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Chapter |

THE amdl man must have been waiting for him, because when he pad off the cab at the arport and
turned, there the sl fdlow was.

“Hdlo, Lew,” the amdl man said.

Lew could not think of an answer, and in a moment the taste of danger was in his mouth. For himit was a
burnt taste, dark brown. He had been a photography fan a one time he aways thought of danger as
having a taste like developing solution for film.

He looked about him nervoudy, but he could see none of the amdl man's usud companions, which was
not quite reasonable, but not reassuring, either.

“Let's have agndl talk, Lew,” the little man sad.

“l haven't got time,” he said. He had difficulty with the words. “I'm due to take off right now,” he added,
weskly.

“Let's have a drink, anyway.”
“Therés no bar at the airport.”
“Cup of coffee, then.”
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He opened his mouth to say nothing-doing — the-hdl with-you — 1-don't-want-any-part-of-you —
keep-away-from-me. But what he said was the only thing he dared say: “Well, okay.”

The restaurant, in the west wing of the airport administration building adjoining the passenger waiting
room, had large plate glass windows which overlooked the loading ramp and the runways, and the tables
here were crowded. They took a booth aong the north wall.

They sat there looking at each other, wordless. Lew Page was wordless because of fright, and knew it.
The smdl man—Lew had never heard him called by any other term except the smal man—probably fdt
no trace of fear. Lew believed the little fdlow had something psychologicdly wrong with him so that he
was incgpable of experiencing emaotions. At any rate the smal man was stting there unconcerned, like an
imbecile of a mouse deviling an € ephant.

“Coffeg, black, and only hdf acup,” the amdl man told the waitress. “And a glass of water.”
Lew mumbled that he wanted coffee with cream and sugar, and the waitress went away.
“All right, say your say,” Lew growled, with a sound like loose leavesin his throat.

The smdl man nodded.

“Are you going to see Newsome?’ he asked.

Lew Page didn't answer, because no answer was needed.

“Dont,” the amdl man said. “For your own good, don't. You are 4ill in the ATC, but you are on leave,
and you've rented a plane and you plan to fly to Kansas City and talk to Newsome. That | know. This |
aso know—the smart thing for you to do is get your leave cancelled and go back to flying the Atlantic
with the ATC. What do you think of that?’

“You can't scare me out,” Lew said.

The waitress brought their coffee, Lew's with sugar and cream, the amdl man's cup hdf full, and a glass
of water. The amdl man used the water to finish filling his cup. He drank. The waitress left. She was a
leggy, sullen-looking silver-blonde.

“No, | guess not. You won't scare out,” the amdl man said. “You're scared right now. Probably as
terrified as you will ever be. But not scared enough.”

“Thet'sright.”

“I'msorry . .. No, I'm not. | just think you are afool.”
“Well see”

“We sure will.”

“Thet dl you've got to say?’



The amdl man drank more coffee. “Yes.”

“Doesn't Mants want me to tdl Newsome anything?’

“No. Mants knows you will never see Newsome.”

Lew Page had not touched his coffee. He knew he could not drink it now, knew that his throat would not
let anything pass. But suddenly he drank it dl.

He hit the amdl man, hit im as hard as he could with his fig, lifting dightly and leaning over the table to
doit. Lew Page was big and burly and the blow could have killed an ox; but it only dazed the amdl man,
adriving him back againg the booth seat where he remained staring a Lew Page from loosely-lidded evil

eyes.
Lew Page leftin ahurry.

PRESENTLY theleggy, Slver-blonde waitress came over to the table under the pretense of picking up
the cups. She was showing a certain amount of hard-faced anxiety.

She sad, “The big bum! I saw him dug you! Are you dl right?’

“Get the hdl away from herel” the amdl man said as vidently as his sickness permitted. “Want to queer
the whole thing, you dope?’

The blonde looked rdieved and picked up the cups.
“l was jugt worried, honey,” she said.
She went away.

The smdl man had been hit hard on other occasions and he could judge the effects. He began testing his
legs for strength, found them weak, and remained where he was for a time, until he was sure he could
walk without sseming more than mildly drunk. Then he arose and walked outside.

He made hisway to a sedan in the parking lot where three men were waiting, and climbed insde.
“Did it go through?’ he was asked.

“My part did.”

“What about Flo's?’

“Ask Ho when she gets here”

“What's the matter with you?’

“He hit me” The smdl man lay back againg the cushions and closed hiseyes. “If | had been the least hit
sorry, | wouldn't have been after he hit me” he said in alow voice,

The three men looked at each other, wishing to grin at the idea of the smdl man being sorry for what he



hed just done; but at firgt they didn't grin because the horror of the thing they were doing was a sobering
force, until findly one did grin, and then they dl grinned like apes.

Ho, the leggy, sullen-looking waitress, came to the car about five minutes later. “Let's get out of this
place” she said, and got ingde.

“Your part go dl right?’
“Yes” Flo said.
“How much of his coffee did he drink?’

“All of it. At firgt he didn't touch it, and then dl of a sudden he drank every drop. That was just before he
hit my swestie”

The smdl man grimaced vidlently, for he hated being cdled swesetie and honey before others. To that
extent, Lew Page had been wrong about the amdl man. Thelittle fdlow could be embarrassed.

“Let'sgo,” he growled.

The driver sad, “Wait aminute,” for he was ligening to an arrplane engine, the sound of which was riang
to asnaling howl of power in a take-off run. Presently a plane, dready off the runway, flashed between
the buildings and passed on.

“There goes the last of Lew Page,” the driver said.

He had spoken to be facetious, but it sounded surprisingly unfunny and after he had spoken he became a
litle pale. The mood caught the others, and they were dl slent, their thoughts busy with what they had
doneto Lew Page.

Chapter Il

FROM La Guardia Field, Lew Page did adimbing turn in traffic and lined out, gill dimbing, on the route
the arliners followed, passng across Manhattan Idand above Centrd Park, crossing the Hudson, then
swinging alittle south to catch the N side of the Newark radio beam westward.

It took him some time to get back to breathing normdly, and to take his mind off his dry skin and the
brown taste in his mouth which the coffee hadn't erased. He mugt have ill been in somewhat of a daze,
though, because he passed Allentown and State College without redly seeing them, and presently the
Fittsburgh beam was begting at his eardrums. He settled down and flew steedily then, and eventualy
passed Columbus, Ohio. His stomach fdt unsettled, he thought as a result of the horrible experience of
mesting the amdl man, so he decided to set down a Indianapolis for something to edt.

Indiangpalis was pleasantly quiet, but it didnt seem to soothe his nerves, he was by now aware that a
sense of foreboding plagued him, but he was at a loss to account for the feding. The threats of the smdl
men were of course the direct cause of it, but they did not account for the present grim bite to the feding,
because he had been threatened before without having this dmogt ill sensation.

From Indianapalis he took federa airway Green Four to St. Louis, and he fdt no better when he crossed
the Missssppi, Missouri and lllinais rivers at their merging points. He was flying high, sixteen thousand,
and he decided he had a good tal wind, about seventy miles an hour, and didn't need fud to make
Kansas City. He was anxious to get to Kansas City, more consumingly anxious by the minute, to talk to



Newsome.

Newsome was a competent guy in a two-fised way. Carl Newsome might not have received an
overdose when they were dishing out brains, but when they added the guts and aggressiveness, they
soilled quite alot extra

Lew Page picked up Columbia, Missouri, then lined out over faming country where the section lines
were laid out in neat panels, north and south, east and west, with a country road marking each pand. It
was essy to keep a coursein such country.

SOME time later—he didn't know how much later—he saw the thing. He gave it what Hollywood would
cdl a double-take; he saw it and looked away, and then he raised himsdf as far out of the seat as the
safety belt would let im lift, and he looked again.

He kept looking and danger crawled over him like hotfooted ants; he could fed it beginin his feet and his
hands smultaneoudy and creep, and the sick taste of it wasin his mouth.

His next movements were naturd ones. Aimed at escape. He dammed his pdm againg the throttle and
began changing the mixture control; he nosed down the ship so suddenly thet he Ieft the seet for a while
and was pulled dong by the safety belt. The airspeed needle started moving, and presently it passed the
redliine point, the speed placarded as being the highest considered safe for this ship.

The argtream began to lift a banshee howl around the ship. Lew Page was a good pilot, and it was
probably the indinct of this, rather than conscious will, which made him watich the airspeed and come
back dowly on the stick so as not to shed the wings. The pull-out was sharp. But he didnt black out.
The average man doesn't black out until a pull of around seven times the force of gravity, and this ship
waan't stressed for much more than that. He pulled probably five g's, and came up in the beginning of a
loop, rolled out & the top.

He looked, and the breath ran out of himin a horrified rush, for it was dill with hm. He did a sngp rall, a
dAl, kicked off ina spin, let it spin uniil he became sick, neutralized everything and pulled out of the spin.

He wasn't going to be able to escape. The terror in him was now a physca violence, meking him do
wild, mad things. The speed in his dive had been near three hundred, and he tried that again, watching the
airspeed, watching aso the thing that was pursuing him.

He thought of the title of a story he had once heard; he hadn't read the story, only heard the title, which
was The Damned Thing . . . | mugt be going nuts, he thought. This can't be happening to me.

He pulled out of the dive, got out of it successfully, but then he did a snap roll which took the right wing
off. A rending roar, and the wing was gone.

He pulled the red handle and the escape hatch flew off, then he went out headfirst into space.

It was not a particularly good jump and he somersaulted for a while. Each time he went over he could
see the fdling ship gyrating off into space, and he fdt better, because the thing was pursuing the ship, not
him.

He hauled the parachute ripcord out of its sheath and set himsdlf for the opening shock.



Chapter Il

THE ringing of a telephone penetrated the afternoon gillness in the rich and well-bred offices of Graphic
Mutud Insurance on Grand Avenue in Kansas City.

T. Nedden Page looked up, and in a moment grinned in derision a the idea that even the telephone bl
a Graphic Mutud was alittle golden sound. Thisjoint, he thought, is saturated in dignity, and sometimes
it getsin my hair. What har I've got left, he thought wryly. He was not old, unless thirty-two was old, but
he had become bad in what he considered a very ugly way. In front of an imaginary line over the top of
his head from one ear to the other, he had no har whatever.

It was his telephone ringing. Ddliberately, he let it ring. Today he was gripped by the suspicion, which he
frequently had, that he was awild mustang trapped in a pasture with the plow-horses. A finerich pasture,
true, but not much fun for anyone to whom excitement was a spice. I'm old and getting bald and missing
life, he reflected. Which probably was his mood rather than the truth.

Reductantly, he picked up the telephone, said, “Renewa Department, Page spesking.”
“Are you the brother of Lew Page, ATC flie?" a crigp voice asked.
1] Ya”

The crigp voice stated it was speaking from Sunflower Generd Hospitd. A patient named Lew Page had
been brought to the hospita quite recently for treetment. In his possession had been two names, a Mr.
Carl Newsome and T. Nedden Page—hence the cdl.

Ned's firg stricken thought was. Lew has crashed.
“Is he—badly smashed up?’ Ned asked tensdly.

“Not exactly physcdly,” the hospita voice said. “However his menta condition is very bad. | suggest
you come a once.”

“Where did it happen?’
“I'm sorry, Mr. Page, but | haven't the details.”
“All right,” Ted said thickly. “I'll be right out.”

Leaving his desk, Ted Page's manner was something near normd, and his voice steady as he told the
supervisor, “My brother has been hurt, | understand, so | am leaving early.”

In the rich walnut-paneled reception room, he met Sethena Williams. Seth was talking to the receptionist,
Mrs. Kessing.

“Ted!” Seth exdamed. “What's wrong?’

Rather dully, Ted Page explained, “My brother, Lew. The hospitd caled. Something's wrong.”
“Are you going out there now?’

“yes”

“I'mgoing dong,” Seth said. “Poor Lew.”



SETHENA WILLIAMS did some thinking during the long cab ride to the hospitd. She wouldnt
truthfully be surprised if Lew Page had a bullet in him, and not much more surprised to hear it was from a
policeman's gun. She considered Ted's brother, Lew, a litle more wild and adventure-loving than a men
should be, with alittle of the unscrupulous tossed in.

Actudly, Seth was afrad of the thing in brother Ted. She bdieved she could see it in him. Ted was in
love with her, he said. Certainly he had asked her to marry him numerous times. She was not entirdy sure
why she hadn't, or whether she would in the future, the reasons probably being that she had a good job
and was happy asit was, and aso that srain of pirate sirit which Ted's brother Lew had, and which she
thought she could seein Ted. Pirates didn't make good husbands.

Sunflower Generd Hospitd was in the Swope Park Section, a large rambling pleasant building,
impressively built in the modern shiny matif. There was some red tape until they found who had caled
them; Ted had forgot to ask the cdler his name. It had been a Doctor Howard, they eventudly found.

Doctor Howard was a stout, middle-aged, serious man who said, “There are some things | would like to
tdl you before you see your brother.”

“What's wrong with Lew?’ Ted asked unessily.

“Ah—to tdl the truth, it's an unusud case,” the doctor said. “Here is the background as | heard it: your
brother was found by a farmer south of Lake City about two hours ago, after the farmer noticed an
arplane behaving queerly and saw the occupant jump out of the ship after awing broke off. Y our brother
was the one who jumped.”

Ted heard this only vaguely. “How badly is Lew hurt?’
“He has afew bruises”

“Thet'sdl?’

“That seems to be the extent of the physica damage.”

Ned Page let out along breath and said, “Thank God! The way you caled me, | thought he might be in
bm g,]a)elﬂ

The doctor looked uncomfortable, his expresson showing that he had been misunderstood, and that Lew
Page wasn't dl right. It was Seth who pinned the doctor down with a question.

“Doctor, you said the case was unusud. What did you mean?’ she said.

“Yes, exactly. I'm afrad | didn't make that clear,” the doctor said. “By unusud, | meant both the patient's
condition, and certain circumstances related by the farmer who saw the parachute jump. Youll see the
patient in a moment and will understand what | mean by his condition. So I'll pass that by for the moment,
and tdl you what the farmer reported as to the accident.” The doctor hesitated, pulling a his jaw, fishing
inhismind for words, and findly burst out with: “The thing sounds slly any way you could say it. Fact is,
the farmer said something fantastic was pursuing the plane.”

Seth was puzzled. “Y ou mean Mr. Page's plane was being chased by another plane?”’

“Not at dl. Chased, yes. But by some fantastic luminous mongter. Mind you, that's the farmer's version.
What I'minclined to believe is that this agriculturist must have seen fire or smoke from the disabled plane
ingeed of anything more novd.”



Seth sudied the doctor's uncomfortable face, then asked, “If you believe it was an error on the part of
the farmer, why take such pains to tdl us the story?’

The doctor fdl to rubbing and pulling his jaw again.

“l suppose | did so because I'm puzzled by the patient's condition,” he said. “Here, I'll take you in to see
him.”

THE fird thing Seth noticed was that the nurse in Lew Page's room wasn't looking as if she enjoyed
being there. Sheld gpparently been having a difficult time.

“Hdlo, Lew,” Ted Page sad.

He had been fooled by the cdm way his brother was lying in bed. Lew Page seemed dl right, except that
his color wasn't good, and there was a naturalness about his eyes that was reassuring, but he did not
respond to Ted's greeting.

“Hey, bub, don't you know me?’ Ted demanded.
Lew Page did not reply, did not look &t his brother.

Ted asked the doctor, “What'd you people do, shoot him full of morphine?” Ted was not looking & his
brother now, but he whirled to stare at Lew after Seth levdled an arm, pointing at Lew, and gasped,
“Look! Oh, Ted, how awful!”

Lew Page's body had started to diffen under the sheets. The diffening became an arching of the man's
ful length, and they could see the sheet moving where the muscles trembled with strained rigidity. This
posture hdd for a moment; then the patient's mouth opened, a scream tore out of his throat, and
amultaneoudy he squirmed sidewise, firg with his head, then with his whole body. The squirming turned
into a violent struggle, an effort to escape from something imaginary. The attempt didodged the sheet,
which permitted Ned and Seth to see that Lew was encased in a straightjacket.

“Oh, my God, Lew!” Ted cried, and legped to the bedside to lay soothing hands on his brother and say,
“It'sme, kid, your brother. Cut it out, Lew! Y ou're going to be dl right.”

The man on the bed continued to wrench himsdf about and scream. Seth was horrified by the indications
that Lew Page was endeavoring with every muscular effort he could summon, trying with an absolutely
insane frenzy to escape from something which smply wasn't there. The nurse and doctor helped restrain
Lew, and between them they managed to keep the patient on the bed, dthough his wild sruggles
persisted. Frantic, Ted Page cried, “Can't you do something for im?’

The doctor looked at the nurse and asked, “How much morphine has he been given?’ Seth falled to
caich the nurse's reply, but evidently it was alarge amount, because the doctor told Ted, “ There's nothing



more we can do.”

The patient had continued to scream, mew, whimper and moan, most of it incoherently, but toward the
end, just before he collapsed into that srangely peaceful cdmness again, Seth heard him cry distinctly,
“You can't outrun the damned thing! Three hundred miles an hour, and it's keeping right up with me!”

The slence in the room was shocking.
“You had better step outside for awhile. You look a bit shaken,” the doctor told Seth and Ted.

When Seth turned to the door, she saw a smdl man sanding there, looking into the room. He had an
expression on hisface that arrested her attention, for the expression was pleased and knowing.

“I'm sorry. | was passing by and heard a noise and thought something was wrong,” he said.

“A mentd patient,” the doctor told him. The doctor was disheveled, and he added, “Incidentaly, thisis a
private room.”

“My apologies,” the smdl man said, withdrawing.
Seth and Lew went into the hdl, and Seth watched the smdl man departing.

THE man, while smdl, wasn't diminutive enough to be a dwarf, and there was a razor-like neatness about
him. He didn't look, Seth thought, asif he'd just heard a noise and put his head in the room. He'd seemed
pleased and knowing, which weren't the naturd emotions for a passerby who had witnessed such athing.

A queer idea hit her. Had Lew Page's seizure been brought on by seeing the amdl man in the door?
“Doctor,” Seth said, going back into Lew's room. “Doctor, is that the first spdl like that he's had?”
The nurse answered the question. *He has them every few minutes”

Then it hadn't been the smdl man's appearance that brought it on.

“The brother looks rather shaken,” the doctor said. “I suggest you take him down to the cafeteria and
have some coffee. I'll join you presently.”

Ted Page heard, and nodded dumbly when Seth joined him. The cafeteria, high-callinged and extremdy
plain and antiseptic, was not a particularly cheering place, but they got coffee and sat at a table. Presently
the doctor joined them, carrying a cup of coffee for himsdf.

“Doctor, what's wrong with him? Shock? Is that what it is?” Ted asked anxioudly.

The doctor, girring sugar into his coffee, examined the table gloomily, an unpleasant task before him. “It's
more than shock.”

“What els=?’
The doctor turned his gaze to Seth and asked, “Are you Mrs. Page?’
“No, I'm afriend of Ted's. And | know Lew dightly—I've met him twice.”

The doctor, who had used the question to delay the grim job of tdling the truth, looked at the table. “We
are not definitdy sure about the condition yet. Further diagnoss will be necessary, and a specidid is



coming later in the evening. Also, as is usudly true with psychiatric cases, the condition may be
temporary and subject to improvement at any time, dthough in this particular instance |1 do not wish to
arouse hopes which may later be disgppointing.”

Ted cleared the tenson out of histhroat and asked, “What are you trying to say?”’
“Thet your brother is suffering from amentd collgpse”
“A nervous breakdown, you mean?’

“The term, nervous breakdown, is ambiguous. The terminology | would use is primary dementia brought
on by neurotrosis”

“What does that trandate into?’

“Madness,” the doctor said, then watched Ted Page intently to see whether he was taking it dl right.
Ted jerked his breath inward hoarsely and clenched his hands.

After afew moments which none of them enjoyed, Seth asked, “Doctor, what does neurotross mean?’
“A wounding of the nerves” the doctor explained.

“What caused it?’

“We haven't found out yet. That iswhy the pecidigt is coming.”

Seth had more questions, but they recoiled back into her mind at sght of the smdl man, who had entered
the cafeteria and was picking up a tray, sauntering dong the counter, sdecting a salad, a mest dish, and
coffee. Seth, watching the amdl man, knew that his presence darmed her, dthough she did not know
exactly why.

TED PAGE now unclasped his hands. The act seemed to require a considerable conscious effort, and
the act of speaking even more. “Doctor, does that—wounding of the nerves, you cdled it—mean that my
brother is hopeedy crazy, and can't recover?’

The doctor's hand went over and clamped reassuringly on Ted's arm. “Not necessarily. Wounds hed,
you know.”

The amdl man presently took a table, and proceeded to eat with birdlike despatch and evident rdlish.
Seth, il watching him, was sure that he was eyeing their table frequently, and that he had come into the
cafeteriafor that purpose.

