea?’

Out at the end of the dock was the ramp where private segplanes were kept, and the hangars which
housed them.

The cab stopped with ajolt.

“MONK,” the bronze man said, “do you dill have that friend a the press association?’
“You mean Gates? Sure.”

“Get him on the telephone,” Doc said. “Ask him to put a force of men to work looking through the file of
carbon copies of news dispatches received during the last three weeks. Tdl him to cdl in some editors
who would like a little overtime—we will pay them.”

“What do you want them to hunt for?’
“Anything,” Doc said, “tha might have a bearing on the mystery of the laughing.”

Monk frowned. “Thisis going to cost dough. Wouldn't it be quicker to look through the back files of the
newspapers for the past three weeks?’

“No. Millions of words come over the press-association wires which never see print. The item we want
may not have gone into the papers.”

Monk asked no more questions. He did out of the car and waked rgpidly to the dockmaster's office,
meking the menta reservation that he hoped the police had not yet spread a generd darm for his arrest.
They would, of course, find his fingerprints that had been planted in the office of murdered Dr. Walker.
He was not molested, however. And he was fortunate enough to find his friend, Gates, the
press-association editor, just going off duty.

He tadked to Gates for five minutes, went back to the cab and said, “It's dl set. | told Gates we would
telephone him for a report on it later.”

Doc nodded. “We are usng Renny Renwick's private amphibian plane. It can take off from ether land or
water.”

“Where we going?’ asked the surprised Monk.
“Washington.”

THE raingorm and the wind had made the river surface rough with amdl waves. The plane pounded on
the waves in a way tha was darming, but they reached the air safely. Doc handled the controls, pulled
the plane up over the bridge and then high above the skyscrapers. The cabin was full of deafening noise
from the big motor.



Monk put hislips againgt the ear of Vivian Waker and asked, “How isit you are coming aong with us?’
“Isthat strange?’ she asked.
Monk nodded a Doc's back. “He generdly doesn't like women around in one of these things”

“l told him,” Vivian said, “thet | probably knew enough about this so that my life was in danger. He must
agree.” She sat with hands clasped in her lap and nibbled her lower lip doubtfully. “Do you suppose he
knows—has he formed an opinion of what thisisdl about? He acts asif he was working on a plan.”

“Doc? | think he knows whét it is by now.”

“Why doesn't hetell us?”

“Probably,” Monk said, “because he can't proveit yet.”
“Would that make a difference?’

“You bet it would. You would think that, as soon as he knows what is going on, he would spring his
theory. But he doesn't. I've never known him to do that. You go dong and you may get the idea he's
hopelesdy confused and licked. And then—wham! Thereit is. He polishes it off.”

“I'm going to ask him,” Vivian said. She went forward, spoke to the bronze man. At firs he seemed not
to hear her, then, after she touched his shoulder and got his attention, he seemed to try to hear her, but
findly shook his head asiif he was unable to understand. The girl rgjoined Monk.

“WdlI?" Monk asked.
“He couldn't seem to hear me” Vivian said. “I guess the motors are making too much noise”

Monk grinned. “1've had him do that to me, too. When he gets that kind of a question, his hearing aways
falg”

THEY did not land at the regular Washington airport but came down a asmdl public airport a few miles
outsde the city. They walked to afilling station on the highway nearby. Doc said, “Monk, telephone your
friend at the press association and see what he has dug up.”

Monk spent ten minutes on the telephone.

A cab came cruisng past from a trip out in the country and Doc Savage legped out and flagged it. The
driver seemed glad to get afare back to the city.

All three of them rode in the back seet. It had not rained in Washington. The sky was bright with
summer.

Monk said, “Gates dug up something.”
“What was it?’

“Bank robbery in Mexico. Not the State of New Mexico—old Mexico. Town north of Mexico City. A
big bank there was robbed. Lot of dough taken. There was a report of a strange laughing noise, and a lot
of people frightened and unconscious.”



“When was thisin relation to the time of the operation on Martin?’
“Three days afterward.”

“And alarge amount of money was taken in the robbery?’

“yYes”

The cab was whisking through the outskirts of Washington. “That's fine” Doc sad. “You can telephone
your friend Gates and tdl him he can cdl off his search.”

Monk was astonished. “That item was dl you wanted?’

“Thet item,” Doc said, “is enough.”

IN downtown Washington, they dismissed the cab and entered a restaurant. Monk was a little puzzled.
They had not eaten for some time; but with Doc Savage, usudly, food was grabbed on the fly. This habit
of Doc's had dways puzzled Monk because irregularity of medswas said by physcians to be something
you should avoid. Doc certainly followed dl the rules on everything ese, but not on food.

They ordered steaks and dl the trimmings. Then Doc went to the cashier, changed a bill for a figful of
quarters, and put in along-distance telephone cal to Earl Shelton, the fire chief in the village near where
the Henry Famous Martin house had burned.

“Helo, Shdton,” Doc said. “Did you get into the ruins of the Martin house after they cooled and collect
the specimens | requested?”

“Yes, | did,” Shelton said. “And | went further than that. | hope | did right. We have one of the best
andyticad chemigts in the country right here in our town, and | turned some of the suff over to him to
andyze. | figured an andyss was what you wanted and | would save you the time”

Doc was pleased. Eal Shelton was one of the typical graduates of his crimind-curing “college’ in
up-state New Y ork. Shelton was a bright fellow, able to think for himsdf. The best of it was that he was
not an extreordinary case. One would never have dreamed that he had once been a rather dumb and
thoroughly vicious crimindl.

“Good,” the bronze man said. “Do you have alig of what you found in the ruins?’
“YSH
“Read it, please”

Shdton sad, “Mercury and bromine, which are liquids. Oxygen, hydrogen, chlorine, fluoring, argon,
hdlium, krypton and xenon, which are gases. Then there are oamium, paladium, praseodymium.” Shelton
hed trouble with the pronunciaion and had to spdl them out. “Strontium, tantaum, thaium, yttrium,
zirconium—"

“That isenough,” Doc interrupted.
Shdlton sighed rdief. “Good thing. Thereisalig here aslong as your am.”
“You say your chemigt is good?’



“The best. Name is Jon Senmutz.”

Doc had heard of Senmutz. He was good. Doc asked, “Where did most of these dements come from?’
“Right wing of the house.”

“Where the fire started?”’

“yes”

Doc Savage was thoughtful for a moment. “ Shelton, did you know Martin very wel?’

“I knew him. Socidly, | guess you would cdl it. He was afirefan. | don't think there has been afire here
inthe village since I've been here that he did not attend. Nice felow, seemed to me”

“Have many vistors?’

“Veay few. He was a recluse. A little queer, I've heard. For indance he wouldnt even let his own
servants enter the basement of the right wing of the house. That's where the fire began, you know.”

“What was his busness?’ Doc asked.

“He was retired,” Shelton replied. “I heard that he made a fortune out of a new process for making
vitamins, then he retired.”

“Martin was an experimenter, then?’
“l guess so. But when you make a fortune out of it | don't know whether you are dill an experimenter.”
“Thank you, Shdton,” Doc said.

Shdlton said, “My chemig thinks there was a laboratory under the right wing of that house. A very, very
complete scientific laboratory. He says he can't think of any place a stock of metds like that would be
kept, except in a stentific laboratory stockroom.”

Chapter XIV. THE SECRET

GROVES, the offidd of amy intdligence to whom Doc Savage spoke, was courteous and dso a little
embarrassed.

He did not say anything about arresting them, which surprised Monk. The trouble which they had had
with the police atime or two during the past few months had bothered Monk more than he had admitted.
Doc Savage, in his strange and unorthodox profession of righting wrongs and punishing evildoers in the
far corners of the earth, did many things that were not in the book. The police, if they wanted to be
technicd, could make alot of trouble. They had dways cotperated, however.

