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Chapter |

HE was about forty years old and looked something like the fdlow the insurance companies aways put
intheir advertisements—the felow who is supposed to be a farly prosperous busnessman with a family
that needs providing for. He wore a blue suit, a blue shirt, a blue-and-gray regimenta tie, rimless
spectacles, black shoes, and earlier he had been wearing a consarvative gray bowler hat with a darker
gray hatband, but he had logt that.

Three timesin the lagt hour, efforts had been made to kill him. It was this last time, the third time, that he
hed logt the hat. It had spilled in the street where he had dodged the cab. The hat lay there in the street
now, mashed where the whed's of the murder-bent cab had charged over it.

He looked dazed, standing there thinking how nearly death had missed him. Absently, he rubbed a hand
over one cheek, for both cheeks fdt blazing hot, the way cheeks get to feding on a devilishly cold day.

A pedestrian stopped and asked, “Are you dl right?’

The pedestrian had no interest in proceedings other than that he was amazed at the agility of the jump by
which the other man had saved himsdf from the oncharging cab.

The man seemed to have no words.

The pedestrian said, “The guy in that cab must've been blind!”
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The other man kept rubbing his hot cheek.
“Have you got agun?’ he asked.

“Huh?’

“Where can | get agun?’ the man demanded.

The pedestrian looked more disgusted with himsdf than startled. He was a native New Y orker. When
you are a New Yorker for a few months, you learn to adopt an attitude toward strange incidents and
unusud people. You ignore them. Usudly it is a gag, and never isit any of your business. So you wak
away with dignity, but you don't lose any time. The pedestrian left hurriedly.

The man who looked like the ided insurance policy holder stood there. His nervousness crawled out of
his nerves into his muscles, and he trembled uncontrollgbly.

New York sdewak treffic flowed about him. Across the Street were forty-odd stories of an office
building. Twenty yards away was a street corner and a lamp post carying a Ffth Avenue and
Forty-Third Street Sgn. The Ffth Avenue shop windows were gay, even if the merchandise displayed
was sparse and dated and a little wartime-shoddy.

The man thought: Everything looks the same, so like a norma June afternoon on Ffth Avenue. The idea
made his mouth strangely dry. Desth was so horribly close to him.

A policeman came by. A big cop in blue with a shining shiddd on his left breast and another shining shidd
on his uniform cap, with the tdltale thickness around the hips where he carried his handcuffs and gun and
sap under his coat.

“Oh, officer!”
“YS?I
“How many blocks to that building yonder?’

The officer glanced in the direction of the building at which the man was pointing. His glance was brief.
The building was a famous one, with its picture in dl the encyclopedias and dl the books about New
Y ork, amply because it was one of the tdlest in the city.

“About eeven blocks,” the cop said.

“Would you—would you—" The words seemed to dry to dust in the man's throat. He wanted to ask the
officer to walk that far with him.

“Would | what?’

“Walk that far with me!” The man got it out.

THE policeman was reasonably surprised, and his next emotion was suspicion. It was part of his business
to be suspicious.

“Why?" he demanded.

“I'm afraid.” The word seemed to crawl around like snakes in the man's throat before he got them to



come out as sounds.

“Yeah?" The policeman was very suspicious now. “What're you afraid of 7’

“Did you see that taxi a minute ago?’

“Which one?’

“It dmost ran me down.” The man pointed. “Right there, at the corner.”

The officer shook his head. “1 didn't hear any brakes squedling, or anything.”

“They didn't use the brakes. They were trying to run over me”

“Who? Who done that?’ The officer was interested. “ Say, what's going on here, anyway?’

The man looked worried as he said, dmost pleadingly, “Officer, please welk as far as that building with
me. That's dl you need to do. Just wak—"

A young man is not a policeman in downtown New Y ork very long before he loses his diplomecy.

The cop gripped the man'sarm. “Buddy, | asked you what gives herel” he said ominoudy. “Answer the
quedtion!”

The man was not accustomed to having anyone grab his am and demand answers to questions. His
manner now, the tone of his voice, the way he disengaged himsdlf, showed that.

“Take it easy, officar,” he said. “This whole thing is a little extraordinary. A man named Clark Savage,
J., has headquarters in that building yonder. | am trying to reach him. Attempts are being made to
prevent me doing so. | want your help, your protection. | could give you a full explanation, but believe
me, it would not be wise to stand here on the street and talk. Once | safdly reach Clark Savage, | assure
you there will be aful explanation.”

The cop said, “Clark Savage? Y ou mean Doc Savage?”’

“yYes”

The officer was impressed. “Y ou know Savage? Can he vouch for you?’
“Of course. | work for him.”

The cop frowned. “Doc Savage hasfive assstants. Y ou're not one of them.”
“Naturaly not. I'm the president of a company which Doc Savage owns.”
“You are. Wdll, that's different. Come on, then.”

They set out together, moving with the crowd. The policeman was very sdf-conscious, very much the
watchdog, for a block or two.

THEN the officer began to talk. At fird his conversation was desgned to esse the obvious
near-screaming nervousness of the man who was so obvioudy the average-businessman type. But then
the cop got around to something that was on his mind. He had never met Doc Savage, the officer
explained casudly, athough he had heard a gresat dedl about him, and had studied, when he wasin rookie



school, a short pamphlet on practical aimind psychology which Doc Savage had written. Good Suff,
mighty good Stuff.

And of course everyone knew about Doc Savage, and his strange profession—a little like the suff you
read in the books about the days when guys went around wearing armor—of righting wrongs and
punishing evildoers who were outside the reach of the law. The officer chuckled sdf-conscioudy here
and sad, of coursg, it had a goofy sound when you came right out and said that a men had such a
profession, but then he understood that was what it amounted to. And anyway, Doc Savage sure wasn't
a crackpot, or he wouldn't have become as wel-known as he had, and he wouldnt have a specid
commission of high rank on the New York police force, which he did have. And he wouldn't be able to
afford the kind of a headquarters he maintained, the whole eighty-sixth floor of that skyscraper yonder,
and planes and speedboats and dl the equipment he used. And he wouldn't be known everywhere in
sdentific circles, and medical and surgicd ones, for the specidized research work he had done, unless he
was a normd fdlow, but on the extraordinary sde, too.

What the cop was driving at findly came out. He wanted to be introduced to Doc Savage. He wanted to
meet the Man of Bronze, as Doc Savage was now and then called in the newspaper headlines,

He wanted to meet Doc for about the same reasons any ordinary guy would have liked to have met
MacArthur, or Bing Craosby, or Churchill, or Henry Kaiser, or Stdin.

Why sure, it could be arranged, said the scared man.

The cop was grinning his pleasure when a blackjack smashed down on his head.

THE blackjack was a monkey wrench wrapped in a pullover sweater. The long-faced man who swvung it
put everything into the blow. He wanted to get that cop down, no matter how, and he did. When the
blow hit, there was a sound as if a coconut had cracked, and the young cop just spread out on the
gdewak.

Now two other men had the scared man. One got a bouncer's grip, coat collar and seat of the pants.
With that hold, a man can get another man up on tiptoes and make him run helplesdy, if he knows how to
do it. This one knew how. The other assailant grabbed a handful of the scared man's nose and mouth and
hed it, hed him practicaly slent.

They ran the man headlong into an automobile, a sedan, which drove up conveniently.

The car got moving. The whole thing actudly took no more than five seconds. The cop was hardly
gpread motionless on the walk before the scared man was in the car, and the car was leaving.

Thefdlow who had dugged the cop was last in the car. He pulled the door shut.
“You kill the cop?’ asked the driver.
“l don't know. Maybe.”

The driver was a heavy man with a green necktie and a green hat. He became the color of dried puity,
and terror was a hoarse thing in his voice as he said, “Lord, | wish we couldve got around that.”

“What the hdl dse was there?” growled the long-faced man. “The cop was waking dong with him.
What e could we do.”



“Maybe the cop won't die”
“Maybe. But | heard something crack in his head.”

The driver, his voice even worse, said, “You better get rid of that wrench. The sweater you wrapped
around it, too.”

“You let meworry about that,” the long-faced man muttered. He was worried.

They drove rapidly for about twenty blocks, turning often. Then they changed to another machine,
another sedan, but of different color. In this car they traveled at a more leisurdly pace, going uptown.

The long-faced man fdl to scowling at their victim. The latter lay on the floorboards, adhesive tape over
his mouth. Whenever he would try to ydl, the long-faced man would reach down and hold his nogtrils
pinched shut until the victim's face turned purple.

“Youre a damned nuisancel” said the long-faced man, his voice bitter, hateful. “You sure give us a
chasel” He began to kick the victim.

“Here! Herel Cut that out,” said the driver.
Why?'

“We don't want no bruises on him.”

“Oh”

Theride ended at a brownstone house in a once farly swanky section of the east Thirties, a house which
had a basement garage into which they drove. The door was quickly closed behind the car.

“You sure it's safe here?” demanded the long-faced man.

The driver got out. “Be funy as hdl if it wasn't, wouldnt it?” He sounded relieved. “Get old
run-and-tattle out of there, and well take him upsairs.”

The house had an unlived-in amdl of rats and spiderwebs and dust and deteriorating plaster. The
wallpaper hung in ungghtly scabs and the steps grunted and whined under their feet as they carried ther
vicim. The latter did what struggling he could, but he was hopeessy outnumbered, and his captors knew
where to hold him and how to make it hurt.

“Dont mark him up, dammit!” the driver kept warning. “It's got to look like a naturd death.”

THEY stripped every ditch of dothing off the victim, doing it on a blanket which they spread on the
dugty floor so that his naked body would not get dirty. When his body was found, the driver warned,
there had to be no sense of any suspicious dirt smears on it to start anybody wondering.

They pried open the victim's mouth, usng a flashlight to examine his teeth.

“A perfect set of choppers,” said the driver.

“Isthat good?’ asked the long-faced man.

“Itsnot likdy a dentist has ever done anything but clean his teeth. That means no X-rays. With X-rays,



they can identify a body sometimes. With fingerprints and denta X-rays, you got to be careful.”
“What about his fingerprints?’

“Well take care of that. When he dies, he will fdl over a sove or into a fire and his hands will get nice
and burned.”

They made no attempt to question the victim. They made no offers of life or liberty. He seemed to have
nothing whatever that they wanted, except his own life, which they were grimly preparing to take from
him.

“Get the syringe,” the driver said. “Andfill it full of that juice”
The hypodermic needle was not large. The “juice” was syrupy looking Stuff.

The long-faced man shot the suff into the victim, sdlecting the indgde of the mouth, an inner cheek which
could have been accidentally bitten by the man, as the spot.

“Theyll never think of looking there for any mark,” he said. “And there shouldn't be any mark anyway.”
“You sure the thing will work out?’ the driver demanded.

“Stop worryin' about it.”

B

“Look,” said the long-faced men patiently. “We know this guy has a heart allment. We know he has been
teking medicine for it for years. All right, the autopsy will show the heart alment and it will show his
system having traces of the medicine, and nobody is going to be suspicious about that. So we give im an
overdose of the medicine administered intravascularly, and when they make the autopsy, if they do, they
won't be able to tdl for sure whether there is an overdosage or a norma dosage of the medicine in his
system, because they won't know what the norma dosage was. They can't prove murder.”

“l wish | was as sure asyou are,” the driver said.

“Ligen pd, | didn't go three years to medicd school for nothing in my younger and more sensible days,”
the long-faced man said.

“Can they prove it's murder?’

“They can suspect, at the worst. | don't think the best damned lawyers and the best doctors could get on
the witness stand and actudly prove the man was murdered, going only by the autopsy sgns”

“How long will it take?’
“About three hours, and he oughta be dead.”

SLIGHTLY more than two hours later, one of the men decided he wanted some hot coffee, and went
into the ragged kitchen to light the gas stove, unaware there was a lesk in the stove somewhere. The
gove blew up.

The exploson had not much violence. Modlly it was whoosh! and outrush of flame The noise was
contributed by the stove-lighter faling over a chair and howling in darm.



Everyone dashed for the kitchen.

The drugged prisoner was left lying on the bed. He lurched off the bed, staggered to the window—he
was tied hand and foot—and fdl through the window heedfirst. His luck was good; he was not cut.

A shed roof, doping gently, lay immediady below the window. The bound men hit that, did down it,
aong with some of the glass from the broken window, and fdl about eght feet to a brick court. He lit,
gill with excdlent good fortune, on his feet, so that he was not injured at all.

He shuffled around on the bricks, got a pane of glass between his fingers, and with one dice, cut through
hisleg bindings

He got up and ran. He ran through an entry, out into the street, and down the street until he found a cab,
into which he piled.

“Cut my hands loose,” he told the driver.
The astonished driver complied.

The man sagged back on the cab cushions. He told the driver to take him to Doc Savage's headquarters,
and the driver, arare fdlow who knew urgency when he saw it, did so without delay.

The cab driver, however did linger in the vidnity after he unloaded the men at the skyscraper. He took a
second thought, remembered you usudly got in plenty of trouble when you put your nose in something
that didnt concern you, and redized further that he was going to be inducted into the army early in the
morning. He drove away, the one man who could have given a dight idea of where the vidim had come
from—at least he could have told where he had picked up the fare with his hands tied, which would have
been a great help. The driver left, to disappear immediatdy into the hungry impersona mechinery of the
United States Army. In justice to him, he did not know how important it was.

The vidim staggered into the building.

His face was getting blue. In other ways, too, he was beginning to look the way heart cases look.

Chapter Il

LIEUTENANT COLONEL ANDREW BLODGETT MAYFAIR was known as “Monk" Mayfar. He
was short and wide, homely, with a remarkable growth of rusty har practicaly everywhere, and he was
admittedly one of the gresat living indudtrid chemigts, dthough judging from his appearance his intelectud
levdl would be about the same as that of an amiable ape jumping around in a cage.

Brigadier General Theodore Marley Brooks was called “Ham” Brooks by his friends. Lean and dapper,
amean with the wide mobile mouth of an orator, he invariably made the ligs of best-dressed men back in
the days when people didn't have anything more important to do than to make up ligds of best-dressed
men. He was a lawyer. An eminent lawyer, as a matter of fact. The Harvard Law School was very
emphatic about this, pointing to him as its most accomplished product.

Monk Mayfar and Ham Brooks were aids of Doc Savage.
Each had a pet.

Monk's pet was an asounding pig with long jackrabbit legs and a set of ears like the wings on a
ramshackle bat. This pig was actudly some peculiar breed of Arabian hog, it seemed, because he was



quite old for a pig, a Methusdah among pigs indeed, and he showed no sgns of being any older than
when Monk had acquired him quite a while ago in Arabia. The pig's name was Habeas Corpus. Monk
hed named him Habeas Corpus to irritate Ham Brooks, who didn' like pigs, hogs, pork, shotes, swine,
boars, sows, bacon, pork chops or even pigskin gloves.

Ham's pet was a what-is-it chimpanzee from South America which bore a disgusing—disgusting to
Monk—resemblance to Monk Mayfar. This chimp was named Chemidry, because Monk was a
chemid, for the same purpose of irritation that the pig was named Habeas Corpus. Monk didn't like
Chemidry. Chemigtry didn't like Monk.

Monk and Ham, Habeas Corpus and Chemidtry, dl spent their surplus time quarreling with each other.

The result generdly was discouraging to anyone who happened to know that Monk was a world-known
chemig and Ham was an equaly famous lawyer. One expected more dignity from such notables.

Dignity was a commodity Monk and Ham had the least of when they got together. For years they had
been carrying on arousng fuss, which ranged from pulling snide tricks on each other to coming to actud
blows afew times.

They enjoyed ther quarrd thoroughly. No one had ever been able to put a stop to the perpetud row.
Quite afew people had tried, induding Doc Savage, and Doc had had no better luck than anyone dse,
which meant the quarrdl would probably last through the ages like the Rock of Gibrdtar and Santa Claus.

Monk and Ham, Habeas Corpus and Chemidry, were in Doc Savage's headquarters on the eghty-sxth
floor of the midtown building when the dying stranger walked in and talked about his breakfast food.

THE man didn't knock on the door. He hit it, or rather fdl agang it, and his unnerved fingers trying to
make sounds on the door made scratchings. When Monk Mayfair opened the door, the man could
gtand, and came shuffling into the room in a vague way, looking straight ahead asiif Sghtless.

“Here, here, you don't belong in here,” Monk said.
Monk thought he was a drunk.

The man kept waking, but acted asiif he was trying to stop and couldnt, then findly he did stop, swaying
wildly, his hands out and feding.

“My breakfast food,” he said in athick dying voice.

They had no doubt but that was what he said. Their uncertainty about it later just came from the
strangeness of the words, such an unusud thing for the man to say.

He said exactly the same thing again, but thicker, with more of eernity crawling loosdly in his voca
cords.

“My breakfast food,” he said.

Then he began turning dowly, as if he was going to pivot around and around, but going down dowly as
the strength went out of his knees. And probably thelife left his body at about the same time.

Monk caught him. Monk was ill under a misundersanding which led him to think the man was
intoxicated.



“Drunk as an owl,” Monk said.
Ham sad sharply, “I don't think so!”
They put him on alarge leather chair, and Ham stood holding hiswrigt.

The pig, Habeas Corpus, lowered his ears urtil they were hanging like rags, then sdied under a table.
The chimp, Chemistry, suddenly put his hands over his eyes. Monk, who was watching the animds, had
an extremely creepy senstion.

“Whew!” Ham said.

Ham went to the telephone.

HAM cdled three numbers, each time being told that Doc Savage was not there. At the fourth number
he cdled, there was a great ded of background noise made by a crowd and he was advised that Doc
Savage was present, but at the moment was addressing the conference—it was the Eastern Conference
of Surgical Research, and Ham had forgotten that Doc was to appear there tonight—from the platform.
Was it important enough to interrupt Mr. Savage's speech? Ham said no, not to do that, but to give Doc
anote saying, “ Unidentified man just dropped dead at headquarters. Sending him to hospital.”

Monk grunted, and said, “You're alittle mixed up. Do they send dead men to hospitas?”’

Ham said, “I'm no doctor. He looks dead to me, but there might be some life I&ft in him. I'm not taking
any chances.”

He put in an emergency cdl to the nearest hospitd.

“You should have cdled the hospitd firg,” Monk said.

Ham muttered that he knew that; he guessed he was alittle confused.
“Theré's nothing in his pocket,” Monk said.

“You mean nothing to identify him?’

“l mean nothing &t all.”

“Ian't that sort of queer? Did you ever hear of a man going around without a least something or other in
his pockets?’

They stood there looking at each other, puzzled. It was queer, dl right.

Monk looked indde the dead man's inner coat pocket, then indde the other pockets, the trouser
waistband, the shoes.

“The labels very carefully cut out,” he said. “That don't look right.”

Ham went outsde to question the elevator operators, immediately finding the one who had brought the
men up. The man had merdy waked into the devator and said, “Eighty-gxth floor.” That was dl the
operator knew. And that was as far, it developed, as they were able to trace the man's back-trail.

An ambulance arrived downgtairs. Because the cdl had come from Doc Savage's establishment, one of



the chief surgeons of the hospita had accompanied it in addition to the usud intern.
“Heart case,” the specidist said immediady.

“You mean it was anatural desth? Ham demanded.

“l wouldn't go that far with a snagp judgment,” said the physician.

“But heis dead?’

“Yes. You want usto drop the body off a the morgue?

Monk said he did, but added he had better check with the police, so there would be no mixup. Monk
got on the telephone, and received an okay on the tranderring of the body. The procedure was not
irregular, because both Monk and Ham, as wdl as Doc, had specid police commissons which judtified
what otherwise would have been alegd irregularity in moving the body.

The body was transferred to the ambulance.

Chapter Il

DOC SAVAGE was unusud, but this did not mean that he was a superman. Now and then a tabloid
newspaper would labe him as the man who was a remarkable combination of physcd giant, mentd
wizard and scientific marvel. But they did this for the same reason that a corny movie publicity man now
and then used the words stupendous and marvelous and unpardleled in describing some medium-grade
flicker opera. It was gretching the facts somewhat.

The screwbd| fact about Doc's life was sldom mentioned, because not many knew it. This was his
grange childhood. He had been taken literdly from the cradle and placed in the hands of scientists for
training for the career which he now followed. This in itsdf was not particulally unique—scientists
frequently get it into ther heads to take some baby and raise hm and make a wonder-man out of him.
Usudly they have aflop on their hands at the end.