“Doctor,” Seth said, “do you see that smdl man over there?’
The doctor turned his head. “Yes, of course.”

“Have you seen him around the hospitd before?’

The doctor pondered. “If so, | don't recdl it. Why?’

“Oh, he's so smdl, | was curious” Seth said evasvey. “Do you happen to have the name of the farmer
who found Lew?’



The doctor, nodding, took a smdl notebook from his pocket, consulted its pages, and said, “Jonas
Bddwin, R.F.D. 3, Lake City, Missouri.”

Seth asked for a pencil and wrote down the name and address. “Did | understand you to say the farmer
damed he saw something weird attacking the plane?”

“I wouldn't put too much stock in such a story,” the doctor said.

When, a few minutes later, the smdl man arose and left, Seth said, “Excuse me, Ted, while | telephone
the office | won't be back.”

She had lied so as not to darm Ted, for she intended to investigate the smdl man. Just how she would
invedigate him, she didn't know, but she fdt that her suspicions about the felow were strong enough to
warrant action.

The smdl man was not in Sght, but she surmised he had turned right toward the hospitd entrance, a
guess which proved correct. He was standing in front of the hospitdl, adjusting his necktie.

Two men got out of a car parked across the street. They entered a drugstore.
The smdl man crossed the street and disappeared into the same drugstore.

Seth turned some thoughts over in her mind. Maybe thisisnt my business, possibly I'm being imaginaive.
But | beieve theré's something strange going on here. She looked a the drugstore, fascinated, and
presently she was crossing the street.

THE place was more nearly a pharmacy than a neighborhood drugstore, one of those establishments
which locate in the neighborhood of hospitals and deal heavily in drugs. But there was a LUNCH, SOFT
DRINKS sgn outside which meant a fountain insgde.

Seth entered boldly because she could think of no way of doing it furtively. The three men, the amdl one
and his two companions, were danding at the fountain, and Seth went directly to the fountan hersdf.
They didn't seem to notice her.

“—irying to hold him down, both the doctor and the nurse” the smdl man was saying. Seth could
understand him clearly, but when one of the other men spoke, she did not get what he said.

“He told them exactly what happened to the plane, but it sounds so nuity they won't bdieve it,” the smdl
men said.

The other evidently asked about the farmer.

“Nobody will believe the farmer, ether. | don't think we've got a thing to worry about. His brother and
some girl were there, and | learned tha the hospitd caled them. It seems he had two names on him, his
brother's, and Newsome's.”

In an excited voice, one of the men demanded, “Was there any address with Newsome's name?’

“No.”

“Hél, | wish we could get our hands on that guy,” the other grumbled.

That, as it happened, was dl that Seth overheard. She stood at the fountain, her back to the men, and



drank the lime phosphate she had ordered. Unreasonably lucky, she thought hersdlf, to have heard that
much. She finished the phosphate and left, intending to wetch the front door.

The three men remained at the fountain after she had gone. The amdl man was contemplating the fountain
mirror with a wooden-faced ferocity. He said, “Y ou guys notice the babe behind you?’

Thar backs to Seth, the other two hadn't noticed.

“She's the gil who was with Lew Page's brother,” the amdl man said, rage grinding deeply behind his
words.

Sckly, one of the men sad, “God-amighty!”

“l didnt see her until she had stood there a while” the smdl man said, and he began hammering the
marble fountain top gently with a hand clenched so tightly the ligaments were pae with grain. 1 think she
maybe overheard something.”

He ceased beating the marble with hisfist, made himsdf relax and put both hands in his pockets.
“Wed better go after that girl and the brother after dl,” he said. “ Sandy, see where sheis”

Sandy, alean man with a face made in sharp angles and hair a colorless shade of brown, moved to the
front door, but did not go outside, and shortly he returned with information. “ She's taken a plant across
the street.”

“Thet tears it. Now we've got to take care of her and the brother,” the small man said bitterly. “Let's see
if this place has a back door. Well get out of here, camp on her trail, and catch the firg chance a her
and the brother.”

Asthey were moving away, the fountain clerk cdled out sharply, driking them with fright. But they'd only
forgotten to pay for ther drinks.

Chapter IV

FIVE minutes of weatching the drugstore was dl Sethena Williams patience would stand, after which, not
undergtanding why she hadn't seen the men come out, she crossed the street and entered the pharmacy.
She was genuindly startled at finding the men not there. She hurried back to the hospita, where she found
Ted Page adonein the cafeteria. The doctor had gone.

“Ted, there's something queer going on,” she said, and then told him what she had done and overheard.

Ted's expresson turned blankly dumbfounded before she was near the end of the Story, then he
moistened his lips and rubbed the tip of his nose doubtfully.

“You mugt be imagining—but of course you wouldn't sir up something that wild.”
“Ted, weve got to do something. What about the police?
“The cops? They would laugh.”

“| suppose they would,” Seth admitted. She looked at Ted, surprised a the discouragement and dullness
inhisvoice. He sounded as if he didn't want to do anything, dthough he was probably right about what
the reaction of the police would be.



Seth was unessy. She remembered the smal man, decided that she was afrad of him, that he had some
qudity of viciousness that had reached her dthough he hadn't spoken directly to her . . . Suddenly she
soared on excitement, and exclamed, “Ted!”

“YS?!
“I| have an idea, amarvdous idea”

Ted's eyes were heavy-lidded and unenthusiadtic. “If it's something about a strange thing attacking Ted's
plane, I'm afraid I'll have to tdl you | think that's dl tommyrot.”

“No, ligen to me. | know someone who is interested in this sort of thing, in the unusud, that is. A man
named Doc Savage.”

“Who?’

“Doc Savage. I've told you about him.”
“Oh, that guy,” Ted Page said unhappily.
“Savage is a remarkable man.”

Ted Page scowled. “Sure. Big and handsome and bronze and the most remarkable flake-gold eyes.
Yeah, | heard dl about him and it made me sick.”

Seth's eyes narrowed. “What's wrong with you, Ted?’
“l don't like you ringing in your pet crush at atimelikethis. | think it's damned idiotic.”

Seth fdt anger picking at her nerve ends. She was frightened of the amdl man anyway, in a mood where
her temper quickly burned to a hot flame.

“Stop being Slly!” she said. “Savage is a marvelous surgeon, too, and he might be able to hdp Lew. It's
Lew I'm thinking about—"

Ted Page looked at her darkly, fiercdly, said, “The hdl it's Lew! It's your bobby-sox yen for this bronze
quy—
Seth jumped up. She was very angry. She Ift the table without speaking.

THE hospitd did not have pay telephone booths, but there were phones, and you placed your cdl
through the hospitd PBX operator, who sat behind a raling a the entrance to the room where the
phones were.

Seth, rifling her purse to make sure she had enough money, told the operator, “1 want to talk to Doc
Savage, in New York City. The New York operator should be able to locate him without a telephone
number, because heis quite wal known.” Her irritation with Ted Page made her speak crisply.

“Take number three,” the operator said, indicating the numbered telephonesin the other room.
Seth went to the designated instrument, seated hersdf and waited.

Presently a man leaned over the railing which fenced off the PBX operator, an average-looking man with



awhiskey-colored skin and dark hair and black eyes. He dropped a bit of colored paper in front of the
telephone operator. A twenty-dollar hill.

He waited until the operator, looking at the bill, had redized what it was. Twenty dollars.
He said, “Want to make that in five minutes, no questions asked?’

The operator looked at the twenty dollars and her eyes became hungry. “Who are you?’
“A private detective.”

“What do | have to do?’

“Fug mein on that girl who just placed acdl.”

“I'l get into trouble,” the operator said.

“No, you won't. Nobody will know. Well both keep our mouths shut.”

“She placed acdl to Doc Savage, in New York,” the operator said. The man did not answer, and they
looked at each other cdculatingly for a few seconds, then the operator shoved a plug in a jack, sad,
“Take number ten.”

The man went to number ten, picked up the instrument, and went through the behavior of a man placing a
cdl and waiting for his party to come to the phone. When Seth began talking he could hear dl she said,
and dl that Doc Savage sad.

Doc Savage had a deep voice, a controlled voice, one which had obvioudy received considerable
traning. “Miss Sethena Williams?’ he sad. “Yes, | recdl you. | believe we met a the insurance
convention in Kansas City, where | was on the program with a tak exposng new types of insurance
frauds”

Seth was amazed that he remembered her, because she was sure that on that night done at leest two
hundred people had, like hersdlf, been introduced to himin rapid succession.

“I'm cdling because | understand you are interested in unusud or fantagtic crimes” she said.
“That is correct.”
“I've got a fantagtic one for you,” Seth said.

Shetold her story, managing, she thought, to put it very luddly, leaving out nothing that was important. It
was possible that she bore down too heavily on the menace she had fdt exuded from the smdl man, so
ghe finished, “I don't bdieve it was intuition that made me think he was bad, dther. | think he's
dangerous. You could tdl it by looking a him, the way you can dmost tel a poisonous snake by the way
it acts.”

Doc Savage asked, “The name of the farmer was Jonas Badwin, RFD 3, Lake City, Missouri?’
13 YSH
“Has he a telephone?’

“l don't know. But maybe | can find out—"



“No, I'll place along-distance cdl to him, and if he seems to veify the fantastic business about something
atacking the airplane carrying Lew Page, and if the farmer sounds rationd, you can expect me out there.
Say about deven o'clock tonight. The Regent Hotel 1obby. Eleven o'clock.”

“How will I know if you decide not to come?’

“Where can | reach you by phone?’

Seth gave him her gpartment number. “I'll probably be there after Sx o'clock.”
“Good.”

“I'm very grateful to you, Mr. Savage, for showing an interest—"

The bronze man's pleasant laugh stopped her thanks. He said, “You needn't be obligated. If this thing is
as screwey as it sounds, | wouldn't missit for anything.”

TED PAGE had changed his mood, Seth saw when she returned to the table in the cafeteria, because the
gin he gave her was sheegpish. “I'm ashamed of mysdf,” he said. “What do | do? Buy your dinner?’

“No, but you can reimburse me for a telephone cdl to New York,” Seth said, seating hersdf. “My
working girl's budget doesn't stand up under those, at least the person-to-person ones, very wel.”

“Telephone cdl?’
“| phoned Doc Savage.”

“The hdl!” Ted's eyes narrowed, and she thought he was going to get mad again, until he amiled
crookedly and asked, “Didn't get him, did you?’

[13 YS.”
“Where?’
“New York.”

“Wel, at least you had the experience of cdling him,” Ted said, then turned a little nasty and added, “I
hope you got a bing out of talking to him.”

“But hel's coming out here, Ted,” Seth said.

Ted Page's face became completely blank. “My God, the man mugt be nuts All the way from New
York on agirl's say-so! My God!”

“Oh, stop it,” Seth said wearily. “1 don't want to fuss”

Ted looked contrite, was dlent a moment, then said softly, “Y ou're surprisng me, angel-face. I've asked
you to be Mrs. Page, and been turned down, hdf a dozen times, and each time you as much as said the
reason was that there was an unrest indde me, a hunger for excitement, a kind of disstisfaction that you
figured kept me from being a good bet for a husband.”

Seth winced. This was true, adthough she didn't recall having put it quite that baldly.

“Now excitement comes dong,” Ted added, “and you jump right in the middle of it with gresat



enjoyment.”

“I'm not enjoying this” Seth assured him, and, thinking of the amdl man, she shuddered.
“Verve, then. Anyway, you piled right into the excitement.”

“l guess| did.”

“Bit inconggtent, don't you think?’

“I hadn't thought about it.”

“Anyway, now tha you've proved yoursdf wrong, why not consider being Mrs. Ted Page?”’

Sath didn't say anything. The proposal somehow didn't get to her, didn't touch her heart, as some of the
others had. It seemed a strange time for such athing, with Lew Page lying stricken so weirdly in the same
building. “You're upset. Let's not tak about it now,” shetold Ted gently. “Is there anything more we can
do for Lew?’

“Not right now, | guess” Ted muttered. “We might as wel go downtown and have dinner, then come
back later.” He seemed sourly discouraged.

They left the hospital and walked toward the bus stop two blocks away, moving under overhanging
maple trees, past neat houses and pleasant shrubbery, waking slently until a man came suddenly from
behind a bush, confronting them. It was the smdl man. He showed them the gun he had. It was amdl and
black, but aso frightening.

“It wouldn't be smart to get killed right here, do you think?” the smdl man said.

PRESENTLY an automobile, a sedan, pulled in quigtly to the curb, stopped. The driver and the man in
the seat with him Seth recognized as the pair who had been in the drug store, but a third man, riding in the
back, brought a gasp of recognition from her. “You were in the hospitdl when | telephoned!” she
exclamed.

The man, looking more dark-skinned indde the car, said “ S, Sefiorita,” and pushed open the door.
“Get in, baby. You too, pd,” he added in English.

Ned Page blurted, “You can't kidnap usin broad—"
“Damn, maybe you'd rather get murdered right herel” the smdl man said.

The smdl man's tone, his utter conviction and a noticeable willingness to do just what he said, kill them
right there, sent them into the car, sck with shock. The amdl man followed them insde, closed the door
and told the driver, “Take the shortest way out of town.”

They rode in slence. Seth gathered no assurance from watching the men, for the fdlow who had been
present when she telephoned was tight-muscled and thin-lipped and visbly nervous, as was the driver
and his companion. The amdl man done seemed relaxed, but this wasn't encouraging for his looseness
was that of a man who knew exactly what he intended to do.

“Take the next left turn,” the amdl man said.
Theroad proved to be alittle-used country lane.



A hurting in Seth's lungs reminded her that she wasn't breathing. I'm scared, she thought. More terribly
scared than | imagined it was possible for meto be . . . They're going to kill us.

“Okay. Pull up,” the amdl man said.

They stopped and there was rurd londiness about them, trees, a meadow, weeds, brush, and nowhere a
dgn of life, not even grazing cattle or horses.

In a tone that was terifyingly conversationd, the smdl man said, “I don't know whether it makes it any
tougher not to know what you're dying for than it would be otherwise. | don't think I'd likeit.”

Seth had the weird experience of being unable to do anything but stare a him. She wondered if she were
going to faint, and immediatdy the thought of fainting was in her mind, she had to fight againgt it. She
glanced at Ted, and wondered if she looked as terrified, as helpless.

“WEe're putting you away for cdling Doc Savage,” the amdl man said. “When you did tha, it was the one
worst thing you could do to us. It was bad. So we're going to shoot you both, after which | trust you will
meake us no more trouble.”

It was along speech and he seemed to like long speeches, for he was rounding and projecting his tones
like an orator.

“The matter of digposing of Savage will come next, and | do hope it will be no more difficult than this” he
added.

SETH spoke then, the words bresking loose from the cement of fear in her throat. “Mr. Savage sad
over the telephone that he would meet me in the Regent Hotel [obby at—"

“Spick overheard that,” the smdl man said, and nodded dightly at the dark man.

Seth's words rushed on, a dvill tortured flood. “—eleven o'clock. Mr. Savage will be expecting me and
when I'm not there, he is going to become suspicious. It would be much better if | was there” Hyderia
took her voice tones and changed them, made them sound dill and hoarse, quick, breathless, a times
amos took away the sound. “It would be better, wouldnt it?” she said wildly. “If | were there, he
wouldn't be darmed. He would be expecting me, and you would have an easer time getting him,
wouldn't you? Wouldn't you? Don't you understand—I don't want to die? I'll help you?

“No one wants to die,” the smal man said, coldly unmoved.

He sounded as if he was going to shoot any moment, and the driver turned hadtily, said, “Hold it, the
babe may have something.”



“She has avery nicefigure” the small man said, with humor that was as funny as a skeleton raitling.

“No, wait. Savage, from what I've heard, is tougher than the United States Marines. She may have
something.”

The amdl man nodded emationlesdy. “ She undoubtedly has. But do we care to take the risk?’
Sath sad, “Ted, here—youll have to spare Ted, too.”

Ted hadn't said anything and he didn't say anything now.

“It might pay off,” the driver said.

The dark man said, “1 favor anything that helps us get Savage.”

The third man nodded. “Me, too,” he said.

The amdl man leaned back, neither relieved nor disappointed, and sad to Seth, “Baby, you taked
yoursdf out of that one.”

Seth did not respond, the will to do or say anything having gone out of her, leaving her with the certainty
that presently she was going to faint. She had promised to decoy a man to his death, and she hadn't
meant the promise, had no intention of keeping it, knew she would not keep it. If she could—

Chapter V

DOC SAVAGE reached Kansas City at 21:29 Central Standard Time, which was not exactly according
to his advance estimate, but neither wasiit off enough to worry about. The plane he was flying was not his
own. It was an experimentd fighter modd on which Doc's friend, the engineer Colond John Renwick,
hed done some radica re-designing, and Doc had been promising to test-hop the ship on a cross-country
a farly high dtitude. He had used this Kansas City trip to keep the promise.

He had radioed ahead and army men were on hand. He turned the plane over to atechnica sergeant and
two corpords, passed through the adminidration building, and caught a bus, impressed, as he imagined
mog ar travelers were, by the ddightful fact that the Kansas City Municipad Airport was dmogt in the
business didtrict.

He soon regretted taking the bus; a cab would have been better, giving him more privacy. When not seen
a close range, he did not seem a paticularly large man; but here in the cab his 9ze made him quite
conspicuous, and he was stared at, but not recognized. At least he didn't think he was recognized.

There was a three-block walk to the Regent Hotel, and he used the intervd to turn over in his thoughts
what Sethena Williams had told him, and what the farmer had told him. He had telephoned the farmer.
The man seemed perfectly rationd, understandably embarrassed about tdling such a fantagtic Sory.

The fantadtic assailant of the plane, the farmer had said, had been comparatively smdl, about one fourth
the Sze of the plane. It had not seemed to be flame or smoke coming from the ship. The plane had not
appeared to be &fire. Had the thing, whatever it was, continued to pursue the plane after Lew Page
jumped? Yes, as long as the farmer had watched the plane, it had; but he hadn't kept an eye on the ship
untl it crashed, because anxiety over the fdling man had held his attention. Lew Page hadn't opened his
parachute until he was dangeroudy low, and the farmer had then raced to him, finding an obvioudy
demented man who was mouthing gibberish, together with phrases about the thing chesing him.



As for the plane, it had crashed into a amdl lake, and preparations were being made to drag the
wreckage to shore where the CAA could look &t it. It had been ascertained there were no more bodies
inthe plane, by smple diving, for a part of the ship projected above the water.

The whole thing fascinated Doc Savage. It was the sort of an afar he liked to invedtigate, taking his pay
in excitement. This chasing excitement had, he redlized, gradudly become his career; but he did not like
to think of himsaf the way the newspapers referred to him, as a man who went around righting wrongs
and punishing evildoersin the far corners of the earth, whenever the law was ineffectud. That sounded a
little too Gaahadian.

But he was intrigued by this, and he suspected something mysterious. His suspicions made him cautious
when he reached the hotel, and he did not enter the front way. He used the service entrance.

THE lobby was crowded. He studied the place through a partly opened door for a while, observing at
least a dozen young women, any one of whom might be Sethena Williams. The obvious thing to do was
have her paged.

Not because he saw anything out of the way, but because he had only lived as long as he had by being
abnormdlly cautious, he decided to be devious. So he withdrew and found a bellboy in the working
innards of the hotdl.

To the bellboy he talked a length, and five dollars changed hands. Ffty cents or a dollar might have
done, but where his neck was concerned he believed in asking for good service, and paying for it. The
arangement was. The bellhop was to page Miss Sethena Williams. He was to have a note on atray; Doc
wrote the note: He would be delayed hdf an hour. But the gimmick in this was that, on the tray in chak
would be the question: Is it safe? Signed, Doc Savage.

The bdlboy was conceding mirth. He thought it was a man and wife affair, with someone ese's wife,
Doc did not dislluson him; he merdly held back three of the five dollars to insure service. He watched
the bellhop through the crack in the door.

“Cdl for Miss Sethena Williams,” the bellboy droned, and thefifth time he said it, he got action.

A girl near the west sde of the lobby came up straight out of a chair where she had been stting. The
tightness of fear was indde her, it was plain to see.

A andl man came out of another chair, eadly and quietly, but with purpose, and approached the girl,
reeching her while she was dill saring a the bellhop. He whispered to her. A command, evidently.

“Here, boy,” she cdled.

It was the amdl man who took the message when the bellboy came. The bellhop was good; he lifted the
message off the tray and handed it to the man, and then he stood, so deliberatdly that it was unbelievable,
like a good magician fooling an audience, letting the girl observe what was written on the tray.

She shook her head. Quickly. Ingtantly. Meaning empheticaly that it was not safe there.

I'm alucky guy, Doc Savage thought. Once in awhile | have an idea that pays off. The belboy told him
the same thing when he returned.

“You're alucky guy, if thet little gink's her husband,” the boy said. “Whoee! That little flow looks like
the canary that swalowed the cat.”