“Groves” Doc Savage sad, “I talked to you earlier over the telephone and you assured me you did not
know who occupied the office which the amy was tricked into burglarizing.”

Groves eyed his own fingernails uncomfortably.

“Y ou mean where the vault was blown, and that laughing attack occurred during which the man who had
pulled the trick was shot?’



“Yes Thet office”

“I'm sorry about that,” Groves said. “But | could hardly give out any informetion like that over the
telephone”

“Then you do know who occupied the office?’

“yes”

“Who?’

“Blumbeck.”

Doc Savage shook his head. “I never heard of Blumbeck.”

“Not many have” said Groves. Then the military inteligence mans face turned grim. “Conddering that
under the right circumstances, he could be the most important man in the country.”

What ishis job?’

The military intelligence man hesitated, then glanced at Monk and Vivian Walker. Monk got the idea. He
got up and took Vivian'sam. “Well be downgairs” he said. They went out.

“Hisjob,” said Groves, “isto receive, test and pass on new inventions for the war department.”
Doc sad, “Thereisaregular inventor's councl for thet job.”

“Sure, for the regular guff. But Blumbeck handles the extraordinary inventions. Stuff so hush-hush that no
possible word of it mugt lesk out. As a matter of fact, only three other men and | know of Blumbeck's
work and hisimportance.”

Two smdl birds, not sparrows, but songbirds of some kind, got into a squabble on the window gll. Out
inthe sky, high and beyond, other birds made of steel and dloy were thundering dong in tight formation.

“The vault in his office?’

“Where he kept the hush-hush quff he was testing,” the military-intelligence man explained.
“Were any of the inventionsin the vault at the time of the robbery?’

“No.”

“What became of them?’

“We suppose that Blumbeck had taken them out.”

Doc asked, “Why do you say supposed?’

Because” sad Groves, “we don't know what Blumbeck did with them.”
“Why not ask him?’

“Cant. He's vanished.”
“Blumbeck has disappeared?’ Doc asked.



“That's right. Don't ask me about it, because we redly don't know what happened to him.” Groves
leaned forward suddenly and confided, “Maitter of fact, that is why we are not asking you too many
questions. We want you to find Blumbeck and we think you can do it. We have advised the New Y ork
police to lay off you. We will even keep you out of jal. But you mugt find Blumbeck.”

Doc Savage weas grateful. He said, “If you could just find my four assistants and Pat Savage, who are
missing, it would be wonderful.”

“Therés more to it than that. There's these murders. And that business of the laughing.”
Doc nodded. He changed the subject. “Do you know a man named Henry Famous Martin?

“By dght isdl. He used to comein to see Blumbeck. | understand Martin had a tumor operation about a
month ago. We haven't seen him since”

“Matin,” asked Doc Savage, “used to come to see Blumbeck?’
“Often.”
“Budness?’

“Nobody,” said the inteligence officer, “came to see Blumbeck except on business. Blumbeck is a queer
duck. Earnest about hiswork. Had a brother killed in Pearl Harbor, and another one in Bataan. He takes
war srioudy.”

“Were these vists Martin made over a period of time?’

“Yes, afew months. Martin has an gpartment here in Washington, | understand. He was around often.”

TWENTY minutes later, Monk Mayfar was looking up at an apartment hotel and saying, “Experimenting
mud pay a profit, if Martin could afford to Stay a a place like that.” He went indde to ask some
questions. Coming out again with the information he was after, he said, “All right, Martin dill has his
goartment here. The clerk says afriend of Mr. Martin's has been usng the place. He's up there now.”

Monk paused and acted like a man who had lit a firecracker and was waiting for it to explode.
“The guest up thereis Blumbeck,” he said.

Doc Savage made no comment for a few moments, then made briefly the smdl trilling sound that was his
rare manifestation in moments of menta excitemen.

“Thet is unexpected,” he said dryly.
“Ninth floor,” Monk said to the elevator operator.
Doc Savage shook his head. “Eighth floor,” he said.

On the eghth floor, he indicated that Monk and the girl were to follow him quietly and be ready for
trouble.

Climbing the stairs to the ninth floor, he was not molested and he saw nothing alarming. He had brought
dong the microphone-amplifier gadget which he had used before to eavesdrop on the houseboat. He
applied the microphone to the door of Martin's suite and listened.



Monk began talking with his fingers. He had become adept at this deaf-and-dumb dialect, following an
occasion when it had saved hislife. “ Anybody in there?” he demanded.

Doc nodded.

A moment later he knocked on the door.
“Who isit?’ avoice asked.

“Vigtorsfor Mr. Martin,” Doc said.
Thevoice indde said promptly, “He isn't here”

Doc Savage's flake-gold eyes seemed to freeze. Without drawing back or otherwise seeming to prepare
himsdf for the effort, he hit the door with shoulder and arm. Results were explosive, for the door split
loose at hinges and lock.

Doc followed the wreckage in, hands out before him to check afal.

The man in the room had been struck by the faling door. Knocked off balance, he reded back. There
was agunin his hand, but he ssemed momentarily too stunned to useit.

Doc went haf down but came to hisfeet fast. The other man stopped trying to get his balance back. He
came up with the muzze of hisgun and tried to am. He was a methodica man. Another might have tried
asngpshot without aming, but he endeavored to shoot straight. He was fdling as he did so. And when he
saw his shot was going to miss he tried to roll over on the floor.

All of the phenagling let Doc get hold of him before the gun could explode. That changed it. The man on
the floor did some high-powered gasping, very pained gesping. He logt his gun. He got a whack
aongsde the jaw that turned him completely over. It did not seem to faze him.

He sat up.

“Redly,” he said, “you should have given metime to ask you to put your hands up, or something.”
Monk stared at himin amazement. “ Brother, don't your jaw even hurt from that smack?”

“Or you might have told me who you were,” said the man on the floor.

A beffling thought occurred to Monk. He pointed at the man. “Is this the guy in the little green hat who
cdled on you at the very beginning of this matter?’

“Yes” Doc admitted.
“He's Manfred Mathis, then—the anaesthetist?’
Doc sad, “If we can bdieve our information.”

“I'm actudly Bllis Blumbeck,” explained the man on the floor.

Chapter XV. THE CREEPER

BLUMBECK?" Monk said, and managed to get aload of skepticism in the one word.



The one-time wearer of the green hat—grenade secretly inclosed in headgear—pointed a square jaw at
the telephone. The jaw had some aspects of the thing the highway departments put on the front of
tractors to push snow off the roads.

“Telephone military intelligence and ask them to identify me,” he said.

Monk glanced at Doc Savage. The bronze man nodded dightly. “Well do jus that!” Monk said. He
picked up the telephone, talked into it, then turned to say, “Wholl | ask for?’

“Any of the three men who know who | am. Groveswill do.”
Monk talked for awhile, turned again. “ Groves isnt there. Thisisaguy named Kdler.”
“He knows me”

The man got up from the floor and took the telephone. “Hello, Keler,” he said. “How is Mary and the
kid? How are you coming on that Kirksville, Missouri, matter? | want you to tdl these men who | am.”

He handed the telephone to Monk. Monk listened. He put down the instrument, apparently disappointed.

“Guy says he’—Monk indicated their captive—"is named Blumbeck, and he is the Blumbeck we are
interested in.”

If Doc Savage was surprised, pleased, disgppointed—if he fet any emotion a al—he did not show it.
He said to the prisoner, “We want a complete story of what goes on.”

The other scowled. “Do you think youll get it?’