Doc Savage's father, about the time Doc was born, evidently received some kind of shock which
completdy warped his outlook on life—made him devote the rest of his days to rasng a son who would
folow the career of righting wrongs and punishing criminds who seemed to be outsde the law. Doc
never knew what happened to his father to give him such an idea.

Heritage had given Doc abig frame and good hedth, and to this the years of scientific development had
naurdly added a greet deal. He was a phenomend physical specimen, but so would anyone else have
been who had received the same interminable training.

Hismenta abilities and the superior eficiency of his senses were genuine, but only the result of a felow
who hadn't had anything like a norma boyhood.

The training had been endless. Some of it was tortuous, some of it interesting, some of it slly, and a
normd kid would not have stuck with any of it long enough for it to mold him as it was intended. But
Doc, because they had caught him young, had taken the works. Not aways willingly, but he had taken it.

He gill endeavored to devote two hours a day to exercises intended to develop every muscle and sense.
Sometimes, as any other guy would, he let it dide. But not too often.

Hisfive assigtants, who were with him most of the time, had never ceased being amazed a Doc, dthough



they had been connected with him for some years now. So the training had evidently done a gresat dedl
for Doc.

Because the meeting he had been addressing, the Eastern Conference of Surgicad Research, had been an
ultracsforma affair, and because Doc Savage had been principa speaker, he was wearing full dress when
he turned up at his downtown headquarters.

Riding up in the eevator, he frowned at himsdf in a mirror. He didn't care for himsdf in a monkey uit.

He entered the big reception room, where Monk Mayfair and Ham Brooks were waiting. He listened to
them tdl him about the dead man.

MONK and Ham were full of details. They had a long and exact word picture of how the stranger hed
come into the place acting strangdly, had gasped out the words about his “breakfast-food,” then had
died. They concluded with the hospital doctor saying it was probably heart trouble, and named the
morgue to which the body had been taken. The body had gone, they finished, not more than ten minutes

ago.
Doc had one question.

“Did you take any pictures?’ he asked.
“Blazed” Monk said.

He and Ham swapped disgusted looks. It hadn't dawned on them until now that they had overlooked
what was a very common procedure, not only in Doc's group, but by the police as wel—photographing
the scene of the crime before the body was removed.

“I never thought of that until thisminute” Ham said.

“No identification whatever?’

“None.”

“That means the labds ripped off the dothing?’

“yes”

Doc sad, “We had better go take another look at that body.”

Monk and Ham followed shegpishly. Doc Savage maintained a private garage in the basement of the
skyscraper, served by an devator leading directly to ther eghty-sxth floor headquarters.

“Did we do something wrong?’ Monk demanded as they rode south and east.
“Only in not photographing the body,” Doc said. “That was an oversight.”
Three blocks from the morgue, they began to get the idea that something was wrong.

The morgue was a dity one, assgned to serve a designated section of the city, and it was located in about
the kind of a neighborhood where you would expect to find a morgue. A neighborhood of rattletrap
warehouses and low-grade tenements.



On Second Avenue, they met a hose truck careening around a corner. A policeman sanding in the
middle of the Street started to herd them back, but recognized Doc Savage, probably by the specid
license number on his car, and waved him on.

“There's something doing around the Morgue,” Monk said.

They pulled up in the jam of fire apparatus, a police prowl car, hose, ladders, and the other litter that
aways mushroomsin the vidnity of afire

“Hdl of an uproar over nothing much,” afireman told them. “They got it put out, and there wasn't nothing
much burned but the corpse.”

Monk got a strange look.
“If it's the corpse I'm thinking about,” he said, “I wouldn't cdl it so nothing-much.”

It was.

THE fire had occurred in a room where a routine check-over was given unidentified bodies when they
were brought to the morgue. The check-over consisted of taking the fingerprints, physical measurements,
and gripping the garments from the cadaver preparatory to raling it on to the little wheded stretcher that
went into the refrigerator drawers.

The attendant making the check had been cdled to the telephone—at least he had heard someone ydl to
him that he was wanted on the telephone, and he had stepped outside. There had been a kind of mushy
exploson, dmog a once, and the attendant forgot dl about the phone cdl and dashed back, finding the
room on fire.

“l had two gallon-bottles of gasoline sanding on the cabinet,” he explained. “We use the Suff to dean up
the place.”

He did some pointing.

“You can see where the shdf came loose from the wdl. The screws pulled out. Thet let both gasoline
bottles fal on the stretcher where the corpse was lying, and they broke. They were just ordinary gdlon
glassjugs, so they'd break easy. The gasoline splashed around and vaporized.”

Monk asked, “What st it &fire, though?’

“l was smoking a cigarette. | guess| put itin atray. | guess tha when the gasoline hit that, it went.”
“What about the dead man's fingerprints?” Doc Savage asked.

“Oh, | had dready got those. They areinthefile”

Doc sad, “Ham, would you go with im and get them?’

Ham went away with the attendant to get the fingerprints.

Doc looked over the fire. It was out. The chemica truck had extinguished it. There was a great ded of
the extinguisher foam around, some of it on the body. But the body had been burned so that it was not
recognizable. The skin was even charred off both of the hands.



In the meantime, the attendant and Ham went into an office, which had two parts, a reception part
enclosed by araling, and another part where there were filing cabinets and a few clerks. Three gloomy
looking men were waiting in the reception part, and there were only two clerks in the other part.

The attendant went to ametd case.

“It'slucky | got the fingerprints firg, if it's important, because the fire burned the hands,” he said.
He pulled a card out of a case. “Thisisit,” he said.

Ham put the card in the Side pocket of his coat, saying, “ That's fine”

“Wait aminute. We're supposed to have that in our files—’

“Well make a photostat of it, and return the print card to you.”

“You will? Thet'l be fine”

As they |€ft, one of the gloomy looking men in the waiting-room part was foding with the gate in the
raling. He was trying to open the gate, and it wouldn't open. He shoved againd it, and it opened, and he
sumbled against Ham.

“Excuseme” he sad. “Darn that gate!”

Ham said, “That'sdl right,” and straightened his coat. He went on, with the attendant.

“Hey, wait!” cdled the gloomy looking man.

Ham hdlted. “Eh?’

“You dropped this, didn't you?’

The man was extending the fingerprint card, or a card which Ham naturaly presumed was the same card.
“Say, thankd” Ham exclaimed.

He took the card and went on. He hadn't noticed anything wrong.

THE gloomy looking mean lost no timein getting out of there. He stopped in a rundown saloon in the next
block, to be shortly joined by the other two gloomy looking fellows who had been in the reception part
of the office.

“Smooth as cream,” one of the newcomers said.

“He didn't notice the switch?’

“Nobody could have seen that switch. You did adick job.”

“Okay. You two lay low. | don't think anything went wrong, but it won't hurt for you to be laying low.”
The two men nodded.

“Say,” one of them said. “Which one of Doc Savage's men was that guy?”



“Ham Brooks. His ful name is Brigadier Generd Theodore Marley Brooks. He's a lawyer, a big-time
Or’e_”

“He didn't look too tough.”
“Dont let hislooks fool you. Just hope you never see him again.”
“Heistough, en?’

“He works right with Savage, and that by itsdf takes him out of the pattycake class. Now best it, you
two.”

The pair went away.

THE gloomy man went to a hotedl on Lexington Avenue, a place where there was nothing less than eght
dollars. He was registered there. He got his key. His suite was €leven-one-seven. It faced east, and the
shades were drawn.

He raised the shade—not the way a shade would normaly be raised, jus to the hdf- or two-thirds-way
mark, but entirdly to the top. To make the thing more effective, he put a floor lamp in front of the window
and switched it on.

He had his hat off and was washing his hands when the telephone rang.
The voice on the telephone didn't waste any time identifying itsdlf.

“Did you exchange the merchandise?’ it said.

“| did better than that,” the gloomy man said. “1 managed to—"

“You dop-faced fool!” the voice said. “You were told exactly what to do, and above everything you
weren't to throw in any touches of your own! When | make aplan, | want it followed!”
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“Shut up! Stay right where you are until you hear from me! Don't movel”

The gloomy man hung up and spent ten minutes waking around the room or gtting in chairs, looking
disgusted. On the south side of the room, there was a connecting door, locked, to another suite. When
there was a knocking on this, the man looked frightened.

“Who—who isit?’

“Come over here and St down close to the door,” said the voice which had been on the telephone. “Are
you done?’

“I'm done”
“All right, what kind of afoal trick did you pull?’

“Ligen,” said the gloomy man. He was indignant. “All | did was save our necks. That's dl. Me and the
other two guys got that fire started dl right, and got out of the building. Then we circled around and came
inthe other door, but we didn't have time to get to the case where they put the fingerprint card. We were



inthe reception part of the office, trying to figure out how to get to the file and take out the card and put
inthe phony card we had fixed up. That had us sumped. We didnt belong in the office, so we couldn't
just walk in. We had about decided to say | was a newspaper reporter and wanted to see the card—we
were taking about doing that—when in walks Doc Savage's man Ham Brooks, and he gets the card out
of thefile”

The man on the other Sde of the door swore hitterly. “That was something nobody could figure on.”

“It came out dl right,” the gloomy man said. “I picked his pocket. | got the red card. Then | says to this
Brooks, 'Y ou dropped this didn't you? and | handed him my fake. He took it and went on. Me and the
other two beat it, and | told them to hide out.”

“Oh! Oh, it came out dl right?’

“Sureit did.”

“Thet'sfine”

“Wel, for adop-faced foal, | didn't think | did so bad.”

“l spoke too quickly when | cdled you names. Would a hundred-dollar bonus make you fed any
better?’

“Condderable”

NOW there was a slence. The gloomy man could bear the traffic on Lexington, and could hear devated
trains damming south on the nearby L. “Don't go away,” said the voice on the other sde of the door.
“I'm thinking.”

The thinking went on for five minutes.

“Here,)” sad the voice on the other side of the door, “iswhat you are to do. There is a crazy man named
Dub Champion. Or there was. He was accidentaly drowned about two weeks ago. It just happens
nobody knows he is dead yet. His body hasn't been found. So don't tdl anybody he is dead. Start
investigating him, and find out dl you can about his rdaives.”

“Where do | dart investigating?’ asked the gloomy man.

“The Plainview County Sanitarium.”

“What's that?’

“A place where they treated this Dub Champion for his mentd allment.”

The gloomy man was thoughtful. When he spoke, he was dso suspicious. “When did this Dub Champion
get out of this booby nest?”

“Two weeks ago.”
“Did he escape, or what? | mean, will they be suspiciousif I—"

“They think he escaped. Tdl them you read about it, and you think he might be your cousin or
something.”



“Did this Dub Champion actudly drown?’ The gloomy man made some uneasy faces.
“You can be damned sure his body is at the bottom of the upper bay.”

“But maybe it's been found—’

“Not likdly. It wasin a concrete block when it sank.”

“Oht”

“Hnd out about his rdatives. Names and addresses.”

SEVEN and a fraction hours later, the gloomy man was back in his hotd suite. He sgnded with the
window shade, got a telephone cdl, and the informetion that the voice would be in the other room
shortly.

The gloomy man was curious about the identity of whoever was giving him orders. So he held the door of
his room open a crack, and watched the eevators and the hdl, to see who would enter the adjoining
auite.

No one did. Instead, he fantly heard the phone ring in the other suite, and a moment later, there was the
knock on the connecting door.

The gloomy man scowled. Whomever he was going to talk to had been in the adjoining suite dl the time,
Someone ese had taken the Sgnd, and telephoned whomever was in the suite.

He went to the connecting door.

“Dub Champion just had one living relative,” he said.

“Who?’

“Hma Champion.”

“What address?’

“The Lazy-C Ranch, which gets its mail out of Buffdo, Wyoming.”
“What else did you find out about her?’

“Not much more than that. She runs this ranch. It's aranch where they take paying guests, a dude ranch.
On my way back, | stopped a a travel agency and looked the place up in a directory where they lig
such places as dude ranches. It sad: "A dude ranch in the picturesque Big Horn Mountains, with riding,
actud cow herding, camping, trout fishing; big game hunting in season, ek, deer, bear, antdope. Miss
Bma Champion, owner-manager.”

“Thet dI?’
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The man on the other side of the door had one of his thinking silences, apparently, because it was some
time before he said, “You there?’

“Sill here”



“Have you any ideawhy | asked you to find out about the relatives of this Dub Champion?’
“Not the least idea.”

“All right, | don't believe in kegping an intdligent man in ignorance” said the voice. “Something might
come up where you would be able to help a great ded if you knew the Stuation. So I'm going to giveit to
you.”

“Thanks”

“Hrg, | want to impress on you again thet it is very regrettable that we had to have the dightest persond
contact with Doc Savage or any of hisaids. Too bad we couldn't have taken on the Army, the Navy and
the Marine Corps instead—because they probably would have been safer.”

The gloomy man, sounding even more gloomy, said, “You don't need to tdl me about Savage. I've heard
about him before.”

“We have to keep Savage from becoming more suspicious”
“How will this Dub Champion—"

“Right now,” the voice explained, “Doc Savage is very suspicious. He int saying much, but he has his
eyes open, and he isn't going to stop looking around. In a day or two, he will dig in real earnest on this
thing. So we have got to stop that.”

THERE was a pause, and movement on the other sde of the door, after which an envelope skidded
under the door.

“Thereis money for plane reservations,” the voice said. “Buy one ticket going out to Wyoming, and two
coming back, because you are going to bring this girl, Elma Champion, back with you.”

“What if she don't want to come?’
“Youll have a gory that'll make her want to come.”

The gloomy man had another objection. “These days, you don't just go down to the arlines and say give
me aticket to Wyoming, and two coming back. There's such things as priorities and reservations and so
on”

“Yes, and there's such things as black markets, and guys who for ten or twenty dollars extra will see you
get what you need.”

1] Oh.”

“Bring this Elma Champion, of the Lazy-C Ranch, to New Y ork. When she is here, we will fix it so she
cant hdp identifying the burned body of the man who died in Doc Savage's office as her
haf-witted—wheat relation is he to her?’

1] Ume.”

“Right. Shelll identify the man as her haf-witted uncle. Shell explain that he was nuts, and had the habit of
approaching famous people in a goofy way, and that he had heart-trouble and often collgpsed when he
was pulling one of his approaches—all of which is true. Then what will happen?’



“Savage will decide the dead man was just a poor haf-witted guy and forget dl about the incident.”

“Exactly. We hope.” The voice on the other sde of the door swore sourly. “This is a lat of trouble to
take. But we better do it. We can't take chances with this Savage.”

The men picked up the envelope. “Okay. I'm off.”

Suddenly the voice swore some more. In darm, thistime. “Wait, you can't go! | just happened to think!”
“Why can't | go?’

“Didn't you say Savage's assstant Ham Brooks saw you?’

“Yegh!”

“All right, you couldn't bring the gil back. Brooks would recognize you when you turned up with her. . . .
You go ahead and get the arline tickets. Well send another man to Wyoming.”

“Wholl you send?

“Dont let that worry you,” the voice advised.

THERE was one other matter discussed. It didn't take long....

“How is the buying coming aong?’ the gloomy man asked.

“Hine”

“Isdl of it bought up yet?’

“Asfa as we know, thereisjust one supply left. That is at the Zeus-Stevens Chemicad Company.”
“Want me to buy up that?’

“It's being taken care of dready,” the voice explained.

Chapter IV

THE Zeus-Stevens Chemica Company had sdes offices on Madison Avenue below Forty-Second
Street, the warehouse being in New Jersey. Sales were made on Madison, ddiveriesin Jersey.

A dender and dapper man who bore a least a superficid resemblance to Ham Brooks appeared at the
chemica concern's Madison Avenue office early in the afternoon.

He asked if his purchase of a certain drug was ready. He received assurance it was.

The drug was a rare one, provided the true meaening of the word rare was meant. Rare, meaning not
frequently encountered.

It was not anew drug. It had been known for along time, haf a century probably, and was the result of a
didillation process gpplied to an herb which happened to grow no place but in the orienta tropics.

The drug was practicaly never sold anymore, because no one could think of anything it was good for.



Certanly the Zeus-Stevens concern was glad to move their whole stock of the stuff. This purchaser had
taken the entire lot on hand.

The sde, however, was not noted as being unusud. The drug was neither poisonous, nor on the criticd
lis. Nobody had his suspicions aroused . . . yet.

It was not unusud for purchasers to pay the Zeus-Stevens Company cash; in fact they were required to
do so when they did not have a firm credit rating or a Dun & Bradstreet rating. But usudly it was a
check, not full payment in greenbacks, the way this was paid.

The dapper man dug the money out of his billfold.

A bunch of business cards fdl out on the counter in front of the cashier.
The cards saidk:

THEODORE MARLEY “ HAM” BROOKS

Doc Savage Associate... Attorney

The purchaser pretended not to naotice at fird that he had dropped the cards. The cashier, as a gesture of
politeness, picked them up.

The man gave avidlent start. “Good God!” he said.

The cashier looked astonished. He was more astonished when the dapper man looked around
mysterioudy, then leaned forward and whispered, “You saw my name on those cards, didn't you?’

“|—yes”
“All right—what will you take to keep your mouth shut?’

“What?'

“Dont tdl anybody who | am, or anything about me being here.”

“Oh, 1 will keep the matter confidentid, if you wish,” said, the Zeus-Stevens employee.

“Okay. Whatll it cost me?”

“Cogt you? Y ou mean you are offering to pay me for my silence? That won't be necessary, | assure you.”

The dapper men didn't seem convinced. With an ar of elaborate mysery, he dipped a hill across the
counter. The cashier was astounded when he saw the denomination wasfifty dollars.

“No, | couldn't do that,” said the cashier, shoving the money back.

“I'm a Doc Savage assstant, and | want that kept under your hat,” the man said. “I'm willing to pay for it,
and pay plenty.”

“l have my own idess of what is honorable and dishonorable,” said the cashier firmly. “Taking pay for
such athing would not be at dl acceptable to my code. No, thank you.”

“You better keep your blatt shut,” said the dapper man with a noticesble threet in his voice.
“Good afternoon, Sr,” said the cashier coldly. “You may expect my slence as long as | congder | am



doing the right thing.”
“Okay, okay. Where do | pick up the Suff?’

“At our Jersey warehouse. Here isthe address.”

THE dapper man caled for the shipment of drug in a pickup truck, and brought it to a private dwdling in
West New York, New Jersey, a suburb directly across the river from midtown Manhaitan.

Here he met the gloomy-faced man. “It go dl right?’ the latter demanded.

“Finel Fingl”

“You got dl they had?’

“Every drop.”

“Did you manage to make them think that one of Doc Savage's men had bought it?’

“l sure did,” said the dapper man. He was pleased with his cleverness, and went into detall describing
how he had dropped the cards, and made sure that the cashier had noticed the name of Ham Brooks on
them, then fixed the incident in the cashier's memory by offering the fifty-dollar bribe.

“That prissy cashier,” sad the dapper man, “won't forget that incident for years. He's that kind of aguy.”
The sour man asked, “Is he the kind of guy that will tdl the law about it when things start bresking?’

“That's exactly the kind of a guy he is. Prissy. He's not going to do anything the least bit off-color, that
gy isn't. He's just the kind of afdlow we needed for the purpose.”

“That's great. You did a good job.”

“What about the drug? It's loaded in the pand job outside.”

“You will ddiver it to the same place the rest was taken,” the sour man directed.
“Oh, you mean up north?’

“yes”

The dapper man went over to a mirror and examined himsdf. He chuckled. “Say, | make a good Ham
Brooks, don't I, now?’

“You won't need that disguise any longer,” the gloomy-faced man informed him. “Better get out of it
before you leave with the pand truck.”

The other turned his head. “ Oh, weve bought up dl that drug, then?’

“Every drop of it. We've scoured the country from east to west and north to south, spending nearly three
months at the job, and usng about fifteen men. The hill for traveing expenses was something to make
your eyes stick out. But if theré's a drop of that drug in the United States that we haven't bought up, |
don't know about it.”

“What about Mexico, South America, England, places like that?’



“We bought it up there before we started in on the U.SA.”
“Oh. | didn't know about that.”

THE long-faced man ate dinner at a quiet but expengve restaurant in the midtown resdentid district. He
hed an gppointment there, and his guest arrived on time.