“A very worth-while observation,” Doc said, and bestowed the remaining three dollars on him.

For three or four minutes, he watched through the door, decided the Stuaion was going to remain like it
was for a while, and Ieft the look-out spot, lest he be discovered. He occupied the next five minutes
obtaining and consuming a sandwich in the service section of the hotel, naticing thet there was some
grinning, so that he surmised the bellboy had peddied around the wife-with-husband story. He ignored
the grins.

When next he looked into the lobby, the Stuation was unchanged, except that the amdl man was picking
lint off his trousers and edting it. Evidently he was worried. It was no surprise when the little felow
ggndled to another man, who nodded grimly, and the smdl man then headed for the door.

DOC raced toward the service entrance, throwing glesful convulsons into a porter who thought he was
inflight from the supposed hushand. By keeping speed, Doc got around to the street in time to spot the
amdl man. The rest was a pushover. The amdl man looked into a parked car where two other men were
waiting, the two got out quickly, dl three headed for a bar, and Doc Savage happened to be sanding in
front of the bar. There was nothing to do but go indgde. He did.

Indgde the bar it was murky and noisy and the place andled of stde beer. There were two booths empty.
Doc took one, surmisng the men would not talk, if they had come here to talk, & the bar. In the booth,
he dumped over and dapped the underside of the table, then hadtily moved to the other booth, where he
made some gpparently amless motions with his handsin the air, then put his head on his ams and did his
best to resemble a ditizen with one too many down the hatch.

What he had done was plant a microphone to the underside of the table in the next booth, a contact mike
for which the table would serve, after a fashion, as a digphragm to pick up the sound. The mike was in
turn attached to a pocket amplifier, much like one of the hearing aids so popular with the deaf, except
that the circuit in this one was productive of an ungodly amount of magnification. The device was one of a
number of gadgets which Doc usudly carried, somewhat self-conscioudy, when he expected trouble.
The gadget was redly remarkable; he could use it to eavesdrop directly, as aradio receiver, as a pick-up
for a conversation over atelephone merdly by placing it near the phone wire. The latest use which he had
incorporated into it was that of capacity burglar darm; attach it to a wire, a fence wire for instance, and
anyone coming within a couple of feet of the wire would cause the gadget to whidle in the tiny ear-plug
receiver.

The three men did into the other booth, the only other empty one. They spoke across the table in very
low voices which would have been entirely inaudible except for the hearing gadget.

“About the time Savage is due, dong comes a bellhop paging the girl,” said a voice, evidently the amdl
man's. It was quite audible. “This grip-buster's got a note. It says Savage will be a hdf hour late, and it's
Sgned with Savage's name.”

“Wel, he's coming, then,” another said.

“Who wrote that note?” the amdl men said hitterly. “I sat there like a dope for ten or fifteen minutes
before that hit me. Who wrote the note? Savage? Then he was around there, gave this belhop the note,
and dther left or isdill around.”

“Godamighty!” a man gasped.
“Yeah, it's a little upsetting, something like waking up fifteen minutes late to the fact that you may have



been run over by atruck.”

“Whetll we do?

“Keep our eyes open, and do the best we can.”

“Hédl, are we going to gtick around here?’

The amdl man asked hitterly, “Why not? Maybe Savage isn't suspicious.”

A WAITER came. The amdl man ordered a daiquiri and the other two asked for bourbon. The waiter
moved back to Doc's booth and stood scowling until Doc, to avoid being thrown out, said, “Coffee and
ahamonrye” Saidied, the water went away, the amdl man caling after im “Hurry it up!”

Doc hoped they would not fiddle around in the booth until they noticed the tiny microphone wire, about
the sze of a black sawing thread, which was srung againg the wal from the microphone back to the
booth where Doc sat.

“l wonder,” pondered one of the men, “if Alfred Mants heard from Newsome?’

The amdl man snorted. “He had not when | telephoned him. But Newsome is supposed to contact him
tonight or tomorrow.”

“You think ther€ll be trouble?’

“Hdl yes, probably. If Newsome scares out, there may not be. What happened to Lew Page was pretty
effective, and it may frighten Newsome into either getting back in line with us, or dropping his idea of
hijacking the whole project for himsdf.”

“Think helll scare?’

“How would | know? | don't know Newsome.”

“Does any of our outfit know him by Sght?’

“Not that | know.”

“He could be one of us, for dl we know, couldn't he?”

The samdl man laughed bitterly. “He'd better not be, isdl | can say.”

The waiter came with their drinks, the liquor for the men, Doc's coffee and sandwich. To avoid waiting
for the check, Doc had the correct change ready. He pretended to eat, leaning his head on a pam, the
pelm covering the ear which did not hold the hearing-aid receiver, that he might better understand the talk
inthe booth.

But the three drank quickly, the amdl man offering, “To the downfdl of Newsome, whoever heis”
“Yeah, and her€'s to somebody getting alook at him,” another said.

Presently they got up and left the booth. Doc Savage bolted the rest of his sandwich, retrieved his
microphone and wire, and re-wound the wire on itstiny spool as he made for the door.

He watched the amdl man go back into the Regent, the other two dimb in their car to resume waiting.



Doc himsdf didn't return to the Regent at once. He headed for a drugstore.

THE bronze man worked as fast as he could, buying what he needed in the drug store cosmetics and
prescription department, getting to a hotd, not the Regent, and renting a room. He logt some time when
the bathroom light over the mirror proved to have, hotd fashion, a twenty-five wait bulb which gave not
much more light than a respectable match.

But it was dmogt ahdf hour later before he finished and left the hotdl, walking toward the Regent. Now
he was no longer the bronze man, at least in coloring. He had used quff from the drugstore to give his
skin an unhedthy grayish cast, had grayed his hair at the temples, blackened it elsewhere, and tucked
pareffin in his cheeks to give hmsdf somewhat the look of a pocket gopher. His eyes were the same;
there was a way of changing his eyes, by usng tinted contact eye lenses, but he didn't have the lenses
avalable

He waked into the Regent lobby.
He went directly to the smdl man.
He asked, “Mants around?’

The andl man had sdlf-control; he hardly changed a muscle, but he did seem to rise bodily a couple of
inches off the floor and remain suspended for a few moments.

“Beg pardon?’ the amdl man said, when he had control.
“You heard me”

They scowled at each other, and Doc wondered if he had put too much trust in the drugstore makeup
and the subdued lighting in the hotel lobby. He kept his eyes narrowed, hoping the shadow would
conced ther unusud flake-gold coloring.

“l don't believe we know each other,” the amdl men said findly.
“l know you.”

There was more looking and thinking. The little fllow decided to get tough. He said, “Take a wak!” and
meade it sound ominous.

“But you don't know me” Doc said. “ So keep your shirt on, pint size. | happened to be passing through
the lobby and saw you, and | thought: Why not now? Well, why not?’

“Better take awadk, brother.”
“Is Mants around?’

The amdl man did not say anything more about waking. He was confused, but the only dgn of his
confuson was a nervous swipe he took a his lips with his tongue. He demanded, “Who the devil are
you?”

Doc decided to shake the man more, and said, “You are meking a sucker move, waiting around here for
%/me_”



The drawing of the amdl man's lips began to make wrinkles around his mouth.

Doc sad, “You know what | thought when | saw you a moment ago? | thought: Well, Newsome needs
to tak to Mants sometime, so why not now.”

“You Newsome?’
“What do you think? And how long do we have to stand around here and make faces at each other?’

The smdl man moved his shoulders uneesily. Two other men, the one Doc had spotted previoudy and
another whom he hadn't, had now arisen from chairs and were sanding poised. That made three. He
wondered if there were more.

Doc sad, “I don't think it is haf smart to be around here when Savage shows up. What are you fools
trying to do, dir up a hornet's nest? Savage doesn't know what it is dl about, so instead of getting him
excited, why not let him stay ignorant?’

“He won't be excited, hell be dead,” the smdl man said.

“Suppose you didn't get it done?’

One of the other men came over and asked, “Who's this monkey?’ He sounded scared.
“Newsome,” the smdl man said.

“Goddamighty!”

“He wants to tak to Mants”

The other man looked rdieved. “Why not? Maybe we can get our dvil war settled and go ahead with the
project.”

“Worth trying.” The amdl man jerked his head toward the door. “Come on.” He indicated the girl. “Well
take our bait dong, in case we want to fish again.”

Chapter VI

SETHENA WILLIAMS sobbed softly in a strange dry-eyed way, leaning back againg the car cushions,
her eyes open and tearless. She was carying from the effects of sheer terror, and a let-down from the
drain of waiting in the hotel |obby.

The driver, without turning his head, sad, “For Pete's sake, shaddup!” To no one in particular,
goparently, he added, “ Can't you make her cut that out?’

No one answered him. No one said anything to the girl about stopping.

The car, a sedan, had two fold-down jump seats in the rear, but it was crowded anyway. One other man
rode in the seat with the driver, gtting Sdewise so that he could watch the rear seat. He had a gun. The
two men who had been in the lobby rode the jump seats, while Sethena Williams was in the rear between
Doc and the amdl man.

“Have you got aname?’ Doc asked the smdl man.
“Cdl methe amdl man. That's enough,” thelittle fdlow said. He had regained his composure and his hard



urbanity, and if he were nervous now, he was hiding it well.

He was probably nervous, Doc thought. They were dl nervous.

“How did you know we had set atrap for Savage?’ the amdl man asked findly.

“Obsarvation,” Doc said.

“That right? Y ou've been keeping tab on us, en?’

“Dont you think it was a good idea?’

The smdl man laughed, said, “It would have been a good idea for Lew Page, too, wouldn't you say?’

He obvioudy expected this statement to deliver an unpleasant punch, so Doc gave in return what he
hoped was the proper amount of sulky slence. Lew Page, he now surmised, was working for Newsome,
and he guessed further that these men were responsible in some way for what had happened to Lew
Page. Someone named Mants was their leader. There was a split between Mants and Newsome, a avil
war, they had cdled it.

Doc was pleased with the nearly complete little part of the picture these facts made. He had hardly
expected to gather much that made coherent sense this early in the game; rather, he had thought the facts
he got might be unrelated, as meaningless as the fird pieces of a jigsaw puzzle, pieces to be picked up,
examined, then lad aside in his mind awaiting the later appearance of other pieces which would fit with
themn to begin making a picture.

Sethena Williams by now had subdued her sobbing. Suddenly, in a controlled voice, she said, “I'm glad
you didn't get Mr. Savage. I'm glad | didn't have to betray him.”

“Maybe youll get another chance, sgter,” the smdl men said.
Doc asked, “What kind of threats did they use on you, Miss Williams?”

“They were going to kill Ted Page and me” she said, and horror crawled into her throat and made it
squirm, made her sound very ill and distraught.

THEY were driving, Doc Savage reflected, toward what was cdled the Country Club didtrict of Kansas
City, the pleasant resdentia didrict to the southwest. He was familiar with Kansas City, enough versed
with the town to know that they were on Ward Parkway now, having just turned off Warwick. He used
part of his atention to keep advised where they were going, and the rest he turned to Sethena Williams,
caeful to keep hisinterest from being obvious.

He had not been particularly impressed by the girl when she telephoned him, not even enough to be
conscious of curiogty. Her news had been interegting; the girl only background. She was more than
background now, because she had, of her own will in response to threeats, served as bait for a trap that
was intended, he was sure, to be his degath.

Presently he was surprised to discover he didn't fed resentment, didnt blame her. She had an inner
honesty which seemed to show through the garments of terror she was wearing. This, he thought,
described her. She was not hard to look at, either. She was not brittle or flashy or atificid, and he
approved of that.



He wished that she knew hisidentity, and he pondered ways and means of informing her, deciding in the
end that it was too much to risk.

She was watching him. She said, “Y ou're one of them, aren't you?’
The amdl man laughed at that, coldly and violently, and Doc said, “Not exactly.”
“But wasn't Ted's brother, Lew Page, working for you, Mr. Newsome?’ she asked.

Doc did not answer. The men were watching him, and he did not want to venture into any exchange of
direct satements where he might betray himsdf. So he said nothing.

The amdl man spoke to the one in the front seat who had been facing the rear throughout. “You been
watching the streets back of us?’

“Yesh”

“See anyone following?

“Not yet.”

The smdl man pondered this, then told Doc Savage, “Y ou have got a nerve.”
“In what way?’

“We might knock you off.”

“Kill me, you mean?’

“Sure”

“No, you won't,” Doc said.

“Confident, aren't you? Why not?’
“Mantswill explain that to you,” Doc said.

That finished the tak about who was going to get killed, and Doc was glad to get off the unpleasant
subject. He was glad to stop taking, to wait in dlence and study the five men, cdculaing his chances,
and pondering his wiseness in getting involved in such a desperate Stuaion. He was learning a little, it
was true, but he was becoming concerned over the risks.

They stopped a a neighborhood drugstore that was vast and gaudy.

“Go cdl the boss” the amdl man ordered one of the others. “Ask him where he wants us to bring
Newsome.”

In not much more than three minutes, the man was back with the information: “Bring him out to the
house”

THE house was not in the Country Club section after dl; they had driven out there as a blind. It was a
farmhouse farther south and east, beyond Hickman Mills, far enough out that the country was rurd. The
farmhousg, tdl dim+jim of athing, stood behind a grove of meple trees, flanked by a barn, chicken house,
atool shed, none of which looked very prosperous, as nearly as Doc could learn from looking at the



place in the darkness.

“Wait here” the amdl man growled before he got out. He disappeared into the house, which was quite
dark.

Doc Savage moved over to the car window, where he gave dl of his atention to watching the house.
There was just one thing possibly wrong with the Stuation, but if it were wrong, it would be plenty. The
house lights came on.

He didn't know whether Mants knew Newsome by sght.

Presently three men came out of the house. The smdl man, another man, and a third man, younger, who
was holding his hands clasped on top of hishead. A porch light flashed on.

“Ted!” Sethena Williams cried excitedly. “Oh, Ted, have they hurt you?’

The young man with his hands on his head, Ted Page obvioudy, gave her a sick grin. “I'm fing” he sad
bitterly.

The smdl man nudged Ted Page, demanded, “isthis guy Newsome?’

Doc Savage, examining Ted Page, thought: here's aman who was born to be an adventurer. He's scared
now, but it isnt the terror of reluctance; he isn't nauseated and week; he's excited and on edge, and if he
sees the need of action, heis perfectly capable of moving fast and using his head.

Ted Page, without taking his hands off his head, moved his ebows angrily. “I don't know anybody
named Newsome. I've told you that.” He had been squinting at Doc in the murk.

“Bver see this man before?’
“Of course not!”

The samdl man amiled a dow gmile that took hold of Doc, froze him, shocked him with an eectric
awareness of danger. His eyes jumped at the house, at the particular windows from which he had adready
decided that danger, if it came, would come. And danger was there. A rifle barrel. A rifleman, obvioudy
awating asgnd to fire. At alighted window.

He moved his eyes only enough to learn none of the others had guns in their hands, then he lunged at the
car door, the one on the side away from the house, knocked it open, shoved the girl through.

“Run for it!” he said, and hit the driver of the car under the ear with hisfigt. The man collgpsed.

The man on the jump-seat was cursing by now, trying to get out of the car and produce agun a the same
time. Doc seized him with hisleft hand, struck him with hisright figt, not doing as much damage as he had
hoped to do. The man's gun came into view, a revolver, and they fought over that. It was frighteningly
dark inthe car.

There was a report, vidently metdlic. A rifle bullet. The man at the window was shooting into the car,
and the bullets were going through the car body without much difficulty. Sethena Williams was out of the
car, had started to run away into the night.

Doc was trying to get out on the other sde of the machine with the man he was fighting, but having no
luck. Presently he did get the revolver, crushing the man's fingers and tearing the wesapon from him.

“Ted Make abresk!” Doc shouted. “Run for it!” He did not know whether Ted Page could manage to



escape, but it would further muddy the Stuation for the enemy if he tried.

The man Doc was fighting straightened out convulsvely and exchanged cursing for screaming. He
screamed, “I'm shot!” With his next scream, crimson spray left hislips, one of the rifle bullets had passed
through his chest.

Therifleman stopped shooting. Doc heard him ydl, “Turn out these lights, dammit!”

Thelights immediately went out, al of them, induding the porch light. The rifleman was disstisfied.
“Get that porch light on, you foal!” he screamed. “How the hdl can | do any good with no light!”
But the lights did not come on immediatdly.

Chapter VII

THE darkness, now that the lights had suddenly gone off, seemed solidly black. A gillness, lading for a
moment, was quickly changed into the noises of men running, of the girl running, of profanity and hard
breething. Someone dammed into something that sounded like a metd rain barrel.

Doc Savage crawled out through the car door. This had been hisintention in the firgt place, but it seemed
that it had taken im along time to do it.

Lying beside the car, he began shoving hands in his pockets. . . . At fird, he didn't find what he was
seeking. Then he did. Inside coat pocket. A flat case, four glass bottles, litle more than phids, insde. He
explored with a finger, selected the phid fartherest to the right when the case lid was away from him. The
correct one, he hoped.

He twigted out the cork, hdf lifted, and listened. There was no movement in the car. He went to the
back, to the end of the machine, ligened again; this time he spotted bresthing nearby. Two men, it
sounded like.

He flung, with a swinging motion, the contents out of the phid, threw the liquid toward the spot where the
men seemed to be.

He heard one of them change the regularity of his breathing, then another dight sound, a scraping as if the
men might have fdt of hisface or dothing to see what the wetness was.

Now, suddenly, the porch light blazed on.

Doc Savage dodged wildly behind the car, went flat on the ground. He was sure, for a moment, thet they
mugt have seen him, and waiting for them to begin firing, wished heartily that he had used the moment of
darkness to take flight, instead of remaining to use the gadget, the liquid in the phid.

He looked under the car, suddenly aimed his captured revolver at two pairs of legs he could see there.
One st of feet belonged to the smdl man, he fdt sure, so he shot the felow in the left leg.

It was the andl man. He didn't fdl, dthough the shock should have knocked him off his feet. On one leg,
the man went hopping toward the house.

Doc fired again, missed. The tal grass and the weeds were in his way.

A voice, hoarse with emotion, cried, “For God's sake, don't shoot me!” It was Ted Page.



Astonished that Page had not used the darkness and the excitement to escape, Doc called out angrily:
“The next time the lights go out, run for it, you idiot!”

He shouldn't have yelled. Because the sound of his voice brought rifle bullets hunting through the car
body for him. He crawled ahead, to get the protection of the motor; while doing this, he made a
discovery, one that gave him a feding of being a damned fool. The ground, and the driveway on which
the car stood, doped sharply, and he had not noticed it previoudy. It was an important matter, and he
changed his plans immediately.

He reached up, jerked open the front door of the car, reached in, loosened the emergency brake. The
car, fortunately not in gear, began ralling. There was not much running-board, but he managed to ding to
whet there was.

Gathering speed, the car began to buck over ruts, and grass whipped the chassis. The rifle, slent for a
moment, began damming its noise againg the soundboard made by the grove of meple trees, and a
moment later Doc fdt a shock and ing in his right leg. He had been hit, and he was wondering how
badly when the car |eft the driveway and sideswiped a tree, fortunaiely on the other side. The Sdeswiping
changed the course of the meachine dightly; it Ieft the path, knocked over a bush, took a ditch, began to
pitch down toward a gully. Doc rolled off.

He kept low in the weeds and crawled. The car dived into the gully on its nose with a considerable crash.
Doc went into the same gully, turned Ieft, and ran to intercept the girl. She was his link with the whole
thing and he didn't want to lose her.

Shot sound was gobbling around among the trees in echoes. A man in the car was screaming. The amdl
men was taking in a loud, profane voice, tdling his men to rush the car. A dight ghrillnessin his voice was
the only sgn that he was suffering from the leg wound.

Doc heard the girl, traveing fast, making noise, thinking of nathing but getting away from there. He put on
Speed, intent on overhauling her. He had not forgotten his own wound; it was not hurting yet, but his leg
fdt dightly numb. Exploring with his hand, he found a wetness the sze of asmdl plate.

He caught Sethena Williamsfindly. Somewnhat irritated, he said, “If you're going to run, try not to sound
like an dephant herd! Take advantage of the darkness.”

She stopped running, then asked, “Will they kill us?’

SHE was over the edge into terror, he fdt, so frightened that she would put into action dmogt anything
she thought of, which was acting without thinking. It was no state of mind for an emergency. Redizing he
mug give her sdf control, he put aside the things he urgently wanted to do and spoke quietly.

“Were safe now,” he said, which was nat true. “We will move quietly, teking a different direction in case
they heard us. There is no dange—" He stopped, redizing his reassurances were not soothing her. He
was afraid, vidently afraid, that she was going to scream and have hysterics. He wished there was light

enough to see her face.

In a moment, while he was wondering what earthly thing he could do to help her, she got hold of her
control. The thing that brought her back out of hysteria surprised him. It was his wound. She brushed her
hend againg the bloody stain on his trouser leg in the darkness.