“I think s0.” There were deep thingsin Doc's voice that made the other jump dightly. “Four of my friends
and aides are in danger, to say nothing of a young lady named Petricia Savage, who happens to be my
only living relative.”

The other man swallowed. There was not as much sed inhisjaw now. “Oh,” he said. “| see”
“Do you know us?’ Doc asked.
“I'm afraid | have heard enough of you to believe you might not be happy if | was slent.”

“Takeit from me” Monk told him, “you're the one who wouldn't be happy.”

THE man who had proved himsdf to be Mr. Hlis Blumbeck could tdl a thoroughly complete story.

“The inventor, Henry Famous Martin, was working on a war device” he stated in his story. “He found
out somebody was trying to sted it. He came to me and went through the mations of gving me the
blueprints of hisinvention.”

Doc Savage interrupted, “Wait a minute—why go through such maotions?”

“Martin pretended to give me the blueprints because he wanted to fool the people who were trying to
ged hisinvention.”

“Who were the thieves?’

“Would-be thieves, you mean. Or would-be at that time, | should say. Martin didn't know who they



were.”

“Do you know?’

“No.”

“Did the gesture of the blueprint fool them?’

“Hdl, no, it didn't,” the other said. “They just took after both of us. They figured one or the other of us
hed it. They have grabbed poor Martin. We can't find him anywhere.”

There was nothing on Doc Savage's face to show belief or dishdief. “Can you account for my five friends
and Pat being seized?’

“Sure. | gave them the impression | was taking the blueprint to you for safekeeping.”
HWM!

“Ligen, these—these thieves as you cdl them—are bad babies. | figured to mysdf: Why not throw the
monkey on your back?’

“And that is the whole story behind our troubles?” Doc inquired.

“yYes”

Monk Mayfar snorted fedingly. “It's got holes you could drive a truck through! Y ou're lying, brother!”
The other looked indignant. “ Show me a holel”

“We have identified you as Manfred Mathis, an anaesthetist who gave Martin gas at his operation for a
tumor.”

The erstwhile wearer of the green hat snorted angrily.

“Sure, | was the anaesthetist,” he snapped. “Why not? That was my professon for years. | was going
everywhere with Henry Famous Martin. Watching, see. Bodyguard for him. We had to be on the
lookout for the thieves”

“Why,” asked Doc, “did you give the anaesthetic at the operation?’

“You're a surgeon. You know how patients sometimes talk under an anaesthetic. What would you do?
Here is a secret worth millions of lives and Martin might have blabbed it to some guy who would have
done the wrong thing about it. | gave him the anaesthetic mysdf. We sent dl the nurses out of the
operating room when he started to mumble”

“Whet about Dr. Walker?’

“I could trust him. He knew dl about it. He kept his mouth shut.”
“Why was Dr. Walker killed, then?’

“l don't know why in the hdll they shot him,” snapped the other.
“Where have you been the last twenty-four hours?’

“Right here.” The other man grimaced and made a surprisng confession. “I was scared.”



“Why didn't you telephone and let military intelligence know where you were?’
“Believeit or not, | was afraid,” the man explained, looking extremely uncomfortable.
Monk picked up the quiz with, “One thing more.”

-

“Isthis laughing connected with Martin's invention?’

“l don't know a damned thing about the laughing,” said the owner of the green hat.

“l do,” Monk said.

“What?'

“l know it aint alaughing matter,” said Monk.

WHILE the man with the sted in his jaw was 4ill scowling—he did not seem to approve of Monk's
humor—Doc Savage turned to Monk and said, “If Mr. Blumbeck is in danger it is up to us to do
something about it.”

“Sure” said Monk, who did not like Mr. Blumbeck.
Doc asked Blumbeck, “Y ou think your enemies may actudly have this place watched?’
“Itispossble”

Doc seemed dartled. He strode to the window, stood there looking out a the Washington scene, and
began humming to himsdf. Snging a little song. Or, rather, it was a kind of wordless, preoccupied,
unintdligible sound.

Monk Mayfair tried not to show surprise. Doc was not humming. He was spesking Mayan, the ancient
vernecular spoken by the high avilization of Centrd America which was in existence a thousand years
before anyone heard of Columbus. So far as Monk knew, Doc's group were the only ones in the
so-caled avilized world who spoke it.

Doc sad in 9ngsong Mayan, “1 am going to tel you to look around the building. Don't do it. Cal me on
the telephone. You are to say that you are Blumbeck and that you want to tak to me”

Monk was astonished, but not too astonished to use his head. He coughed and sneezed and grunted, and
managed to make a question in Mayan out of it. “Why should | have to tdl alielike that?’

“So | will not have to tdl one,” Doc said in Mayan.

The bronze man then turned from the window, stopped his humming and suggested, “Monk, you had
better go downgtairs and have alook around. See if anyone is watching the place.”

Monk nodded and went out.
Monk handled it very nicdy. So wel that Doc Savage was taken completely by surprise.

The other man had gone to the window and was standing there, looking down into the street. “There is
your man, Mayfar,” he sad. “Across the sireet. He has taken his coat off, has an amload of



newspapers, and is pretending to sal them. He looks like a newsboy. But hed better be careful. This
gang probably knows him by sght, and—"

The telephone rang.

Doc Savage nearly answered it himsdf but he remembered in time and told the other, “You had better
getit”

The man picked up the ingrument and spoke into it. “For you,” he said.

The voice on the telephone was one Doc had never heard before. It came out of the insrument loud and
clear. Everyone in the room could heer it.

It said, “Mr. Savage? Thisis Blumbeck. They told me a military intdligence that you were & Martin's
gpartment. | want to see you. I've got the blueprints of the invention that dl this fuss is about. It's getting
too hot for me to handle. Come and see me. I'm a Wabash three-seven-nine-six.”

“Good,” Doc Savage said.

Sudden terror came into the voice, dthough the speaker fought to be cam. “I mean,” he said, “that I'm a
one-three-five West W Street.”

“All right,” Doc said. “I will be right out.”

The telephone conversation ended then. Doc Savage hung up the receiver dowly. He knew that every
word over the wire, or dmogt every word, had been heard by both Vivian Waker and the other man.

DOC SAVAGE lunged back to the window, threw it up, and caught Monk's attention. He beckoned.
The homdy chemigt tossed his newspapers in a street waste can and entered the hotd. He came into the
room acting innocent.

“Didnt see any 9gn of anybody wetching the place,” he said. “So if they're on the job they're pretty
dick.”

Monk flourished a newspaper which he had duffed ingde his coat. “Look here” He indicated the
newspaper. “Did you know you were supposed to be in South America, Doc?’

Doc Savage looked at the item. It said that a man identified as Doc Savage, the American scientist and
adventurer, had been set upon by two footpads in a Cartagena, Colombia, café. He had put the two
assallantsin the hospitd.

“That must be the double | hired,” Doc explained. “Probably the felow he was trailing hired another men
to hep him and they both tried to capture him. | will cable the double that hisjob isfinished.”

“What was hisjob?” Monk asked.

“To fumish adigtraction,” Doc explained. “He served his purpose, too. The gang would have been more
caeful if they had not believed | was headed south on a wild-goose chase.”

The man who had identified himsdf as Blumbeck stared in asonishment. So did Vivien Walker.
Blumbeck said, “Are you going to stand here dl day? Thet fake who just cdled you! Aren't you going to
do anything about that?’



Doc Savage sad nothing for a few seconds. Monk stared at the bronze man suddenly, for Monk was
hearing the amdll trilling sound that was Doc Savage's habit in his moments of menta excitement. Monk
wondered what it meant now. Trouble for somebody, held bet.

