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Chapter |

IT was mid-afternoon, a July afternoon, the hour when the bright sun hammered down and the ar hung
moationless and Hill asif the whole universe were suspended in a sort of quiet interlude.

The lake was an endless expanse of tinted greens, like plate glass painted with an artist's brush and then
lad out in the warm sunshine to dry. Surface of the water was as smooth as a bowl of lime-colored
gddin. Againg the horizon, far off, a triangular wedge of white sall stood motionless againg the water as
if it were atiny flag marker pinned into a huge map.

The lake—Michigant—was what you dways remembered about Chicago more than anything else.
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Driving northward from the famous Loop, the lake accompanied you like a beautiful gifl with a warm,
bright amile lighting her glowing features. Where busy Michigan Avenue swings into the Outer Drive, a
the Drake, dhe is there to greet one, curving and graceful, waiting quietly beyond a sweep of
crescent-shaped beach.

On the left, the expendve apartment dwelings of Chicago's Gold Coast drop behind, to be replaced,
father inshore beyond the Outer Drive, by green-lawned parks and smdler, cheaper apartment
buildings

Agan she beckons to you from a placid, motionless land-locked boat harbor. The hignway rolls on,
curving away from the lake, coming back again. The wide pavement of the sprawling express highway
swingsinto Sheridan Road. Big substantial houses crowd in closer, then thin out again as the suburbs of
the North Shore drop behind.

The lake coyly dips behind a screen of trees, a forested estate, then makes a breathtaking, stately
entrance in even greater maesty. The dty and the larger suburbs are left behind now. The highway dips
up hill and down, follows a flat bluff overlooking the endless stretch of peaceful, maotionless, tremendous
expanse of water.

A solitary cloud drifts across the sky. Beneath it, where sunshine is momentarily screened off, there is no
longer bright, shining emerdd tints. That part of Lake Michigan turns gray, dull, leaden, a blotch upon the
clean blue-green that shimmers and sparkles as far as the eye can see. Like a quick, momentary frown
upon her otherwise serene and lovey face.

A frown, perhaps, that gives the vaguest hint of the various strange emotions lying deep beneath.

But today, this particular afternoon, Michigan was a lovely lady, her face as tranquil and serene as if she
were taking a Sestain the sunshine.

AN occasond car rolled dong the North Shore highway, tires making dight gummy sounds on the hot
pavement as the machines whipped past, soon disgppearing beyond some tree-canopied curve of road.

The cab driver said: “Nothing was wrong, was there, skipper?’
His passenger did not immediatey answer.

He was a blond young man, the cab driver. But his face was not young. Prize fighting had aged it
somewhat. The nose was broad and flat, the cheek bones flat and wide, the lips farly thick and heavy.
He was a stocky young man without much education, but intdligent enough that he had given up boxing
before his brain had been dulled by years of being knocked around in the prize ring.

Two things he was proud of. He owned his own hack, a presentable-looking black limousne. The other
was that he aways gave his customers a little extra service. He was not just another dumb jitney driver.
Y ou give the customer alittle attention and he remembers it. With a good tip, usudly.

The blond cab driver kept his eyes on the road ahead and said further: “I've been out to this Jamison
place once or twice before. We swing off just past Highland Park. That Danid Jamison is pretty wel
known, that's for sure”

Sill no answer from the rear seat. Sometimes it was hard to get them to talk, until the passengers saw
you were redly trying to hep them.

He pushed his cap back on hisblond head. It was even warm driving. “The reason | wonder, miger,” he
continued, “isyou ask me to drive you over there to Northwestern University when | pick you up at the



dation in Evangton. Alreedy | take some people over there to the lecture hdl this afternoon. It's in the
papers about Danid Jamison lecturing over there, that's how | know. They say engineers and scientists
are here from dl over the country to hear him. He's some kind of authority—"

“Electronics engineer,” said his passenger.

“Yeah. That'sit. Well, likel say, | wonder. | know you're on your way there to hear hm because you go
to that same lecture hdl. I'm gtting there waiting for a fare maybe back to the station when you come
right out again. First, you have me drive you to a drugstore where there's a phone booth. Now you are
going out here to where Danid Jamison lives”

His quick blue eyes went to the rear-view mirror and he grinned. “To be honest about it, skipper, you
day inthat drugstore so long | thought maybe you are cuffing me for the fare. Some guys do. So | grall
ingde and have a coke, because it's hot anyway. | hear you taking to somebody about Jamison and
trying to find out where heis. Y ou know him pretty well, miger?’

1] YS.”

“Frankly, skipper, | dso hear you cdl his place in Highland Park and get no answer. Then you cdl some
hotd downtown and | guess he aint there ether. As| say, | figure something must be wrong. Jamison
was supposed to talk at two o'clock, wasn't he?’

“Thet's correct.”

“And it's after three now.”

“Quarter after.”

“Everybody's wating there for him, huh?’

“The program committee is somewhat embarrassed,” said the passenger.

“It's funny he can't be located,” mused the driver. He wished he could get more information out of the
gy inthe back seat. He'd like to know who he was, too. Somebody pretty important, more than likely.
At lesst he looked important.

An unusud bronze sort of man, too. Even his eyes held a goldish tint. His features adso. A big felow.
Probably make awhde of a boxer. Fast, you could tdl from his strange, dert eyes. That's what made a
fighter—quick, fast eyes. Only trouble was the guy wouldn't talk much. Usudly, by this time, they were
tdling you about the wife and kids, or maybe their ulcers.

They passed through the village of Highland Park, a clean, well-kept, very expengve samdl town nestled
inlow wooded hills dongsde the Lake. “ About three minutes now,” said the blond driver.