“You're hurt,” she said, and suddenly she was normdl.



He breathed outward heavily with rdlief, said, “Let's get going.”

They moved in a semi-circle perhaps a hundred yards, and he saw through the trees perhaps hdf a mile
digant, alight. He pointed at the light.

“Go there” he directed. “Go quietly. If they have a telephone, summon the State Police. If they do not
have a telephone, get to one”

Worried by his wound, she asked, “Did they shoot you?’

“It's nothing serious. | am going back and see what can be done for Ted Page. But under no
circumstances, no matter what you hear happening, do not come back here.”

To hisrdief sheleft without an argument.

Turmning, he worked back through the trees and darkness toward the farmhouse. The shooting hed
stopped. There was dill some shouting. The man had stopped screaming in the car. Doc broke the
revolver he had captured and found it contained three unfired cartridges.

He moved dowly, waiching everywhere. By now the srain and excitement had made his mouth dry and
hisskin numb, asif it had no capacity to fed; dso he had the sensation of being detached from the whole
thing mentdly. As long as he was feding that way, it was not hard to go forward, but he knew, from
experience, tha the state of mind would not last long. Presently he would be feding every danger,
cdculaing each move.

Suddenly he heard an automobile. It was at the farmhouse. The motor roared for a moment, then there
was noise of tires diding to a stop, and the smdl man shouting &t the others to get in the car.

Doc dropped some of his caution, and ran forward. He heard the car begin moving; it was traveing fast
down the lane when he saw it. He halted, rested the revolver againg a tree, fired twice a the tires. Both
were misses, and he did not try again. It was too dark.

The car fled from sght, and, presently, from hearing.

For some time, fully ten minutes, Doc Savage watched the farmhouse from the conceslment of the trees,
then he entered by the back door. There was no one there.

He approached the car which had plunged into the gully, waited awhile, then struck matches,

The man who had been shot accidentdly in the chest by the rifleman was there. He was dead. He had
been shot through the brain & close range. The skin around the head wound was dark with powder burn.

Hlled with vident fedings, Doc contemplated the body for awhile. He was dumbfounded at the brutdity
of what he saw, a man coldly murdered so that his care would not be a burden, for the explanation could
hardly be anything else. It was direct, shocking violence, and he had to exercise srong effort to make
himsdf search the dead man's dothing. He brought to view successvely a passport, a document folder of
credentids, five hundred dollarsin large bills, cigarettes, keys, matches, handkerchief and somewhat less
then adadllar in Slver.



The passport gave the man's name as Iturbi Sanchez, dtizen of a South American republic. The
documents in the folder were war correspondent's credentids, credited to the same South American
country, identifying the man as representing the newspaper El Estrella, and the New York Express.
There was a lot of other suff, age, weght, birthplace, next of kin, the latter liged as José and Maria
Sanchez, South America. The name of Sanchez was about the equivdent of Smith and Jones, Doc
reflected, but it might be genuine. He struck another match.

He examined each object as he found it, then returned it to the man's dothing. The passport names, ages
and weight, the passport number, the numbers of the war correspondent's clearance papers, he
memorized. The business of memoarizing such things, a little gartling to anyone who had not taken the
trouble to master the trick, was one he did well, one of his secret prides.

The house came next. It belonged to the smdl man, and the smdl man's name was Pansy Orchid
Heather. Doc looked &t the name, startled, thinking what an embarrassment such a name would be to a
man. He tried the light switch, and the lights came on.

This was a fam. The amdl man didn't look like a farmer, and he wondered about that, only to find the
answer presently in the form of some carbon copies of Agriculturd Conservation Program forms. The
farm was being operated by a man named Worth, a tenant.

There was no telephone. He went out into the night.

THE light which Doc Savage had pointed out to Sethena Williams, indicating she should go there and find
atelephone, proved to be a reading lamp in a smdl house sanding near a concrete hignway. As Doc
approached the place, Sethena Williams suddenly appeared, came running toward him. She was wildy
glad to see him.

He asked her if she had called the police.

“l guess I'm a fraidy-cat,” she sad. “The folks who live here aren't home, and | was afrad to go
anywhere dse”

“There mug be a telephone. That looks like a telephone wire” He pointed out a thread of wire againg
the night sky.

“Should | have broken in and used their phone?’ she asked uncomfortably, then flushed, adding, “That's
adlly quegtion, isnt it? Men trying to kill us, and me worrying about bresking in to use a telephone.”

Doc was saying something about it being hard to know wha was wise and what wasn't, when the
owners of the cottage arrived. They were a plump young man and his dark-haired wife, and they said
yes, of course they would loan the use of ther telephone, would be glad to.

They were polite and didn't go inside where they could hear what Doc had to say. He was glad of thet.
He got the police on the telephone, said, “There has been a murder.” He described the location of the
gmdl man's farm, and gave the smdl man's name, Pansy Orchid Heether, and the victim's name, Iturbi
Sanchez.



Doc further gave the impresson that the smdl man had murdered Sanchez, and gave an extended
description of Heather and dl of the men associated with him.

He finished with the information that the group had kidnapped Ted Lewis and were hauling him around
with them, a prisoner, providing they hadn't murdered him by now.

Without directly lying, he was convinced he had filled the police with the idea the amdl man was a
murderer, and that the police would give action. He hung up hoping they hadn't had time to trace the cdl.
Despite the prevaence of telephone-cal-tracing in fiction, it was actudly not a common police practice,
took time, and in the case of did telegphones was not an easy matter. He didn't think they would trace this
one.

He went outsde and engaged the owners of the place, who proved to be a Mr. and Mrs. Rinehat, in
conversation about the Heether farm. Mr. and Mrs. Rinehart had been residents of the area a long time,
and they were free with gossip.

The older Heather, Jacob, had died about five years ago of naturd causes, according to ther information,
a fine old men who had lived an exemplary life so exemplary that he had years ago banished his
no-account son, Pansy Orchid Heather. The youngster had been a no-good, a coldly vicious boy,
probably a mentd case in some respects. At any rate, the boy had not been around in years, until he had
turned up some eight or ten days ago. Paying a vigt, and bringing dong some friends, he had said.

The Rineharts had obtained their gossip about Heather junior and his visting friends from Sam Worth, the
farmer who had operated the Heather farm on a share-crop basis snce the old man's death. Sam Worth
hed been quite surprised when the son and his friends dropped in for a vist, had not welcomed the idea,
but fet he could hardly throw them out. Tonight Sam Worth was in Kansas City, vigting an unde with his
wife

Doc Savage thanked the Rineharts for their information, and ingsted on paying them for hauling himsdif
and Sethena Williams to the nearest point where they could catch a bus into town.

Hisleg wound drew some comment. He explained, hoping he sounded frank and convincing, that he had
accidentdly hurt himsdlf, but thet it was not serious. En route from the Heather fam to the Rinehart
cottage, he had made a temporary dressng of his handkerchief, gerilizing the cloth Boy Scout fashion
with flame from burning twigs, and this had stopped the bleeding. But it was beginning to hurt, and he did
not trust the Serility of the handkerchief bandage.

The bus stop was a drug store. They were informed the next bus was not due for thirty minutes He
bought some antiseptic and surgicd dressing, dso some cold cream, and did a makeshift job on his leg
wound, usng the men's room.

The bullet hole was through the flesh, as he had known. Lucky, he thought, that it was a jacketed dug
that had not expanded. Not that the wound gave him any pleasure.

He used the cold cream to remove his makeup, and cleaned the bloodstains off his trouser leg as best he
could.

Sethena Williams looked at him strangely when he rejoined her.
“You're Doc Savage!” she exclamed.

He redized, astonished, that he had forgotten to tdl her who he was, and that she hadn't known. His
disguise mugt have been better than he had thought.



Chapter VIII

DOC SAVAGE went to a tdl, ydlow, apartment house on Armour Boulevard and studied the call
buttons in the lobby.

Puzzled, Sethena Williams asked, “Who are you looking for?’

Doc sad, “A fdlow who might do us some good,” and selected a button marked Mr. C. B. Fay, on
which he rested his thumb end.

Presently a discontented voice demanded from a spesking tube, “What the hdl is this, a parade of the
owls?’

“Wha will you bet you don't get any more deep tonight?” Doc asked.

“Il be damned!” C. B. Fay sad. “It's a good thing I'm not a man who trusts his ears, or | would say this
isDoc Savage.”

“How about letting usin?’

“l do bdieveitis Savagel” Fay ydled. “For God's sake, come on up! I'll roll out the purple carpet, the
one | use for blondes and kings.”

Mr. C. B. Fay was a buoyant young fat man with a corkscrew mass of blond hair, ayelow bathrobe and
away of bouncing from one place to another instead of walking.

He greeted Doc Savage with considerable noise and respect, and said, “I guess | had better kiss deep
good-bye for the night.”

“Mr. Fay operates a detective agency,” Doc advised Sethena Williams. “On occasionsin the past he has
handled matters which my organization was unable to handle”

Fay grinned. “Don' kid her. All | ever did for you was kindergarten suff that you didn't have time to do.”
“Wart to take on a job for me?’ Doc asked.

“When?

“Tonight.”

“Sure. But this was the one night in the week | had reserved for my desping. What do you want done?’

“l want you to get alot of operatives together,” Doc told him. “I want you to contact every doctor in the
aty and within a radius of fifty miles of the city, and have them tip you off a once if they get any patients
uffering from poison ivy. Do the same with the drugstores, asking them to immediatdy report anyone
buying aintment for poison ivy. Offer aamdl reward, say ten dollars, to get action.”

“Thisisnt the poison ivy season,” said Fay.
“That should make it eesier.”

“Where in the hdl—begging your pardon, Miss Williams—would anybody get ivy poisoning when there
isnt any ivy? Will you tdl me that?’



“It would come, | hope, out of a bottle which | emptied where | hope certain fdlows came in contact
with the stuff.”

“Oh. A shenanygin.”

“You might cdl it that.”

“And what do | do after | find thisvictim or victims of ivy poisoning?’
“Get on ther trall,” Doc said. “And report everything they do.”

C. B. Fay pulled the telephone toward him. “This job is going to keep me pretty busy,” he sad. “If you
want me to have any more information, you'd better giveit to me”

“That should be enough information,” Doc said. “Except, if you find the ivy victims, be careful. They're
bad characters”

“Il remember that.”

SUNFLOWER GENERAL HOSPITAL was deep in the peace of the early morning hours, and the daff
didn't seem indined to have this placidity interrupted if they could help it. The attendant at the recaiving
desk endeavored, without success, to persuade Doc Savage and Sethena Williams that they should
depart and come back a a more convenient hour, then she went to ask someone with more authority
what she should do. Doc Savage's name meant nothing whatever to her.

While they were waiting, Seth said, “1 don't think | understand that poison ivy busness. Where would
they get ivy poisoning?’

“They wouldn't,” Doc said. “The chemicd, in liquid form, produces a reaction so nearly like very serious
ivy poisoning that it would fool a doctor.”

Seth asked, “You scattered the Suff around while they were making that attempt to kill you?”
“YS‘”
“What made you think that would do any good?’

“If you had some of the suff on you, you would understand,” Doc assured her. “It isnt funny. It is as
panful as anything, and anyone who hasit isgoing to see a doctor about it in a hurry.”

“Oh”

“There aren't as many doctors in Kansas City as you might think, and they're dl listed in the directory,”
Doc added. “That makes them one of the easiest groups of professonad men to contact.” He hedtated,
added sdf-conscioudy, “My name means something to the medicd professon, and Fay will use that fact
to get coOperation. He will tdl them | want the information. That means well be farly sure to get it”

“l guessit's not aswild asit seemed,” she said.

“It was fantadtic, if that iswhat you mean,” Doc said. “But youll find out | have a weakness for gadgets
of any and dl shapes and variety. Gadgets are my principd vice. | get a kick out of them. | would rather
use a gadget, even a complicated one, to get a result than any other means.”



“Do they dways work?’

“Frequently,” Doc admitted, “they don't. They often backfire, making things much worse then if | had
used ordinary methods and common sensein the firg place.”

He went to a tdephone and cdled C. B. Fay, who sad, “Keep your shirt on. What do you expect,
megic?’

Doc sad, “Ill cal you when | leave the hospitd. I'll be here until 1 do call.”

The recaiving desk attendant now returned, embarrassed and flustered. She was followed by a short,
gray-haired angry doctor who ydled, “Goddam it, hasn't anyone around this hospitd the sense of a
goose? They should have gumption enough to codperate when they hear the name Doc Savage” He
shook Doc's hand vigoroudy and said, “I'm sorry you were kept waiting. This thimble-head says you
wigh to examine the parachute jumper, Lew Page. Of course you can.” He turned around, winked at the

desk attendant he had been berating, and said, “This man is probably the world's grestest surgeon, in
case you want to know why I'm raiang hdl.”

LEW PAGE was in a Hiffly arched postion, the back of his head, shoulder blades and both heds
touching the hospital bed mattress. No other part of his body was in contact with the bed. Intermittent
tremors, like the waves of a fever chill, seized parts of his body at intervals, and the taut flesh and strained
snews would quiver vidently. He was swedting fredy, the straightjacket canvas being damp from the

perspiration.
Doc sad, “The perspiration should be a good sgn.”

“I don't know whether it is or not,” said the doctor, whose name was Rusek. “I don't know anything
about it. It's the most mysterious case | have ever encountered.”

“Heisyour patient?
“Every doctor in the hospital has taken a crack at him,” Rusek said. “Frankly, the case has us buffaloed.”

There was anurse and a made attendant present, and Doc glanced at them, asked, “Has there been any
decrease in the violence of the saizure?’

“They seem to become worse,” the nurse told him.

Doc naticed that Sethena Williams was pale and showing sgns of discomfort. “You had better get some
deep,” he advised. “I am sure the hospitd has a bed where they can put you up. Il cdl you when I'm
reedy to leave, if you wish.”

“l couldn't deep.” She shuddered. “I—!'ll be dl right.” She looked determined, so he did not press the
issue, but he didn't think standing around watching Lew Page was going to improve her peace of mind.

Doc began a diagnosing examination.
“This| want to see,” sad Rusek.
“Don't expect mirades,” Doc advised.

“That's exactly what 1'm looking for,” Rusek told him. “Anything in the way of equipment we can furnish
you?



Rusek was so impressed, in spite of hisfree way of talking, that Doc was embarrassed. In the course of
his examination, he began to cal for what he needed. One thing he asked for was the diagnogticd file on
the patient, which included X-rays, the laboratory routine, the reports of the other examinations. Rusek
produced everything eagerly, bustling around and making some confusion. Two other doctors came in to
watch the diagnods, and then others began to appear. Seth, naticing the interest with which they were
obsarving, was impressed.

Doc findly scribbled on a prescription pad, which he handed to Rusek. “Can you get that Suff for me?”

“l think s0,” Doctor Rusek said. He eyed the prescription doubtfully. “1 must say that if you plan to use
this, my expectations of something unusud are going to be fulfilled.”

“How long will it take you to get the Suff?’
“Hdf an hour, probably.” Doctor Rusek |eft.

MOST of the doctors who had come in to watch, Doc learned while waiting for Rusek to return, had
dther examined Lew Page, or had heard of the case. They were completdy puzzled, they fredy
admitted, and the unusud background had whetted ther interest, for they had dl heard the story about
the fantagtic thing atacking Page's plane. None of them quite believed the story about the thing,
however. They were sure there was a sensible explanation; actudly, they were more intrigued by Page's
unusud condition, Snce none of them had previoudy seen a patient with such a combinaion of
symptoms.

Rusek returned with the drugs. He said, “If this cures that guy, I'll eat my hat.”

Doc sad it was a ded, and began his treatment. He began with the adminigration of sdine solution
intravenoudy, explaining as he worked that the increased sdinity was to accelerate didtribution of the next
drug and, it was probable, reduce the latent period, the interva between application and the manifest
result. He was not salf-conscious now; he did this sort of thing, lecturing to professonds, often enough to
beusad toit.

Seth listened, wide-eyed, and was able to follow the gig of things for a while. But when the explanation
got into things like amyotrophic laterd scleross, hydine degeneration, tonic spasms, emprosthotonos,
pleurothotonos and opisthotonos, she dropped out of it, not sure whether Lew Page had dl those things,
or didn't have them.

The concrete results she saw.
The miracle came in about hdf an hour.

Lew Page relaxed, the horror left his face to some extent, and he looked at them sandly, asking, “Where
anl?

Doc Savage told him he was in a hospitd in Kansas City, and added, “The smdl man kidnapped your
brother, Ted, and if you want to save Ted, you had better tdl the whole story.”

The doctors were giving each other funny looks, and Seth got the idea they were about as confused by
the bronze man's treatment as she was.

Lew Page's voice was very weak. He said, “They got Ted?’



“ YS,”

“Why?

Doc sad, “Carl Newsome.” He spoke the name because, on the spur of the moment, he couldn't think of
another answer. The result astonished him.

Lew Page was violently shocked. Horror made his lips creep and twidt, and he closed his eyes
quickly—trying to hide, Doc thought, how intensdy he was affected.

Doc asked, “What was that thing that downed your plane?’

He saw immediatdy that Lew Page would not answer that.

“Lew!” Sethena Williams gasped. “Lew, it's me, Seth. Don't you know me?’

“Sure, Seth.” Lew Page sad quite luddly. “So old Ted'sinit up to his neck. That's tough.”
“Lew, you've got to hdp usfind Ted,” Seth said pleadingly. “Y ou will, won't you?’

“l don't know,” Lew said, hiding the expression in his eyes again by dosng them. “This is a strange
business, Seth. I'm kind of in a spot.”

“But your brother, Lew! For your brother.”
“I know.” Lew Page was thinking. He pointed, very weakly, a Doc Savage. “Who's thisbig guy?’
“Doc Savage,” Seth said, before Doc could stop her.

“Oh, Chrig!” Lew Page gasped, and Doc thought he had fainted. But presently the man opened his eyes,
sared a Doc, said, “Thisisgoing to be rough on everybody, with you init.”

Doc assumed more confidence than he fdt and said, “The smart thing for you to do, Page, is give us the
whole story.”

Lew Page closed his eyes again. He didn't like the idea. It was some time before he said, “How long am
| going to be lad up?’

“If | told you the truth, you would think | was trying to scare you.”

Page's eyes narrowed. Doc got the idea he didn't dishdieve the statement, but that Page wanted to think.
Wanted desperately to think, probably; and by now Page would be getting frightened of the return of the
gpasms. He must be feding a return of his earlier condition.

“Dondd Gulick,” Lew Page said suddenly. “Tak to Dondd Gulick about it. Tdl him | sent you. Youll
find him at the Gulick Radio Company. He ownsit.”

Lew Page closed his eyes and was Slent.

Doc Savage did not press the matter further. He knew that this was about as long as Page's intervd of
luddity would last.

Doc told Seth, “Well talk to Gulick.”

He moved toward the door.



Doctor Rusek accosted them in the hdl. Rusek had his hat, a grin, and the question: “Do | get to use
catsup on this, or edt it plan?’

Doc sad, “The ded was that Page was to be cured, wasnt it?’

“lant he?’

“No,” Doc sad. “Hewill lapse back into a spastic condition very shortly, within ten minutes, probably.”
“Whet can we do for him?’

“Nothing.” Doc Savage's tone was heavy with gloom. “Page is not going to get over it. He is going to
die”

Chapter IX

SETH was panfully slent during part of the ride downtown. There were no tears in her eyes, but there
was a greet ded of sadness. Findly she said, “Are you sure about—L ew.”

“No doctor should ever be completely sure about such things” Doc said. “But I'm reasonably certain.”
“Do you know what is wrong with him?’

“yYes”

“What?’

“His nervous system has been so badly damaged that heisgoing to die from it.”

He didn't think she quite believed that, because she asked, “Then how did it happen that he could tak to
us so luddly after you treated him.”

“What | did wasn't redlly a treatment, as Doctor Rusek knew,” Doc told her. It was what you might call
an anaesthetic job, a blocking off of the injured part of the man's nervous sysem from the part of his
brain that was unaffected. It could only be temporary. But he was able, during the intervd, to think
dealy and talk.”

She thought about that.

“What injured hm? Was it that mysterious object the farmer saw chasing the plane?’
“That was a part of it, no doubt.”

“What was the other part?’

“That happened earlier, perhaps.”

She frowned. “You aren't being specific.”

He didn't say anything.



“Dont you want to tdl me what happened to Lew Page?’ she asked.
“That'sright,” Doc told her. “No, | don't want to discussit.”

“Why not?’

“For various reasons which | aso do not want to discuss,” he said.
She was dlent then, and indignant.

She's angry, he thought, and she's suspicious. With some reason, a that. She thinks | know a greet ded
more than | do. She would probably be surprised to know the strongest reason for my not discussing the
thing was a lack of knowledge about what was redly happening. He should, he reflected, merdy have
sad he didn't know, which was the truth.