Doc Savage spoke to dl of them. “Thisthing is getting tense,” he said. “It probably would not be wise to
keep secrets.”

“Secrets?’ Blumbeck said. “What do you mean, secrets?’

Doc sad, “The thing everybody ishunting. It iswdl hidden. It isin my plane a the airport.”

“Your plane a the airport!” Blumbeck yeled.

Monk jumped amog a foot.

“Doc!” Monk bellowed. “Y ou mean to tdl me you got the master blueprint! How'd you get it out of—"
Doc sad, “No timeto explain it now. It isin the plane.”

“Somebody might find it!” Monk roared.

“Itiswdl hidden in the plane. Under the fabric of one of the wings”

Blumbeck ydled, “ So you felows did receive the magter blueprint! Why didn't you tel me this before?”

Monk said virtuoudy, “I wasn't tdling anybody. | knew the thing was dangerous. As long as nobody but
me knew where it was | wasn't going to tel anyone a word about it. And | wasn't going to tak. But if
Doc got it—how on earth did you find it, Doc?’

The bronze man was Slent. He was embarrassed. As a matter of fact he had told one of the few lies of
his lifeime. He had aways been very drict about the truth, so drict that it was, of course, often
ridiculous. It was one of his characterigtics.

“It'sinyour plane!” Blumbeck bellowed at Doc. “Let's get it. You go and get it. | want to know that it is
sfel”

Doc Savage paid no atention to him.

Doc turned to Monk, changed to Mayan, asked, “Monk, who made tha telephone cdl for you a
moment ago?’

In Mayan, Monk answered, “It was the manager of the hotel. He knows your reputation and | talked him
into it in aminute”

Doc Savage changed back to English.

“Monk, stay here and guard Mr. Blumbeck,” he said. “Miss Walker, you come with me. We are going
to investigate this fake Blumbeck.”

Blumbeck was agitated. “I overheard that telephone cdl! Y ou're waking into a trap! Nobody knows |
was here. They're trying to suck you in! Get the master print firgt!”

“Obvioudy it was atrick,” Doc Savage said.
Monk looked extremely innocent. “What happened?’



Blumbeck sad, “A fake Blumbeck cdled Savage, sad he wanted to see him, and gave Savage an
address.”

Doc was at the door. “Come,” he told the girl. She hurried beside him to the devator but said nothing as
they descended. When they started across the lobby he touched her arm, hdting her.

She was astonished. “Aren't you leaving?

“Not right now,” he said. He leaned over the desk and said to the clerk, “The manager, please” The
clerk indicated a desk behind araling. A smooth-haired, middle-aged man sat at the desk. “Mr. Leg’”
the clerk said.

THE manager seemed to know Doc Savage by sght and he had an attack of stage fright. “Mr. Savage,”
he sad, “your associate, Mr. Mayfar is—’

Doc sad, “You made adip, didn't you?’

The other flushed. “Yes” he said.

“When you said Wabash three-seven-nine-six, it was adip?’

“|—yes”

“Thet is the telephone of the place where Mr. Blumbeck is actudly hiding out?’

The hotdl manager acted asif there was afire under his chair. “1'm not supposed to answer that,” he said
uncomfortably.

“Y ou mean naot tdl anyone where Blumbeck is hiding?’
“YS.”

“But, by error, you gave me the telephone number of Blumbeck, instead of the address my friend, Monk,
told you to give me?’

“I'm—sorry. Yes, that's what happened.”
Doc nodded.
He asked, “Blumbeck is not saying here a the hote ?”’

“Oh, no. Certainly not.” The manager squirmed. “I hope | did not do any harm with that dip of the
tongue”

“Thet will depend on how fast certain people are on their feet,” Doc told him.

Doc wheded, gripped Miss Waker's am, and ran her out into the lobby dmos as if she was a
whedlbarrow. He pushed her down into a chair. “Watch the devators and stairs,” he said.

He rushed away from the girl before she could ask questions. He made an devator, the doors of which
were just dosing, took the control from the startled operator and sent the cage direct to the floor of the
Martin gpartment. He ran down the hdl and saw that the door of the gpartment was open. He went in.

Monk was lying on the floor.



There was no dgn of the owner of the green hat in the apartment. There were some evidences of a
gruggle

Monk squirmed and made afant noise. In another minute or two he would have been dead.

Chapter XVI. TWENTY-FOUR CARAT

IT was horrible, because Monk nearly died anyway. The wegpon was some kind of a wire, but a wire
made like a saw blade, with dl the teeth pointing backward, so that the loop in one end would only dip
one direction. It was a gniger thing, because it was not a device built for some innocent purpose and
adapted to this one. It was instead a contrivance epecidly congtructed to garrote a man.

The sted wire, while flexible, was very tough. Too tough for fingers to do anything with it, and every
effort to work with the dide device only seemed to make it tighter. It dready was buried deep in the flesh
of Monk's throat.

In the midst of his struggle with the thing around Monk's throat, Doc Savage heard a noise downgtairs. It
was redly a series of loud, violent sounds. It came from the lobby, or somewhere thereabouts.

Doc findly redized he had been fighting the garrote with his fingers when he had a better todl in his
pocket. It was asmdl gadget which could be converted into a powerful dipping device. He got it out.

Ancther of the strange stedl wires was around Monk's ankles, so that he could not move.
Suddenly, from downgtairs, there came a shot.

Doc quickly cut through the cable. It flew away from Monk's muscle-convulsed neck like the maingpring
out of awatch.

Only the one shot had come from downgtairs.

“Ahr-r-r-r’” Monk said, loudly and violently, with terrible force.

“How did he get you?’ Doc asked.

In the street, a woman screamed.

“l was too dumb for thisone,” Monk said. “I thought he redlly was Blumbeck.”

The woman shrieked again in the street. 1t sounded asif she was screaming, “Mr. Savage! Mr. Savage!”
“How did you know he wasn't Blumbeck?’ Monk asked.

“He gave himsdf away.”

It was Vivian Walker screaming in the street. They could tdll that now.

“How?" asked Monk.

Doc ran to the window. “How did he know Dr. Waker was shot in New York?’ Down in the street a
men was dragging a girl to a car. “It hadn't been in the Washington newspapers yet. The man sad he
hadn't telephoned from this gpartment.”

The gifl who was being dragged was Vivian Walker.



Monk got up. His face looked horribly like a sack full of purple blood. “But he telephoned military
intdligence, or | did. And the man there identified him for us” Monk's face was not pleasant.

“Help!” shrieked the gifl in the street.
“Have you got agun? Doc asked Monk grimly. Doc never carried a gun. He wished he had one now.
“No,” Monk said. “Was the phone tapped?’

“If 1 had agun | could stop this” Doc withdrew from the window. “He's got Vivian—as a hostage, |
guess. Y es, the phone was tapped, dl right, and a henchman was stting in to take any cdls from here”

Doc backed hdf across the room and picked up the telephone. He tore it loose from its wires and
picked off the dangling wires asif they were strings.

He went back and threw the telephone at the man below. It was a wonderful throw. Washington with the
haf-dollar coin at the Delaware did no better. The phone hit the man. It knocked him againg the car
door and he lay there, stunned. The girl grabbed his hair and tried to pound his bead againg the car door
to knock him unconscious. She falled. The man came to himsdf and grabbed her. He threw her in the car
and then got in and drove off.

DOC SAVAGE had dready headed for the devators. Monk loped after him, not exactly traveing a
draight line. They had luck; there was an eevator cage discharging on that floor. They piled in and sent it
down.

Monk had been watching a the window while Doc threw the telephone. He said, “ She has nerve, hasnt
she?