The guest was a pae young man who licked his lips and jerked his eyes here and there as if he were
afraid something might be cregping up behind him,

The guest had some shests of paper which he spread in front of the long-faced man. The latter examined
them. They were carbon copies of shipping orders from Goody-Prest Corporation.

The pae young man was aminor clerk in the packing department of the Goody-Prest Corporation.

“These show where the lagt shipments went,” he explained. “That's dl there is. There won't be any more
shipments”

“Wdl, what we've shipped should be enough,” the gloomy-faced men said shortly.

“I'l say. Weve covered the country with the suff. It has gone everywhere. Big towns and little towns,
from Cdiforniato Maine, from Duluth to New Orleans.”

The sour man nodded.

“Hrg shipment went to Tulsa, Oklahoma, didnt it?” he asked.
“Tulsa That's right.”

“It should be going on sdlein Tulsa before long.”

“It's probably on saeright now.”

“That means well sart getting action any time”

“Thet'sright.”

The pae young man twisted his fork nervoudy in his fingers. Something was bothering him. He asked a
question. “You think we're safe inthis?” he demanded.

“Wha makes you think we're not?’
“Wdl, when the Old Man broke loose and started for Doc Savage with the whole story, it looked bad.”
“We stopped that, didn't we?’

“We didif Doc Savage doesn't find out who the Old Man was, | guess. Has Savage or any of his men
identified the Old Man's body?’

“No. And they won't, because welve got a scheme fixed up where the body will be identified as an old
crazy man from Wyoming, a guy name Dub Champion. The crazy guy has a niece named Elma
Champion in Wyoming, and were going to bring her back and trick her into identifying the dead man as
her Uncle Dub. Thet'll throw Savage off the trall.”



Alarmed, the young man gasped, “Trall! Is Savage on our trail? Does he suspect anything?’
The other waved a hand impatiently.

“Quit worrying,” he said. “Savage won't be able to get at usfor aweek or <o, if we play our cards right,
and after that he won't be able to harm us. Hell be out of luck. I'll bet you they try and hang him within
twenty-four hours after the thing breaks.” The idea pleased the gloomy-faced man. He leaned forward
impressivdly and said, “I'll bet you that in thirty-six hours after the firs person dies in Tulsa, Savage will
be tried and hung. Either that, or mobbed.”

THE pale young man could eat no dinner. He tried, but the food seemed to swel in his mouth. He
resorted to consuming one cocktall after another in an effort to get hold of himsdf and crowd back
whatever was bothering him.

The sour, older men findly warned him, “Bad idea to get tight. What the hell's wrong with you, anyway?’

The young man shook his head wordlessy. He sat very dill for a while, looking somewhat as if he were
bleeding to death in the way that color Ieft his face. When he spoke, it was a moan, and dmost explosive.

He sad, “Theideaof dl those people having to die—it's getting me down.”
Having said that, he put his hands on his arms and quigtly fainted.

Chapter V

THE wordy, flashy gentleman who left the plane a Cheyenne, Wyoming, said his name was Danid W.
Lochaber. He told severd people this, loudly and importantly, while he was trying to arrange for a car to
haul him north across hdf the state to Buffao. He gave the impression of being a second-rate Hollywood
publicity man. He had to take a bus, though, findly.

He was awide man, probably thirty or thirty-five, who tried to dress a collegiate twenty. He wasn't fat.
He was sun-tanned, with a big grin, twinkling blue eyes and aloud traveling voice. The loud voice helped
make him noticeable. He talked too much.

The bus passengers found him to be entertaining and farly likeable, dthough their firg idea had been that
he was going to be an infernd bore. He wasn't; he knew alot of words and he liked to use them. But he
would stop now and then and let someone dse tak.

He was ds0 an inveterae petty gambler. He wanted to bet on anything and everything, from the number
of antelope they would see from the bus, to the time of arrivd in Buffao.

He hired a car in Buffdo, and it took him up the canyon, then back into the mountains. He was much
impressed by the mountains.

“Marvelous country!” he told Elma Champion at the Lazy-C Ranch. “ Stupendous scenery. Glorious air.
Why, it makes you fed like a songbird in the soring, yes it does!”

He examined Elma Champion approvingly.
“And you certainly touch off the scenery infine shape!” he added.



There was nothing thegtrical about Elma Champion. Nothing cheap. Not brassy nor atificid. She wasn't
too tal and she wasn't too blonde and she wasn't too beautiful. She had a definite qudity of loveliness a
thing that was quiite red dthough a little hard to explain, something that would somehow cause a man to
wak for awhilein slence after he saw her, just thinking.

“Boy!” said Danid W. Lochaber. “Boy! Boy! Shades of Powder River and Cdamity Jane!”
“What can we do for you?’ Elma Champion asked. “Riding, camping, fishing, mountain-dimbing?’

Danid W. Lochaber sghed. “I wish | could be a guest here” he sad ecdtaticdly. “There is nothing |
would like more, nothing whatever, I'll bet you on that.”

But it seemed the future of a dude ranch guest in such ddightful surroundings as the Lazy-C offered was
not to be his lot, he explained. Because he was a private detective. He had been approached by an
insurance company. The insurance company had a policy on one Dub Champion.

“Unde Dub!” Elma Champion exclamed.
“Yes, your Uncle Dubberndl Champion.”

“But why on earth did an insurance company let Uncle Dub take out a policy?’ the young woman
demanded. “Undle Dub has been cracked for years.”

“That is undoubtedly why they sent me out here,” said Danid W. Lochaber.
“l don't get it.”

“They want you in New York.”

“Why?'

“You are the bendficiary of thisinsurance policy.”

“But why don't they just cancd the policy? . . . Wait, they don't think I'm a crook, do they? They don't
think | had a hand in trying to cheat them? Why, | haven't even seen Unde Dub in years—"

Danid W. Lochaber put on an arr of motherly sympathy, of a man weighted down with the sad tidings he
hed to impart.

“Dub Champion is dead—we think,” he said.

The news shocked Elma. The pain was quite genuine, with the firg impact of the news, when she said,
“Poor Uncle Dub. He was such anice old fellow, and entirdy harmless.” Then, as thoughts of the Uncle
passed through her mind, tears came. She excused hersdf and went into the ranch house.

Danid W. Lochaber seemed to be a sengtive man who was depressed by the girl's loss. He looked
around at the mountains, one or two of which were snow-capped at this season of the year. The beauty
of the place, the mgesty of the forest, the happy rudtling of amountain stream nearby, restored his spirits.

He ambled over to the corra, where a cowhand was trying to daly his loop over the head of a skittish,
mean-eyed sorrel bronc.

“Nice-looking horse,” Lochaber remarked.

“Yeah, nice like a gsick of dynamite” said the cowpuncher. “That's old Devil Ear, our rodeo



orangoutang. Miss ElImafigures well have to sdl hm maybe.”
“Bucking horse, en?’

“Hes asunfishin’ son of agun.”

“Bet you twenty dollars | can ride him,” said Danid W. Lochaber.

The cowhand was dartled. He looked over his vidgtor narrowly, scratched his head, said, “You don't
look like Westy Phillips”

“Who's he?’
“The only ranny who ever rode old Devil Ear,” the cowhand said. “I'll just take you up on that twenty.”

Bima Champion appeared at this point, in time to overhear what the bet was about. She told the cowboy,
“Cut it out, Goober. | won't have any greenhornsriding Devil Ear.”

Goober grinned and went on trying to catch the bronc.

AS she walked toward the house with Danid W. Lochaber, Elma Champion said, “Goober was dl et to
fleece you like a lamb. Nobody has ridden Devil Ear except a fdlow from Oregon by the name of
Phillips”

“l got mysdf into it,” Danid W. Lochaber confessed. “You see, | have an irresistible indingtion to bet on
things It just pops out of me. It isvery embarrassng.”

“It would have embarrassed you if youd tried to ride old Devil,” the girl sad. “It would have
embarrassed you dl over the place, possbly inlittle pieces”

Danid W. Lochaber glanced sdewise a the girl. “The cowboy said something about you having to <l
the horse”

“So Goober said that.” She shrugged. “Well, | suppose everybody ese knows it.”

“You need money?’

She grimaced. “Use your imagination. What do you think the war has done to the dude ranching
busness?’

“l imaging” said Lochaber judicioudy, “that it has not improved it.”
“Improved it to practicdly nothing.”
Lochaber nodded.

“All the more reason for you to accompany me to New York. You should go there immediady by
plane”

“Ligen, abusisalot chegper.”
“Oh, but the insurance company is going to pay your expenses by plane”
Bma Champion hdted. She faced him. She put her hands, fists, on her hips and eyed him intently. After



she had done that a moment, she shook her head, puzzled.
“Your horns,” she said, “aren't vishle”
[13 E,]?l

She explained, “Just my quaint way of saying that | don't know what devilment you are up to, but that |
grongly suspect there is some.”

“If there is, you may rest assured I'm not a partner to it.” Lochaber added gdlantly, “And if it should
develop tha there is something with—uwith horns, as you express it—you may rest assured thet | shdl
look after your interests exclusvely.”

“Since when,” Elma asked, “ are insurance companies in the habit of paying plane fares to people to come
and identify their dients?’

Danid W. Lochaber frowned thoughtfully.
“Totdl the truth,” he confessed, “I have done some wondering about that.”
“They're probably trying to flim-flam me out of the insurance.”

“In that case,” sad Danid W. Lochaber emphaticdly, “I will sand by you as your friend. You may
depend on me”

Bma Champion eyed him narrowly. “Y ou befriend eeslly, don't you?’
“When they are as lovdy as you, yes indeed,” said Danid W. Lochaber, grinning and blushing.
“Glad to see you tdl the truth, too,” Elma Champion said. “It1l take me about twenty minutes to pack.”

THEY arrived in New Y ork, |eft the plane at La Guardia, and entered the waiting room, and Danid W.
L ochaber was looking around and complaining, “I wired ahead to the insurance company, and | thought
they'd have a man to meet us” when a tdl, long-faced man came up and said, “Good morning,
Lochaber. | presume thisis Miss Champion?’

“Oh, Mr. Heet!” exdamed Lochaber. “I didn't see you! | was wondering if—yes. Yes indeed, this is
Miss Elma Champion, of the Lazy-C Ranch, niece of the deceased Dub Champion. Miss Champion, this
isMr. R. W. Hest, of the insurance company.”

R. W. FHeet was thin, bony, had a skin something like the hide on an old drum, and a pair of ears which
would have looked more appropriate on a fox. He had a way of amiling as if he didn't mean it, showing
pointed teeth in the process.

“Yes, | an Elma Champion,” Elma said, sheking Mr. Fleet's hand and not liking it a bit.
“| have your hotel room ready for you, Miss Champion,” said Fleet. “And my car iswaiting.”

Bima Champion was suspicious. She sat in the corner of the rear seat, and clasped her large handbag in
her lap. She hadn't told anybody, but her dad's old cowboy six-shooter was in the handbag.

The hotd was a good one. Elma had never been to New York City before, but she had heard of the
hotel. She had listened to radio dance music programs origingting from its roof garden.



“Mr. Heet,” said Elma Champion. “Whét is the catch?’
“Catch?’

“You know, likein bear-trap. It just happensthat | don't recdl insurance companies putting out expense
money thisway.”

Mr. Fleet grinned sheepidhly.

“The catch,” he said, “is that we hope you won't be able to identify the dead man as your Unde Dub
Champion, in which case we won't have to pay off the insurance policy.”

“Then I've got to identify this body as Uncle Dub's in order to get the insurance?’
“Ya”
“How much insurance?’

“RHve thousand dollars.”

Chapter VI

IT was the cusom of Ham Brooks, the lawyer, to arise a what he caled a gentleman's hour: about ten
o'clock in the morning. Following habit, he usudly spent an hour or more deciding what he should wear
that day, after which he would arrive a Doc Savage's eighty-sixth-floor headquarters to pick up Monk
Mayfar and enjoy a good breskfast flavored by a quarrd with Monk, who would be esting lunch about
the same time, dthough Monk ingsted on cdling his midday med a dinner.

Thismorning he was exactly on schedule, and in good spirits, except that he was wondering what he was
going to fuss about with Monk when he arrived at headquarters.

“Hdlo, you missng link,” he said, for lack of a better inavility.

Monk, with an innocent expression, said, “There was a telephone cal for you, Goldilocks. Some fdlow
who said his name was Van Willinger, and he had to leave for Cdiforniain a hurry, and if you wanted to
see him, you could catch him &t the La Guardia airport at twelve-thirty.” Monk consulted his watch. “Not
much time, if you're interested.”

Ham completely overlooked the dy look on Monk's face.

“Van Willinger!” Ham howled. “Lord, he owes me awhopping fee He mugt be in the notion of paying it.
If he gets to Cdifornia, I'll never collect!”

And Ham charged out again.
But Ham was back—to Monk's open-mouthed disgus—in not more than ten minutes.

“You double-crossing baboon,” Ham said. “It's lucky | remembered by the time | got downdairs that
you had that look on your face you get when you're lying. So | cdl Van Willinger's office, and not only is
he not gaing to Cdifornia, but he never telephoned, and he isn't in the notion of paying the fee”

“If you would quit trying to rob dl your dients” Monk suggested, “you would have less trouble
collecting.”



Ham adways carried a commonplace black cane which dl his associates knew was a sword cane. He
pointed this at Monk thresteningly.

“Why did you lieto me?’ he ydled.

Monk was caught short for an answer. While he was fly-catching with his mouth, trying to think of
something, the door to the library opened and Doc Savage, a man, and agirl came ouit.

Doc Savage made the introductions.

“Ham, this is Miss Elma Champion, who believes that the man who died here the other day was her
unde”

Ham executed his best bow.

Doc added, “And thisis Danid W. Lochaber, a private detective employed by an insurance company to
look after ther interests.”

They went out.

Ham suddenly thought of something, and dashed after the party. He caught them in the reception room,
and sad breathlesdy, “Miss Champion, my friend Monk Mayfar has a wife and thirteen children who
are, | am sorry to say, not bright.”

Bma Champion looked startled.

“Why, Mr. Mayfar told me it was you who had the wife and thirteen gruesome offgring. He told me
about it dmogt the moment we met,” she said.

Ham reddened and was speechless.
Doc and Lochaber and the girl departed.
Ham sad bitterly to Monk, “So you got in ahead of mel”

ELMA CHAMPION didnt fant a the morgue, but she didn't enjoy hersdf either. The body they were
ingpecting was a Sght to upset anyone other than a doctor or a surgeon or a morgue attendant who had
spent years getting accustomed to such things

“Heis about the sze of Uncle Dub,” she said. “And about the same weight and complexion, as nearly as
| can tel. But the face is so—so—wall, | couldn't swear this body was Uncle Dub.”

“So you can't identify him,” said Danid W. Lochaber. “Tha will make the insurance company happy.
They won't have to pay off.”

Thegirl nodded. “If we had his fingerprints, | think | know a way—could we get the fingerprints off the
body Mr. Savage?”’

Doc assured her that he dready had a copy of the dead man's fingerprints.

“Unde Dub was confined to a place caled the Planview County Sanitarium. Don't you suppose that
sanitariums take the fingerprints of their feeble-minded patients? We could compare these prints with
those of the dead man. . . ”



The Plainview County Sanitarium was Stuated outsde a smdl town about eghty miles from the city. Doc
Savage drove the girl and Lochaber to the place.

“It's a shame to put you to so much trouble, Mr. Savage,” Elmasaid.
“l have arather abnormd interest in the matter,” Doc assured her.

The girl evidently misunderstood, because she colored a little, and didn't look exactly displeased. She
had noted, as any unattached woman would, tha Doc Savage was a big bronzed man who was
handsome and famous. Naturdly he was interesting. Danid W. Lochaber scowled, because he had
noticed the same things, and didn't like the idea of competition.

At the Sanitarium, a doctor unearthed the fingerprints, at the same time explaining that they were the
second parties who had been interested in them.

“Who was the firs one?’

The doctor described a gloomy-faced man who had sad his name was Wadter Rand, an insurance
company investigator.

Detective Danid W. Lochaber made a growling noise. “The insurance company aready knew the dead
men was Dub Champion! The crooks!”

The fingerprints proved to match those which Doc Savage had in his possesson—the card of prints
which Ham Brooks had secured at the morgue, under the impression that they were the dead man's.

“Poor Uncle Dub!” Elma said sorrowfully. “He was a harmless old fellow, even if he was queer about
getting to see celebrities”

Doc asked thoughtfully, “Did your uncle have a habit of doing the sort of thing he was doing when he
died?’

“Oh yes. Once they caught him trying to get into the White House, which got quite a bit of publicity and
resulted in his being confined here for the firg time”

Doc sad, 4ill thoughtfully, “According to Monk and Ham, he kept mumbling something about his
breekfast food.”

“That sounds like Uncle Dub.”
“What did he mean by breakfast food?’
“Nothing, probably. It was just some figment of his disordered mind.”

Doc seemed sidfied, except that he inquired about how Dub Champion had escaped from the
Sanitarium. He was informed the escape had occurred a couple of weeks before the man had dropped
dead in Doc's headquarters.

“Atfirg,” the physidan said, “we sort of had the impression someone had helped Dub Champion escape.
But findly we concluded we must have been wrong.”

“Was Dub Champion the victim of heart trouble?” Doc named the type of heart trouble which it was
believed had caused the death of the man.

“Oh, yes. He had that,” said the doctor confidently.



DOC SAVAGE et Eima Champion and Detective Danid W. Lochaber in downtown New Y ork City.
In parting, Doc said, “ There seems to be no evidence indicating the dead man was not Dub Champion.”
“You are satisfied he was Champion?’

“The evidence indicates he was.”

After Doc had gone, Danid W. Lochaber did some glesful hand rubbing and said, “I'll bet you twenty to
nothing that the insurance company has to pay off.”

“You don' think they'll put up an argument?’
“How can they?’

They went to see Mr. R. W. FHeet. Mr. Fleet occupied a rathole of an office on the thirtieth floor of a
midtown building. The place looked asif it had been furnished in a hurry, and recently.

Mr. Feet was remarkably chearful for a man whose company was going to lose five thousand dollars on
apolicy.

“So you will take an oath that you are sure the dead man is your Uncle Dub Champion?’ he asked Elma.
“Wha do you mean—take an oath?’

“Wewill have certain afidavits for you to 9gn tegtifying that the dead man is your Uncle Dub.”

“Wdl, I'm sure. Why shouldn't | 9gn them?’ Elma Champion demanded.

“Good. Youwill hear from us.”

MR. R. W. FLEET smirked from ear to ear after Elma Champion and Danid W. Lochaber had
departed. His spirits were high. He did a little dance around the office, and ddightedly jumped over a
char from a flat-footed start, a feet that proved he was not in bad physica condition. He got his hat and
went to a midtown hotel, the one on Lexington Avenue.

There he vigted the gloomy-looking man.
“Hdlo, Walter Rand,” he said.

The gloomy man scowled through cigarette smoke and said, “Tha nameis as good as severd others I've
used. Pick the canary feathers out of your teeth, and tdl me the good news.”

“Weve got Savage fooled!”

“Wel, it's about time! Of dl the long-winded, complicated tricks! It's like scaring a rabbit out of a brush
pile by kicking aguy on the shinin Boston, so he will have to take the train to the hospitd, and the train
will whidle at a crossing in Ohio meking a team of mules stampede, which in turn will make the guy jump
out of the wagon and land on the brush patch—and prestol—you've got your rabbit scared!”

“To trick Doc Savage, you don't pick the obvious, or even the remotely obvious.”



“Yeah, | know.”

“Everything looks natura. Thething is too elaborate—there is too much that has absolutely nothing to do
with what we don't want Doc Savage to find out—for him to become suspicious. He thinks the man who
died in his office was just a poor nut named Dub Champion.”

“Maybe it was worth it.”

“You're damned right it was worth it,” said Mr. R. W. Fleet. “If Doc Savage had recognized the men
who came to the office and died—"

He made a very expressive gesture out of drawing hisfinger across his throat.

“ Geek!”

he said.

The gloomy man shuddered. “I don't like the way you do that geek! business.”
“Wel, Savage would've got us quicker than that.”

“Oh, | don't know. From what I've seen, we're not entirely without brains.”
Mr. R. W. Heet snorted, and proceeded to take up the matter next in hand.

“It would be awfully nice” he said, “if Doc Savage and his men were out of town until the rest of this
went through.”