The cab let them out on Bdtimore Avenue, wel downtown. He indicated an al-night drugstore. “I think
Il telephone C. B. Fay from there”

C. B. Fay said, “1 thought you were going to telephone me when you left the hospital. | just phoned out
there and you were gone, so | got worried.”

“| forgot it,” Doc sad.

“You mug be dipping,” said C. B. Fay with the easy manner of an old friend. “It wasn't important. | just
wanted to report that | have aline of traps set, and so | may catch our animd any minute”

“Have any difficulty obtaining codperation from the doctors?’

“Not from the doctors, but | don't guarantee dl the drug stores,” said C. B. Fay. “But maybe, this not
being the season for ivy poisoning, they won't know what it is and will go to a doctor firg to find out.”

“Let's hope s0.”
“Where can | get hold of you?’
“I'm moving around,” Doc told him, “so | will have to telephone you.”

They waked two blocks and looked at a store front with a 9gn on it that said Gulick Radio Company.
There was quff in the windows that radio stores usudly have in their windows.

Doc said, “1 wanted to see what the place looked like. Now well see if Donad Gulick, proprietor, isin
the telephone book.”

Gulick wasin the book, listed at an address on Man. Doc estimated the distance, and decided they had
better take a cab. While they were hunting a cab, he passed a newsstand that was open, and bought a
morning edition.

It was on the front page:
WAR CORRESPONDENT DIES
IN SUBURBAN MURDER

Doc took time out to read the dtory, leaning that the vicim, Iturbi Sanchez, had been a war
correspondent of some importance, a man with important South American connections. Among these



connections was a certain palitica sanding in his South American naion; the man had formerly occupied
the position of Assgtant Secretary of War with the regime in his country which had been defeated in the
last “dlection.” Doc recdled the eection. It had been more in the nature of a revolution, athough with
little bloodshed.

The fact that Iturbi Sanchez had been a man of some importance was the only fact he learned that he
hadn't dready known.

They found a taxi.

They got out two blocks south and one block west of Dondd Gulick's address. This was Doc's idea.
“Caution never got any cats killed,” he explained. “By the way, ever hear Ted Page mention this Dondd
Gulick?’

Seth said she hadn't. “Ted wasn't mixed up in this” she said. “That is, not until | got him into it with my
ideaof cdling on you for help.” She sounded asif Ted Page being kidnapped was her faullt.

She dso sounded as if she didn't think so much of the progress Doc Savage was meking, and was
wondering if she had done the smart thing in cadling him into the case.

“Maybe this Dondd Gulick will clear up the mystery,” Doc said.
She sad she hoped so.
Doc had another idea. “Maybe you had better go home and get some deep.”

She said nothing doing. “I'm scared,” she added. “1 don't think | would be safe a home. And | want to
be around to hep.”

Doc did not think she would be much help, but he kept the thought to himsdf. They walked to a point
from which they could look up the dark, Hill street at Donald Gulick's house. They saw nothing darming.
Doc sad he thought he would try the dley before they tried the front door, just to be on the safe side.

They moved toward the dley, but a moment before they reached it, he gripped Seth's arm, leading her on
past. To her startled question, he answered, “There seems to be a fdlow over there waiching the place.
Thet car yonder, the parked one.”

About dl they could tdl, in the darkness, was that there was a parked car and one figure inddeit.

Doc told Seth, “He's probably suspicious. Well pretend you are a young lady I'm taking home. I'll leave
you on afront porch down the street. Stay there. And if you decide | need help, send for it

She sad she would. She sounded scared. Doc Ieft her on the porch of a house up the street, going
through the formdlities of a young man leaving his girl, minus the kiss. He was embarrassed about the lat,
but not until he redlized he had overlooked it, and thet it might be why Seth had |ooked surprised.

He grolled back adong the sdewak, moving over to the curbing so he would pass close to the parked
car. He reached the car, stopped, said conversationdly, “Hey, how about a—"

He was going to say “match.” Helet it go. He jerked the car door open wildly. The man indde tumbled
out, awkwardly because he was busy trying to get a shotgun into operation. The same shotgun, as far as
Doc could tel, which the man had carried a the amdl man's farmhouse much earlier in the night.



THE shotgun was unwidldy for close quarters; the man mugt be armed with it, Doc thought, because
parked here a this hour, the police were likdy to question him, and possession of a shotgun was legd.
He could say he was going hunting, waiting for a friend to join him.

They were on the ground, on the grass between curb and sdewalk, fighting violently for a moment. Then
the man kicked Doc's wounded leg. The result was exploding agony, driving Doc to his knees. He was
gripping the shotgun, which he had obtained.

The pain from his leg made him helpless for a moment. He had treated the wound carefully, usng an
anaesthetic very dightly to dlay some of the pain, and it had not been bothering him greetly. But now,
suddenly, the peace was gone from the hurt. He was momentarily helpless.

The man got up and ran.

Running, he bellowed, “It's Savage! Take him!”

Doc, on his knees, tried winging the man with the shotgun. The gun noise blew the sllence apart. The man
changed his sprint to an antelope loping, and kept going.

Once more, Doc fired. The man screamed, dill kept going. He was too far away for birdshot.

An autométic pistol began talking from some distance down the aley. A man who must have been posted
a the dley opening on the far sde of the block, was running forward, firing.

Doc moved behind the car. His leg hurt like the devil. He wondered if the kick had broken it, and with
the same thought, knew better. But the pain was gartling.

The pistol dammed itsdlf empty. The man stopped to reload.

There would be one more shdl in the shotgun. Doc waited, waiching the dley. The man with the
automatic was too far away for shot. But he might come closer.

Crouching beside the car, Doc could see the length of the dleyway. The machine must have been parked
caefully to give that view, he decided.

Presently a second man appeared in the dley. This one, moving furtivey and fast, went the opposite
direction. He was in flight. He was obvioudy endeavoring to keep out of Sght of the man with the
autometic.

At the far end of the dley, where there was a dtreetlight, the man was for a moment fairly discernible. He
wore, Doc saw, a gray topcoat of flowing, dmost cape-like, shape.

The man turned north and disappeared.

Doc Savage amed at the other man, the one with the autométic, fired. The shot at that range must have
sung the man badly, because he cried out and sprinted a few yards and dived behind a garbage can.

Doc was aready in the car. He turned the switch, tramped the Starter; he sent the car lunging forward in
low gear, kept it ralling, pulled over to the curb in front of the house where he had left Seth, put his head
out of the window and ydled, “Come on. Quick!”



She wasin the car in a moment.

He got the car moving again. In the street behind them, there was a banging noise; in the back window,
dso in the windshield, smdl holes appeared. The bullet made enough noise to cause Seth to gasp and
dide down on the cushions

“Hit?’ Doc asked.
“No,” she said nervoudy. “No. What—what happened?’

“Our amdl man's friends were watching Donad Gulick's place,” Doc explained. “And Gulick seems to
have known it, because when | distracted their atention, he made a break for it. He dashed the other
way up the dley.”

“Can we overtake hm?’

“We can try.”

DOC turned left, and immediatdy assumed normd driving speed. About hdfway down the block, he
kicked out the dutch and let the car coast as slently asit would.

“Wetch the street both ways,” he said. “Watch for the man in a gray topcoat.”
The car rolled out into the street intersection.

At the far end of the block, Doc saw fast movement. A man was disgppearing behind some shrubbery in
ayard.

Doc let the clutch pedd out and fed the engine ges.
“See him?’ he asked.
“Waant that him, at the end of the block?” Seth asked.

“| think it was.” Doc drove dowly, and opened the door on his Sde of the machine. “I'm getting out.
Drive over about four blocks, down four, and then come back, but do not get anywhere near those men
who were shooting at us. Jugt try to find me, but not too conspicuoudy.”

“What if | can't find you?’
“Go home and wait for acal.”

Doc siwvung out of the machine. The girl took the whed, and drove on. Doc cut across ayard and passed
around a house, between two garages, down an dley, across more yards, through a garden. Presently he
detected movement ahead of him, a man in a gray topcoat.

The man was watching and ligening. After alittle of that, he began cutting across yards, heading toward a
Street car line

Doc turned sharply to the left, and presently he was watching Seth drive down the street. He stopped
her.

She sad, with rdief, “1 didn't think | would find you.”



“It worked out just right,” he said. “Gulick, if it is Gulick, is heading for a streetcar stop. The one north of
here, | think. Well pick him up there.”

She drove north, turned into the street where the car tracks were, and Doc sad, “There he is Keep
going. There's no car in Sght, which will give us sometime”

At ataxi stand five blocks down the street, Doc said, “Swing around the corner and stop.” When she
hed done that, he explained, “Gulick is undoubtedly on his guard, so we had better be as foxy as we can.
Il take a cab. The fird five blocks, I'll follow him. You fallow the next five. Then I'll take up the trall
agan, and well continue to dternate.”

“| see. If he spots one of us, helll see usleave and think he was mistaken.”
“We hope.”

The scheme worked, as far as Doc could tdl, with success. Gulick, if it was Gulick, took a downtown
car, and they kept on histral without trouble.

Doc Savage fdt dissatisfied. Thinking about it, he wondered if he shouldn't have tried to catch one of the
grdl man's aides. He was sure they knew what was going on. He had Lew Page's word, nothing ese,
that Gulick knew anything. Given the choice of having Gulick in his hands, or one of the amdl man's
ades, he would much prefer the latter.

He suspected he had made a mistake, and made it with his eyes open, in order to avoid a good chance
of being shot. He knew that, if he had tinkered with the gunman in the dley, he stood an excdlent chance
of getting shot. That was the reason he had chosen traling Gulick. He hadn't thought it out at the moment,
but he did now, and he knew held picked Gulick as the less dangerous. He scowled. Hisleg was hurting.

In the light from a street lamp, he eyed the leg gloomily. The ragpid movement had started it bleeding
agan, and the pain was bad enough to be a taste in his mouth. If the leg hadn't been hurting so, he
suspected he wouldn't have chosen Gulick.

Donad Gulick went to the Gulick Radio Company and disappeared insde.

Doc joined Seth, dismissing his cab. She said proudly, “We got away with it, didn't we?’

He grunted. “It isn't over with.”

Puzzled by his sourness, Seth looked at him, then asked, “Y our leg hurting?’

“Enough to give me a bad temper,” he admitted. “ So don't pay too much attention to my barking.”

She said she wouldn't. They waited, and he pondered the advisability of sending her home, which was
the sengble thing to do. On the other hand, he knew hisleg was going to discourage any gdloping about,
and there might be some errands she could run.

Donad Gulick came out of his store, walked two blocks, and stood on a corner near a Sgn that sad
BUS STOP. Doc was now sure the man was Gulick.

Shortly Gulick dimbed into a bus marked AIRPORT, and they followed, crossng the bridge, swinging
down to the municipa arport termina. Gulick did not enter the termind building, but walked toward the
group of hangars which serviced private planes.

Doc Savage, suddenly animated, said, “We'd better work fast. You trall him. In case he plans to leave in



aplane, I'll have a ship ready to follow him. As soon as you're sure he's leaving in a plane, come back to
the adminitration building and go up to the control tower. They'll tdl you whet to do.”

She went on.

Doc went into the termind, got the army hangar on the telephone, and ordered his plane brought across
the fidd without delay. It was a pleasant surprise when he got hold of an officer who knew his voice, and
secured promise of immediate service.

He dimbed, denching his teeth againg the ache in hisleg, to the control tower.

The control tower was a green-windowed, intense place with radio equipment, dicking teletypes and a
young man busy with an air traffic control light. Doc showed some credentids, then put a question.
“Anyone taking off will first clear with the tower, won't they?’

“They'd better,” said the young man with the light.
“Does afdlow named Gulick keep a plane here?’

“Dondd Gulick? Sure” The young men named the type of plane, a five-passenger job with a
three-hundred horsepower engine.

“l want to know if he gets a clearance.”
“Okay. Hell telephonein.”

Doc seated himsdf, and spent the next ten minutes wishing he hadn't missed this night's deep, that his leg
would stop aching, and that he knew what this was dl about. He saw his plane being taxied across the
fidd, saw it hdt in front of the termind and an army man dight and wait.

It was breaking daylight, the cumulous clouds in the eastern sky were smeared with crimson, and on the
fidd it was noticegbly lighter.

One of the control tower operators looked up from the telephone. “Gulick just turned in a flight plan. He
isdearing for Little Rock.”

A moment later, Seth arrived. She was breathless. “He's having them get out a plane for him.”
“Did he see you?' Doc asked.

“No, he didn't but—" She hesitated. “I thought there was another man watching him. | wasn't sure but
what the man was just someone who was curious.”

“Ever see the fellow before?’

She hesitated again. “ There was something familiar about him, but 1 couldn't place him.”

“Whet did he look like?’

“Tdl, rather dark, a blue suit and gray hat. A round and rather Spanish looking face.”

“Did he speak to Gulick?’

“Oh, no.”

Doc hestated. There was not much chance of Seth finding the man if he sent her back, and if she did find



him, she might be in danger.
He asked, “Afrad of arplanes?’
“Oh, not a dl!”

“That's good,” he said. “Come on.” He told the tower operator, “I'll cdl you on the Army frequency, and
you tip me off when Gulick's ship is on the runway.”

“Okay.”

THE Army man who had brought Doc's plane over reported, “Fuel and ail okay. | gave her a run-up
check, and she's sweet.”

They were taxiing toward the north end of the runway when the control tower reported, “Gulick's ship in
take-off pogtion. Shdl | give him the green light?”

“Giveit to him,” Doc said.

Presently he followed Dondd Gulick into the air. Gulick took off with his postion lights on, obeying
regulaions, but after he was ten miles beyond the traffic pattern, he switched them off. And he wasnt',
Doc Savage decided, heading for Little Rock. St. Louis was a better bet, from the course he was stting.

Doc got out a pair of binoculars.
“Keep your eye on him,” hetold Seth.

He kept wdl back of Gulick, and flew low, because it is much harder to see an arplane with the earth as
abackground than to see one in the sky. His ship had an amy camouflage job, which would help. The
only difficulty was that his cruisng speed was probably two hundred miles an hour greater than Gulick's
top speed. He flew with his flgps down to the last notch, which helped, and the rest of the surplus speed
he frittered away by making wide S-turns.

Chapter X

IT was a short chase, and the end was unexpected and horrifying. Perhaps it should have been nather,
but it was.

He was trying different ways of moving his leg to learn whether there was a way of moving it that
wouldn't hurt, when Seth cried out and fastened both hands on hisarm.

“Oh, my God!” she said.

It takes very little pressure, hardly more than the weight of a mouse, to control a plane in flight, and the
jerk she gave his am sent a wing tip down and put them in a dip. He brought the wing up inginctively,
then looked; by some strange oracular jump of his mind, he aready knew what he would see. He was
correct.

The sun was now above the eastern horizon, just ahead of Gulick's plane and to the left, and the thing
atacking Gulick's plane looked allittle like another sun, except that its color was dightly different, and its

shape, too, because it kept changing shape dightly.



The resemblance to the sun was purdy illuson as far as the S9ze was concerned, because it wasn't that
large it was hardly as large in diameter as the fusdage of Gulick's cabin ship.

He hit the throttle, driving it to the dash, wide open, and the airspeed started crawling. Sending the plane
toward the ship ahead was indinctive; in a moment, reason took hold, and he wondered if he wanted any
part of whatever was harassng Gulick's ship.

Gulick, it was evident, was being harassed. A planeis a sengtive thing which, to a man who has flown a
lot, will respond to his emations, becoming easy and gentle with his quietness, quick and vidlent with his
fears. Gulick was ddedipping now; he came out of that, did a short dive, a sharply banked turn to the
right.

Seth's hands were dill fastened to Doc's arm.
“Wheat isit?" she gasped.
Her clenched fingertips felt like teeth in hisarm. He didn't answer, but watched, fascinated.

The object might be called afirebal, but it wasn't flame. It was aluminosty, the edges of which were not
too sharply defined. Once, when it was between himsdf and Donad Gulick's plane, Doc was sure that
he could see through it and digtinguish the outline of the plane sabilizer. Therefore it was, in its thinner
moments, at least, semi-transparent.

The shape of the ectoplasmic horror was not sabilized, he noted. It had been roughly an egg when he
firg saw it; later it Sretched, became a weird pennant. The pennant in turn shortened, and it was a bdl; it
became aflat blade, then a sheet; suddenly it seemed actudly to touch the traling edge of the wings and
run dong the rib ends like a macabre, disembodied tongue.

Seth cried out then; horror was as harsh as an animd in her throat. Because the luminous mass had
suddenly plunged againg the cabin windows, gathered itsdf there, as if trying to get indde. It grew
gmdler, asif part of it had managed to enter.

Now the plane pulled up, hung by its nose, saled out, fdl off, began to spin. It corkscrewed downward
dzzly.

The luminous object Ift the plane, deserted the ship as a killer deserts a corpse. It drifted up in the sky,
gathered itsdlf, became a drifting bal, for a moment without purpose; then suddenly it became definitely
direct inits progress.

Doc sad, “Not so good.”

Seth was less composed. She shrieked, “It's coming after ud”

DOC SAVAGE thought: Curiogty kills more than cats. And he jerked his ship around sharply, setitin a
dive, and did everything he could with prop pitch and mixture and trim tabs to get the ultimate in speed.
The airspeed needle presently moved to four hundred, then beyond.

The plane, while a fighter modd, was two-place; it was probably, thanks to engineer Renny Renwick's
designing, as fast a two-place job as there was extant. When they were past five hundred, Doc pulled out
of the dive dightly, and examined the rear-view mirror.

Rdief shalowed the deep grooves a the corners of his mouth.



“Discouraged the thing,” he said.

He eased the throttle out, pulling up to regain his dtitude, doing a dimbing turn.
“Dont be anidiot!” Seth cried excitedly. “Don't go back!”

“| don't think the thing is interested in us,” Doc said.

The statement he decided, was not exactly true, because a fewv moments ago he had been bating
everything out of the plane, convinced they were going to be assaulted.

“Let's see what happens to Gulick's ship,” he added.
“Whereisit?" Seth asked, bewildered.
Doc pointed.

Gulick's plane was quite low, and had stopped spinning. The whole thing had started at about Sx
thousand feet. Gulick's plane was now below a thousand, Hill salled, faling off to right and left in the
maneuver caled afdling lesf. Asthey watched, the ship straightened out, did a doppy dipping turn, and
lined out on an approach to alarge pasture.

“He's adle to make alanding!” Seth gasped.

Doc brought his own plane around, headed for the pasture, which was nearly three quarters of a mile
long and looked quite levdl. He set hisflgps and ran down the landing gear.

Gulick's plane made alanding that was hair-lifting, on one whed, bouncing; then it settled, kept going, tall
up, prop turning over farly fast.

Watching, sraining with the effort, Doc redized he was growling, “ Cut that enging! Cut that enging!” over
and over.

The engine of Gulick's ship findly stopped, but too late. The plane piled into brush at the end of the fied,
stopped, hdf buried in the vegetation.

There was no fire

Doc did a pattern approach, a whed landing, waiching for obstructions in the pasture. He closed the
throttle, let the tail settle, then taxied toward the Gulick ship. Ffty yards from the piled-up craft, he svung
the nose around so that he could take off downwind in an emergency.

“Better stay inhere,” he told Seth. “The cockpit is armored.”

The morning sunlight was a fresh young brightness about him as he walked toward Gulick's ship. Far
away, at the other end of the pasture, a amdl pickup truck appeared. It was coming toward them.

GULICK'S plane, to a layman, probably would have seemed a complete wreck. Doc Savage eyed the
damage criticaly, and decided the ship had not hit the brush hard; damage to an airplane structure has the
property of looking much worse than it is.

The safety belt was holding Donad Gulick in the seat, and the man was doubled forward, arms and head
henging loosaly, athin thread of crimson cravling from the tip of hislong, sharp nose.



Doc fdt for, and found, a pulse.
“Gulick!” he said loudly.
No response.

He did not move Gulick immediatdy, nor did he at once examine Gulick farther. Instead, he clambered
back into the plane cabin, his eyes busy, hunting. He saw nothing that told him anything of interest. He
looked at the ingrument panel, which was undamaged, noting the control settings.

He dimbed out of the ship, looked upward, and saw that the luminous mass was gone from the sky.
He called, “ Seth?’

She put her head out of his ship, asked, “What isit?’

“When did thet thing venish?’

“l don't know. | was too excited to keep watching it.”

That had been Doc's trouble, so. He glanced a the pickup, which was drawing near. Some farmer,
probably, coming to invedtigeate the excitement.

Suddenly Doc wheded, began exploring Dondd Gulick's head, searching for what had caused
unconsciousness. He found it, a bump of some Sze over the temple. Over the right temple.

Doc unfastened the safety belt carefully, and lifted Gulick out of the seat. Gulick had been flying from the
left Side.

The pickup arrived and two men in overdls jumped out, one demanding, “ Somebody get hurt?’
“He's dill dive” Doc said.