They hit the lobby and dashed outsde. A cab stood there with motor running. The shot, or the
screaming, perhaps, had driven the chauffeur into flight. He was not in Sght. They jumped into the cab.

“That's onething | can say for her,” Monk declared. “ She wasn't scared.”

Thetaxi started. Monk grabbed his hat. He clenched his teeth to keep his heart from flying out of his
mouth. In gxty seconds Monk was nervous. So nervous that he was white dl over. He had seen Doc
Savage drive like this before, but it was dwaysin a specidly built car.

They drove that way for perhaps three minutes.
They did not see a Sgn of the machine they were chasing.

Doc whedled right a couple of blocks down. He piled Monk up againgt the windshidd when he stopped
the machine.

They were in front of a newspaper office.
“Fnd a cross-indexed telephone directory!” Doc shouted. “ Newspapers usudly have them.”

A cross-indexed directory was one in which you could find the address of a given telephone if you had
the number. In other words, the numbers were liged in numerica order and next to them were the
names.

They got the directory. “What do we look up?’ Monk demanded.



“Wabash three-seven-nine-six.”
“What's that?’
“That's the address where the redl Blumbeck is. The hotd manager let it dip.”

Monk was astounded. “You mean the hoted manager | got to fake the cdl knows where the red
Blumbeck is?’

“YS.”
“That,” Monk said, “isthefird time| ever ran into a coincidence like that.”

Doc Savage found what he wanted. “Here it is” He popped the directory shut. “Come on. Out on
Forida Avenue.”

They came into Florida off K Street in a screaming right turn that left the smdl of rubber behind them.
Doc kept a hand on the horn button. He seemed to have thrown caution and stedth to the winds. Thear
lives too, Monk reflected. Monk was white-faced and as shaken as he had ever become in one
automobile ride.

“What number on Florida Avenue? Monk asked. Monk thought it a very brave act, under the
circumstances, to ask that.

Doc told him what number.
“That's 9x blocks ahead,” Monk said. “Hadn't you better start dowing down?’
Doc took his hand off the horn button. He did not dow down, however.

The house came into view. It was one of the eyesore houses which, scattered over an otherwise beautiful
city, make the place so gartling. It was large and ydlow and looked asif it had been built with an ax and
painted with a brush dipped in mud.

Doc dowed the car down.

Three shots rang out and the car shook asif it had been hit by a large dedge hammer. Two of the bullets
came through, the other spending itsdf on a sted car part.

“I'm not bulletproof today,” Monk said. He burst out of the moving car and fdl fla behind a curbing. The
curb was not quite high enough to protect a certain part of his anatomy necessary for gtting purposes.
Too late he redlized this. “Hep!” he howled apprehensively. “Do something!”

Doc turned the car toward the house. The machine leaped over the high curb like a bucking bronco.

Two noises like dedges made holes in the windshield. Doc fdl sidewise, knocking the door open and
getting down so the motor would partly protect him.

He dso yanked on the emergency brake. The latter act was nicdy judged, because the car hit the house
with only a moderate impact.

Lying beside the car and sheltered by it, Doc pitched a smdl grenade a the window. There was a great
roar and then smoke, flying glass and more noise. He waded through it, right through where the window
hed been.



A marksman shot a him and then fled.
Some kind of afight seemed to gtart in the back of the house.
Doc shouted in Mayan, “Monk, cover the back door!”

He made for the side of the house where the fighting was getting more tumultuous. There was no shooting
there but, judging from the sounds, everything else.

Nearby, a man—it must have been some dtizen of the neighborhood—was demanding what was going
on. He was making his demands in a loud, angry voice. He sounded as if he was across the dtreet. He
was probably intoxicated.

Doc Savage opened the door of the room where they were fighting. There were Sx participants in the
battle. The defensve sde conssted of only one: a smdl, stocky, red-faced man halding a large kitchen
chair. He was chasing the others with the chair.

The defender had apparently caught one man. The vicim had hold of a kitchen-table leg, was very
carefully trying to dimb the table leg high enough to get to his feet. Part of his scap hung down over one

eye.
The aggressors had guns, but they were not trying to use them on the man with the chair.

Doc Savage looked carefully at the man who was trying to dimb the chair leg. He recognized him as the
fdlow who had lately been daiming to be Blumbeck.

While Doc Savage was standing there wondering what he could do about the Stuation—he was out of
grenades, anaesthetic gas and other helps—the man with the chair solved the problem. He sprang nimbly
backward, shoved Doc aside and got through the door. He dammed the door.

“Wetch out,” he warned. “They'll shoot anybody but me.”

That was what Doc had been thinking. They would know by now tha he wore a bulletproof vest, and
would shoot at his head.

The men on the other Sde of the door fled out the back way.

DOC SAVAGE followed them immediatdy. The amdl, stocky, red-faced men followed, scooping up his
charr as he passed through the kitchen. They got outside in time to see Monk get kicked in the ssomach.

Monk liked to charge into his fights He was late geiting into this one, having encountered, as he
explained it later, someone's rope clothedine—it was broad daylight; he could not understand why he
hed not seen it—and practicaly beheading himsdf.

With no caution and plenty of rage he came around the house corner. His snorting and yling could have
been heard a quarter of a mile away. At that he took the foes by surprise, plunging headiong into their
midst. One of them had the presence of mind to get a foot up, and Monk impaed himsdf on this The
foot owner was knocked head over hedls. Monk fdl fla on his back, asif dead.

The other men—they had the fake Blumbeck with them—dashed to an automobile, a sedan, and dl of
them managed to wedge into it.

Doc sad to the man with the chair, “We have a car in front. Come on.”



“You are going to chase them?’ demanded the other. He dill had his chair.

“Yes,” Doc told him. “They have four of my aides, my cousin, and Martin.” Doc scooped Monk off the
ground. “You can comeif you want, or stay.” Monk was as limp as a dead man.

Themen said, “I'll seeit through.”

They reached the taxicab. Doc dumped Monk in the back, and said, “Get in there and try to bring him
to.” He piled behind the whedl.

The bullets which had hit it had not hurt the motor. Doc backed the cab into the Street.

The shouting, intoxicated citizen who had been doing the ydling stood on the opposite sdewak. As the
cab backed toward him he turned to run, but fdl over a red scooter which a child had left on the
sdewalk.

Monk, looking like a dead man, made faint and hideous noises.

“What's the matter with him?’ asked the amdl, wide man.” Stomach kick,” Doc sad. “Try atificd
respiration.”

The drunk picked up the scooter and threw it at them. It smashed the sde window and sent a shower of
glass over Monk and the stocky man.

Doc put the car into motion down the street. Split seconds seemed like ages. He hoped they would be in
time.

The stocky man started dapping Monk's face to bring him to.
Doc hurled the cab around a corner. “Hold on,” he said.

Monk opened his eyes and sat up, seemingly having effected an ingtantaneous recovery from the jolting
of the cab. “Darling, you didn't need to throw the fish bowl,” he said.

The cab took the corner and made a sound like a piece of canvas being ripped. “I think your friend is
delirious” shouted the man in the back sest.

“Keep him as quiet as you can, Blumbeck,” Doc called.

He could see the sedan. It was far ahead, but traveling too fast to turn any corners.
“You know my name?’ bellowed the amdl, wide man.

Monk said, “But | told you, dear—Josephine doesn't mean athing to me”

Doc pressed the gas feed and horn button as far down as they would go.

“Who's Josephine?” asked Blumbeck.

“One | hadn't heard of,” Doc said. “You are Blumbeck, are you not?’

The cab, miraculoudy, was ganing on the other car. The speedometer was past ninety, which accounted
for some of the miracle.