Alarmed, the gloomy man stood up. He leveled an arm at the other and ydled, “Ixnay, in apig's eye! Not
me! No, sr! Not today or never. Weve got Doc Savage pacified—I say let im done, until the mountain
fdlson him”

R. W. Heset eyed his compatriot thoughtfully.

“Doc Savage is the key to the whole thing, as you know,” he said. “l like your description of
it—mountain fdling on him. But we want him there, completely unsuspecting, when it fals”

“Wdl?

“l think it would be an excdlent idea if he was persuaded to vist Miss Champion's dude ranch in
Wyoming.”

“Are you nuts?’

“Miss Champion isavery atractive girl. She should make excdlent involuntary bait.”
“And after you got Savage out there in them Wyoming mountains, then what?’

“We would fed safe as we went about preparing the diding mountain, as you cal it.”

“l don't mean that. How would you keep him from finding out anything when we start to break this thing?
Right when it begins breaking—the firg three or four days—then is when Savage might stand a chance of

ecaping.”
“The radios on the ranch, and the telephone line to the place, could break down, couldn't they?’

“Oh.” The gloomy man began to approve of the scheme. “How do you go about it?’



“Oh, well approach Mr. Danid W. Lochaber and have him arrange it. He has been a good arranger so
far”

“Maybe he won't buy off?’
“Maybe we won't have to buy him off.”

MR. DANIEL W. LOCHABER didn't need to be bought off. He took the bait hook, line, snker and
pole.

The subject was brought up after Mr. R. W. FHedt said, in the course of a vigt he was paying Elma
Champion and Lochaber, that the insurance company was going to pay off the five thousand face of the
policy, but it would be two or three days before the check was ready.

Then Mr. Heet did some buttering-up. “We like you, Miss Champion. Or rather | should say that |
persondly like you, because | am the only one of the insurance company you have met. But | like you
very much. | hope you do very wel in the dude ranch business in Wyoming. In fact, | wish | could think
of something to help you dong.”

“That's very kind of you,” said Elma Champion.

Bmadill had thefeding that Mr. R. W. Fleet was next cousin to a rattlesnake which had logt his rettles
and hence couldn't rattle a warning before he bit you. Or probably he wouldn't rattleif he did have them.

Mr. R. W. Heet leaned back, blew the smoke of a good cigar a the ceiling, twiddled his thumbs, and got
around to his dirty work.

“Why, | have anidea!” he exclamed.
You look, thought Elma, asif you had just remembered a throat you could cut, a baby's throat.

“Wouldnt it be wonderful,” continued Mr. Fest, “if you could persuade Doc Savage to come to the
Circle-C dude ranch for avigt of afew weeks?’

“What,” asked Elma Champion suspicioudy, “would be wonderful about that?’
Mr. Heet winced. “He would make an admirable husband for some young woman.”

“Husband!” said Elma “Wl, | may fish for one. But | use a hook and line, not a seine. What are you
getting &7’

“l was thinking,” Mr. R. W. Fleet sad hadtily, “of the publicity vaue of such a man as a guest on the
Circle-C.”

“It'sthe Lazy-C,” Elmareminded him.

“Oh, excuse me. Wl if such a famous man were to resde a the edablisiment as a gued, the
advertisng vdue—’

Danid W. Lochaber came off his char asif a powder charge had exploded under him. He was excited.
“Boy, boy, boy, he's got something!” he yelled. “Elma, it would make you a fortune!”



Bma Champion frowned and said that the Lazy-C certainly needed some prestige, but she didn't know
about that method of getting it.

But she was beginning to look thoughtful, and before long the thoughtfulness became enthusaam. It was
an excdlent idea.

With the five thousand insurance money as fresh capital, she could make a big thing out of the Lazy-C
outfit. It was true, as Danid W. Lochaber kept tdling her, that the place dready had everything in the
way of natura scenery and spectacular surroundings, dimate, dtitude, fishing, hiking, hunting. With the

proper exploiting. . . .

“I'l do it!” Elma exclaimed.

“Takeit easy, though,” Danid W. Lochaber warned her. “Don't make it too obvious. Use diplomacy.”
“Thekind of diplomacy,” asked Elma, “where | rall my eyes and show my teeth?’

“Thet's the idea.”

Mr. R. W. Feset left them, wel pleased with himsdif.

Chapter VII

HAM BROOKS was Monk Mayfair's best friend. So Ham Brooks was interested when he saw Monk
Mayfair trying to hang his hat on the Sde of the locker where there was no hook.

“Got the blind staggers?” he asked.

Monk rolled his eyes and said, “My little heart goes pitty-pat.”
“Huh?’

“Huh, yoursdf.”

“What's the matter with you?’

“T, tk,” sad Monk. “Go away and don't bother me, you overdressed disciple of Blackstone, you
hatchet-faced shyster lawyer, you paininmy life”

Ham leaned back and looked thoughtfully at the sword cane he dways carried. He sghted over the cane
a Monk menacingly, asif aming agun.

“You have a date with Miss Champion!” he said angrily.
“Guilty,” Monk agreed.

Ham, who didn't suppose anything of the sort had happened, bolted upright. “What? You haven't! Not
redly! By God, | don't beieveit!”

Monk waved a hand airily and suggested, “Go back to your torts and your briefs, you shyster. You do
not have the touch with women, and you are getting old enough to begin to find it out. Go away. Bury
yoursdf somewhere.”

“You'relying” Ham screamed.



“Not thistime, you courthouse Dracula. She invited me to her ranch.”
“Ohmy God! She mugt be feeble-minded, like her uncle” Ham said.

“Her resstance to wide, hairy-chested men is the only feeble thing about her.” Monk pounded his own
wide, hairy chest to make the point plain.

“Whew!” Ham said.
Ham was much disturbed.

There had aways been the spirit of good clean devilment in Ham's relation with Monk. Almaost anything
went between them, short of cutting a throat. Ham pondered possible ways of bresking it up. The last
time Monk had gotten the jump on him, it had been with a Miss Davn O'Day, of the chorus, beautiful
and wedthy—a wedthy chorine was quite a novdty, but it didn't detract from her virtues. On this
occasion, Ham had fixed Monk's whed quite thoroughly by tdling Miss O'Day that Monk was an
undercover deuth for the Income Tax department, who was trying to get the dirt on her. Miss O'Day had
quickly dropped Monk. Monk was 4ill trying to figure that one out—Ham hoped.

Ham tried to think up something dong that ven to fit the present emergency.

It proved unnecessary.
Ham got an invitation himsdf to vigt the Lazy-C.

MONK heard the news with a face that was practicaly on the floor.

“You shyster and sneak, you went around begging for an invitation,” Monk complained. “Of dl the dirty,
lowdown, chisding, conniving, barrelhouse tricks—"

“I'm your friend—"
“Friend, nothing, you're the curse of my life” Monk said wesrily.

“Look, short-homely-and-stupid, the girl isfar from being a bag, and | haven't seen any reservation Sgns
of yours staked out that | would regard as such, therefore if she wished to invite me, in order to have a
litle intdligent conversation, decent manners, and—"

“Goose harl” Monk said.

He waked off discouraged, but with an idea gorouting in his mind. He would go to Doc Savage, and
without letting Doc know that he had any wish to get Ham Brooks sent to the upper jungles of the
Onl-widdyl River in the nethermost corner of the Congo jungle, a trip which would take at least 9x
months on foot because there was nowhere in the jungle for an arplane to land—if he could manage it
surreptitioudy, that was just where Monk hoped to have Ham sent.

He found Doc working in the big laboratory on the west side of the building. There were redly three
rooms in the headquarters layout: laboratory, library, and reception room.

Doc was wearing a sack-shaped thing made of cellophane or some smilar plastic which enveloped him
completely, and it was evidently hot ingde this sack, because Doc was stripped to trunks.

Monk redized, a moment after he barged in, that the door had been taped on the indde to make it



artight. And then his eyes began ginging. “Ow! What the heck?’ he yelled, and got outsde in a hurry.

Doc came out shortly, and removed the sack affair. He warned, “You should be more careful about
barging in. Five minutes earlier, the place would have been full of gas that would have made your hair dl
fdl out.”

“Hair fdl out? What kind of gasisthat?’

“Itsafalure” Doc admitted. “It is supposed to be a nerve gas effective through the skin pores, but dl it
has done so far is make the hair fdl out. What do you have on your mind?’

Monk got going on his dirty work.

“Long Tom and Johnny and Renny, our other assstants, are in China working out a new setup with the
Chinese Army,” Monk reminded Doc. “They have not been getting along too well, and it just occurred to
me that they could use some help. Now | couldn't go, because I've got some chemicd experiments to
finish. I'd sure like to. Long Tom and Johnny and Renny sure need more help. And Ham is not doing
anything. If you would suggest that Ham go to China and help them—"

“Immediatdy?’ Doc asked with a sraight face.
“Wdl, yes. The quicker the—" Monk went slent, catching the look in Doc's eye.
“Girl trouble again, en?” Doc sad.

“Aw, dang it,” Monk grumbled. “Ham is getting in my hair with thislittle gl from Wyoming. | just figured
it would be nice to ship Ham off to China” He grinned at the idea. “Wouldn't he burn! Hed smoke like
something out of a rocket gun dl the way to China”

Doc sad, “You know better than to expect me to accommodate you in your devilment. The boys in
China do not need help, anyway. They are getting dong fine”

“Uh-hun”

“Your plans” Doc suggested, “are dl made to go to Wyoming, | suppose.”
Monk jumped dightly. “Oh, you know she invited me and Ham?’

“Yes, she mentioned it when she invited me” Doc said.

“Invited you?”

“yes”

“Grest grief, are you going?’

“The métter is getting some very serious condderation,” Doc said.

MONK was darmed. He hunted Ham Brooks up immediatdy and told Ham, “ Stop gnashing your teeth
a me long enough to ligen to this Doc's got an invitation, too. He acts like he might be going!”

Ham sat down in a chair. He looked as if he had been kicked in the shin. “Ligen, if this is some snide
trick you have thought up to scare me—’



“Look a me” Monk said. “Dont | look scared mysdf?’

Ham admitted that Monk did. “Jove, if we've got Doc for competition, that's bad!” he said.
“Bad! Heck, it couldn't get worse.”

“But Doc doesn't go for babes!”

“Looks asif he might go as far as Wyoming for one.”

“Dammit, we've got to do something about that!” Ham grumbled.

“QOutfox Doc?’

“yYes”

“Nix. You can haveit. It's your apple,” Monk said emphaticdly. “I would have better luck steding one of
my own teeth without me knowing it than 1 would outfoxing Doc. | know. | tried it once.”

“Youvetried it saverd times” Ham reminded him.
“All right, and | wound up in abarrel every time”

Thereafter Monk and Ham moped around on the horns of the dilemma. That it was a predicament they
didn't doubt for a minute. Competing with each other for the lady was one thing, but with Doc Savage in
the race, it would be something else. It wouldn't be arace.

The predicament solved itsdf unexpectedly—and unpleasantly. Doc cdled them into the library the next
day. The bronze man's face was sober.

“There is something suspicious abouit this Stuation,” he said.

MONK and Ham, who saw nothing suspicious at dl, stared a him in astonishment.

Doc told them something they had known—that he had not been entirdy satisfied thet the deeth of the
mean who had come to ther office had been a naturd one. Then he told them something they hadn't
known—that he had been continuing the investigation.

He enumerated the things he had found out.

“Hrdt, on the day the man came to the office and died, a peculiar thing happened on Ffth Avenue north
of here” he said. “A scared man accosted a policeman. The scared man wanted the policeman to walk
with him, as a protector, as far as our headquarters. The officer did so, or started to, but within a couple
of blocks he was knocked sensdess. As he passed out, he remembers seeing the man being seized and
thrown into an automobile.”

There was amazement from Monk and Ham, and Monk demanded, “When did you find that out?’
“Lagt night.”
“How come not before?

“The bludgeoned policeman,” Doc explained, “was in the hospital with a fractured skull, unconscious. He
was ungble to talk until last night.”



“Oh”

“The man who wanted protecting,” Doc said, “answers the description of the man who died in our
office”

Monk and Ham, gaing a the bronze man, were not happy. They knew what he was getting at. He had
not said so directly, but he did not want them to go to Wyoming.

“You think we'd better not go to Wyoming?” Monk asked.
“| think you had better get the love-dust out of your eyes.”

Monk and Ham both got strange fixed expressions on ther faces. They were angry. They were very
angry because a word had been said, or implied, againg Elma Champion. The Stuation was difficult
because Doc Savage had cast the doulbt.

“That's ridiculoud” Ham said hoarsdly.

“Guessit was amidake to bring it up,” Doc said, and walked away. He was not a man for argument.

DOC SAVAGE as amétter of truth had not been very suspicious about anything until he got the report
from the policeman who had been clubbed while escorting a scared man toward Doc's office, a few days
before. Once he got that report, he knew postively something was wrong.

Having just sounded Monk and Ham out, he knew they were in no mentd shape to do an unbiased job
of investigating. Doc went ahead with it himsdf.

His long-distance telephone cdls to Wyoming brought the news that Elma Champion had a ranch there,
the Lazy-C, which she had operated for two years, since the death of her father. Her father had been
killed when he was thrown and trampled by a Brahma steer in a Black Hills rodeo. There was aso, Doc
learned, a haf-witted uncle named Dub Champion. The girfl was highly thought of around Buffao.

Nothing wrong there.

Sill suspicious, Doc made another trip to the morgue. The dead man had not been buried yet; his funerd
was to be tomorrow.

The idea of Doc's vigt to the morgue was to make a more complete examination, take body
measurements, and dig up anything ese he could.

What he dug up was that the dead man's fingerprints weren't Dub Champion's fingerprints. They weren't
the prints on the card in the print-file a the morgue.

Somebody had done some switching.

Doc checked on Danid W. Lochaber, but found the man was what he daimed to be, a private detective.
Or at leadt there was a private deuth's license issued to someone of that name,

He teephoned ElIma Champion at her hotel.
“Miss Champion,” he said, “what insurance company carried this policy on your unde?’
“Why, the Congress State Life” she said.



“Have you ever actudly seen the policy?’
“Oh, yes, Mr. FHeet showed a copy of it to me”
“Thank you.”

R. W. FLEET and Danid W. Lochaber happened to be present in Elma Champion's hoted suite, and
were in the same room when she took the call. Fleet had cdled, he explained, to tdl her tha the check
for the insurance would be ready tomorrow. Lochaber was there to make goo-goo eyes. He was
worried about the competition Monk and Ham were giving him.

“Somebody say something nice about me?’ asked R. W. Heet. “I heard my name mentioned.”
Bma Champion smiled.

“Oh, that was Mr. Savage,” she said. “He wanted to know what company had Uncle Dub's policy, and if
| had ever actudly seen the palicy, and | told him you had showed the policy to me”

Mr. R. W. FHeet turned the rather blue color of a man who had been poisoned.

He got out of there with more haste than politeness. Twenty minutes later, he was in conference with the
gloomy-faced man and severd others; the rest of the men who were actudly responsible for the death of
the man they had tried to pass off as Dub Champion.

“I think Savage amdisarat,” Heet sad.
“How could he?’ asked the gloomy-faced man.

“l don't know. You get down to the morgue. Find out if any more fingerprints have been taken of
old—of the dead man.”

The gloomy-faced man was back in an hour with his features distorted by darm.

“Savage himsdf was just down there and got fingerprints” he reported. “He found the card was faked,
too.”

For awhile they looked asif atiger was loose in the room. Someone dug a quart bottle out of a suitcase,
but Fleet ordered, “Put it back! We need clear heads for this”

“What | persondly need,” aman muttered, “is along ocean voyage, preferably to the moon.”
“Why? Y ouve known dl dong that we were tampering with Savage,” said Flest.

“Now he's tampering with us. That's different.”

Fleet snorted. “It would be, if we were done tampering.”

The others showed considerable rdief. “Y ou got an idea?’

“Sure” Heet nodded. “Get Savage to go to Wyoming.”

Someone sworein disgust. “What do you think we've been trying to do?’

R. W. FHeet got to hisfeet. “We're not the guys who make the find plans” he said. “You fdlows just St



back and relax. Well make out on this, dl right.”
“You are going to tak to the boss about it, en?’
“yYes”

“Do you suppose well have to knock off Savage?’
“I wouldn't be surprised.”

Chapter VIII

THERE were about a dozen of them. It looked like a convention of rodeo performers, because they dl
wore high-heded boots and western hats. They drifted into Grand Central Station more or less together,
and collected in a corner of a bar.

Mr. R. W. Feet, who wasn't wearing a cowboy ouitfit, appeared and made them a little speech.
“You dl know exactly what you're to do,” he said.
Apparently they al knew.

Feet said, “Now, we may not have to do athing. If Doc Savage decides to go to Wyoming to vist the
Lazy-C, thatll be fine. We stand back and let him.”

They understood that. Somebody muttered that standing back would suit him fine. He didn't sound as if
he were joking.

“Monk Mayfair, Ham Brooks, Danid W. Lochaber and Elma Champion have tickets and reservations
on the train that leaves a two-twenty.” Fleet consulted a watch. “That's in hdf an hour. If Savage goes
adong, good.”

“Has Savage got aticket and reservation?’
“Not that 1've found out.”
“He may not even be a the dation.”

“Oh, yes hewill,” Heet said emphaticaly. “Lochaber let it dip that Savage was coming down to see them
off when | was taking to him, and so did the girl. So Savage will be down to the gation to see them off.
Therée's a chance he might change hismind and go dong. Just a chance. Well hope he does, because we
want him out West on the Lazy-C ranch, out of touch with things”

“That's fine” said the man with the gloomy face. “But suppose you tak about the other side of it, the
dark sde”

Fleet nodded. “If Savage isn't going, we make a fake attack, the purpose of which is to make them think
we are trying to prevent them going to Wyoming. The object of doing that is obvious—if they think we
don't want them to go, they'll go.”

Somebody said, “That's the Plan One we've memorized, huh?’

“Exadtly.”



“What about Plan Two?’

“Plan Two isto be used only if things go wrong for us, if the unexpected happens.”

“That Plan Two is too darned violent,” the gloomy-faced man said.

“It1l need to be, to save our necks.” R. W. Fleet looked over the group. “Any questions?’

No one had any inquiries. A man broke the slence by muttering, “1 hope | can run better than | think |
can in these cowboy boots.” He got afew un-funny laughs and some opossum-like grins.

“Take your positions,” said Fleet.
They scattered.

THE two-twenty train was marked up as leaving from Track Thirty-one.

At eght minutes past two, the gloomy-faced man, ganding near the wide Y of steps that led down from
the bacony, craned his neck and discovered Monk Mayfair, Ham Brooks, Danid W. Lochaber and
Bima Champion. The four, loaded with their own luggage—porters were pretty scarce—moved toward
the gate of Track Thirty-one.

Craning his neck, the gloomy-faced man could discover no Sgn of Doc Savage.
An entirdly unexpected voice spoke behind the gloomy man.
“Look! Savage is about to grab one of the guyd” the voice said.

The gloomy man's nerves were in a knot anyway, and without stopping to think, he blurted out, “Which
one? Holy cow, what went wrong?’

“Oh, s0 you are laying for us” the voice said.

The gloomy-faced man whirled wildly at that, found himsdf confronting Doc Savage, and his face was
ingantly ghastly.

Doc Savage said quietly, “The cowboy outfits seemed a little suspicious. Being of a suspicious nature, |
dropped around an hour early and noticed the phenomenon of about a dozen obvioudy phony
westerners holding a strange conference.”

The gloomy man grabbed for both coat pockets smultaneoudy. Doc, a little ahead of him, seized the
skirts of his coat, one with ether hand, put a foot in the man's middle, shoved with the foot, pulled with
both hands. The man's coat ripped off imin two haves that were heavy with the gunsin the pockets.

The gloomy man sat down. He was terrified.
He screamed, “Plan Two! Plan Two!”

His howl, with the band-saw scream of terror in it, carried over the gation crowd noise. It got quick
action when amean in a cowboy hat leaned over the bacony ralling with a pistal, looking for something to
shoot &t.

Doc lunged and dapped the coat-halves over his face and mouth and stepped on his ankles where it



would hurt worst, and walloped him on the jaw, locating the jaw through the coat.

Plan Two began to work. It included plenty of noise. The noise consisted of a banging of pistols, some
extemporaneous ydling, and loud explosons. The explosons were caused by a man leening over the
bacony ralling and throwing big firecrackers which were enclosed in tin cans to which broom handles
hed been tacked. These resembled foreign hand grenades, potato mashers.