The man pointed overhead. “Whét the hdl chased that plane, anyway?’

Doc shrugged expressively, sad, “it was strange, wasn't it?’

“Thething chased you, didnt it, or tried to?’ the man demanded.

Doc admitted that he had thought it was, for a moment, and, to the man's demand as to whether or not
they wanted a doctor, said that he was a doctor. Then Doc caled Seth.

“You had better tlephone the Civil Aéronautics Authority in Kansas City and report this” he told Seth.
“Also natify the State Police. Ask the State Police to bring dong a fingerprint man.”

Curious, Seth asked, “What do you want a fingerprint man for?”
“To take fingerprints”
“Oh, dl right, don't tdl me anything,” she snapped, and departed.

One of the farmers was scrambling around in the brush, looking at the plane. “Don't look like it's burned
nowhere” he reported.

“Mind watching the injured man for me?’ Doc asked.



The farmers were agreesble. “ Anything we can do for im?’ one asked.

“Cdl meif he beginsto revive” Doc said.

DOC cirded the plane himsdf. The brush was thick, red oaks and buck-brush growing out of soft, moigt,
fertile earth. Doc gave mogt of his attention to the ground, and findly he stopped and caled one of the
farmers.

“Thisyour footprint?’ Doc asked when the man came.
The farmer tried to remember where he had waked when cirding the plane.
“Nope,” he said. “Dont think it is”

Doc nodded, the flake-gold in his eyes glining with excitement. “Does anyone around here have
bloodhounds?’ he asked.

“Bloodhounds?’
“Yes. Dogs that will trail a man.”

“Shucks, | aint heard of nobody usng bloodhounds in fifteen year,” the farmer said. “But the sheriff
would know. Want me to cdl him and find out?’

“Will you do that?”

“Sure” The famer dimbed into the pickup, eager to be doing something, and, when his companion
demanded where he was going, said, “Bloodhounds. There must've been a second fdler in the plane, and

got away.”

Doc didn't comment on this. He was examining Donad Gulick again, more intengvey this time. He drew
Gulick's eydids back, and inspected the eye pupils he fdt of the man's skin, which was getting a film of
perspiration, and tested the pulse again. The pulse wasn't right.

“Let's see who heis” Doc said.
“Don't you know?’" The farmer who had remained was surprised.

It was Dondd Gulick, adriver's license and an old Airman's Identification Card proved, for the latter had
Gulick's photograph, passport sze, and the fingerprints of his right hand.

He was carrying a surprisng amount of money, twenty-two hundred dollars.
“Holy mackerd!” the farmer exclamed. “Wédl heded, ant he”

There were a number of checks, evidently payment for radios or service, made out to Gulick's radio
company. Conceivably, Daoc reflected, Gulick had visited his store to pick up dl the cash he could lay his
hands on in a hurry. That might indicate Gulick had been taking flight, or it might mean nothing like that.

“Who's thet fdler?’ the farmer asked suddenly.

A man was crossing the fidd toward them, a tdl man who was immaculate even at a distance, in gray
tweed topcoat and black Homburg hat.



During the lagt hundred yards of his approach, the stranger looked deadily a Doc Savage when he
waan't glancing down at the ground to make sure nothing soiled the mirror shine of his black shoes.

“Aren't you Doc Savage?’ was hisfirs statement.
Doc admitted this.
The man shoved out his hand heartily. “My nameis Alfred Mants, and I'm delighted to meet you.”

Doc Savage hoped he didn't jump more then a foot at the news. Alfred Mants! This was the fdlow the
gmdl man and his friends were supposed, according to what they had said, to be working for. Mants was
the leader of the gang which had kidnapped Ted Page and Seth, and ill had Page; the same ouitfit which
hed done their best to murder Doc the night before.

Doc pretended the news meant nothing to him. But after that he was careful not to turn his back on
Mants.

“See the accident from the highway?” Doc asked.

“Thet's right.” Alfred Mants had a loud, clear, carefully enunciated voice; each of his sentences was
spoken asif he was ddivering it to an audience whom he did not wish to miss a sngle word.

“Did you see it happen?’ Doc inquired.
“Yes, | did,” Mants said. “And I'll confess | was dumbfounded.”

Doc made a note of Mants gligening black shoes. Those shoes hadn't tramped around in the soft earth
where he had found the footprint a few moments ago; dso he decided the shoe was a larger Sze than the
one that had made the print.

“Know thisman?’ Doc asked, indicating Dondd Gulick.

“Naturdly not,” said Mants.

“Pogtive?’

“Good God, why should | know him?” Mants demanded.

Doc asked the farmer, “Is there a highway near?’

“Sure, agrave one. Just across the fidd yonder,” the farmer said, pointing. “Farm to market road.”

Doc was about to remark to Mants, in hopes of jolting the man's well-dressed composure, that it was
rather early in the morming for a city men to be driving over an out-of-the-way gravd road, but he saw
Seth returning.

Seth was breathless. “| cdled the Civil Aéronautics people and the State Police” she reported. “They're
coming right out.”

“What about the fingerprint man.”
“l didn't forget that,” she assured him. “The State Police promised to bring one.”



Doc, watching closdly, decided that Seth and Alfred Mants didn't know each other; they gave absolutely
no sign of recognition.

Mants turned to Doc Savage, said, “Mr. Savage, could | speak to you, privaey?’
The well-dressed man had something on his mind.

Chapter Xl

DOC moved about sxty feet away, careful to follow Mants, not precede him; he hdted and waited for
the man to speak.

Mants lowered his tone, dthough he dill spoke with the same distinct, audience-impressing care.

“l did not want to talk in front of the yoke and the girl,” he said. “I intended to tdl you this later, but since
the police are coming, there may not be a more favorable opportunity.”

“Theremay not be,” Doc sad dryly, kegping his eyes on Mants hands warily. “1 take it you didn't turn
up here by accident, after al?’

Mants nodded uneesly.

“Mogt peculiar circumstances brought me here” he said. “It was, as a matter of fact, a cal. A telephone
cdl, avery thregtening voice. This voice told me that, if I knew what was good for me, | would be driving
on that road yonder and watching the sky between dawn and eight o'clock this morning. At firg, | had no
intention—"

“What time did you receive thiscdl?’ Doc interrupted.
“An ungodly hour. Four this morning.”

“Know the caler?’

“No, | didn't.”

“This story doesn't hold water,” said Doc, his patience getting thin. “A man recaiving such a cal would
naturdly think it was a practica joke, and wouldn't consider fdling for it.”

Mants held up a manicured hand. In a hurt voice, he said, “You are legping a conclusons. You don't
have the whole story.”

“Let's have the whole story, then.”

“Certanly. | am Alfred Mants, an importer. That is, | dill cal mysdf an importer, but during the war there
has been precious little importing. Particularly since the goods in which | dedl come from Europe. | ded
inwines and champagnes, from France and Germany. It was while buying German wines, about a year
before the present war started, that | met a man named Iturbi Sanchez, a foreign correspondent.”

A car turned into the far end of the pasture. It was the pickup returning.

Mants continued, “I met Sanchez in a socid way, becoming barely acquainted with the man. | did not see
him through the ensuing years, until about one week ago, when he paid acal on me here in Kansas City,
where | had recently cometo live”



Removing a billowing snow-white handkerchief from a pocket, Mants used it to dab a his face
nervoudy.

“ThisIturbi Sanchez behaved mysterioudy,” he went on. “He seemed to think that | knew a man named
Cal Newsome, and demanded that | take him, Sanchez, to Newsome at once. Naturdly, | couldn't do
thet.”

“Why couldn't you take Sanchez to Newsome?’
“It was impossible. | don't know anyone named Newsome.”
“Certan?’

“Absolutdy. | wracked my memory, even went through my business records, but found no Carl
Newsome. | told this to Sanchez, who didn't bdieve me. He became ausve. We—I threw him out of

my gpartment.”

“Y ou mean you had afight with him?’

“Well, yes, a sort of afight. | grabbed him by the collar and the dack of the pants and pitched him out.”
“Andthen...?

“Nothing. Nothing at dl, until | got this telephone cdl last night,” Mants said. “The cdler sad Iturbi
Sanchez was dead, that he had died from the effects of aninjury 1 had given him in tossng him out of my
place. He said that if | knew what was good for me, 1'd be out here on this road and waich the sky this
morning.”

Doc looked a Mants with hard-eyed intentness. “The fird time you told about that telephone cdl,” he
sad, “you didn't mention Sanchez.”

“I'm tdling you now. At fird, it wouldn't have meant anything to you because you didnt know who
Sanchez was.”

“Sanchez,” Doc said, “died lagt night. He was shot.”
“Shot? You're sure of that?’
“Ya”

Alfred Mants blew out a tremendous breath. “What a rdief!” He folded the handkerchief and restored it
to his pocket. “I actudly believed | had caused the man's death.”

“What else do you know?’ Doc demanded.
“That'sdl.
“You mean it'sdl you're going to tel me?’

“I meanit'sdl | know.” Mants amiled an unfriendly sort of a amile “You're being rather discourteous. |
don't think you believe me”

“Iswhat you've told me the truth?’

“ YS”



“It had better be,” Doc said.

THE State Police arrived presently, and while Doc was identifying himsdf, the county sheriff put in an
appearance. He was a heavy, kind-faced man who seemed intdligent, and he was accompanied by
another man who had two dogs on leash. They were hounds, but not bloodhounds.

“Pike, here, says his dogs can tral amen,” the sheriff said. “Who you want trailed?’

“| found a footprint in the brush,” Doc explained. “I want to know what became of the man who made
it”

Pike wasn't too sure. “Oughta have somethin’ of the fdler's to let the dogs amell,” he said.

They went into the brush, Doc pointed out the footprint, and Pike shoved the noses of his dogs into the
track, urging them excitedly. The dogs immediatdy headed through the brush, baying.

“By gally! They're gonnamake it.” Pike was suddenly enthusiadtic.

Doc would have liked to follow the dogs, but his leg was hurting. He asked the sheriff—Wickling by
name—if he would go, and the officer was agreegble. He and Pike and the dogs disappeared in the
brush.

Two young men from the Civil Aéronautics Authority arrived shortly, and listened, with the State Police,
to the farmers tdling about the luminous object which had pursued and attacked the plane.

The fingerprint man was busy ingde the cracked ship.

A State Policeman turned to Doc. “That about the way it happened?”
“Thet is the way it happened, asfar as| could see,” Doc told him.

“Y ou were fallowing this plane in your plane?’

“yYes”

“Why?

“I believe the man in the ship, Donald Gulick, was in some way connected with the murder of a men
named Iturbi Sanchez lagt night.”

Agtonished, the officer demanded, “How did you dig up a connection?’

Doc gave enough facts to make a complete story. He did not give dl the facts, just enough to give the
impresson that he was imparting dl of them.

He said that Lew Page had been attacked in the sky, apparently, by the same sort of a mysterious thing
which had assaulted Dondd Gulick. Lew's brother, Ted Page, and Seth Williams had cdled on him,
Doc, for help; for this they had been kidnapped, threatened with death, and Seth forced to attempt to
decoy Doc into atrap. Doc said that he had evaded the trap, explaining how, and been taken to the faam
of the amdl man, Pansy Orchid Heather—the police dl laughed at the name—where a fight had broken
out between Doc and the gang, during the course of which Sanchez had been killed. Doc explained that
he and Seth had then gone to the hospital, where Lew Page had told them Donad Gulick might know
something and be able to hdp them. He had trailed Gulick, he said, been trailing him when this happened.



“Sure you didn't kill Sanchez yoursdf?” a policeman demanded.

“He was shot by his own friends, I'm sure.”

“Why would they do that?’

“They probably didn't want to be burdened by a wounded man. | had wounded Sanchez.”
“They mugt be tough cookies,” the cop said.

Another officer asked Seth, “You're Ted Page's girl friend?’

Seth flushed. “Ted has asked me to marry im atime or two,” she said.

“No offense” the cop told her.

THE State Police withdrew for a private discusson. Doc believed, from the glances coming his direction,
that they were debating whether to arrest him, and he was concerned about the outcome. He had a
gpecid commisson in the metropolitan New York police department, but the Missouri State Police
weren't bound to honor it.

The fingerprint man was taking pictures. Alfred Mants was sanding nearby, usng his handkerchief on his
face again. In the distance, the two hounds were boo-wooing, dill on the trall.

“I'm afraid they're going to arrest you,” Seth said uneesily.

The State Policemen approached Doc. “We want to be reasonable, Mr. Savage,” one of them said. “But
itisgoing to be difficult to avoid putting you under arrest. You see, you're a materid witness.”

“He dso didn't report the Sanchez killing to the police,” another officer said.
Seth gasped, “He did, too! | heard him!”

The officer demanded, “Y ou make that anonymous telephone cal that got the cops out to the farm where
they found Sanchez?’

“Yes” Doc sad.
“Why didn't you give your name?’

“Because | was hot on the trail and didn't want to lose the time that would have been taken up explaining
things”

“What trall were you so hat on?’
“l wanted to get to Lew Page and learn his sory.”

In a more reasonable tone, another officer said, “Mr. Savage, | understand you work with the authorities
quite alot. Don't you have some sort of credentias with police organizations?’

“Theonly thing | have” Doc told him, “isa New Y ork City commisson, and another one that isnt much
good, an authority as specid investigator for the State Department, which isn't a police credentid at al.
Here they are.” He handed over the documents.

The police hed another conference over the credentials. They reported ther decison. “There should be
no objection to giving reciprocity to a New York City police commisson, Mr. Savage. In other words,



go right ahead, but we would like to know what you dig up on thisthing.”
Pleased, Doc said, “You can have the crooks as quick as, and if, | catch them.”

THE fingerprint man withdrew his head from the plane and reported, “There's a bunch of old prints in
here, and two fresh sets. One of the fresh sets belongs’—he pointed a Dondd Gulick's Airman's
Identification card which he was holding—"to thisguy here.”

“Mind showing me one of the other prints?” Doc asked.
“Take alook. Right here.”

The print had no immediate meaning to Doc. But he borrowed the print man's megnifying glass and
sudied the print, dassfying it mentdly so that he would know it if he saw it again. He asked, “How long
ago would you say this print was made?’

“Two or three hours ago,” said the print man. “Most people don't know you can get a pretty good idea
of the age of afingerprint, but you can.”

“Then it could have been made in Kansas City before Gulick took off in the plane,” Doc remarked.
The C.A.A. examiners had finished their prdiminary poking around the cracked plane.
“No immediate evidence of structurd damage that would cause the ship to crash,” one of them said.

Doc asked, “Either of you fellows know anything about the condition of Lew Page's plane which crashed
yesterday under Smilar circumstances?’

“Y eah, we made that ingpection ourselves”
“Hind anything wrong with the ship?’

“Wdl now, that was alot more difficult than this” the C.A.A. man said. “Lew Page's ship crashed in that
pond &t full speed, and it was redly stacked up. Actudly, the firg examination, which is dl weve made,
didn't show the cause of the crash, if it was structurd.”

“In both cases, then, it might have been pilot fallure?” Doc asked.
“That's possible”
The sheriff and the man with the dogs, Peck, were returning. Doc awaited their report with interest.

“Dogs done right well,” the sheriff said. “Followed a trall to the road, and logt it, after following it down
the road a ways.”

“You would say, then,” Doc suggested, “that someone in a vehicle picked up the man who made the trall
the dogs were fallowing.”

“If | was guessing, I'd say that,” the sheriff declared.

ONE of the farmers cdled, “This fdler's waking up.”



They gathered around Donad Gulick, and Doc afirmed something he had said earlier, that the best thing
was to leave Gulick done until an ambulance came. “There it a thing we can do for him, except take
hm to a hospita and give a thorough examination,” he said.

Suddenly Gulick's eyes came open—So saring and abnormal that a least two of the onlookers gasped.
The eyes had nothing of sanity. Nor was the sound the man now made sane, a whimpering, strained and
anmd like.

Gulick started what seemed a norma movement of one arm, then froze tightly. The arm grew tense, then
his shoulder, his other arm, his entire body, became drawn and rigid; every muscle seemed to knot in
utmog tension.

“Whoeee!” one of the farmers said softly. “What's the matter with him?’
Doc sad, “Here, hdp me hold him. Four or five of you.”
“Four or five. . . | can hold that guy and two others like im by mysdf,” a policeman said.

He was wrong, and two or three minutes later, he was admitting it. It was dl five of them could do to
resrain Gulick's frenzied convulsions. They wrestled and perspired, and their eyes grew wide with horror
a what was hgppening. Doc urged, “Carefull Careful! Don't put rigid force agang any of his
movements. Use firm restraint only, otherwise youll cause his bones to break.”

When the thing was over, perhaps ten minutes afterward, they stood up, breething hard, giving each other
queer looks, not knowing exactly what to think or say.

Fndly an officer asked Doc, “Y ou mean a man having one of them things can break his own bones?’

Doc nodded. “It happens frequently. In spastic saizures of this type, the muscles are controlled by an
abnorma condition of the brain, so that their strength is often severa times norma.”

“He give us severd times as much hdl as | thought any man his Sze could,” one of the farmers muittered.
“Gally, ishe crazy?’

“Youmight cdl it that generd term,” Doc said.

The ambulance came. They loaded Dondd Gulick indde, and Doc said he and Seth would ride with the
patient. “Wait a minute, though,” Doc told the driver.

Doc confronted Alfred Mants, “Y oull ride with us around to where your car is parked,” Doc told Mants.
“Then you will get in your car and accompany us to the hospitd.”

Displeasureriffled Mants composure. “Are you giving me orders?’

“If you want to cdl that an order, yes”

“Why?'

“l want you where | can keep an eye on you,” Doc said bluntly. “Y our story doesn't hold water.”

Mants face darkened. “That's insulting. However, | owe you something for not tdling the police | was
involved in this, thus sparing me the embarrassment of being asked a lot of questions | don't know the
answersto. So I'll do asyou say.”

“You don't owe me athing,” Doc said. “So don't get it in your head that you do.”



He didn't like Mants.

Chapter Xll

MID-MORNING sunlight was whitening the neat antiseptic walls of the hospitd when Doc Savage
finished with his examination of Donad Gulick, washed his hands, put on his coat and joined Sethena
Williams and Alfred Mants, who were waiting with one of the C.A.A. men and a State Policeman.

Seth read the bad newsin Doc's face. “Ian't there any hope for him?’
“Not much, I'm afraid,” Doc told her wesrily.

“What's wrong with him, redly?’

“The same thing that iswrong with Lew Page.”

“| dill don't know what is wrong with Lew,” Seth reminded him.

“I thought | explained that,” Doc said, dthough he recdled that he hadn't, very clearly. “What it amounts
to is something on the order of neuronophagy, which is the phagocytic destruction of nerve cdlls. In other
words, the destruction of nerve cdls by other cdls. How these predatory cdls were created or released
is a technica matter, too complicated to go into here, even if | was pogtive about the method which |

suspect was used.”
“You mean Lew can't get well, and neither can Donad Gulick?’ Seth demanded.

“Thet's about the 9ze of it
Seth asked wildly, “Can't you do something? | thought you were such a wonderful doctor!”

Doc's leg was hurting him, and his temper was short. He sad sharply, “I'm not God Almighty; | can't
rebuild what has been destroyed. To repair Page or Gulick, you would have to take hdf the brain out of
their heads and put in a new one. Unfortunately, I'm not able to do that, regardless of the claptrap you've
heard about me”

Seth put ahand on hisarm. “I'm sorry,” she said.
“I'm going to put adressing on thisleg,” Doc said.

He applied the dressing in a private room, and had one of the hospital doctors look at the leg, whereupon
he was told that he should go to bed for at least a week with the leg. He agreed that probably he should,
but he had no intention of doing so. The young hospitd doctor said, “Where mogt petients get in trouble
isin not taking care of themsdlves. But I'm sure you won't make that mistake, because you know better.”

Doc had told patients the same thing himsdf. Feding sheepish, he rgoined Seth, Mants and the two
policemen. The officers were preparing to depart, and one asked, “You think there's any chance of
Gulick talking rationaly?”

“None at dl,” Doc said.
“How come he cant talk, but Lew Page could?’

“Gulick is much more vidently afflicted,” Doc explained. “Gulick got a lot bigger dose of the thing. He's



finished now, mentdly. His body may live severd hours or a day, but that's al.”
The officer shuddered.
“Thisis the damnedest thing,” he muttered.

AFTER the police had gone, Doc confronted Alfred Mants. “1 want to hear that story of yours again,” he
told Mants.

“All right,” Mants said precisdy. “But | don't see why you want it repeated.” He told the same story as
before; that he had met Sanchez abroad; that a week ago Sanchez had demanded that Mants take him to
Newsome; and the telephoned ingruction early this morning to be driving on the country road, keeping a
watch on the sky.

“Where did you meet Sanchez in the beginning?’ Doc asked.
“Europe”

“What part of Europe?’

“Garmany.”

“Let's be specific about this” Doc said sharply. “Where in Germany?’