“Hadn't we better get a doctor for your friend?’ ydled the man in the back. “Yes, I'm Blumbeck. How
the hdl did those birds find me?’



“The manager of Martins hote made a dip of the tongue, and the information got out,” explained Doc.
Blumbeck said, “Oh. Jess let it out, did he? That's too bad. Hell fed anful about it.”

The cab hit a streetcar-track crossing. For an incredible distance it traveled with dl four wheds in the air.
It seemed certain to swap ends. But when it hit, it hit smoothly and going fagter, if anything:

“But Josephine” Monk said. “Y ou're the only oneinmy life. Y ou're twenty-four carat to me”
“He thinks we're Josephine,” Blumbeck said. “Heisin a bad way.”

Doc saw the car ahead dow and take a corner.

He said, “They had agirl. Vivian Walker. What did they do with her?’

“Sent her ahead in another car,” Blumbeck said. “Or that's what | think.”

Doc Savage dackened speed and made a wide, careful, arching turn around the corner which the other
car had gone. The other car was nowhere in Sght.

“They turned off into one of these Sde streets!” Blumbeck yeled. “Watch out for— What the devil are
you doing?”

Doc Savage was driving sraight on, getting every ounce of speed out of the cab.
“What's the idea—where you going?’ Blumbeck shouted.

“The airport,” Doc Savage said. “Hang on.”

Chapter XVII. THE LAUGHING MATTER

BLUMBECK was an emphdtic fdlow. He threatened to ydl for hep, beat Doc's brains out and jump
out of the car. He kept that up until he was told why the airport was the next logicd step.

“Oh, you told the fake Blumbeck the master blueprints are in your plane” he said. Then he was darmed.
“ Are they?’

“No,” Doc told him.
“Then where they are—| mean, where are they?’

Doc Savage turned around and dapped Monk twice briskly. The speedometer was close to a hundred.
“Greet grief, watch your driving!” Blumbeck cried.

Monk looked a Doc fodlighly. “Where are the blueprints?” Doc asked him.

“Where | put them,” Monk said, suddenly sane.

“Whereisthat? Doc asked. “What did you do with them?’

“| gave them to Josephine,” Monk explained.

Blumbeck groaned. “Holy smoke, he's il hysterica!”

Monk glared a Blumbeck. “What's the matter with this guy?’ he demanded. “I gave the blueprints to



Josephine.”

Blumbeck screamed in anguish. “ Gave them to a girl!” He grabbed his hair. “Oh, why did | ever cdl on
suchidiots for hdp?’

“Brother,” ydled Monk, “we didn't ask you to cal on us. You sent us the blasted blueprints on your own
hook.” Monk was indignant.

On the street directly ahead, a truck suddenly pulled out to pass the car ahead. Doc drove between
them. If there had been an extra coat of paint on the cab apparently they wouldn't have made it.

“I'm ruined,” said Blumbeck.
Monk said, “Josgphineismy new girl friend.”
“I thought she might be the Queen of Sheba,” Blumbeck snarled.

“She works for the Manhaitan Nationd Bank,” Monk explained. “Josephine presides over the
safety-deposit-box department. It's the strongest safety-deposit vault in the world. Unless the Manhattan
Nationd has been robbed, the blueprints are dill there”

Blumbeck fdl back in the seat. He was weak. “I can't stland much of this” he said. He began to laugh
hydericaly.

DOC SAVAGE draghtened the car out on the trunk highway that led to the airport where he had I€ft his
large plane. Or, rather, the private ship bdonging to Renny Renwick, one of the captured associates of
the Doc Savage group.

Blumbeck got control of himsdf, said, “This invention is a wonder. Martin worked on it for years—got
the ideaway back during the first war.”

He was dlent a moment, then swore. “When the Germans took that fort in Begium and there was dl the
mydery about it, they talked of a secret nerve gas. Martin thought they had something like hisinvention.

“And then, when they used screaming bombs later on,” continued Blumbeck, “Martin had another scare:
he was sure they had his secret itsdlf. But they didn't. No country hasit. It's one of the greatest things yet.
It win thiswar.”

Doc asked, “Martin invented it?’
“Ya”
“It isa bomb?”’

“That's right. Not a bomb that explodes, though. It makes that laughing noise, only it isn't a laughing, of
course. It's a combination of sonic and short electrica waves that affect the nerves”

Monk, who liked to have things made clear, interrupted, “Wait aminute! Thislaughing gadget is a bomb?
It affects the nerves? You mean that this Martin connected up the stientific fact that nerve pulsesin the
humen body are believed to be dectricd in nature—"

“And worked out a sonic-dectricd wave that disrupts the human nerve currents,” Blumbeck told him,
“the way a strong magnet disrupts an eectricd current in a coil.”



Monk frowned. “Maybe thereés some logic in it. You take even a andl dectricd current on the
body—don't need much amperage if you've got the voltage—and it will make you fed like the devil while
you're being shocked.”

Monk became excited. “ That's the way that laughing affects you, at that.”

“The laughing is just the audible part of the device,” Blumbeck said. “Martin dlamed he could diminate
the laughing part, but | told him to leave it in. It helps terrify the enemy soldiers”

The car whedled into the airport. Renny's big plane, the one in which Doc and Monk and Vivian Walker
hed come from New Y ork, had been wheded to the gas pit to the right of the public hangar and was
being refuded.

There was no Sgn of excitement around the craft.
“Wereintime” Monk said.

Doc drove past the plane into the hangar and stopped the taxi there. “Close the hangar doors,” he said.
“We want this cab out of sght.” While the airport attendants carried out his order they ran toward
Renny's plane.

“Renny has a compartment for enginearing equipment in the cabin,” Doc said. “We can hide there.”

Blumbeck became excited. “You think they'll try to escape with the plane and search it later? Sure they
will! That's what they'll do! They'll be afraid to hang around herel”

THE compartment where Doc, Monk and Blumbeck concealed themsdlves was amdl and, after they had
closed the hatch, very dark. It was not in the rear of the plane, but directly in the center, under the floor.
There was not much more than three feet of headroom. It was like the bilge in a smdl boat. Renny had
built the plane, or had had it built, particularly to carry ail seilsmographing equipment, induding a portable
arilling outfit which put down the holes for the shots that actuated the seismograph “jugs” The specid
condruction accounted for the compartment under the cabin floor, or what appeared to be the norma
cabin floor.

The airport attendants went away, having had it explained to them very hurriedly that an attempt might
soon be made to stedl the ship, and they were to let it succeed, without giving away the scheme.

Doc, Monk, and Blumbeck settled themsdlves.

Doc sad, inalow voice, “It would take months, probably, to get in production.”
“Y ou mean on Martin's laughing bomb?’

“yes”

Blumbeck laughed. “The thing isin production now”

“What?" Doc was astonished.

“Secretly,” Blumbeck said. “Very secretly. The different parts are being made in various places, and no
factory knows exactly what it is making.”

“Y ou mean the manufacture of the device was Split up for secrecy?’



“Yes That isthe idea. Various parts of the blueprints have been sent to different plants for construction
of the parts. A watch company in Connecticut is making one part, a radio plant in lowa is making
another, a tinware outfit in Ohio another. The parts are to be assembled after they are dl shipped
together. That's why, up until now, there is only one master blueprint.”

“Jugt one madter print?’

“Sure. Youd cdl it a madter, | guess. Anyway, it's the only complete blueprint showing where dl these
parts go.”

Pss-st!” Monk said. “Do | hear them coming?’

They lisened. A plane was operating above the airport at the moment, and its sound blotted out other
gndler noises. After afew seconds Monk decided he was mistaken.

“If there was so much secrecy,” Monk said, “how did this mess get sarted?’
Blumbeck cursed fedingly.