“Hand grenades! Run!” the thrower bellowed, helping out the deceit.

Hdf a dozen men in high-heded boots and sombreros were suddenly upon Monk, Ham, Lochaber and
Bma Champion.

Monk, about thistime, had a beautiful thought. He had heard the ydl about Plan Two which had touched
off proceedings.

“Plan Onel” Monk roared. “Plan Onel Plan One!”

It was just a guess and a hope on Monk's part, but it started confuson among the enemy, those of them
who didn't happen to notice that Monk had yeled it.

The men who were rushing Monk and the others had guns in their hands. At his ydl, they exchanged the
gunsfor blackjacks.

“By gally, | wish | knew the number of the plan where they run!” Monk said.

Bma Champion had her large purse tucked under her arm. She wrenched it open, and brought out her
father's old six-shooter, a weapon which was the grandpa of dl hand arms.

The gun was knocked out of her hands. She was knocked down, blackjacked.

HAM BROOKS had his sword cane ready to unsheeth. He stood there, pretending to be confused, until
avicim was dmog upon him, whereupon he whipped out the sted blade, and made a stab. The victim
was trying to stop, and his feet skidded on the stone parquet floor and he went down, so that the sword
missed pricking him. A prick would have been enough, the blade being tipped with a chemica which
would anaesthetize a man in short order, making him sick in the process.

Thefdlen man did, and accidentdly kicked Ham's feet out from under him. Ham went to his knees.

Someone kicked Ham on the temple with unpleasant force. He rolled over, and was moaning a little
when two men got him, one by either arm, and ran with him.

They ran out through an exit with Ham.
Two more men had Elma Champion and were running with her, fallowing the pair who had Ham.

Danid W. Lochaber seemed to be confused by the whole thing. He stood there without lifting a hand,
and when the other two high-hedled men caught his arms, he at firg did nothing but say indignantly,
“Here! Here! I'll bet you can't do this sort of thing and—"

Then, asif it had just soaked in that the thing was in devilish earnest, he suddenly began to fight. He
erupted—heaving, gasping, griking.

Monk had not accomplished much because he was under the impression the firecrackers were



hand-grenades. He had been fooled by the things, and had scooted behind a pillar which supported the
ba cony.

Panic was taking the crowd in the station. Enough soldiers who had seen enemy hand grenades were in
the crowd to spread darm. They thought the imitations were grenades at fird, and knowing what
grenades would do, headed for anything that would double as afoxhole.

Lochaber kicked shins and punched ribs until someone hit him over the head with a blackjack. He went
limp.

Lochaber was then carried off after Ham and the girl.

Monk Mayfar suddenly redlized the things exploding were not grenades.

He saw Elmas six-shooter lying where she had dropped it. He made a run, scooped up the gun—and a
saucer-sized splatter of meta appeared myderioudy near his hand when he was getting the gun. Some of
the lead splattered into his hand, together with stone chips.

With the gun, Monk cruised back under the balcony, which offered shelter.
A voice began dhrieking, “ Savage! Savage! Look! He's got Sweetyface!”

DOC SAVAGE had been dragging the gloomy-faced man back farther under the. cover of the bacony
on the west sSide, intending to club him again to make sure the fellow remained sensaless, then dump him
temporaily into a shop.

There was consderable confuson in the arcade where the shops were located. Those who had fled from
the west end of the main room had come here. Some of them had kept going. Others were milling.

Doc picked out a tobacco shop, headed for it.

Two men in western hats had been standing againg one wall, teking no part in the uproar. When Doc
appeared, one swore, and both went to work getting weapons out of ther dothing.

Doc discovered them. They were too far away to reach in time. All he could do was try to reach cover.
He made long jumps for the tobacco shop.

He got insde.

Thetwo tricked out in big hats and high heds sent lead in after him. Both had Mausers with twenty-shot
magazines, and pockets full of extra magazines.

They filled the tobacco shop full of lead.
Then they ran.

A moment later, Monk Mayfar came around the corner and into the shop arcade, darm crowding him.
But by now the crowd, induding two policemen, had jammed the tobacco-shop door.

Monk, trying to get indde, was crowded back by an officer.
“There's a dead manin here. Stay back,” the cop said.



Somebody indde yelled, “It's Doc Savage! It's Savage!”
The second policeman, who had been in the shop, came out. He was getting green.
Monk yeled, “Doc! Is Doc Savage—"’

The second cop, in a queer voice, said, “God! They shot his head to pieces! There's brains—al over the
floor and wdls” He became violently sick.

Chapter IX

MONK suddenly ill in body and soul, sumbled away. He was completely horrified; dl his emotions, al
capacity for feding, thinking: dl that was insde him seemed to be dying. It was a strange, weird feding,
for nothing seemed to have rddive vaue—death and noise and his waking dl seemed about equdly
important.

There was no more shoating in the tation suddenly. Nothing but the excited barking of the crowd.

Monk walked out into the station, and did not know exactly what he was doing urtil someone made a
grab a his hand, and he redized the fdlow was trying to snatch the oversze six-shooter which Monk 4ill
caried.

That brought the horror back. Suddenly it was red. Every little incident about it was a separate twiding
flame, a dinging agony.

Monk suddenly raced for an opening under the balcony.

Monk knew Grand Centrd Station thoroughly, because he had worked there as messenger boy a the
time he was working hisway through school. He suspected that the high-heded big-hatted men who had
meade off with Ham, Elma Champion and Danie W. Lochaber had taken a little-used tunnd which led to
asde drest.

Monk put his chin up and his chest out and ran. Grand Central Station was a place that looked large to
anyone who went through it, but about dl transents saw was either the big concourse, two hundred
seventy-five feet long and a hundred and twenty feet wide, or the suburban concourse of the same sze
except for caling height, and a few pedestrian and rall tunnds. Actudly, the place covered nearly eighty
acres, had forty-two express tracks, twenty-five loca tracks, not counting the subway lines—Lexington
Avenue, Queens, shuttle, and so on.

Monk got a break. He came out on the street, into the crowd, crossed the sdewalk, and discovered two
of the “cowboys’ getting into a cab.

Monk wasn't noticed, apparently.

He ducked between two parked cars, where he had another stroke of luck, discovering a cab he could
hire. He climbed into the machine.

“Get ready to follow that hack those cowhands just got into,” he directed.

The cab driver turned, eyed Monk suspicioudy, then said, “No, thanks, short and homdly. | don't follow
anybody. | don't like the looks of that gang in the cab yonder.”

“Dont like their looks—why?’



“l dunno. Looked to me like the driver of the hack tried to get out. Seemed to me they made him dimb
back in” He scowled. “I don't want no trouble. | won't follow them.”

“I'mthe F.B.I.,” Monk lied.
“l don't careif yourethel.0.U.”

Monk was too desperate to fool around. He produced Elma Champion's six-shooter. It was an
elaborate early mode Colt with gold inlay, pearl handles, and the Sze of atommy gun....

“Know what thisis?’ Monk asked.

The driver popped his eyes a the hogleg. “The king-kong of six-shooters,” he muttered. He began
getting pale.

“You want to follow that cab like | say, or try out your bulletproof qudities?” Monk asked grimly.
Monk's face, a remarkably homdy thing to begin with, was now nothing to ingpire calm.

The cab driver said he would trail the other car.

AFTER the cab Monk was fdlowing had left the cty, it began folowing winding roads through
Westchester County. The pursuit became tense, but somehow monotonous, too. Monk kept wel back,
and he did not believe they knew they were being trailed.

Now Monk was getting the reaction to what had happened in Grand Centrd. His thoughts and nerves
hed tied into tight knots at the shock of Doc's degth; at firs there had been unredity, as if he was an
empty building. His mouth had been dry. Now suddenly he looked a his hands, looked at the
perspiration coming out on the back of them. His face became wet, and he fdt loose, asif he had run a
hard race, arace o terrible that it had taken everything out of him, leaving him about to collapse.

The thought was blackness dl over his brain. Doc Savage dead? Now suddenly, with the dam breaking,
thoughts of Doc and their group piled in on him. They were dl mixed. Confused. The rush brought a
dizziness and an awful pain.

Monk knew fiercely, sckeningly, that he couldn't trall the men ahead any longer, without attacking. He
hed to attack.

The men he was falowing were armed. They were gunned like commandos, from what he had seen of
them. He had one cannon-sized six-shooter and six—he flopped out the cylinder and looked—no, five
sdls

That was why he had been fallowing only. He wasn't afraid. Afraid, possibly, but he would have tackled
them, except that common sense had told him not to do so. He hadn't seen a police prowl car a any
time

Monk's machine rounded a corner.
“Hup!” his astonished driver said.
The cab they had been fdlowing was in the grader ditch, anding mostly on its radiator.

“Oh my God!” Monk's driver croaked, and stamped on the accelerator to get speed and pass the
wreck.



Monk saw what had frightened him—the driver of the other cab. He was leaning over the whed, arms
henging down, dripping crimson from the nogtrils.

“Sow up!” Monk ydled at hisdriver.

The driver either dammed on the brakes too hard, or the brakes grabbed. All four wheds suddenly did.
Monk had the door unlatched, intending to leap out as soon as the cab dowed enough. The brakes going
on threw him againgt the door, the door popped open, and Monk pitched out of the car.

He wasn't much damaged by being thrown from the cab. He hit, balled, rolled. He lost the gun.

Monk's cab went on. It picked up speed. The engine howled. It rocketed on down the road and
disappeared from Sght and was not seen again.

Monk, getting himsdf together physicaly and mentaly after the fdl, redlized men were coming out of the
bushes beside the road and pointing guns at him.

THESE men aren't cowboys. That was what Monk thought, and he thought it in a detached way, usng
one hdf of his brain, while the other haf kept warning him that he had better not move. Mugtn't fir, or he
would be shot.

They gathered around him. Ther guns were black and smdl. The guns looked very smdl, except the
place in each one where the bullet could come out,

“Shoot him now?’ aman asked.
“Let'swat aminute” another said.
“Who's going to search him?’

There was some hestation. Then one muttered, “Watch him, you birds. Watch him.” He was the tdlest
of them.

There were four men, dl told. Monk looked at them, seeing them in a way he seldom saw men—every
detail burning itsdf into his memory. They were going to kill him, he knew, and he wouldn't forget their
faces ever. Never, aslong as he lived, which would probably be four or five minutes

There was the tdl one, two others not so tdl, and the one with the beak nose. All of them wore
high-heded boots, dthough one had evidently recently removed a boot because it was hurting his foot,
and in putting it back on had not been able to get it fully on; the man's foot was stuck in the ankle of the
boot, and he was shuffling around with it that way. He cursed and kicked the boot off, while Monk was
looking at him.

“Stand Hill'” one ydled a Monk.
Monk said, “I want to see into that car! Shoot if you are going to!”

He fdt that they were not ready to shoot him, and he did not make any quick moves that would draw a
nervous shot. He looked into the car.

Ham wasn't there. Nor was Elma Champion or Danid W. Lochaber.
“Where are they?” Monk asked, sick with disgppointment.



They stared a him. “You mean your friends?” The tdl man asked this He grinned. “Oh, they're in
another car.”

Monk fdt disgppointment like a heavy weight. He had thrown away hislife for nothing, nothing at dl.

He ralled hislips inward. Nothing? Wdl, by the time they got him killed, they would know they had been
through something! He began to watch for an opportunity to attack them, as he listened to them argue
about who was to kill him.

“HARRY,” aman said.

Harry jumped. Harry was the tal one, and he knew what the other meant. He shook his head quickly.
“Let Sddoit,” he said.

Sd was one of the not-so-tall ones, and he shook his head even quicker than Harry and said, “Let Syl
doit”

Syl, the other medium one, growled, “What the hel? What the hdl? Why me?’ He looked fierce, but he
was logng color.

Sd spat and said, “Who was going around bragging last night he would like a chance of knocking off
Savage or any of hismen? Who was it?’

“Yeah!” sad Harry, springing to the attack. “Who wasiit, Syl?’

Syl looked at them. He had to clear the terror out of his throat twice before be could make words. The
words came out hoarse, vicious, filthy. In a procession of words which dmogt stank to the nodtrils, he
cursed Sd and Harry and the one with the beak nose, evidently named, or nicknamed Hooker.

The man's profanity findly dried up.

Then Monk asked, “What's behind this?’

They paid him no attention.

“Why do you have to kill me, any of you?" Monk demanded. “What's important enough for that?’

Theman cdled Syl, frightened at the growing prospect that he was going to be the one who would have
to shoot Monk, answered the question. He talked fredly, asif he was somehow gpologizing for having to
shoot Monk.

“It was that old guy who died in your headquarters,” Syl said. “He had something to tdl Savage. If we
could have stopped him getting to Savage, none of this would have happened to you. Anyway, we
wouldn't have had to do it to you oursalves. That would have been taken care of.”

“Taken care of—what do you mean? Monk demanded.

9y sad, “It's a giat plan, dl over the country. All over the country, and when people begin to die,
Savage will get the blame, and they'll lynch him, or the government will eectrocute or hang him, if the
amy can't shoot him firg for doing it. After that, we can cash in because weve got the whole supply of
the only thing in the world that will sop—"

A man—Sid—had findly reached Syl, and he kicked Syl. He kicked Syl's behind as hard as he could,



50 hard that Syl was upset. Then Sid fdl upon Syl, snarling. “Y ou complete blabbing fool!” He pummeed
Syl. “Tdl everything you know, you stupe!” he snarled.

Syl seemed to redize for the fird time that he had told something he should not have. He groaned and
covered his head to protect it from Sid's drubbing fids.

“I forgot!” Syl wailed.

“l oughtakill you!” Sid screamed. “All the trouble we've took to keep it secret! And you blatt it right out.
And to one of Savage's men, too!”

Syl got away from Sid. Someone grabbed Sid and restrained him. Syl sat on the ground, pae and
sheking, teking figfuls of blood from his lesking nose and throwing them on the road. “I can't shoot this
ow!” he moaned. “ That's what made me tak like that! | can't shoot him.”

Sdsad, “Nutd” He took aknife out of his dothing.

Everything inade Monk went into a knot. This was it. This was the end of fooling around. But he wasn't
going to stand there and let them cut his throat. Monk began to crouch alittle

Jump at them? That was dl he could do. But they had gunsin their hands. He knew that at least three
bullets would be in him before he got his toes off the ground. But there was nothing se to do. Just jump,
and do what damage he could.

Then avoice.
Likelightning out of sunlight, a voice.
“Easy!” the voice sad. “Very easy doesit!”

Monk, knotted, feding as if desth was dready in his bran and his body, nearly blacked out. Doc
Savagel Thiswas Doc Savage!

“Vey easy,” Doc Savage said again. “Nobody move. You are caught, dl of you.”
Nobody moved. Sid, Syl, the other two, had frozen.

“Drop your guns,” Doc said.

Chapter X
NOBODY dropped any guns.

It was Monk's fault. He didn't think, and he did something of which he was ashamed later. He dashed for
the shelter of the brush behind the road.

Any other time, Monk would have known it was a bad psychologicd moment to do such a thing. The
men had just been ordered to drop ther guns. It was no time for anything to happen that would seem
otherwise important to them. But Monk couldn't think. Degth had just crawled indde him, and jumped
out. Doc had been dead; now he was dive. The two things knocked Monk off his mentd axle for the
moment.

So he jumped for the brush.



And the four men started shooting.

Sd and another shot a where they thought Doc's voice came from. They picked a large dump of
bushes, a prominent place, alikdy one. Wrong, as it turned out.

Syl and the other shot at Monk. Monk changed his mind about the brush. He headlonged into the grader
ditch. There were high weeds, Sx inches of water, in the ditch. Water splashed.

Sd yelled, “That's Savage! Best it!”

He ran to the cab. He hauled the driver out. He piled behind the whed, and the cab engine began to
moan, the rear whedls to throw dust and dirt.

The cab wasn't in the ditch as badly as it looked. They had merdly driven it in carefully, to make it look
like a bad wreck. The cab moved, lurched, backed out of the ditch.

Syl and the other two got into the cab, or hung to it. The machine jumped ahead, swerved over with one
whed into the ditch, worried dong that way a few yards, then got out on the highway and began ganing

Speed.

Monk redlized now what he had done. He got up making bitter noises that were not profanity or words,
but just misary.

“Get down,” Doc's voice sad, “or you may get shot yet.”

Monk got down. The water in the ditch was chilly, and it had soaked him. He lay there, Sckly ashamed
of himsdf.

He said, “I ruined it. | ruined the whole thing.”

Doc Savage knew what he meant.

“They might not have dropped ther guns anyway.”

“Yes, they would,” Monk said. “I ruined the whole thing.”

The cab sound went far away and became nothing.

Doc sad, “Come out now.”

Monk crawled out of the ditch, sringing water and bitter misery.

“My God, | mug be getting old and weak,” he complained. “1 never did a thing like that before in my
life”

Doc Savage came into Sght, not from the prominent bush, but from a dump of grass which no one would
have suspected of shdtering him.

“What you did was the naturd thing,” he said.

Monk stared at Doc Savage anxioudy, looking for Sgns of damage. Doc's right shirt deeve was dightly
gtained with scarlet, and the bulge under the shirt between ebow and shoulder was probably a bandage.

“They didn't hurt you bad back at the raillway station?” Monk demanded.
“Not bedly.”



“But | thought—that cop was ydling that you were dead.”

Doc explained that. The two gunners outside the cigar shop had been intent on killing him. He didn't want
them coming into the shop to complete the job. So he had started the ydling that Doc Savage was killed,
gtarted the rumor himsdlf. He finished, “I probably lost my head mysdf. Anyway, | was very scared.”

Monk moistened his dry lips. Scared? “If anybody wants to know what getting scared is like, just send
them to me” Monk muttered.

Doc sad, “Wait here”

The bronze man ran down the road, taking the direction toward the city.

WHEN Doc came back, which was not much more than three minutes later, he was driving a sedan. The
car was one of his gpecia machines, an innocent-looking old vehide which didn't look as if it had a
four-hundred-horse motor and was practicdly as bulletproof as alight tank. It was a car which Doc had
rigged up for his specia needs, one which held had for along time.

Monk, standing in the road, twiding water out of his daothing, thought he heard a squesking noise
somewhere nearby. He dismissed it, with the idea that it was the wet doth making the noise as he wrung
it out.

Doc brought the car to a stop.

“Getin,” he said. “Maybe we can catch them.”

Monk fumbled with the door. He was, he redized, as shaky as aman could get, dmost.
Doc added, “Any 9gn of Miss Champion, Lochaber or Ham Brooks?’

“No, no 9gn—"

Monk paused with a foot in the car. “Ligen!” he sad. It was the squesking sound again, long, more
violent than before.

Monk took his foot out of the car. “Have you got a gun?’ he asked. Doc shook his head. He never
carried firearms, preferring to depend on gadgets and ingenuity, daming they were more dependable in
the kind of work which he did than guns, an argument with which Monk and his other aids did not at dl
agree.

“Somebody in the brush,” Monk muttered.

He moved cautioudy, redizing that he was entering the shrubbery at the point from which the four men
hed earlier appeared to surprise him. Then his voice, eated, blared out of the tangle of undergrowth.

“It's Ham!” Monk howled. “Ham Brooks!”

He came dragging Ham out on to the road. Ham was tied with about three times as much heavy cotton
clothedine as was necessary, and his face was mummified in adhesive tape.

“Throw himinthe car,” Doc said. “We have to catch that car if we can.”

Monk hesitated long enough to dig the adhesive tape off Ham's mouth and demanded, “Where is ElIma?



Where's old bet-you-on-anything Lochaber?’

“What have you guys been doing?’ Ham screamed “Haven't you rescued her? | thought she was with
y(]j!”

“She's not with us” Monk said.

“Why haven't you rescued her?” Ham howled.

“No.”

“What've you been doing? Ham screamed. “Waking around on your flat feet and admiring yourselves?’
“You ungrateful shyster!” Monk said. “Doc, shdl | throw him out of the car?’

“If he keeps up his complaining in that vein—yes,” Doc said, haf-convincingly. “Hang on.”

He meant hang on to the car. It was good advice. The old, innocent-looking car began to do everything
but fly across country like a crow.

HAM was not happy. He shouted, “What kind of slly apes are you to let those guys sted Miss
Champion right out from under your noses? Why didn't you follow the right car?’