Darkening, Mants said, “In the Hofiz Hofbrau on the Friedrichstrasse, duly 21, 1938. Is that precise
enough?’

“Y ou have an excdlent memory.”

“l do,” Mants said, “and I'm not ashamed of it.”

“You say Sanchez was aforegn correspondent. Just what kind of socid circles did he seem to trave in?’
“Theinteligentsa Professors, engineers, economists.”

“What about Nazis?’

“He had Nazi friends”

“Did he remain in Germany after the war started?’

“Thet | wouldn't know. | didn't ask him. He could have. His country was not a war with Germany.”
“Where do you live?’

“Herein Kansas City. The Elldde Apartments on Troog.”

“Mindif | look over the place?’

Darkening again, Mants said, “That's damned cheeky of you. But if itll make you happy, go ahead.”
“I will,” Doc assured him. “Judt as soon as | make a telephone cdl.”

Doc drew Seth asde and whispered, “Keep an eye on that bird. His story is holding water, but | don't



trug him.”
Seath nodded.

Doc found a telephone and dided the number of C. B. Fay, the private detective whom he had engaged
to perform the gzable job of trying to get dl the doctors and drugstores in the city to keep a watch for
anyone wishing a treatment for a bad case of what would seem to be ivy poisoning.

“For God's sake, where have you been?’ demanded the ebullient C. B. Fay. “You rush the pants off me
to get ajob done, and then you're not around to get the results”

“l got ddetracked,” Doc told him. “What have you found out?’

“At five this morning two guys cdled a Kansas City, Kansas, doctor out of bed to treat ivy poisoning,”
Fay sad. “The doctor told them he didn't get many ivy poison cases this time of the year, and hed have
to go to the drugstore to get the Suff to make alation. Incidentaly, you fed me some hokum.”

“Wha do you mean, hokum?’ Doc demanded.

“About a season for ivy poisoning. There ain't no season. Some people get it and some don't. Them that
do, some of them, can get it any time of the year by handiing ivy vines”

Doc chuckled. “1 told you that for effect. A misstatement like that, coming from a man who is supposed
to be afamous doctor, would make every doctor you cdled remember it. It would tickle ther vanity to
caich such amidake.”

“Oh.”
“Go ahead with your story,” Doc suggested.

“Wél, the doctor went to the drugstore, and he telephoned me, and then he killed enough time to dlow
me to get a couple of hot operatives out there to shadow the ivy poison vicims”

“Did they shadow them?’
“You bet they did.”
“Where are they now?’

“That'swhy I'min a stew about your not cdling me” Fay explained. “I don't know. The guys are moving,
and my operatives are hot on their heds, but | don't have any more idea than a rabbit of where they are
right now.”

“I'l cal you for alater report,” Doc said. “And | congratulate you on afine piece of work.”
“Thanks. Mind me making a suggestion that you come to my place and wait?’

“Can't now, but | will later,” Doc said.

“If you don't mind the expense, I'll put some more operatives traling those two felows”

“They tried to kill me, so I'm not critical about expense,” Doc said. “Put a regiment of operatives to
work, if they will do a better job.”

“I'l add athird man, then.”



Doc rgoined Seth and Mants, who had been discussng the case, and were puzzled about the man the
bloodhounds had trailed. Seth said, “1 didn't see anyone leave the plane after it crashed.”

“You probably wasted your time and the sheriffs having the bloodhounds trall somebody who went
through there hunting squirrels, or something,” Mants told Doc.

“Let's see where you live” Doc said.

THE Mants gpartment was new, neat and expensive. It did not look as if it had been occupied long, and
Doc commented on this. Mants said, “1 told you | just moved to Kansas City recently.”

“Where did you live before that?’
“New York.”

“Can you prove tha?’

“l can when it's necessary.”

Doc searched the gpartment, making no secret of the fact that he was suspicious. In a closet, he found
three suitcases plastered with foreign labels, most of them European. He examined Mants dothing; it was
dl new, some of the suits apparently unworn, but there was not as much of it as he had expected from
the man's immaculate appearance.

He finished and was waking across the living room when there was a conglomerate blast of sound, a
report, glass breaking, flying across the room, and a sort of a whut! of a noise made by a passing bullet.
Doc dived for the floor.

Immediately, two more bullets entered the window, knocking out more glass. Plaster fragments jumped
off the wadll.

Mants cried out, lunged and dragged Seth to the floor.

Doc was holding his leg with both hands; the pain was dmog digracting him from the obvious fact that
he was being shot at. He had hurt the leg again in diving to the floor.

Hetried to cdculate the source of the bullets by estimating the angle from the holes in the window to the
pits the dugs had dug in the walls. Across the street somewhere, and not too far away because he had
heard the shot sounds digtinctly.

He remembered a round mirror in the hdl, crawled in and got it, brought it back, and, lying face up
below the window, tried his luck with a periscope effect. It was not too effective, but he concluded the
shots mugt be coming from a hill about two blocks distant, where there were two-family residences.

About the time he reached this conclusion, a bullet came in and smashed the mirror out of his hands. He
did not see where the shot came from.

Doc crawled to the telephone.
He called the police.



NOT more than five minutes later, the neighborhood was full of policemen. But the bird, or birds, had
flown.

There was no difficulty in finding where the shots had been fired. A resdent of the neighborhood had dso
caled the police, complaining that a man wasfiring a rifle from behind a bush in his back yard. This man
hed dighted from a car which had been parked for some time, nearly hdf an hour. After he had fired the
shots, the rifleman had jumped into the car and driven off. It was believed there was another man with
him.

“Which would indicate” Doc said, “that the assailants didn't trail me here”
Mants temper was dipping.

“I wish you would get away from me” he told Doc. “I don't like gunplay. Please go somewhere e to
be shot at.”

“How do you know,” Doc demanded, “that the bullets weren't meant for you?’
Mants sneered. “Y ou're crazy!”

A city policeman lad ahand on Doc's arm. “I think welll take you in for questioning.”
“Why?" Doc demanded sharply.

“When people get shot at in this town, we want to know why.”

Another officer told the fir, “Hold it, Charley. I've heard of this fdlow Savage. | think we'd better cdl
headquarters firs.”

Doc sad, “And |let me talk to your superior officer. |1 don't want to repeat this argument about being
arrested every time something happens to me”

Presently the officer handed over the telephone, and an amiable voice in the recaiver sad, “The State
Police gave us a report on you, Savage, and we got on the telephone and checked with New York.
We're going to codperate with you, and well let you run around loose as long as we can. Just don't do
anything we can't very wel ignore. And we'd appreciate knowing what you know about thisthing.”

“I'l giveit to you as soon as | can make heads or tals of it,” Doc promised.
“Thanks. Put the officer back on here, and I'll tdl him.”

After the police had gone, Mants looked at Doc uneesily. “Do you redly think the shots were meant for
me?’

“What do you think?

“l don't know why anyone should try to kill me. The idea is preposterous.”
Doc shrugged. He telephoned C. B. Fay.

“It's about time” said C. B. Fay. “How did you enjoy being shot a?’



“Where did you find out about that?’ Doc asked.

“l should tdl you | saw it inmy crysd bdl, after the way you got me out of bed in the middle of the
night,” the private detective said. “But | guess I'll break down and tdl you. The two ivy victims were the
guyswho shot at you. My operatives were trailing them.”

Doc asked sourly, “What kind of operatives have you got that would stand there and let those guystry to
murder me?’

“Good operatives,” sad Fay, unimpressed. “They follow orders. Ther orders were to tral the guys, not
to lose them under any conditions, and nothing else. That's what they did.”

“Your men are dill on the trail of those two?’
[13 ere.H
“Where are they?’

“Eating a late breakfast in a restaurant on Troost about ten blocks from where you are, if you're dill
where you were when you were shot a. Those birds don't seem to be much afraid of the police”

“I'm going to take over the job of handling those two,” Doc said.

“Need some help?’

“l hope not. By the way, has that pair of hoodlums contacted anybody?’

“Sure. Wait aminute | took down the report of my operativesin shorthand. Wait urtil | get it.”

While he was halding the phone, Doc looked at Seth and remarked, “Don't look so worried. | think
we're about to sew thisthing up.”

“I NEVER can read my shorthand notes after they get cold,” Fay complained. “The pair made four
telephone cdls. One was to Sunflower Hospitd, to ask how Lew Page was getting dong, and they were
damned pleased to hear he was about dead. The second cdl was to North 3836, the third to Westland
5001, and they only got an answer a the North number. The Westland number didn't answer.”

“Whet about the fourth cal?” Doc asked.

“That's the one I'm ashamed of, because my operative wasn't able to get either the number or what was
sad. And | think that's the important one; | think it was through that cdl they got their orders to
bushwhack you, because they went straight to that place where they took their potshots at you.”

“It's nothing to be ashamed of,” Doc said. “I'm amazed that your men were able to learn the other three
numbers that were caled.”

“| told you I've got damned good people working for me.”
Doc asked, “What time were these cals made?’
“The firg three between eght and nine. The last one about an hour ago.”

“All right. Now how will | recognize your operatives when | go to take over the shadowing of my two



friends with the ivy poisoning?’
“You don't. They'l recognize you.”
113 Okw.”

“Ligten, don't go and get yoursdf killed, because I've got a hdl of ahill I'm going to send you for this job,
and | want it paid,” said C. B. Fay gloomily.

Doc Savage ended the telephone conversation, and eyed Seth and Mants thoughtfully, findly asking,
“Either of you recognize the telephone number, Westland 50017

Seth gtarted vidently. “I do! That's Ted's telephone number. Ted Page. His apartment.”
“Our ivy victims cdled the number, but there was no answer.”

Puzzled, Seth said, “1 don't understand why they would do that. But naturdly there wouldn't be an
answer, because they have kidnapped Ted.”

“What about North 38367" Doc asked.

Seth's lips parted. Shelogt color. “That's ming” she gasped. “My gpartment.”
“They cdled you, too,” Doc said.

She looked a him, gpparently too shocked for speech.

“And they got an answer,” Doc added.

He watched her lose color. He didn't say anything more.

Alfred Mants made a hoarse noise clearing his throat. He was looking a Seth with horror in which fear
intermingled.

“YOU two are going with me” Doc announced. “But fird, I'm going to make another telephone cdl. We
haven't much time, but thisis important.”

He got the police department on the telephone, and asked for the fingerprint department, then inquired,
“Do you have the fingerprints of Ted Page, the young man who was reported kidnapped last night? He
works for alarge insurance company, and | happen to know that concern fingerprints dl its employees.”

“Sure, we got them. Wait a minute” Presently the fingerprint man was back with, “What about them?
I've got them here in my hand.”

“Give me a description.”

Doc ligened to the classfication of the fingerprints with evident satisfaction.

He asked, “Is there afault, apparently the result of a scar, in the upper part of the left thumb?’
“Thet'sright.”

Doc sad, “Herés a tip. Compare Ted Page's prints with those found in the plane that crashed in the
country this morning. And while you're & it, have someone check the Sze of Ted Page's shoe againg the



footprints made by a man the bloodhounds trailed near the scene of the plane crash. You may be &ble to
find an extra pair of Ted Page's shoes in his gpartment to make the comparison.”

“You think Ted Page was around that plane thismorning?’ the fingerprint man demanded.

“It certainly would be interegting to find out,” Doc said.

Chapter Xllli

A RATHER doppy looking middie-aged woman climbed, without being invited, into the automobile
where Doc Savage was waiting with Seth and Mants, parked at a point from which they could watch the
restaurant on Troost where the two ivy victims were supposed to be having ther late breakfast.

“They're ill in the restaurant,” she said. “But now they're four. Two more came in a few minutes ago.
They arentt friends with the first two. They're having an argument in a booth. The second two are wearing
coverdls marked Centrd Aviagion Company, probably so theyll be inconspicuous because you see
Centrd workmen dl over town. There's a big plant here. C. B. Fay said we were to take your orders.
What are they?’

She seemed to be crisp, efficient and intdligent in spite of her datternly looks.
Doc asked, “What is the argument about?’

“l don't know, but it looks like the second two are afraid of the firgt two. Chick, who isworking with me,
sat down in the booth next to them. He heard one of the first two tdl the second two thet the only way
they could save their necks was to drop the whole thing. Then they got up and moved to another booth
which had empty seats dl around. So that was dl Chick overheard.”

“That sounds like the second two men were having the terms of surrender lad down to them,” Doc
remarked.

“That's exactly what it sounded like”

“How good an actress are you, Miss. .

“Doyle. Mrs. Kate Doyle. If you're not an actress, you don't last long in this racket.”
“Have those men seen you?’

“l don't think s0.”

“I'm going to tdl you what | want you to do, and if it's too dangerous, say 0,” Doc said. “I want you to
go in there, tdl those men you're Dondd Gulick's aunt. Speak very angrily, but not loudly enough to
attract atention.”

“Whao's Dondd Gulick and has he got an aunt?’ the woman demanded.

“Gulick is a man they killed this morning, and | don't know whether he has an aunt. If they start asking
you questions, be too angry to answer them.”

“What am | angry about?’
“Dondd Gulick is in the hospita dying horribly because part of his nervous system is destroyed, and



you're angry about that.”
“Good. That sounds like enough to be angry about. What else do | do?’

“Tdl them,” said Doc, “that they are being tricked. Tdl that to the second two men, the pair who are
afraid. Look right at them, and ask them if they know Newsome has been bought off. Sound very angry.”

“l ask themif they know Newsome has been bought off. What else?’

“In a very nagty tone, ask them if they knew Donad Gulick was killed to scare Newsome's gang, and
that Newsome helped do it. Newsome himsdf wasin Gulick's plane.”

“Newsome doublecrossed them, en?’

“Thet's the idea. Tdl them part of the deal Newsome made was that he was to scare his own men into
quitting. Call them suckers. Tdl them ther own boss is hdping terrorize them into quitting so they won't
have to be paid anything. Ask themif they're going to be made suckers of. Lay it on heavy.”

1] Okw.”

“Then turn to the other two, the ivy victims. Ask them if they think everybody is a fool. Say that if you
were a man, you'd know what to do. Then wak out.”

“What makes you think they'll let me wak out?’ the woman asked dryly.

“After that bomb you've just tossed into the surrender conference, | think they'll be too surprised to stop
yw.”

“All right. I'l do it.”

“Who ese isworking with you?’ Doc asked.

“Dan Gibney. There's judt the three of us. Dan, Chick and me”
“Pass the word to Dan and Chick to follow the second pair.”
“What about the ivy victims?’

“I'l take over there” Doc said. “Those babies helped try to kill me last night, and | want to ded with
them persondly.”

The woman operative departed without another word.

ALFRED MANTS let out an astonished gasp. “Whew! | thought dl privaie detectives were
disappointed or brokendown cops. That one was a surprise.”

Seth had said dmogt nothing snce Doc had informed her that the two ivy victims had telephoned her
gpartment and received an answer. The news had either frightened her into guilty slence, or puzzied her
into slence. But now she said, “Mr. Savage, | don't understand what you are doing.”

“Lighting a bomb,” Doc told her. “And hoping the resulting explosion will blow enough pieces into our
lgps”

She chewed her lower lip nervoudy, then asked, “Do you think I've been lying to you?’



“Have you?’ Doc countered.

“No. But | think you have the idea that I'm guilty of something.”

Doc sad nothing.

“I'm not,” she indsted.

Mants snorted. “You better explan how those guys came to cal your place and get an answer.”
Sath fdl to chewing her lower lip again, looking pale and frightened.

“I'm damned glad it wasn't my apartment they cdled,” Mants added.

“Lay off,” Doc said. “ Seth has got enough trouble without you rubbing it in.”

Mants scowled. “1 don't want to stay here. There may be shooting. You heard the detective say those
are tough men. | don't like to be exposed to danger.”

Doc gave him a hard look, said, “You try to leave here, and I'll turn you over to a policeman who will
throw youinjail so fast your ears will buzz.”

Mants flew into arage. “By God!” he snarled. “I won' take that! I'm no crook! | haven't done anything
to be throwninjall!”

“How would you like to try explaining to the police that you didn't decoy me to your gpartment so your
pas could take a shot at me?” Doc asked harshly.

“That'salig”
“Y ou might have trouble proving it.”

“Damn you!” Mants struggled to control hisrage, findly did, and said, “All right, I'l Stay here, but under
protest, and only to keep you from lying to the police about me!”

Doc had been watching the restaurant entrance. “Shut up,” he said. “There goes the lady detective into
the place.”

Private Detective Mrs. Kate Doyle was not in the restaurant more than two minutes, and the interva
seemed even shorter than that.

She came out, walking fast, and, without glancing in the direction of Doc Savage, Sgndled them that
everything was dl right by making the okay sgnd with a circle of thumb and forefinger.

Doc sad, “Unless | missmy guess, the kettle will boil over right in the restaurant. Scared crooks usudly
have short tempers.”

His prediction proved accurate. Ingde the restaurant sounded adull bump! noise. A shot.
Ydls footsteps, thuddings.

One of theivy poisoning victims sailed out of the restaurant door, made a right turn on the sidewak with
hisfeet skidding, and began running, running with such frenzied effort that his fingers were splayed open
asif reaching for something in front of him that he couldn't quite grasp.



DOC SAVAGE told Alfred Mants, “I'll drive. We're going to follow thet fellow.”

Mants snapped, “Well, be careful with my car!” and did out from under the whed. Doc Savage moved
from the back seet to the front, and got the car ralling.

Presently two men wearing white coverdls marked Centrd Aviation Company came out of the
restaurant, not exactly running, but not drolling, either. One casudly pocketed a gun. They turned a
corner.

Seth shuddered violently. “Those two mug have killed one of the others.”

Mants looked a Doc Savage disagreeably and said, “You are a cold-blooded customer. You killed that
men just as much asif you had pulled the trigger yoursdf. Murderer!”

Doc Savage for thefirg time displayed genuine rage. His bronze skin became hard and metalic looking,
his eyes narrowed coldly. His lips compressed, and for the next fifteen minutes he did not speak a word.

Mants, seeing the bronze man's rage, at firs looked pleased with himsdf. Then his pleasure went away
and he grew darmed and seemed frightened.

Theivy vicim they were following ran a headlong speed for four blocks, then discovered an empty cab,
dashed into the street and dimbed into the cab. Somewhere a police Sren was walling.

Thetaxi carried the man to a bus saion downtown, and he stood around for awhile, gpparently to make
sure he was in no immediate danger, after which he bought a bus ticket.

“Want me to go in and find out where he bought the ticket to?” Seth asked.

“The fdlow might recognize you,” Doc said. “No need of taking chances. If he rides a bus, we can keep
upwithitinthis car.”

The man boarded a bus marked Winnwood Beach, which proceeded across the North Kansas City
bridge over the Missouri River, passed a few factories, turned right, keegping Number Ten highway, and
findly reached the end of the run, where ther quarry dighted.

When the man struck out at a fast wak, Seth breathed. “He mug be near where he's going, because
there are cabs he could hire, and he's passing them up.”

“Or he has a car parked,” Doc said.

Which was the case, for the man got in a coupé. They followed him about twelve miles over highway and
country road. The man drove very fast, fast enough that he couldn't be spending much of his time looking
back, which Doc thought accounted for his not discovering them following him. If he hadntt.

They got a break when the man stopped. They saw him, from a distance, turn into a house on ahill.

Doc didnt like the looks of the road; he thought it was a one-way lane leading to the house. In a amdl
valey, he discovered a gate that led into a corn fidd. “Mants, open the gate,” he said. “Well pull into the
corn far enough to get out of Sght.”

“Probably get stuck,” Mants said, but they didn't. If anyone came looking for tracks, though, theirs would
be easy to find.

“Comeon,” Doc said. “I don't think we have much time to waste.”



THE house stood on a bluff overlooking the Missouri River and its valey, atdl house, old, but with age
that was cloaked in pre-Civil War dignity. It was not elaborate; just afine old house.

“A lovdy place,” Seth said, “but somehow it has a hard, foreboding look.”

“If it were not for your imagination,” Mants said coldly, “the place would have no aspect of hardness. It
isa pleasant place as your American’—He changed himsdf hurriedly—" or rather, our American styles of
architecture go.”

Having made the dip—referring to American houses as if they were foreign houses—Mants looked at
Doc Savage suspicioudy. Unfortunately, Doc had hurt hisleg a moment before, and he couldn't, try as he
would, look innocent and dumb. He looked, he suspected, not only suspicious, but knowing and
vindictive, he mugst have looked that way, for Mants suddenly made a grab for what was evidently a
weapon concedled in his dathing.

Doc hit him, struck the man with great enthusiasm, putting into the blow the rancidness he had been
saving up for severa hours. Even at that, he couldn't hit Mants as hard as he wished, so he let the men
have aleft too, short and hooking.

Mants did get his mouth open, probably trying to ydl, but Doc knocked the bresth out of him, the
outgoing ar making a sound like a horse coughing. Mants was as tough as an oak post. Doc swung more
rights and lefts, chopping the man down, and by that time he had hurt his leg so much that he had to st
down himsdf, and he used Mants for a chair.