“When the inventor of the thing, Martin, was operated on,” he said.

“He talked under the anaesthetic?’

“Oh, s0 you found that out. Y es, that's what happened.”

“And the anaesthetist, Manfred Mathis, overheard what Martin said.”
“Right. Martin talked about the invention under the anaesthetic.”

Monk snorted loudly. “Then Manfred Mathis, dias the man in the green hat, dias the fake Blumbeck, is
the man who wears the bellsin this?’

“Yes, damn him,” said Blumbeck fedingly.

Monk thought it over. “He's got a big gang working for him. They get well paid. Mathis was just an
anaesthetist. Where would he get that kind of dough?’

“Damned if | know,” said Blumbeck. “It's been puzzing me.”
Doc Savage sad, “And Mathis proceeded to rob Martin of sample bombs?’
“Yes” sad Blumbeck. “He got severd. But he didn't get the plans for them.”

Much puzzled, Monk said, “I would think if he got the bombs, he could look at them and see how they
are made. He wouldn't need the master blueprint.”

The plane above was gone. It was remarkably ill around the airport.

“Not this bomb,” Blumbeck said. “It's like the new army bombsight. You can't take it apart. It fliesdl to
pieces when you try. Burns itsdf up. Some of the parts are chemicds which are solid when under
exposure to gas of certain types, but burst into flane under any other condition. Oh, Martin worked that
out wonderfully. The manisagenius”

“Oh, then Mathis had to have the master blueprint?’



“Right. He grabbed Martin when he got the bombs. But Martin wouldnt talk. Under the influence of the
anaesthetic, Martin had said that | had the master blueprint. So Mathis tried to get me. | got scared and
gave the blueprint to you felows to keep. | don't mind tdling you | was plenty scared. Then Mathis
began grabbing your friends to make you tdl where the blueprint was hidden.”

Monk said, “Thet dill doesn't explain where Mathis got the money for dl this”

“Have you forgotten the bank robbery in Mexico, a few days after the Martin operation, in which a
laughing bomb was used?’ Doc Savage asked.

“Oh, oh,” Monk said. “Mathis rushed off to Mexico with one of the sample bombs, robbed a bank and
got enough money to hire a gang to hedp him. Say! Tha invention is vauable dl right. It's worth a
fortune”

“That'sright,” Doc said. “Whichever sde hasit in the war is going to win. And if some thieves get hold of
it they can useit for robbing banks or even the treasury. This Mathisis a greedy person. Too greedy.”

Blumbeck said, “ So that's what happened!”

Doc sad, “I do hope we will be able to hdp Ham, Long Tom, Johnny, Renny, Pat and Martin.”
Monk said, “I hear something.”

This was a terrific understatement.

Because it was the laughing again.

Chapter XVIII. LAST LAUGH

WHEN Doc Savage came out of the frightening, nerve-shattering unconsciousness which the laughing
bomb had caused, he was somewhat confused. He was at first convinced that this time the bomb had
hed a permanent effect on him. Particularly on his hearing. There was a roaring in his ears. Also on his
sense of balance, for he was shaking dl over. Thinking that, and gregtly disturbed, he tried to get to his
feet, with the result that he dmost brained himsdlf on the low calling of the baggage compartment.

He was 4ill in the plane and the plane was in flight.

Feding about, he located Monk and Blumbeck. He became worried lest one of them betray their
whereabouts when he revived, as Doc had dmost done. He would have to watch them.

Which one to watch was a problem. He suspected that Monk, for dl his bravado, was rather exhausted
by his long captivity and torture and would therefore be unconscious longer. So he watched Blumbeck,
which proved a good guess.

Blumbeck, after he redized where he was, lay ill. Doc watched Monk, and kept the homdy chemigt
quiet while he was coming out of it.

Blumbeck found Doc's ear and whispered, “How many of those laughing bombs have they used,
counting this last one?’

Doc gave the matter some thought. “One in Mexico, one on Pat Savage, one on mein New Y ork, one
on the military intelligence in Washington, one & Martin's home so they could burn the place before |
found the laboratory, and that one afew minutes ago. That makes Six.”



“They stole nine of them,” Blumbeck said. “I heard them saying they had ruined two trying to open them.
That means they have only one left.”

“One would be enough,” Monk said soulfully.

“How long ago was a few minutes ago?’ Blumbeck whispered. “How long have we been in the ar?
Where are we?’

Doc Savage was working on the skin meta of the plane with the sharp point of his lock-picking gadget.
It was not an effective tool, and the skin was thick. He findly put his eyesto aamdl hole.

“Wha do you see?’ Blumbeck asked.

“Water,” Doc told him. “Dark-brown water.”
“Dak brown?’

“Thet would be Albemarle Sound,” Doc told him.

“A perfect hide-out,” Blumbeck whispered. “I've hunted ducks on Albemarle Sound. There's hundreds
of square miles of water only afew inches deep, plenty of swamp and idands”

The plane droned dong in levd flighnt. It plunged into clouds, thick clouds that made it dark in the plane.
The motors made the whooping sound that plane motors make in clouds.

Then, suddenly, the engines eased down.

Doc glued an eye to his hole and kept it there a minute.

“All right,” he said. “Now we take them.”

Monk growled, “It's about time!” He hurled open the cargo hatch.
“Hasn't anybody got a gun for me?’ Blumbeck ydled nervoudy.

THE hatch was quite large, ample for two men to come out of it together. This Doc Savage and Monk
did. The noise of the plane engines, and the vibration, helped them avoid discovery. They fdl upon their
foes.

All the men in the cabin were lined up dong one battery of windows, looking downward. There were no
segtsin the cabin and they were standing, except for two of them who were up forward, and these were

gtting.

Monk took the standees. He used the bowling-bal principle that if he could get one down that one would
knock others over. He was about eighty-percent correct. In a moment he was the kernd of a tangle of
ams and legs and noise.

Doc took the two forward men. One of these was Manfred Mathis.

He hit Mahisfird, or tried to, because the man was the most dangerous. It was his brain behind dl this.
Doc tried to break his jaw with an uppercut. He missed completely.

It was awe-inspiring how quickly Mathis dodged him. The man had boxed. He fdl back, his hands



dawing his pocket for a gun.

The second manin the seat dready had a gun out. Doc hit him and knocked him senseless with the one
blow. Mathis immediady grabbed the unconscious man and hauled hm down as a shidd.

Doc reached under, managed to get hold of Mathiss gun. It was in Mathiss pocket. Mathis dso had
hold of it. They struggled in hard silence. Mathis was incredibly strong.

The pilot's compartment was closed off from the rest of the cabin, arline fashion. Suddenly the door to it
flew open. A man sumbled out, holding a haf-peded gpple and an open pocketknife.

The man immediady tried to put the pocketknife into Doc's back. It hit the chain-mesh undergarment
Doc was wearing, and made a gritty, ripping sound. The man tried again and got the blade into Doc's
neck. The sted fdt very hot. Doc hedd Mathiss gun with one hand and held the other man's hand and the
knife with his other hand. All three of them strained.

Blumbeck had not come up from under the floor. He was ydling, “Give me agun! Give me agun!”

Monk kicked a man completely out of the pile, upward, so that the man hit the plane cabin caling. Then
Monk came out of the pile, halding the hand of a man who had a gun. They ssumbled around on the
floor, fighting over the gun which began exploding dangeroudy in the cabin.

Doc got the knife out of his neck. The wound was not deep.

The gun Monk was fighting over exploded four times at last.

Doc hit the knifeman a blow that changed the character of the man's whole lower face.
Blumbeck came out of the place under the floor, howling in terror.