“This was the only car we saw to follow.”

“You're blind” Ham said. “Stupid and blind! Of dl the damned dumb behavior | ever saw! Turn me
loose! Get these ropes off mel Get this tape loose—"

Monk reversed the procedure. He took off the tape before he untied Ham. To take off the tape, he got
Ham down under his knee and yanked it off, heedless of Ham's piteous screams of agony.

“You did that on purpose!” he wailed. “You skinned me divel”

Monk finished yanking off the tape with enthusasm, taking hair and here and there a fragment of hide.
“What happened to you there in the Sation?’ he demanded.

“They grabbed me while you stood around looking slly—"

Monk put out his jaw. “Cut thet out! | did dl | could!” He meant it.

Ham stared at him for awhile. “All right, dl right, | was kidding,” he said miserably. “I was knocked out.
When | woke up, | wasin ataxi, bound and gagged. We drove a long time, and they eased the cab into
that ditch, and dragged meinto the brush.” He shrugged. “Y ou were in on the rest, you and Doc.”

“Didn't they say anything? Monk demanded.

“They thought Doc was dead. They thought that. One of them had logt fifty dollars in some kind of a
|ottery. He was mad about that.”

“Thet'sal?

Ham asked, “What did you expect them to do, give me a blueprint?’



Monk eyed Ham thoughtfully.

He said nothing more.

DOC SAVAGE kept the car close to a hundred, which was supernatural conddering the road was
twiding and rough. There were places when they seemed to go a considerable distance without touching
the ground at dl.

“Oh, oh,” Doc said.

He meant that they were coming to a crossroads. But they got dong dl right. The car they were chasing
hed taken the turn to the left on two whedls, leaving a tire-smear.

Nothing was said for some time. The only sound was the excitement of the car.
“Doc?” Monk said.
((YSI?I

“Back yonder, did you get thereintime to hear what they said—what that one they cdled Syl said about
their plans?’

“No, | did not get that.”

“Wl, Syl got upset over having to kill me” Monk explained grimly. “And when | asked him what was
going on, he started talking fredy. What he said wasn't very definite, just generdities. But the generdities
scared the pants off me”

Monk looked a Doc unesslly. “It'sabig plan. It is spread dl over the country. It hasn't broken yet, but
when it does break, you get the blame, Doc. It must be pretty bad, because they seemed convinced you
couldn't get out of it. And after whatever they are making happen is happening, and you are out of the
way, they've got some system for making alot of money out of it.”

Ham said, “Just words.”
Monk scowled at him.

“Thet was a lot of madarkey, probably,” Ham told him. “There's nothing in it you can hang your hat on.
Jug generdities”

“I'm not talking to you,” Monk said.

“ERY

“You got an I-didn't-pour-it-where-1-said-1-did look on your face that | don't like,” Monk said.
“You're nuts”

The conversation ended on thet.

Fve minutes later they came to a trunk highway, the Hutchinson River Parkway, and there was no
possible way of tdling which direction their quarry had taken.

Doc sad, “Nathing to do but natify the police.”



After they did that, they went back to headquarters.

Monk and Ham had not spoken, and Monk had not explaned wha he meant by an
[-didn't-pour-it-where-I-said-I-did look which he daimed to have seen on Ham's face.

The dlence was as red and naturd as a pool of mud. It expressed their fedings, the generd mood of the
gtuation. It was afeding of generd disgust a being surrounded by something they couldn't quite get their
hands on to.

“Like being in a roomful of spiders and somehow unable to swat a one of them,” was the way Monk
expressed it.

Theman had died in their office. Died gasping a charade about breskfast food. Then an elaborate hoax
hed been perpetrated to deceive them into thinking the dead man was a hdfwit named Dub Champion.
Then an effort had been made to get them to go off to a Wyoming dude ranch. Now things were in a
mess. It was hard to tdl what kind of a mess.

Chapter XI
DOC SAVAGE Iéft the big, deceitful old car in the basement garage a headquarters.

He said he was going upstairs and do what could be done—get the police full information, get private
detective agencies at work, and start a microscopic research into the past of everyone concerned. The
western outfits, the boots and the hats, had dl been new. It shouldn't be hard to find where they had been
bought, and something might come of that.

“I'l be with you later,” Ham said unexpectedly. “I'm going to my club and get in some different clothes,
and put off a couple of business dedls which I'm beginning to think I'm going to be too busy to handle”

Monk glanced a Ham sharply, but Ham was not looking at him.

Monk frowned. “Say, now that you mention it,” he said, “I'd better take off right now and get my own
work lined out s0 it won't interfere with this mess we're getting into.”

Doc Savage, apparently totdly unaware of the foxy expresson on Monk's face, said, “That might be a
good idea. Whatever is behind thisis gaing to take some time”

Ham left the basement garage, usng the Street exit directly, not the big radio-controlled door which
closed the runway to the basement, but a amdler pedestrian door beside that one. Ham walked off
whidling.

Monk, sticking his head out of the door behind Ham, listened to the whidling.

“That stles it,” Monk muttered. “He never whistles. He dams it's vulgar. Something is making him
forget himsdf.”

Doc Savage had gone on upstairs. Monk eased out on the street, deciding to follow Ham. When he saw
Ham look back at him, Monk sauntered eaborately in the other direction. He got a bright idea and
dashed out into the street ydling, “Taxi! Taxi!” loud enough for Ham to hear. A cab hated. Monk didn't
get in. He told the driver he had changed his mind. He ducked around behind the machine, crossed the
street, and began following Ham.

Ham Brooks got a cab and rode uptown to his club, Monk trailing himin another cab.



When Ham went into the club, Monk was disgusted. He had his own cab parked down the street and sat
init, wating and wondering if he could be wrong. Ham lived in the club, a place which Monk considered
unnecessarily snooty and inhabited by stuffed shirts. But it looked as if Ham had, as he had said, gone
home to change clothes and make afew phone cdls.

But fifteen minutes later, Monk leaned forward and told his driver in a pleased voice, “You see that guy
inthe overdls? Follow him.”

Thisdriver did the trailing without an argument.

Monk was sure now that Ham was up to something. Ham wouldn't wear overdls for anything less than a
matter of world-shaking importance.

Ham took a cab. He rode over into Long Idand City, to a down-at-the-hedls didrict. It was the kind of a
place where a man wouldn't want to walk up an dley adone.

Monk watched Ham consult with his cab driver, watched Ham move into an dley, leaving the hack
waiting.

Monk went to the cab. “That guy tdl you to wait for him?’
“That'sright.” The cab driver consdered a moment before he answered.
Monk headed into the dley.

HAM jumped so violently that he jarred his hat over one eye when Monk unexpectedly confronted him.
The hat, a workman's battered headgear, was too large for him.

“I'lbbe a—" Ham fished for a word. He didn't like to cuss.

“Jug keep your shirt-tall in, you double-crossing bundle of briefs, torts and negotigble instruments”
Monk told him grimly. “What are you doing down here? And don' lie”

Ham scowled a him. “Who's lying?’

“You sad you had to go home, change clothes, and cdl off some busness. What's that, if it wasn't
fibbing?’
“l did exactly that,” Ham sad righteoudy.

Monk sneered at him. “Oh, so you just forgot to tel usthe rest of it. You didnt tdl alie You just forgot
to tdl dl the truth.”

Ham tried to cover discomfort with bluster. The fact that he was so uncomfortable proved to Monk that
he was right.

“All right, out with it. What are you doing here?” Monk demanded.

“I've got business here. Private business. Nothing to do with—anyway, nothing that | want any help out
aof you.”

“You don't want help, eh?’



“No.”
“Wart to do it dl yoursdf?’
“|—oh, go on back to town, blast you!”

Monk suddenly grabbed a figful of Ham's necktie and shirt. His voice was low and hitter as he said,
“You have an idea about where Elma Champion was taken, and you're out to make a hero of yoursdf
for her benefit, by Saging a one-man rescue.”

“Let go of me, you ape!”
“Where is she?” Monk demanded.

Severd emotions twised Ham's face into different shapes. Mogly they were embarrassment and
disgppointment.

“She's supposed to be in a building about two blocks from here,” he confessed.
“How did you find it out?’

“Overheard it when those fellows had me prisoner. They gave me—or one of them did—a bang over the
head, and he thought | was unconscious. They said something about the place, and | remembered the
address.”

“You didn't tdl Doc.”

Ham was panfully slent.

Monk added, “You didn't tdl me, ether. Of dl the little haf-inch tricks—"

“Lay off!”

“I oughta put my foot in your mouth, grab you by the ears and pull you on like a boot!” Monk yelled.

“The way you're bdlowing,” Ham said, “they could use you for a foghorn. Two blocks isnt far. You give
us away and itll be worse than my trying to free-lance this thing mysdf. That gangll overhear you, you
foal.”

Monk got back on his subject, saying, “Coming off here without tdling us was the dumbest,
knot-headedest, crookedest trick—"

Ham did some necktie grabbing himsdf. He hauled Monk's face close to his. “Dumb and
knot-headed—that would be a matter of opinion! | was going to send for hdp if | needed it!” he sad
vidlently. “But not crooked. Not a hit crooked. All of us free-lance, do things the way we want ‘em
done. We dways have. When Doc's judgment is better, we use that. But we use our own. You know
thet.”

“So what?’

“So | was usng my own idess.”

“Why?'

Ham scowled. It hurt him to make the admission, but hefindly got it out.



“l was going to be a hero in front of Elma” he said.

NOW that Ham had admitted the chicanery, Monk found himsdf without anything to growl about. It was
true, as Ham sad, tha they dways worked to suit themselves. It was not often that one of them did
something like this—went off on a tangent of his own without tdling the others anything about it, but it
was permissible. It might not be smart, but it wasn't too black, and wouldnt make Doc too unhappy,
ether.

Redly, Monk wished he had thought of the trick himsdlf. It was pretty dick. As away to win the girl, it
was sure-fire.

“I'm going dong,” Monk announced.
Ham consented. “Come on. But I'd rather have a two-headed goat with me.”

The address, it developed, was alarge and scabrous brick building on the edge of a dredged channd that
led to the East River. Planks were nalled over every window in the building. “1 aways figured they stored
casketsin places like that,” Monk muttered.

Ham frowned. “There seems to be a dock on the cand sde. Better go in that way, one of us. | tdl you
what—you get in the water and svim to the dock and sneak in the back.”

Monk disapproved after he looked &t the cand water.
“The water's dirty,” he pointed out. “ Suppose you get in it yoursdf.”

Ten minutes later they were both in thefilthy water, because there seemed no other way to approach the
building unseen. The cand bank was high, waled with piling and timbers, so it concedled them.

Ham stepped on Monk's fingers when they were dimbing onto the dock. It was probably an accident,
dthough Monk whispered otherwise. His whipering sounded like an angry teakettle.

“Sh-h-h,” Ham warned. After that, they told each other what to do with sgnds.

They started across the dock, and a man opened a diding door in the side of the building and came out
on the dock. At the firg rusty grumble of the opening door, Monk and Ham shot for cover behind a
rotting pile of lumber. They made it.

The man who had come out of the building had a pair of cowboy boots weighted with a brickbat. He
threw them out in the cana. Then he cdled over his shoulder, “Tubby, you going to throw away your
boots now?’

Tubby said, “Hdl, I'll keep 'em for souvenirs” He was inside the building.
The man who had thrown away his boots went back insde.

Monk thought: If he closes the door! Monk looked a Ham and Ham nodded, and they came up and
mede for the door.

They had marvelous luck. Tubby and the boot-thrower were standing just ingde the door. Tubby was
holding a cigarette for the other to suck alight off it.

Monk and Ham were old hands at commando tactics. They had their neckties off and ready. The



neckties were specid jobs, consderably tougher than legther.

Each man got a necktie noosed around a neck. There was not much sound, and none of that was from
vocd cords. Monk made his man sensdess by booting him expertly on the temple. Ham hammered his
vidim's jaw.

Monk laid the man he'd overpowered on the floor, then pointed at the other end of the room.
It was a taxicab.

Beside the cab lay the body of a man. They went over to the body. The man was dead, and his feet were
buried in apile of concrete which had not yet set.

The story was clear. The cab driver who had brought the men here had been killed, probably to slence
him. And the concrete around the feet was to weight the body and hold it on the river bottom.

Ham made some sgns on hisfingers. Now they would look around, his hand-talk said.

THE room was upgtairs on the north end. The big old building was deserted. The reason for its being
unused was no mystery. Notices of condemnation, offidd printed notices of the municipa department
responsible for such things, were tacked in different places. The notices were very old.

Monk and Ham advanced cautioudy to the door, where they crouched ligening to the voices ingde.
Frg they heard Danid W. Lochaber and Elma Champion taking.

Lochaber was tdling Elma not to get scared, that he knew they were going to be dl right because they
hedn't been killed. EEmareplied that she wasn't afraid. But she was, because the terror was in her voice
like snakes.

Falowing this, Danid W. Lochaber threatened someone. “I'll bet you don't get away with thid”
Lochaber finished his thresat.

The object of the threat was a man. He laughed.

Now there was some slence. The door was closed. Monk got down in front of it, looking for a crack
through which he could see into the room in order to learn how many of the enemy they had to contend
with.

A man, adifferent man, said, “I wonder what the hell happened to Harry and Sid and Syl and the other
Or’e_”

“They mug be dl right,” said the man who'd been threatened.
“If they're dl right, why aren't they showing up?’ The speaker was obvioudy much more than scared.

“You better get hold of yoursdf,” the other told him. “What the hell—quiet down. Everything is going dl
right.”

“It didn't go that way in the Sation. What went wrong?’

The other laughed. “Take it easy. The whole plan went into operation yesterday. Thet is, it began
working yesterday. We've dready heard from Tulsa”



“Tusa?
“In Oklahoma Tulsaturned out to be the fird town.”
“Oh”

“The man we sent down there as observer reported by wire today. He just wired that Uncle John was
better, which meant that the plan was working.” The speaker sounded quite stisfied. And bloodthirsty,
too.

The other man, not a bit less uneasy, demanded, “How many will die?’

“How the hdl do | know?’ the other said wearily. “What's the matter with you? If your nerves are getting
you down, | wish you would take something—"

That was dl Monk and Ham heard. Because now they had something else to think aboui.

They were surprised, completely surprised, by a man with a repeating shotgun. He had come—they
never did find from exactly where—and was close before they discovered him.

In fact they didn't discover him until he spoke to them.
“Il kill you if you move,” the man said, meking hisintentions quite clear.

He spoke loudly, so that he was heard ingde. The door burst open, and the men who had been taking
popped out with their gunsin their hands.

Monk and Ham were disarmed. They couldn't do athing to prevent it, without losng ther lives.
Thar captors sdled around them, staring at them asiif they were ahill of red ants.

The men identified Monk and Ham immediately. There was no mercy in any of their faces or ther voices.
They were scared men who had killed the taxi driver downstairs, and they would kill again.

Monk shuddered violently, and thought of the hardening cement on the dead man's feet downdairs.

His mind must have been read. Because one of the men told another, “Go downgtairs, Moxie, and begin
mixing a fresh batch of concrete.”

Chapter XII

MELVIN BRANDENBURG had been the firg victim to be brought into a hospital in Tulsa, Oklahoma.
Actudly his name was not important, because soon there were so many others that hisidentity was logt in
the excitement.

About deven in the morning, Mevin Brandenburg toppled over at his work in one of the plane plants. He
was taken to the plant emergency, but after the company doctor got a look a him, he was transferred to
the hospita downtown.

The victim had suffered a sudden attack of fever. He dso complained of violent rheumatic pains in the
joints and muscles with severe headaches. Within abouit five hours, a scattered eruption began gppearing
on hisskin.

“Dengue fever,” a doctor said.



This proved to be premature. A guess that was too quick, and wrong.

As another doctor pointed out, “In dengue, the eruption doesn't appear for severd days, usudly not
before two days dfter the crigs”

The fact was that they didn't know just what Mevin Brandenburg had.

By two o'clock that afternoon, two more people were in the hospitd with the same alment. One was a
dill-manin a West Tulsarefinery, the other was a housewife who lived in South Peoria.

By five o'clock, there were about twenty of them in different hospitals, plus some more that were sick at
home. Excitement over the thing, and anxiety, spread like afirein a match factory.

Thefirg inflammation was among the doctors, because the maady was mysterious, and it was obvioudy
an epidemic. Just about every doctor in town, whether he was tregting one of the patients, or not, began
beeting his brains together trying to find out what it was.

The morning and afternoon newspapers naturdly got it, the afternoon paper firs. Both were members of
wire news associaions, so the story went out netiondly.

By morning, there were reports of amilar seizures from Tacoma, Kansas City, Louisville, Buffdo and
Noank, Connecticut. The thing, anyone could see, was on a naiond scale.

A DOCTOR in Louisville, a Doctor Thomas Ivan Smith, was generdly conceded to be the firg to
identify the maady. Doctor Smith had until lately been in the U.S. Army, assgned to Africa, where he
had been injured in an accident in a jegp and honorably discharged. He had resumed his practice in
Louisville

It devel oped that Doctor Smith had done some research in Africa
He named the fever.

“It's called skoorsteen fever,” he explained. “That isn't the Latin name, and | don't know whether it has a
Lain name. Skoorsteen isdl | ever heard it called, which is an Afrikaans word meaning chimney. The
name, incidentaly, is very appropriate, because you get it and you go up the flue in a hurry unless
something is done.

“Twenty years or S0 ago, they had epidemics of the Suff in equatorid Africa. But they discovered a very
certain cure for it, and the epidemics were quickly stamped out.”

Doctor Smith was giving hisinformation to a group of loca doctors, and a number of newspapermen had
been cdled in.

Doctor Smith named the drug.
“It's more effective againg this skoor steen fever than quinineis againg mdaria” he sad.

He turned to the newspapermen. “You felows can do a great public service by putting wire stories out
netiondly over the press associations giving the identification of the fever, and the trestment.”

“Then you think, Doctor, that thisthing is not going to be so serious?’ asked one of the newsmen.

“It will be cleared up in two days. Just treat with the drug | have mentioned.”



“Then it's not serious?’

“No. Not with the treatment.”

HE was wrong.
He was correct about his identification of the fever. This was quickly confirmed.
But there was none of the drug avallable. None of the big drug houses had a drop of it in stock.

The source of the drug was not Africa. It was Maaya, and the north shore of Sumatra. There was no
other source. It was worse than rubber.

The drug was a plant didillation product, and the plants Smply did not grow anywhere but in the lower
Maday peninsula and alittle of Sumatra. It was impossible to obtain it on short notice from anywhere e se.

The Japanese controlled these sections.

Overtures were immediaidy made, through Swiss humanitarian agencies, to the Japanese, in hopes of
obtaining a supply of the drug.

The Japanese gave exactly the answer everybody expected. Nothing doing, except that the refusd was
worded more villanoudy.

The government investigation agencies entered the picture, the F.B.1. among others, as wel as the military
intelligence services.

What they were interested in was why none of the drug for trestment was avalable. It looked a little
suspicious.

It became as queer as dl get-out when it immediatdy came to light that there had been a farly

considerable supply of the drug on the market until recently. Because the drug was something that was
herdly ever caled for, it had been sling a quite alow price.

Someone, or rather some organization, had bought up dl the drug and removed it from the market. They
went to work on that.

The result was a grim-faced gathering in a Washington office.

Everywhere they were running into evidence that the drug had been bought up and removed from the
market by Doc Savage and the five men who were associated with him.

Chapter XllI

FOR hours now Monk and Ham had been more or less deviled in an effort to make them tdl how they
hed escaped from the four—Sid, Syl and company—who had seized them a Grand Centrd Station.
They had been kicked and dapped around a little, but mosily they had been deviled with words. The
men Moxie unnerved them more than anybody ese.

Moxie had mixed his concrete. Now he was complaining that it was going to be wasted if the Stuff wasn't
used soon.



Bma Champion and Danid W. Lochaber were in the same room, on the floor, tied hand and foot. They
had said, in darmed voices, that something anvful was beginning to happen. A big, fiendish plan, they
cdled it. They didn't know what this big, fiendish plan was, they had to admit. Both had been dapped for
taking.

For some time there had been sullen slence in the grimy room. The afternoon sun, danting in through
cracks between the planks which covered the window, formed dabs of light that looked as if they had
been cut from an ice cake. Insects whirled around in the light in slly fashion, and whenever one of the
men moved, clouds of dust appeared in the light.