Amazed, confused, Seth demanded, “What did he do? Why did you attack him?’

Doc Savage, getting his breath, was grimly eated. “Modlly, | think, it was because | can't stand the
incredible ddusion which some Germans have that every American isafool. There were other things that
griped me, but that was the biggest itch.”

Seth's eyes grew round and astonished.

“HesaNazi?’ she demanded.

“I don't know about the Nazi part, but probably heis, or was. But he's German.”
“How do you know?’

“It sticks out dl over him. The look of him, the contempt with which he treated us. The careful way he
speaks English—perfect English, too perfect for an American to be handing the language.”

Doc Savage fished indde his dothing and brought out a amdl fla case of the type which old-fashioned
family doctors once employed to carry pill phids. He wrestled Mants around and forced about hdf the
contents of one of the phids down the man's throat. After Mants had swallowed, he looked up, saw
Seth's horrified expression, and explained, with a chuckle, “Oh, it's not poison. Just something to put im
to deep for afew hours”

“Oh,” Seth said. “Oh, | see”
Doc told her pleasantly, “As a matter of fact, you don't redly see, do you?’
“I'm hopelesdy confused,” she admitted.



“To get the answers,” he asked, “would you take a chance?’
“| certainly would,” Seth said promptly.

“Jugt remember,” Doc told her, “that what you're doing isnt as dangerous as it sounds. | am going to
cary Alfred Mants back and put imin our car. You are going to drive him to that house and tdll the men
you have saved him.”

Seaing Seth's frightened expression, he amiled reassuringly. “As long as you tdl them you saved Mants,
and give them the impresson you are quite a close friend of Mants, you will be perfectly safe. Tdl them
that. Tdl them Mants has been attacked by Newsome's men, and you saved him. Tdl them Mants
directed you to bring him here before he lapsed into sensdessness.”

“What if they don't believe me?’ Seth demanded uneesily.

“Oh, they'll be glad to bdieve you. Act very confident and knowing. Y ou might even lay it on a little, and
act tough.”

“I'l be anfully scared.”

“That'sfine It's easy to act tough when you are scared.” Doc picked up Mants limp form. “Come on. Il
put himin the car, and you can get Sarted.”

Chapter XIV

DOC SAVAGE, moving fast, was concedled behind a grape arbor at the rear of the house when he
heard Sethena Williams drive up to the front of the place with the automobile, Mants car, containing
Mants unconscious body. He heard excited excdamations insde the house, listened to Seth cdl sharply,
“Come out here and help me, you idiotd Mants has been hurt!”

By now, Doc surmised, any watchers who might have been a the rear of the house would have been
drawn out front by curiosity. So he got going, doubled down beside a privet hedge, ran swiftly, reaching
arear door, which he found locked. But there was a window nearby, within reach of the ground, which
was open. He climbed through it without hesitation, and was not molested.

He was in a kitchen; crossng hurriedly to an open door, he found a samdl hdl, then a dining room,
beyond which was a large living room with tobacco smoke odor and drinks on a table. Future taking,
Doc decided, would be donein this room. Looking about for a hiding place, he discovered a amdl door
on his left, opened it, and found a closet. He got indde, made sure there was a means of opening the
door from the interior, and closed the pand partidly.

There was not much taking outside. But presently an darmed man dashed into the living room, jerked a
cushion off a divan, and snatched two automatic pistols which had been concealed under the cushion.

The man yeled, “Whatcha want me to look for?’

“Get out back and keep alook-out, dammit!” he was told.

The man raced past the closet where Doc was hiding, vanishing into the rear of the house.

The next speaker was Seth. She said angrily, “That's no way to carry an unconscious man, you idiots!”

Doc was rdieved a her tone she seemed to be in command of the Stuation. He watched men come into



the living-room.

He knew some of them. The smdl man was there, and the fdlow who had fled from the restaurant, the
men they had tralled out here. Some of the others had been at the fam lagt night; some hadn't been.
Three of them were carrying Mants.

“Put him on that couch there,” Seth directed sharply, pointing at the divan.

While they were doing that, the frightened man who had fled the restaurant said loudly, “1 told you guyd |
told you | thought | saw Mants car on the road behind mel”

“Of course | was behind you,” Seth told him coldly. “If you hadn't driven like a crazy man, | would have
overtaken you and had you help me”

The men scowled. “Who are you, babe?’
Seth laughed in his face. “A little surprised, aren't you? Ther€'s alot you don't know, wise-guy.”
The man darkened. “Come on, answer my question.”

Seth nodded a Mants. “Why don't you ask him when he wakes up? Hell tdl you I've been working right
withhimdl dong.”

The statement had a much more pronounced effect on the men than Doc had expected. It hit them, for a
few moments, with sunned slence. Then one of them—Spick, he had been cdled last night—began to
laugh. With a roar, the laughter spread through the room.

The mirth unnerved Doc Savage; he wondered what had gone wrong, and he set himsdf to do what he
could to save Seth. He saw Seth was darmed, too; saw the loss of color in her face, the frightened shift
of her eyes toward the door.

And then—and both Doc and Seth seemed to redize it about the same time—it dawned on them that the
laughter sprang from admiraion. The men were delighted, genuindy ddighted, over something they
thought very clever.

Doc carefully wiped nervous perspiration off his forenead. He had been more concerned, for a moment,
than he believed possible.

ELATED, Spick chortled, “By God, Mants had a pipdine right into the enemy's camp the whole time!
Wha do you know about that! No wonder Mants was one jump ahead of them dl the timel” He turned
to Seth and sad admiringly, “ Sister, you're good.”

Seth looked tough and said, “Not good. Clever isthe word.”
Theat got another roar of laughter.

Seth said, “You guys had better cut out the funny suff. Thisian't a vaudeville show. They jumped Mants,
and beat him up, and if | hadn't pulled a gun on them and driven them off, no tdling what they'd have
done to him. Killed him, probably.”

“Whered this happen?’ the amdl man demanded.
The samdl man's face was bandaged. He had, Doc surmised, fdlen avictim to the ivy-poison chemicd the



night before. That accounted for his disappearance from activities; he had probably been in too much
misary to take part in anything during the day.

“It happened intown,” Seth said.

“That's where it happened to me” declared the man who had fled the restaurant. “Right in town, in a
restaurant. They knocked off Jggs, damn them, and | barely got away. We had them sewed up, but
some old dame came in and spilled the works, told them the straight of it. And they cut loose on Jggs
and mewith guns”

The part of the smdl man's face that was not bandaged was very happy.
“Wait aminute” he said. “I want Newsome to hear this”

The smdl man went into a hdl; Doc could hear him dimbing a gtairs, heard the murmur of voices, low
and indidinguishable. And after a time the amdl man came back downgairs. He looked even more
pleased.

“Newsome's afraid to come down,” he said. “He saw the girl from an upstairs window, and he won't
believe that she's been sdling him out.”

“You redly got him fooled, S5 Spick told Seth.

“And why not?” Seth asked casudly. She had seated hersdlf beside Alfred Mants and was stroking his
hair.

The amdl man grinned a Seth for a fev moments, then asked, “When did you get in this Miss
Willians?’

“Ealy inthe game” Seth replied.
“In Germany, you mean?’
“No, no, when the American part Sarted,” Seth said.

Doc Savage dtiffened. Apprehension made a knot in his throat. This was dangerous questioning, and Seth
might trip hersdf a any moment.

The amdl man frowned, “Oh, you got in it when Mants contacted Lew Page in occupied Germany with
the proposition that Lew Page smuggle Mants and his apparatus out of Germany inan A.T.S. plane”

Seth shrugged. “During the dickering, that'swhen | camein.”

“Sure. Sure, | get it now. Lew Page said he had to get somebody with better connections than he had
herein the States to handle the thing, and so he ran that Newsome thing in on us. That's when you came
in—when Newsome did.”

Seth didn't answer that. She just amiled coldly.

This seemed response enough for the amdl man, who asked, “Did Mants approach you firg? Or did you
go to Mants with the proposition to keep hm posted?’

“Mantsisnt afool,” Seth said. “The point isthat were dl in atight spot.”
“l don't see nothing tight about it,” the smdl man said.



“Newsome's outfit isn't going to take it lying down,” Seth told him. “You've aready seen an example of
that. What they did to Mants and’—she pointed at the man who had fled the restaurant—" the shooting
they started.”

“Who was the old babe who tipped them off?" the smal man pondered.

“Some reative of Donald Gulick's”

“How'd she get wise?”’

“Gulick probably told her some. The rest she figured out. Newsome wasn't as dick as he thought.”
Sill satisfied, the smdl man grinned. “Reckon wed better get a doctor for Mants?’

“It would be dl right,” Seth said. “But | doubt if it would be safe”

“Why not?’

“Savage,” Seth sad.

It gave Doc satisfaction to note thet his name had an effect. But the satisfaction, he thought grimly, was
about dl that would come of it. He ligened to the amdl man's swearing, heard the smdl man mention
severd things which he, persondly, would do to Savage if he got the chance, none of the things being
pleasant.

Seth, possibly to get the conversation on a subject she knew something about, said, “You knew Savage
put some chemicd in the car last night, and it caused what you thought was ivy poisoning, didn't you?’

The amdl man hadn't known that. He clenched his figs and thought of new cusswords and new violence
he would commit on Doc.

Doc scowled and made a mentd note to work on the smdl man firg of dl when the end of this thing
garted; he was thinking that when a bullet went through the closet over his head, smashing loudly,
knocking a shower of plaster down on his head.

DOC came near burding out of the closat then, to fight snglehanded. It was a miracle he didn't. He
thought he had been discovered.

Then avoice, the lookout from the back, yelled, “ Some guy shot at me!”

Confugon filled the house for a few moments. The men were grabbing guns, hunting vantage points. It
was Spick who identified the attackers.

“Newsome's friends,” Spick said. “I just saw that one they cdl Sim.”

Seth put in her bit by saying loudly, “You should have been doing something instead of standing around
ligening to me talk!”

“Arethey dl around the house?’ the amdl man demanded.

“Musg be” someone said. “I don't see . . .” He didn't finish, for another bullet came into the house,
evidently confirming his conclusion.



“This shooting will have the law down on our necks,” aman sad in fright.

He was advised this was unlikdy; there were no close neighbors.

Two or three shots were fired from the house. They blasted like cannon reports.
The smdl man began ydling.

“Wat aminute, wait aminute! Let's use our heads!” he belowed. “We got a way of running those guys
the hdl away from here in a hurry!”

He ran back into the front room, where Doc could see him through the thin crack of the closet door, and
asked Seth, “ Are Newsome's men wise to the gadget?”’

Doc watched Seth's sick, bewildered expression with horror. He heard her say, “I—they don't know too

The smdl man didn't notice her confusion. He demanded, “Do they know about the fake, about the dope
we gave Lew Page and Gulick?’

“I don't think s0,” Seth said. “But how do | know what they know?’

The amdl man was eated. He ydled, “ Spick, come here. You, too, Ed. Let's see what the gadget does
for them!”

Chapter XV

WITH intense interest, Doc Savage watched the production of three meta cases, two of them the Sze of
seamer trunks, one larger, which were lugged in from another room. The cases, he noted, were painted
an innocent gray on the outside, but the interior of each, when it was opened, was painted the fidd color
of the German army.

One case contained dectricd apparatus mounted on panels, radio trangmitter fashion, dthough it
obvioudy wasn't aradio transmitter. The second case contained a motor generator and amplifier; this the
grdl man plugged into the dectric lighting crcuit of the house. The third case contained a metd
framework with long insulated handles, operated by two men, about five feet long when it was opened;
aso a andler amilar device, about three feet in length, likewise equipped with insulated handles, for
manipulation by one man.

The smdl man inserted plugs and turned switches. The motor-generator began whining, but not loudly,
and indicator lights glowed.

“The same men handle the projectors as before,” the amal man ordered. “You know how. Do it just like
you did on Page's plane, and on Gulick's plane. Keep it in the air, see, over their heads. The thing won't
have a damned hit of effect if it hits them, so the ideaiisto get it inthe ar over thar heads and scare ther
pants off. Run them away.”

Doc watched the activity with interest. He had a pretty good idea of what the apparatus was, the theory
on which it worked, because he had previoudy done some research on the subject himsdf.

He watched the men with the projectors move to windows on different sdes of the house, which
confirmed to some extent what he aready knew about the thing—and what the United States Army
knew, for tha matter. The projectors had to work from separate points, where ther beams met was



where the fluorescent discharge would appear. This device, when the Germans had firg used it, had
worried the Allies not alittle—until they discovered it was a phony, of no vaue except to scare the devil
out of highflying American pilots. It had, as a matter of fact, damaged morde quite a bit, before
someone had the smple and brilliant idea of putting out a story that it was just a naturd effect, a peculiar
manifedation of atic dectricity caused by the passage of arplanes at high speed. The newspapers had
carried this explanation, and while it was not true, it had served the purpose of removing dread of the
thing from the minds of Allied fliers.

“All right, dl right!” the smdl man was ydling. “That'sit! Keep it over their heads. That's the ideal”
At this point, something went amiss. There was a violent roar of gunfire, alight machine gun.

“Hdl! Copsl” Spick screamed. Something went plug! rather loudly. Astonished, Doc decided it was a
tear gas grenade. There was more shooting. Yells. Lead traveled around noisly.

Doc came out of the closdt.
Seath was il in the front room.

Doc sad, “If this place has a basement, let's use it!”

A MAN ran into the room, holding both hands over a crimson fountain in his throat. He fel on hisface on
the floor. Seth looked a himin glazed horror.

In the hdl, the amdl man bdlowed, “Newsome! Newsome! Get the hdl down herel We're in a mesd
We gotta beet off alot of cops!”

From upgtairs a voice demanded, “Where's Seth?’
“Never mind the girl!"” the smdl man snarled. “We got red trouble. Get down here and help, you fool!”

Doc heard footsteps descending stairs. He looked around and picked up the lightest char he saw, hefted
it, and went with the chair into the hal. It was not a wide hdl, and the smdl man stood at the foot of a
narrow graight stairway. Ted Page was coming down the stairway. Doc went toward the smdl man with
the chair. Ted Page saw him, ydled, “God!” and pointed, and Doc threw the chair, which knocked the
grdl man againg the wall.

Ted Page was armed with a shotgun; he pointed the weapon over the gair bannister. Frantic haste made
hm awkward, and Doc legped and closed his hands over the shotgun barrel. He jerked, then the gun
exploded, heeting the barrel in his hands. But his wrench hauled Ted Page partly over the rail; while the
men hung there, Doc hit imin the face twice, and Page dumped back, went tumbling down the steps.

The amdl man had gone down on his knees, but not from stupor. He was after his gun, which he had
dropped. Doc managed to step on the gun and the man's hand; he put weight on the foot, fdt the hand
break, gravd-like, under his waght. The amdl man gave no cry of pain, but he did show his teeth and
much of hisgumsin a grimace of agony. Then he hit Doc's wounded leg with hisfig.

The pain could not have been greater to Doc had the leg been torn off; the agony seemed to rack back
and forth through his body like echoes, while the leg itsdf became completely numb. Fdling, he managed
to fdl on the smdl man.

The smdl man was aterrible, an unbelievable opponent. He fought with madness, biting and dawing and



kicking, even dlubbing with his broken hand, doing it dl in slence, not even seeming to bresthe. Doc,
outweighing him by at least twice, fdt fodlish at firdt, then horrified. He had aways hated to fight a little
man, and this was the worgt little one he had ever met.

He knew vagudly that the shooting had come closer to the house, then that it had come into the house,
and with it the blinding ging of tear gas. But dl his effort was bent toward overcoming the smal man, urtil
findly, by taking the fellow's head in both hands and besating it againgt the floor, he got relief.

He drew back, tried to stand, and found he could not, then discovered Seth's hands under his arms,
trying to help him.

“Get in the basement,” he ordered her. “One of these bullets may hit you if you don't.”
She didn't answer, and, wondering why, he looked at her. Her eyes were fastened on Ted Page.
“Ted was Newsome?’ she asked.

He hegitated, not sure how cosdy she had been linked emationdly with Ted Page. He was relieved
when she added softly, “1 think | knew it, toward the lagt.”

He said, “I knew it alittle earlier. Ted Page's fingerprints were in Gulick's plane. He wasin the plane, and
it was he who actudly killed Gulick.”

C. B. Fay appeared in the doorway.
“What's wrong with you?’ the private detective asked.
“Nothing that the 9ght of you won't cure,” Doc told him, with relief.

C. B. Fay sad, “My operdtives reported that those guys were organizing an amy, so | thought I'd better
organize one, too. My firg enligments were the police”

“Isit over?’ Doc asked.

“The undertakers and the lawyers can take it from here,” C. B. Fay said. “Was it okay, me cdling in the
law?’

Doc Savage, grimacing and trying hard, succeeded in sanding. “That's afool question,” he said.

THE young man from Army Intdligence was quite pleased with the gadget. He said, “We never did
capture one of these intact, you know. They destroyed them when we went into Germany, | guess, and
we never could, or haven't yet, been able to collar any German technicians who will admit knowing

anything about it.”

Doc Savage looked at Alfred Mants, who sat, dill groggy from the morphine Doc had given him, in a
charr fading them.

“What became of the technicians who knew about this gadget, Mants?” Doc asked.
“ Se selbst wissen am besten,” Mants said.

“What's that?’ the Army man asked.



“He says I'm tdling it,” Doc explained. “So I'll tdl it as | have it figured. Mants developed this gadget for
the Germans. Probably they were trying to work out a secret wegpon that would knock down Allied
planes, but dl they managed was to create an eectricd phenomenon in the shape of a weird light which
would appear near the plane and fallow it. This they employed for what psychologica effect it would
have, which proved to be very little”

C. B. Fay interrupted. “Hey, | remember reading about the firebdls following American fliers. The
papers were full of it.”

“Yes, it got quite a play right before V-E day,” Doc said.

C. B. Fay frowned a the Army man. “I thought the story came out that the firebdls were naturd
phenomena, like static dectricity popping off your finger after you scuff over a carpet, and the northern
lights and things like that.”

“That'sright,” the Army man said, and grinned. “Y oull never get us to admit anything dse”
The private detective snorted.

Doc sad, “Let'sfinish this. | want to go to a hospita and get patched up and get some deep.”
“Yeeh, give us a brief explanation,” Fay said. “I'm mixed up.”

“Mants hired A.T.S. Pilot Lew Page to get him out of Germany with his maching” Doc said. “Then Lew
Page got together with his brother, Ted, and they plotted to sted the thing. They thought it was redly a
secret wegpon. Mants had sold them on the idea it was. He intended to build it up, make someone think
it was redly something terrific, then peddle it. His prime customer was a South American group of
warmongers, represented by Iturbi Sanchez, who got killed lagt night.

“Ted Page, playing safe, never appeared as Ted Page, but under the assumed name of Newsome. Mants
found out Page was trying to sted the thing, and s0 he killed one of Page's men to scare Page. That is,
one of Newsome's men. The vicim happened to be Lew Page, Newsome's brother, for Newsome was
Ted Page. That got me cdled into the thing.

“They didn't learn Ted Page was Newsome until after they kidnapped him last night, and when Ted Page
broke down and admitted it, following my appearance on the scene, they made a ded with him—they
would pay him off if he would get rid of his gang. So, to get rid of his gang, he killed Dondd Gulick,
hoping it would frighten the others away. It would have, probably, except that | upset the scheme with
that trick of having your operative go into the restaurant and Soill the beans. After that, Newsome's gang
came out here to clean house”

C. B. Fay scratched his head. “If that gadget killed Page and Gulick, or ruined ther minds, how can you
Sy it'sno good as a secret wegpon?’

“A potent nerve poison, taken interndly, did for Page and Gulick,” Doc said. “The poison was a mixture
of drugs, among them stramonium, curare, and strychnine and some others.”

“When were they poisoned?’

“Weve got that out of the amdl man,” Doc said. “Lew Page got it in New York, in his coffee. The amdl
men gaveit to him. Ted Page, or Newsome, gave it to Gulick at the Kansas City airport, a much larger
dose which worked very quickly.”

C. B. Fay grinned. “Okay. Now, how does the gimmick work? Thet firebd| suff?’



Doc snorted.

“Go get yoursdf adiploma as an eectricd engineer, and youll be ready to understand it,” he said.
“It's complicated, huh?’

“Sightly more than somewhat,” Doc admitted.

“But it don't kill people?’

“Never has, and never will.”

C. B. Fay grinned. “This about winds it up, don't it? The police have enough information to hang
everybody who needs hanging, so they're happy, and youve come across with a fa check, so I'm

happy.”

“That should make it unanimous” Doc agreed.

“Wheat about Seth?” C. B. Fay asked, with agrin.

“She'savery lovdy girl,” Doc said.

“That does make it unanimous” said C. B. Fay, hisgrin spreading.

THE END
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