Mathis rolled clear of Doc. Mathis wore a seat parachute pack.

One of Monk's opponents straightened himsdf. He had a knife. This was no pocketknife. It had a blade
S0 remarkably long that it was hard to explain where he could have been carying it. It was dmog a
sword.

Monk did three or four things very violently, and findly ended with the long knife in his possession. “I'm
gonna cut your heads off,” Monk told hisfoes.

Mathis raced for the cabin door. Monk watched him come but made no effort to stop him. Mathis gained
the door, sruggled to open it. He was not more than a long am reach from Monk, who could have
stopped him easlly. Monk made no effort to stop him. He did reach out and thrugt the long knife to the
hilt into Mathiss parachute pack.

Mathis, knowing nathing of the knife in the 'chute pack, jumped glesfully out into space.

“GIMME a gun!” bellowed Blumbeck. He found a gun that someone had dropped and seized it. He
menaced everybody. “Get your hands up!” he screamed. “I'm dying! I'll kill you dl!”

Blumbeck had been shot in the foot while he had loitered under the floor.

Doc watched everyone, induding Monk, put up their hands. Doc then turned and went into the pilot's
compartment, in which he found one frightened man and Vivian Walker.



“Youdl right?” Doc asked.
“I'm scared to desth,” she said.
“Dont fant.”

“I'm too scared for that.”

Doc caught g9ght of a green metd case under the pilot's feet. The box sad Fishing Tackle in ydlow
letters on the Side, but it was too large to be carrying fishing tackle. Doc dragged the box out into the
ade

“This one of the bombs?’ he asked.

The pilat did not answer. Doc reached out with terrific force and violence and tore the parachute harness
off the flier. “How would you like to get thrown out?’ he asked. “Is this a bomb?’

“Yes” screamed the pilot. He had been too scared to answer the fird time it was now evident. “It's the
only one they've got left.”

Doc went back into the cabin with the green tin box.

Monk was looking out of the window. He drew back and grinned a Doc.
“He made quite a splash,” Monk said.

“Who?’

“Mathis. For some reason or other his parachute didn't open.”

Blumbeck ydled, “No wonder! You stuck aknifein the parachute!”

“l don't remember doing that,” Monk said innocently.

DOC SAVAGE looked downward a the boat. It was a houseboat somewhat larger than the one
anchored in a creek near the Hudson River, to which he had trailed a part of the gang earlier in the &ffair.
This one looked old and dirty, even from the great height a which they were flying.

Doc sad, “Blumbeck, do you know how to use one of these bombs?’

“I'm shot in the foot. | think the bullet tore my big toe off,” Blumbeck complained. “You just set it and
throw it overboard.”

“How did they use them on the ground?’
“There's atime attachment you can set.”
“I'l go tel the pilot to fly over the boat,” Monk said.

Monk was looking worried. He had caused Manfred Mathis to jump to his death. It was a richly
deserved death, the way Monk figured it. But Doc Savage had an unflinching rule againgt taking the life of
aman. Monk had evaded the rule atime or two before. This time he was suffering remorse, afraid he
wasn't going to get away with it. “I'll tdl the pilot,” he said.



“Tdl him to stay high,” Blumbeck warned. “The bomb takes effect for severd hundred feet.”
Doc Savage took the laughing bomb out of its case. The compactness of the thing surprised him.

It did not look in the least like a bomb. It conssted of four cylindrica containers for the apparatus,
connected with what looked like a plastic membrane in which was embedded amdl bright-ydlow wires.

Blumbeck had been exploring hisfoot. “I'm only nicked,” he said.

“You should have been shot in your fat stern,” Monk said indignantly. “What did you mean, wating
down there while we did dl the fighting?’

“l didn't have a gun!” Blumbeck said angrily. “And I'm not used to this kind of thing. | havent been so
scared since lightning struck a tree | was chopping down.”

Doc Savage found a lever on the bomb. “Isthis what you set it with?” he asked.
“Yes, pull the lever out. It comes out,” Blumbeck said.

Doc pulled the lever out, then hurriedly tossed the bomb through the window. The device was equipped
with along tall desgned to make it fdl sraght. It fdl toward the boat.

The plane flew leve for awhile. Then they heard the laughing. It did not last long. Not more than a span
of twenty or thirty seconds. But it was very disagreegble and made them fed weak and ill. The plane
wobbled dightly, and kept going.

“I hope that gives us the last laugh,” Monk said with deep feding.

DOC SAVAGE wheded, waked to the pilot's compartment and reached ingde. He hauled out the flier
who was pae and perspiring. Doc dimbed into the seat the man had vacated.

There was extremdy shdlow water around the houseboat. The houseboat, like mogt craft of its kind, did
not need much water. But the important thing was that the water was clear of sumps and sand bars over
an area large enough to land the plane. Doc sent the ship downward.

Vivian Waker looked a him. “Is everything under control?’
“It depends on conditions on the boat,” Doc told her.
She managed to amile hopefully, which was very good under the circumstances.

Doc put the plane down hard and fast, then cut the engines. The big ship dowly bogged down in the
water, then stopped. It was nat fifty feet from the houseboat. The wave from the plane hull svung out
and dapped the houseboat hull. No sgn of life came from the houseboat.

Monk dammed the plane door open and sprang overboard. The water was not over two feet deep, but
he went dmogt to his neck in the mud. He extricated himsdf and crawled-swam to the houseboat.

“Maybe that isnt where the prisoners are being hed!” yedled Blumbeck. He looked as scared as he
cdamed he was.

They watched Monk reach up to the low houseboat rail, and dimb aboard. He was so covered with mud
thet he looked as if he was made out of the Suff.



He dived ingde, came out again.

“l was right about that laugh,” he cdled to them.

“They are dl there?” asked Doc.

“Everybody,” Monk said. “They are dl safe. There were three men guarding them.”
“Good,” Doc Savage said.

Blumbeck waved his gun glesfully. “That winds it up! That fixes everything. Martin is there? You're sure
of that?”

Monk cdled back, “1s Martin alittle shrunken runt with a big head and no har on it?’
“About sixty years old?’ Blumbeck demanded,

“That's him. He's here. He's dl right. So are Ham Brooks, Johnny Littlgjohn, Renny Renwick, Long Tom
Roberts—they are dl here. All dive, too. Pet is here, and aready conscious”

Blumbeck laughed. “That's fine That's wonderful!” He pounded his left hand againg his hip in ddlight.
“Weve got the whole gang! All the sample bombs are gone! We've got the master blueprint safe—"
Anxiety and horror suddenly came over his face. He howled a Monk, “Are you sure tha gifl has the
blueprint in the vault? Are you sure? You can't trust a woman.”

“You gtart doubting my Josephine” Monk yelled at him, “and I'll come over there and run you back
under the floor of tha plane!”

Renny Renwick disappeared on a Tuesday, and he was gone for seven days. Then he came back.
But he would not explain where he had been, or what he had done. But they could see that
something terrible had happened to him. He began to act strangely.

“ Give him truth serum,” Doc Savage said. “ We have got to find out what happened to him.”
So they gave Renny truth serum.

Renny, under the influence of the truth serum, muttered, “ Poor old Columbus was such a nice
guy. He was a promoter, of course, and always in debt, and dodging his creditors all the time. . . .
But that was no excuse for me murdering Columbus.”

“You murdered Columbus!” Monk bellowed.
Renny nodded. “ Poison,” he mumbled.
Monk was aghast. “ Renny has gone crazy,” he said.

But Doc Savage was very serious as he shook his head. “ | think he is perfectly sane and telling the
truth,” Doc said.

Read the rest of this unexpected mysery, They Died Twice, in the next issue of this magazine.

THE END