One of the men had been tearing a cigarette dowly gpart in hisfingers.

Suddenly he jammed the tobacco in one of Monk's eyes. Monk yeled in pain, as loudly as he could ydl
around the gag.

“What became of Syl and Sd and the other two?’ the man asked.

What Monk said wasn't very intdligible around the gag. It was his opinion of the man, so it was probably
better no one could understand him.

“Let's pop therr cork and get it over with,” Moxie suggested. Moxie was the bloodthirstiest. He was
Qgetting impetient.

“Then how we going to find out what happened to Syl and the three with him?’

“They may bedl right.”

“They may not, either. Savage may have them, and may be trying to pump what they know out of them.”
“Savageis dead.”

“l don't think s0. The newspapers and the radio would have had it by now. There hasn't been aword.”
Moxie looked darmed. “ Say, you might be right.”

“Well keep these two birds dive and make them tdl about Syl and the others. If they've caught Syl, we
can make a deal, Monk and Ham here for Syl and the others.”

Moxie spat. “I hate to say it, but | wouldn't trade 'em for Syl and twenty like him.”
“Anyway, well work on these two guys some more.”

The telephone began ringing.

DOC SAVAGE was doing the ringing. He was on the ground floor of the old building, where he had
tapped the telephone wire. He rang by cranking the handset with which he had cut in on the wire.

For hours, snce Monk and Ham had been caught, Doc had skulked around the building. Nothing had
developed from his hope of overhearing something that would crack the mystery. No information had
been spilled.

He had followed Monk and Ham to the building. When Ham had said, a headquarters, that he was
going home to change clothes and postpone a couple of business dedls, Doc had not been deceived.



Ham had been going to Wyoming when the excitement broke at Grand Centra, so he would aready
have postponed his business dedls. Ready for the Wyoming trip, he wouldn't have left anything hanging
fire. Not something that needed postponing now.

So Doc had followed Monk and Ham out here. He hadn't been in the building in time to prevent the two
being caught. Later, sure they were not going to be killed at once, Doc had taken a course of watchful
waiting. But nathing had turned up.

So he had made a quick trip to the nearest telephone company office and borrowed a lineman's set.
He was going to try atrick.

He rang carefully, imitating the interva-ringing of the automatic ringer used in connection with the did
sysem.

“Yeeh?’ It was Moxie answering.

“Moxie, ligen,” Doc said. “You better get out of there, and come on up here.”
Moxie was puzzled by the nondescript, muffled voice Doc was usang. “Who's this?”
“Y ou want names used over the phone, you fool?” Doc countered.

“Oh.” Apparently Moxie decided in his own mind who was taking. “Oh, you—uh—want us to come up
there”

1] YS.”

Moxie became important. “Ligten, we got two of Savage's boys. That lavyer and the homdy one. We
got 'em right here.”

Doc cdled Moxie severd vidlent names. “Why don't you get a loudspeaker and go down Broadway
sollling names?’

“Damn, | didn't think,” Moxie admitted. “What you want us to do with them?’

“Have you,” Doc countered, “dill got the other two?’

“Oh, the gifl and—oh, yeah. The other two. Sure. They're here.”

“Turn them loose.”

“Huh?’

“Tun them dl loose.”

“You meen just the girl and—"

“No, no, dl of them. Turn them dl loose. Do it right now. Then get up here”

Moxie was astonished.

Doc didn't have too much hope of persuading Moxie and the others to free dl the prisoners.

“Tun them dl loose right now,” he said. “That's important. Don't ask a lot of questions, because youll
understand when you get up here”



Moxie thought thet over. The respongbility was evidently too much for his shoulders.

“Wait aminute, Il put Bob on the wire” he said. Doc heard him cdll to Bob, and say the head cheese
himsdf was on the wire, ordering them to turn the prisoners loose.

BOB was the man who had spent most of the day dgpping Monk Mayfar around. He had a voice that
wasfull of gravel.

Bob had emphatic ideas about turning the prisoners loose and he got them off his chest immediady.
“Look, this Monk and Ham have seen us. They know us. That means if we are caught, they can identify
usin aminute”

“Tun them loose,” Doc said. “Youll understand later why.”
Bob stuck to hisguns. “Nothing doing.”

There was aminute or two of argument. Doc became violent, persuasive, reassuring, by turns. He did a
sling job.

“Okay,” Bob sad findly. “1 don't like the idea, but what you say goes.”
“Good.”
“Say, do you want us to drive direct—"

“No,” Doc said. “No, not directly. Drive to Centrd Park, and park on the Centrd Park West sde in
front of the Museum of Natural Higtory. Park on the east Sde of the Street, so that your car will be facing
north. Wait there until you see a blue panel-body truck.

“This blue truck will pass you, and park ahead of you near the corner. If there is no room for parking, the
pand job will pull over near the cars that are dready parked and stop. Then you blow your horn twice,
wait a moment, and blow it three times. Then pull out and go where you're supposed to go. The blue
panel-body truck will follow you dl the way, and that will be okay.”

“How long we gotta wait on that truck?’

“It shouldn't be more than an hour.”

“Okay,” Bob sad gloomily. “I hope you know what you're doin'.”
“That'sdl. Solong”

“Solong,” Bob said.

Doc Savage hedily disconnected the hand-set. He cut the telephone wire. Then he eased toward the
front of the old building, so filled with excitement that he had to use hard effort to control it. Elation,
legping through him, carried waves of pleasure.

Thiswas too good.

If they had been tricked into redeasng Monk, Ham, Elma Champion and Danid W. Lochaber, that would
solve the most immediate problem.



Doc had described a blue pand truck which he owned. He would, when he made the rendezvous on
Centra Park, have it ful of State Policemen. The back of the pand truck would make an excdlent
hiding-place for them. One of the cops in avilian clothes could drive the truck, on the chance that they

might recognize Doc.

Once they were led to the gang's man hideout, the stage would be set for a quick deanup and solution of
the whole thing.

It was too good, dl right.

It didn't work.

THE firg d9gn of a monkey wrench in the works was a scream from Elma Champion. The shriek was
quite wordless and full of terror.

Than Danid W. Lochaber began bdlowing. “Run, Miss Champion!” he squdled. And, “I'll help—Dblast
youl—take that! And that!” Blows, scufflings, cursings.

Doc Savage, under the impression that Lochaber had made a break for liberty, and wondering why they
werent letting him go—headed for the fight.

Or maybe Lochaber, the moment they freed him, had started out to beat up on the gang for what they
hed aready done to him.

It was neither. Lochaber and Elma Champion burst through a heavy old door. Four or five gunshots
crashed out, and at least two of the bullets came through the door after Lochaber and the girl.

L ochaber was shoving franticadly on the door to get it shut when he saw Doc. Seeing Doc didn't seem to
surprisehim at dl.

“Hep me!” Lochaber yelled. “They were turning us loose. Then they changed their minds”
In the other room, somebody barked, “My God, there's somebody in there with him!”
“You bet thereid” Lochaber howled a them. “Doc Savage isin herel”

“You are agreet help,” Doc told L ochaber.

He could hear the men dashing out of the other room. He began wrenching at the door Lochaber had just
fastened.

“What are you going to do?’ Lochaber demanded.
“Get this door open and follow them!”

It seemed that the men in the other room had locked the door on that side. Doc remembered noticing, as
the door was cloging, that it had a fastener on both sides. He hit the pand repeatedly with his shoulder,
but it wouldnt give.

Lochaber said, “They were turning us loose, and the phone rang and—"
“When was that?’



“Jud a second ago.”
“Wewill try another way to get a them,” Doc said.

He led the way back, down aflight of rotting stairs, through hdls. He could hear the enemy moving fast,
but it was hard to tdl wheat they were doing.

Lochaber, bouncing behind, complained, “First they got a phone cal and orders to turn us loose, then
they started to free us, then—’

He flattened out on the floor in darm as a bullet came in through a window and knocked splinters and
glass over them.

“They are outsde,” Doc said.

More shots banged out. They were shooting at the windows indiscriminately, which indicated they did
not know exactly where Doc was.

They were crossing the yard behind the building, Doc saw by looking through a crack in the window
planking.

Monk and Ham were with the men, both bound hand and foot and being dragged.

The men hauled Monk and Ham into a shed, which they unlocked. When the shed doors swung open,
Doc saw a car indde. The men piled into the car, dinging their prisoners ingde.

The car leftin ahurry.

Doc sad, “Thetaxi downgtairs. Come on!”

THEY found the cab sanding beside the body of the murdered driver. The body was 4ill there; Bob and
Moxie and the others had been waiting until darkness came to dump it into the candl.

“Why didn't they take this cab?’ Lochaber blurted. “It would've been quicker.”
“I pulled the ignition wire gpart,” Doc explained.

He had separated the wire, the man wire which led into the center of the cail, a the point where it was
intersected by aradio suppressor. It was a Smple matter to stick the wire back into the suppressor again.
Doc did so.

They rolled out of the old building in the cab, and took up a belated pursuit of the other car. The latter
was nowhere in Sght.

“When did you fix the wire on this cab?’ Lochaber demanded.
“Ealier in the day.”
“Y ou mean you've been around dl day?’

“Mogt of it,” Doc admitted. He sent the cab to the curb, shut off the motor and flung open the door.
“Hereismy own car,” he sad. “Wewill use it. The machineis faster.”

They climbed into the car—it was the deceatful old hegp which looked as if it would fdl to pieces



momentarily, but which had specia motor, armor and an array of gadgets—and Doc got that one going.
“Have you logt them?” Lochaber demanded. “What are you going to do?’
“Check with the police”

Lochaber nodded eagerly. “All right, let's find a police station and report a description of the men and
thar car.”

Doc pointed out thet there was a radio tranamitter and receiver in the car, a built-in outfit which could be
shifted to police frequency. Using that would be quicker, more likdy to get results, because their
broadcast would be heard by the prowl cars a the same timeit was tuned in to headquarters.

He switched on transmitter and receiver. The apparatus warmed up, and he adjusted the wave length of
the receiver. Routine police cdls began coming out of the set.

“—believed to be in New York City at the present time” the police broadcaster said. “Arrest on Sght,
and use great caution. The man has great ability, and a possible explanation may be that he has gone
insane, in which case he would be much more dangerous.”

Lochaber said, “That doesn't sound like a regular police broadcast. | mean—they usudly don't give out
so much information. Just short Suff, like go to a certain Street corner, man beeting hiswife—’

The police radiocaster continued:

“Repedting indructions to arrest Doc Savage on Sght. The charge is murder, and the man may be
dangeroudy insane. Doc Savage, sometimes known as the Man of Bronze, height about six-four, weight
around two-ten or—twenty, sraight bronze hair, regular festures. Particular feature of face is strange
flake-gold eyes. Wanted for murder—’

“Good God!” Lochaber muttered
“What's the matter with them?’ Elma Champion gasped. “Has the world gone crazy?’

“Sh-h-h,” Doc said. “Ligen to the rest of it”

THE police radio went through the rest of Doc's description and ingtructions for his gpprehension.
Then came something that dumfounded the bronze man:

“All cars, urgent notice! Pass dong the fallowing warning to dvilians and others. A breskfast food known
as Goody-Prest Specids is contaminated with germs of the fever known as skoor steen, now sweeping
the country.”

Bma Champion jumped. “Goody-Prest! Why we use that on the ranch, and have for years. Ther€'s
nothing wrong with it.”

Shock had made Doc's face flat-cheeked and dmogt lipless.

“l want a long-distance telephone, and quick,” he said.

Chapter XIV



HE made the phone cdl from the home of afriend, afdlow named Gaines, who had a home in Hushing.
Gaines, a plump man who was a skilled neurologist, met Doc at the door, and his mouth became round
and his eyes popped alittle

“Comeonin,” hesaid. “Andif | ook funny, it's because | was just ligening to the radio.”
“Mindif | use your telephone?’
“Go ahead,” Gaines said.

He stood back and watched Doc while the bronze man got long distance and asked for the Goody-Prest
Company, and to speak to Charlie Gunn, the president, persondly.

When the connection went through, the operator said Charlie Gunn was not available, would anyone dse
do? Doc named a vice president, Conreve, who was on the wire a moment later.

“Where is Charlie Gunn?’ Doc asked.

“Oh, my God! You shouldn't have cdled herel” Conreve recognized Doc's voice. “The police and the
F.B.I. and the amy are d| over the place—"

“Whereis Charlie Gunn?’ Doc demanded.
“He disappeared severa days ago.”
“What day?’

Conreve named the day on which the man had died in their headquarters, muttering about breskfast
food.

When Doc got that information, he made, grimly, a amdl sound which was his unconscious reaction
sometimes to moments of intense menta stress. The sound was a low trilling, musica but without much
tune.

What shocked him now was the redization that the dead man mug be Charlie Gunn, presdent of the
company which made Goody-Prest.

“Was Chalie Gunn agitated before he disappeared? Did he seem worried about something?” Doc
asked.

“Yes, hedid”
“All right,” Doc said grimly. “What else has happened?’

“There's hdl to pay!” Conreve said. “Somebody put those damned germs into Goody-Prest. The
shipment went dl over the country. They started this epidemic.”

Doc sad, “Get busy and find out who did it. Get the best detective agencies—"
“We dready know.”
“Who was it?’

“Do you remember a fdlow, a young fdlow named Spencer Wallen? He was pae and sort of nervous.
Had charge of the packing room where Goody-Prest is packaged and labeled.”



“l do not recdl him,” Doc said. “As you know, my ownership of the company was of recent date. | have
owned the contralling interest only about three months, and have not had a chance to meet most of the
employees.”

“Wel, young Wallen did it. He had charge of dumping the germs. It was smple. He just brought them in
ina container of some kind, and dumped a bunch in the big drier vat. Strong ar streams go through the
drier vat, and these mixed the germs thoroughly with the breakfast food.”

“How did you catch Wdlen?’

“He blew his top. Couldnt stand the idea of dl those people getting the fever and dying, | guess.
Anyway, he rushed in here screaming about two hours ago, and said he had doctored the breakfast-food
with the germs. And then he killed himsdlf.”

“Hewhat?’
“Committed suicide. Y oung Wallen shot himsdf in remorse over what he had done.”
Doc demanded, “Didn't he explain who hired hm to do it?’

“He said somebody had hired him. He then said he wasn't going to tdl who it was, and that was when he
killed himsdf. He used a gun. His own.”

“So the police think | had the germs put in?’
“They haven't said so. But well—"

“Do everything you can to stop anyone edting Goody-Prest until the contaminated shipments are
recovered.”

“We are. We are doing everything.”
Now there was a commotion at the other end of the wire.

Conreve sad wildly, “Mr. Savage, my fath in you moves me to warn you the police are tracing this
cdl—’

Tha ended the conversation.

DOC'S friend, Gaines, had gone into the kitchen. He came out with some sandwiches in waxed paper.
“In case you don't have time to stop and eat anything,” he said. “What else can | do?’

Doc sad, “The police will trace thet cdl here”

“l was afrad of thet.”

“When the police get here, tdl them the truth.”

Gaines grinned. “Then who bails me out of jal for ading and abetting?’

“If my next plan works, they will discharge you with a medd,” Doc told him. “If it doesn't they will
probably hang you.”

“Il look forward to it,” Gaines said. “Anything ese | can do?’



“No, thanks.” Doc shook hands with the neurologist gratefully. “Thanks very much for the favor.”

Gaines snorted, and followed them outside. They got in the car. Gaines leaned in to say, “You can return
the favor by letting me study your nervous system. 1'd like to find out why it is you don't get scared.”

“I'm scared Hiff,” Doc confessed.

DOC SAVAGE put the car in mation, drove hdf a dozen blocks, then got out and changed the license
plates. He carried a spare set as a part of the numerous and odd pieces of equipment in the machine.

“Can you trust that Gaines?’ Danid W. Lochaber demanded when they were ralling again.
“Completey. We studied neurology in Vienna together.”

Doc Savage suggested that Elma Champion drive. He would ride in the back seat, where he could duck
down out of Sght.

“All right,” Elma agreed. “But where will | drive?’
“Head out on the Idand, taking by-roads.”

But it was not long before Doc changed the indructions. He had been working with the locker which
contained various gadgets, which was built under the rear seat of the car. It was dark in the back of the
meachine

“Tumn around,” Doc said. “Take a chance on getting across the Triborough Bridge, then head generdly
north.”

None of them said much until they were across the Triborough Bridge safdly.

Bma did not know the city. Doc gave her indructions from time to time. She was a good driver, and
expressed amazement a the mechanica power inthe old car. “I'll bet itll do a hundred and twenty,” she
sad.

“Nearer a hundred and fifty,” Doc told her. “But keep below thirty-five.”

LATER Elmasaid, “Mr. Savage, was the dead man my Uncle Dub?’
Doc began talking. He spoke quietly, and outlined his theories of what had happened.

Apparently, he explained, someone had done this thing with two things in mind. Two objectives. fird,
revenge againg Doc himsdf. Second, profit.

Thething had been geared for revenge when Goody-Prest, the breskfast food produced by the company
which Doc owned, had been chosen as the vehidle to carry the germs to the unsuspecting public. When
Doc had bought Goody-Prest a few months ago, a story about it had appeared in the finandd sections of
some of the newspapers. Also anyone who was curious could make a few inquiries and find out a
number of concerns which Doc now owned. So it had been easy to learn that Doc owned Goody-Prest.

The second step had been to buy off an employee of the firm—Doc was dill voidng surmise only, he
reminded them—and young Wadlen had been bought. The germs had thereupon been loaded into



Goody-Prest, which was distributed, laden with the germs, to innocent grocers dl over the country.

The profit motive was not yet obvious, but the supply of the one drug that would cure the mdady hed
been bought up. Cornered. Taken off the market. Every speck of it, and there was no more avalable,
because Japan controlled the only source.

Of course, the drug could have been bought up to make the uproar agang Doc more thunderous.
Actudly, that was one reason. The buyers, for indance, had pretended to be Doc's aids—L ochaber had
turned on the car radio, and they got a news broadcast which told that Doc's men apparently hed
cornered the drug.

However the profit motive, Doc repeated, would crop up before it was over, if his guess was anywhere
near right.

“But what about my Uncle Dub?’ Elma asked anxioudly.

Doc sad frankly that he had no idea how her Uncle Dub had happened to get into the thing in the firg
place. But one thing sure, the man who had died in Doc's office wasn't Dub Champion. He was Charlie
Gunn, president of Goody-Prest. Charlie Gunn must have found out about the germs, and rushed to warn
Doc, and been killed before he was successtul.

To dlay Doc's suspicions long enough for the storm to break on his head, an eaborate mumbo-jumbo
had been rigged to make him think the dead mean was her Uncle Dub.

“You mean | was hoaxed, too?’ Danid W. Lochaber screamed. “You mean the insurance company |
worked for when | went to Wyoming was a phony?’

“Could it have been?”’
Danid W. Lochaber thought a minute.

“Yes” he admitted. “But | never thought—" He fdl dlent. When they passed under a Street lamp, Doc
could see Lochaber was swesting profusaly.

They were on the Post Road going north when Danid W. Lochaber wheded around—he was riding in
the front seat—and peered down into the foot space in the rear.

“What on earth are you doing?’ he demanded.

“Udng aradio direction-finder, asmdl one,” Doc confessed.
Lochaber gasped his surprise. “What on earth for?’

“Tralling thet car that left carrying Monk and Ham.”

“But how can you do tha?’

Doc sad he had not been idle dl day. He had done more than tap the telephone line into the old building
where the taxi driver had been murdered.

He had tied alittle fixed-agnd transmitter under the car in the shed, among other things. The tranamitter
was designed for just what it was being used for now. The thing wasn't new. The Army and Navy were
putting them in the rubber boats which fliers carried.

“You mean,” Lochaber yeled, “that you can find where they're taking Monk and Ham?’



“We can find their car—if they do not sumble on to the trangmitter,” Doc assured him.
“Gregt grief! We may sumble on to the whole gang!”

“Afrad?

“No, |—yes. Decidedly, yes, I'm scared!”

“Areyou amed?’

“No. No, | haven't anything.”

Doc handed him a gun which he dug out of the locker, “Here, take this one” Then the bronze men
added, “Wewill put Miss Champion out at the next smdl town.”

“Oh, no, you won't,” she said. “I'm going to drive the car.”
Doc sad quigly, “If you wish.”
Alarmed, Lochaber said, “But it'sinsane to let her go dong! Shelll get killed!”

“Thiscar,” Doc assured him, “isthe best bulletproofing job this Side of a Generd Sherman tank. She can
lock hersdf in, and be perfectly safe. And she might be of considerable help.”

“But | don't like to subject her to such terror,” Lochaber grumbled.

Bmasad, “Ligen, my grandmother fought Indians who scalped people. And | dways have heard | took
after her 9de of the family.”

Chapter XV

THE 9gn onthelane said, “ Private Drive. Keegp Out.” The 9gn wasin Old English lettering on a rudtic
arch, and dangling under the arch was a larger and more age-worn sgn that said, “ Happiness House
Sanitarium.”

Mountains were dl around, not the kind of rocky, pointed sort which people get to thinking mountains
should be like after looking at pictures of Switzerland and the Rockies. These mountains were the
Catskills, great gentle humps, fat felows covered dl over with green trees, looking like big, pleased green

cats deeping placidly.

Doc swung the loop aérid of the radio direction-finder—the aérid was built into the set, so you twirled
the whole set, and there was a compass in the top for direction-reading of the sgnd—as they rushed
past on the highway.

The s9gnd had been getting louder. When you are very close to a tranamitter, the received Sgnd has a
different qudity; there are undertone sounds you can hear, much as you can hear a speaker breathing
when you are close to him.

“Next crossroads to the right,” Doc said.
About three-quarters of amile, and they could swing right.
“All right, they have stopped back there,” Doc said, manipulaing the finder.



“Back a that Happiness House place?’ Elma asked.

“Apparently.”

It became evident that there were crisscrossing roads in the vidnity which blocked off about a section, a
square mile, of very rough woodland, somewhere indde which stood the Happiness House, whatever it
was.

Doc indicated a spot where they could pull off the road into the woods.
“But there's a fence there,” Lochaber objected.

The fence was a tdl one, woven wire, topped by two strands of barbed wire. Doc studied the spot,
decided it looked asif they could drive some distance into the woods here, and cut the wires, usng pliers
from the car.

Where he cut the fence, bushes would hide the fact that the wire was down. Doc went back and
draightened up the grass, replaced bushes, and kicked tiremarks full of dirt, more or less hiding tharr
trall.

“Pick your way through the trees,” he told the girl.

She drove with the confidence of a person who had spent hours driving over roadless range country. She
knew where the ground was solid, where the car could go and could not.

“Far enough,” Doc said.

He got out of the machine, then walked around it, cdosing the doors, and usng a key in the locks. Each
door had an individud lock.

Lochaber started to get out. The door wouldn't open. Excited, he wrenched at the lock.

“What the hdl!” Lochaber gasped. “Y ou're locking usin!”

“That,” Doc told him, “is s0 I'll be sure you stay in the car while | am gone, where youll be safe”
“But damn it—"

“The car is as sdfe as a tank, nearly, as | have mentioned,” Doc explained. “Moreover, you can drive
away if you see any danger. Wheress, if you are outsde waking around, you might get picked off by a
iper before you even knew danger was close”

“Shucks, there's no danger here because they don't know we're herel”

“That fence,” Doc warned him, “might have carried an darm circuit. A current not strong enough to
shock you, but enough to ring abell in a capacity darm, or show when the wire was cut.”

“Did it?” Lochaber looked darmed.

“You need specid apparatus to detect a capacity-darm dreuit in a wire, and | did not have the
gpparatus,” Doc sad.

Bma Champion spoke up. “Well stay here”
Doc nodded. He headed through the woods.



HE found the Happiness House stting in about the center of the land section.

Hfty years ago somebody with too much money and a feudd lord fixation had built the place. They had
copied some Rhine castle on a peak. This one was on an abrupt knall, an ugly thing of ydlow-mud-gray
fieldstone. It had been intended to look ageless and ancient, no doubt, but it only succeeded in looking
childish and debauched. The towers, one a each corner, were too large, and the windows not right. The
whole design had not quite come off.

It was the kind of a place that should have had hdlf the windows broken out. But none of them were,
Doc decided, sudying the place carefully. That meant it was being used.

Doc approached. He was careful now. He kept low, behind bushes, in ditches, and his own bregthing
was about the loudest noise he made.

Drawing nearer, he came upon concrete sdewalks, cracked and upheaved by winter freezings.

Concrete sdewaks were a sample. A place such as this should have had flagsone waks to be in
character, or cobbles.

The shrubbery had been cared for after a fashion. It was not neetly trimmed, not exactly manicured. But
it had received care over a period of years.

When he was very close to the house, he could hear & least two radios going.
One radio was on broadcast; the other was taking police calls.

Under an overhanging willow tree in the rear, Doc discovered the car in which Monk and Ham had been
taken out of town. Deviled by anxiety, he searched the car as wel as he could without venturing out of
the bush from which he was waiching. He did not discover any bloodstains, or Sgns of violence. But then
there wouldn't be any, of course.

The house was his objective.

Happiness House Sanitarium. Doc was a doctor and surgeon, and his firg thought was that he should
know of such a place. But then he could have missed it, particularly if it was only a rest home presided
over by some doctor without a great following. All over the nation, there were thousands of little hospitals
and sanitariums, many of which he had never heard abouit.

If Monk and Ham were in there, he had to get them out. First was finding if they were in there.

He decided on a second-floor window, largely because he could see that the window was open, and the
stone wall up to that height should not be hard to dimb.

He crawled through the grass, weeds and bushes to the sde of the house. He was right about the wall.
The builders had gone out of their way to make it rugged, give it a fake-ancient |ook.

He found fingerholds and went up.

THE window admitted into a room in which a man lay on his back on a bed, smoking.

The shock—Doc did not see the man until he was wel into the room—was pardyzing. The man was



looking a Doc. He raised up on an ebow to stare.

The man was old. His face was grooved with age. The pipe he smoked was a corncob, black, with a
dink like a civet cat. He took the pipe out of his mouth, blinking.

“You're anew ong” the old man said.

The old man, Doc saw, had been ill. He was dill very weak. There was no drength in any of his
movements

“l just camein,” Doc said, truthfully. “How are you feding?’

The old man considered the question for awhile. “Y ou don't give a dern about me” he said findly. “Who
are you kidding?’

“What do you mean?’

The old man blinked severa times. He puffed at his pipe absently. The vens of his hands were as
obvious as blue yarn-gtrings.

“You!” He pointed the pipe a Doc. “Y ou don't belong with that gang downgtairs.”
“Wha gave you that idea?’

He didn't answer that. “Just got here, eh?” he mumbled. “Better turn around and get out. That's what you
should do. They're bad hombres, them fdlers, right from that Doctor Tamil Shiraz on down. Clear out,
young feller. You don't belong here. | can tdl from your face. They'll make you stick.” He tried to St up
on the bed, but couldnt make it, and complained, “Therés somethin' figly here. Somethin' damned

wrong goin' on.”
“How long have you been here, dad?’

“You don't know, eh? Probably lots you don't know. Me, too. Four weeks, | figure it. Twenty-eight
days”

“Areyou a paient a the Sanitarium?’
The old man snorted. “Came here as one. My own free will, too.”
“Aren't you getting better?’

“Hel, | think I'm cured—I'm afraid. Don't know as | wanted to be cured after dl. Sort of pleasant, bein’
crazy. Y ou wouldn't think that, would you?’

“You were crazy?’
“Sure. Locoed. Been so for years. Crazy isalot of fun. Did you know thet, boy?’
Doc—he had a vidlent suspicion now—said, “They treated you by giving you a fever, en?’

That invigorated the old man. He gave a heave, and barely managed to st up. “Boy, what'd they do to
me?’ he demanded hoarsaly. “Boy, why were they so interested at firg? Then why'd they lose dl interest
inmewhen | started to get well? Why, eh?’

“Maybe,” Doc said, “they were usng you for a guinea pig?’



[1] B.I?l
“They might have wanted to try out a new fever on you, and test a cure,” Doc said.
The old man nodded. The effort made him fal back on the bed.

“Boy, | don't know what you're talkin' about. But there's devilsin this house. Devils and they're doin' the
devil'swork. | know it. | fed it.”

Doc asked, “Who got you out of the Plainview County Sanitarium?
“Oh, you know about that, en?’

“Who did it?’

“This Doctor Tamil Shiraz, the head devil in this place.”

Doc looked at the old man thoughtfully.

“So you are Dub Champion,” he said.

“Hdl, what's queer about that? Been my name for axty-five years.”

Doc sad, “Stay here, Uncle Dub. And keep quiet.”

The old man looked a him levdly, sandly, speculéively, for quite awhile
“If you'd bring me a gun, | might help by shooting any who ran through here,” he said.
“Where are they now?’

“Front room, the big hdl. The men, not the guns”

“Did they bring in two prisoners awhile ago?’

“I think they're in the basement padded cdl.”

“Thanks” Doc said.

The old man just grinned. “They keep ther gunsin the hal closet.”

A STAIRWAY, a huge winding staircase of which the ego-ridden builder of the place must have been
inordinately proud, wound down to the front hdl. The hal was high, narrow, asinviting as a tomb.

No one could migtake the closet door. Doc went down the gairs fast, reached the closet door. Locked.
He tried it, wrenching. Locked. No key.

He tore a wedge of doth out of his shirt, muffling the sound, chewed it hedtily into a bal, and thrugt it into
the lock keyhole. He pressed it there with a fingernail, jamming it so that nothing less than a pick and a
little time would get it out.

The basement. Monk and Ham, Old Dub Champion had said, were in the basement. A padded cdl
down there.



Doc eyed various doors, frowning. The thunder of the radios beat againg his ears. A police broadcaster
was directing a search on Long Idand, where it had been discovered that Doc had visted the home of a
neurologist named Gaines.

Gaines, bless his soul, had told the officers that Doc was going out toward Montauk, on the tip of Long
Idand. Knowing Gaines scruples againg lying, particularly to the police, Doc appreciated that.

The basement. The basement—Doc picked a door. Steps down, sure enough. He descended quigly,
hoping the treads wouldn't howl.

He didn't find what he expected. What he did find was along room, neat as neet, white, amdling of paint
and ozone and chemicals.

Here hdf a dozen men worked quietly. They were mixing some kind of duff in long troughs, and
packaging it.

“How much more of the blasted Suff is there, Syl?” someone asked sourly.
“About five minutes more work.”
“Oh, rats”

“Goddam it, stop grumbling!” Syl yelled. “Do you think | wanted to work down here? All day, | been
swedting My inddes out over them prisoners, and getting the hdl scared out of me. You think | like
working down here?’

“Okay, okay, | just asked—"

“Beef, beef, bellyache!” Syl shouted. “This drug has got to dl be in solution, so nobody can prove it's the
same drug that was bought up dl over the country. Weve got to bein the clear.”

“What're you ydling & me for?| just asked—"
“Oh, shut up,” someone dse said.
“l just asked—"

“All right, dl right” Syl said more camly. “I'm on edge. You're on edge. Let it go a that. Well be
through in afew minutes. Forget it.”

Moadllified, the grumbler said, “ Sure, Syl, sure. But the idea that we might get caught sdling the cure—the
idea the cops might trace the drug that was taken off the market to us—it gives me jeeps.”

“Nobody'll catch us”
“Maybe not.”

“Sure they won't.” Syl gestured at the suff they were putting in containers. “The head guy, Shiraz, has it
down pat that he has a way of making the synthetic drug. Hell use the origind drug, but nobody can
prove it's the drug we bought up. He says it's synthetic. If anybody wants proof, he's got proof. Fake,
but itll get by.”

“There oughta be a fortune in peddling the cure.”
“Therewill be.”



Doc Savage's face fdt hard, cold, as he put a hand againd it in an indinctive gesture of horror.

Here was the money part of the motive. Two reasons for this monstrous thing, hed surmised. Firdt, hate.
Second, money.

They were going to sdl a cure they daimed was synthetic, but in redity usng the drug they'd bought off
the market.

An automobile horn began hooting outdoors.
“Damn! Who's that?” Syl exploded.

Every man in the basement workroom dropped what he was doing. They made a rush for the dairs.
Toward Doc.

Doc whedled, retreated dlently up the stairs. But there were men in the hdl, too, when he stepped out
into it. Barring a miracle, he was trapped.

Chapter XVI
DOC took along chance. Maybe it wasn't a chance, because there was nothing ese he could have done.

He opened the cdlar door, and stepped behind the door after it was open. It was, consdering that the
house was roaring with excitement, apparently no hiding place &t dl.

The men streamed out of the basement without noticing him.

Themenin the hdl were charging for the front door.

Some of them fought to get the closet door open. They couldn't get the key in.

The car horn hooted again—vidlently, and someone ydled, “Wait! Wait! It'sdl right.”

They switched on a front-door floodlight. Doc, looking through the door, between the moving figures,
saw that it was his own car, the machine he had Ieft in the woods with Lochaber and Elma Champion
locked indde.

The girfl was driving.
She stopped in front of the door.

She made gestures to the men, indicating they were to get something and smash into the car, rdeasing
her.

Doc stepped from behind the door. He went down into the basement.

Beyond the white room where they had been packing the drug were two doors. Going toward them,
Doc sad, “Monk! Ham!”

“Herel” It was Monk's voice, behind the right-hand door.
The fagtening was a heavy hasp latch, no padlock. Doc threw it back.

Monk came out saying, “Ham's dill tied. | got loose. Isit dl over?’



“It hasn't started.” Doc ran for apair of heavy shears on the packing table.
He cut Ham loose.

Monk was heading for the gairs.

“Wait, Monk!” Doc warned. “WEell have to do this together.”

“The house is full of them.” Monk |ooked doubtful about the outcome of a fight, the first time Doc had
ever seen him show such an emation. * Can we take them?’

“We have to,” Doc said.
“We might get away, and cal police—"

Doc indicated the drug in solution jars. “We can't do tha. They would destroy the drug. Burn down the
place probably, to get rid of the evidence. Because the fact that we have the drug, and can tedify it is the
drug which was cornered off the market, would hang them dl.”

Ham said, “That's right.”

Monk didn't get it a once. “But | don't see—"

“The victims of the epidemic,” Doc told him.

“Oh!” Monk logt color. All over the country, people would dieif this Suff was destroyed.

He stared at the containers of drug which had been put in solution. Much of it was in glass five-gdlon
jugs. There were dozens of them. Every bit of the drug, every drop of it, that would cure the tropica
fever, was here.

There were afew empty jugs, one-gdlons and fives

Doc sad, “Take the ones. Hil them with water, then dump in some dugt, to make the water look
muddy.”

THEY filled 9x jugs, two apiece, with water. There was a faucet. The dust was not as easy. Monk findly
dug into a cod bin.

“Not cod dust!” Doc warned. “The color we want is brown, not black.”
“Brown?’
“A color that would blend with the Goody-Prest breakfast food.”

They solved the dust problem by forcing open a basement window and heuling-in handfuls of yard dirt. It
did not take much.

Doc sad, “Make them think this Suff is germ-colony. Make them think it was the quff that was poured
into Goody-Prest.”

“Then throw it a them, eh?’ Monk asked.

“ YS”



“Boy, it might work. Itll worry the dickens out of them, anyway.”
They went up the basement dtairs, carrying the jugs, two apiece. They were not bothered in the hall.
“They're dl outdoors, trying to open the car,” Ham muttered.

Themen at the car hadn't been able to find a dedge. They were usng rocks. Rocks of dl sizes, beating at
the car windows which looked so innocent. So far the bulletproof and shatter-proof glass was only
showing webs of cracks. It would take heavy dedge work to smash that glass, which was an inch thick
and moslly specid pladtic.

Monk said, “Let me make the announcement.”
He went out the front door, lifted both jugs for throwing, and used his best foghorn volume.
“You see these jugfuls of germs?” he yelled at the crowd around the car.

He got their atention. All of it, and indantly. He got the kind of a slence that comes, for a second or
two, after automobile crashes, kisses, lightning riking, and other great events.

“You put germsin Goody-Prest!” Monk roared. “Now see how you like them yoursef.”

The 9x jugs salled through the air. The car was thirty feet away; they couldn't miss. The jugs broke and
threw dirty ydlow sprays over dmost everyone.

Doc sad, “Back indde. Close the door. Smash in that closet.”
They did that.

The closet door, of oak, didnt collapse immediady. “All together, hit it!” Doc urged. Bullets were
coming in through the door they had dammed, the front door. But not many. The closet door went down
findly, after what seemed ages. Probably it was a second and a hdf.

Monk fished indgde. His bellow was immediate and glesful. “L ook, brothers, a sprinkler!”
He had a hand machine gun, the drum heavy with cartridges.
He threw open the front door.

Heydled, “ Surrender, and well cure you guys of the fever you're gonna get! Fght us, and wéll let you
dig”

He stood there, to the side of the door, waiting. The thick stone wadl of the house protected him. Enough
time seemed to pass for alot to happen, and nothing did.

And findly afrightened voice haled them from outside, giving up. They were dl giving up.

“Why, dang their souls” Monk complained. “I oughta shoot 'em dl for cowardice, or something.”

THERE was no catch to it. Doc could hardly beieve it until they had searched dl of the men, and
counted heads, and found that none were missng. Monk and Ham stood around menacingly with the
gunsthey had taken from the hdl closet.

Then Monk shouted, “The car! What's going on init?’



Whatever was occurring in the machine was violent. Doc ran to it, digging out the key which would
unlock the doors.

Danid W. Lochaber, he saw, was dubbing Elma Champion over the head and shoulders with his gun.
The gifl was dazed, squirming, trying to fight off the attack.

Doc got the door unlocked and open. “ Stop that!” he shouted, and dragged L ochaber ot.
“Thet devil!” Lochaber pointed at the gifl and screamed. “That she-devil!”
The girl was motionless on the car seat.

“That she-devil!” Lochaber shrieked. “You know what she did? Grabbed my gun and held me up and
drove here and tried to surrender me to them!”

Doc sad, “That's enough, Shiraz.”

“She-devil!” Lochaber screeched. “Held me up—" He pointed the gun at the girl. The same gun Doc had
handed him earlier in the car.

“You can't shut her up, Shiraz”

“Eh? Shiraz?’ Lochaber turned dowly. His face was suddenly queer. “What do you mean?’
“You are Doctor Shiraz.”

“Me? Areyou crazy? 1—"

Doc sad, “Jugt last month, we were in Egypt and Arabia. We had quite alot of trouble there, with a very
clever devil who was trying to take over the governments of severa countries as ther governments
collapsed in defest. We findly got the fellow. His name was Shiraz.”

L ochaber's teeth began to show.
“Any kin of yours?’ Doc asked.
Lochaber spoke, barely whispering.

“My brother,” he said. He pointed his gun a Doc Savage's chest and pulled the trigger until the cylinder
had gone clear around. The loudest noise he got was the smacking of the hammer. Not a bullet came ouit.

The man sounded strange when he said in the same whisper, “Y ou gave me an empty gun!”

“Do you think | would have left you in the car with Miss Champion with a loaded gun?’ Doc asked. “Or
alowed you behind my back for aminute with a loaded gun, for that matter?’

“Oh, you dready knew?’ He 4ill whispered.

Doc sad, “Back a the warehouse, where you and the others were prisoners dl day—you sad the
telephone rang and warned the men. The telephone couldn't have rung. | had cut the wire. No cdl could
have come in, as you said. Which made it plain you warned them yoursdlf, and said the phone rang to
cover up.”

Monk came over. He prodded Lochaber—or Shiraz dias Lochaber—toward the other prisoners.
“Might aswel join the other disgppointed ones,” Monk said.



Doc moved Elma Champion in the car. She was conscious.

She sad, fear and reaction shaking in her voice, “He kept bragging, dl the time he was forcing me to
drive here, how clever he was to make you think he was just afodl private detective. He said that as long
as he was with you, he would know exactly what you were doing, and trap you essly.”

Then the girl was staring, wide-eyed, unbdieving, at the house.
“Unde Dub!” she breathed.

The old man came outdoors. He could bardy wak, but he had found two canes somewhere, and he
propped himsdf with those.

He pointed at the prisoners. “What's the matter with them? Why didn't they fight? Why wasn't there a
regular war?’

“Oh, we threw some muddy water on them,” Monk said.
Unde Dub thought that over for awhile. He didn't get it.

“Here they been tdlin' me | was crazy dl my life” he complained. “Somebody's been barking in the
wrong hole, if you ask me”

THE END