He remembered the private road that cut off from Sheridan. It dropped downgrade through a shaded
grdl forest area. You could fed a changein the ar from the nearby lake. It was cooler.

Edtates lay hdf hidden beyond the heavy stand of tall trees.
“It'sthe next lane, | believe,” said the passenger.

The blond driver's eyes jumped to the mirror. “I guess you've been out here before. Y eah, the next one
ontheleft”

The narrow lane tunneled through bordering trees and findly emerged on a low fla bluff. The lake was



there before them again, tremendous, an inland ocean with only the horizon and blue sky beyond it.

On the left of the roadway there was nothing but woods now. On the lake Side, a sort of grove, the trim
low cottage poking its green danted roof above ahigh box hedge. The thick tdl hedge seemed to wdl in
the house completely. There seemed to be no walk or driveway.

The car stopped and the driver dlimbed out. He took off his cap and wiped the back of his hand across
his sweaty forehead.

“l guess there's no driveway,” he commented.

The bronze-skinned man swung out of the rear seat. He motioned dong the lane that passed for a road.
“There's an entrance farther dong, | believe. But thisisdl right.”

“You want | should wait?’
The big man nodded.

“That's perfectly dl right with me, skipper,” said the driver. “I say Johnny Lewisis dways at your service.
Il catch me alittle shut-eye.”

He dimbed back into the front seat, loosened his tie and opened his collar. The curly hair on his chest
was the color of straw. Almost immediately he went to deep.

THE tal thick box hedge extended for some distance dong the shaded lane. It shut off view of the lake
and the cottage. No other resdences seemed to be nearby. Somewhere in the trees a bird, disturbed,
chirped once, then dozed off again. The warm air hung motionless. Silence everywhere.

Doc Savage, the passenger, paused, his gold-flecked eyes searching down the length of the solid hedge.
It was severd years snce he had lagt vigted his good friend Danid Jamison. He seemed to recdl an
opening somewhere aong the hedge that led to a path into the cottage.

Beyond the hedge, he thought he observed some kind of movement. He tried to peer through the heavy
maze, but it was like attempting to view something through severd layers of fine-meshed screen.

“Hello, there?’ he called out, awaiting a reply.
No answer. His words went searching off into the nearby woods and lost themsalvesin sllence.

Doc findly located the gap in the hedge and went through to the wide sweep of green lawn beyond. He
saw no one. A dog would have barked or come searching for him. He supposed he had been mistaken
about seeing movement on this sde of the hedge.

The house was comfortable looking, sturdy, white-painted horizonta Sding with the low doping green
roof. A man's house. Jamison was a bachelor.

A few high trees screened it partidly from the hot sun. The lavn swept off to the left, and some distance
away there was a combination garage and garden house. The garage doors were closed. It was back
there where the driveway cut in from the road. There was a long flagged wak from the garage up to the
house.

Everywhere e se, asfar as the eye could see, was the lake.



Doc Savage waked across the lawn, circled the cottage, reached a back porch and went up to try the
door. He was not surprised when he found it unlocked. It was that kind of exdusive resdentid
community. There was not another house nearby.

Doc stepped ingde. The kitchen was cool. Shades were drawn part-way. He cdled out Jamison's name,
and his voice bounded through the quiet house, up and down the dairs, and came back to him empty
handed.

Doc passed through a smdl pantry into a front hal. On the right he found the living room. Behind this, a
grdl study lined with bookcases. There was a dinette that connected with the kitchen again.

Next, Doc Savage went upstairs and looked around. There was a bathroom, two bedrooms, and
another room that had been converted into a workshop. Everything, the entire house, was in order. He
found a handwritten note propped up againg the dresser mirror in one of the bedrooms. It reed:

MR. JAMISON:

AS LONG AS YOU ARE STAYING IN THE CITY AT THE HOTEL, DURING THE LECTURE
SERIES, | AM TAKING A FEW DAYS OFF. I'LL LOCK UP THE HOUSE BEFORE | GO.

HILDA

Hilda, he recdled, was a Swedish woman who had been Jamison's housekeeper for quite a few years.
He returned to the study, sat down at the big flat oak desk and put through a cdl to the Universty, in
Evangton. He was connected, after some delay, with the committee member he had taked to less than
thirty minutes ago. He identified himsdf.

No, he was informed, there was ill no word from the well-known eectronics engineer. Hundreds of
people were gtting there in the lecture hal impatiently waiting to hear him.

“You tried the hotd agan?’ asked Doc Savage. He named a world-famous hotel that faced on Michigan
Avenue.

“Severd times” Doc was told. “He is checked in there for a few days, but there is no answer from his
room. We can't locate hm any place. It's very strange.”

Jugt before Doc hung up, he became aware that a man was quietly watching him from the doorway of the
living room. He was an odd-looking character.

Nearly dl his face was covered with a shaggy dark beard. His hair was long, faling to the shoulders of
hislight-weaght coverdl| jacket. The beard dso grew from his upper lip and forehead, long and scraggly,
50 that his mouth and eyes were dmost completdy hidden, like those of a Scottie dog.

He was abig man, a least 9x feet, but not astdl as Doc Savage when the bronze-skinned man stood up
and came around the desk. The bearded man's eyes sparkled like two black marbles buried in a bear

rug.
“You arrived by gas vehicle, kinaman?’

Doc Savage considered the question, its quaint phraseology, and the shaggy man himsdlf. He nodded.
“Fellow Jamison is not here.”

Agan Doc nodded.



“You are perhaps afriend of his kingman?’
“l have known Jamison for ten years,” said Doc Savage. “ Can you tdl me where heis?’

The bearded man's black eyes stared steadily out of the heavy beard, moved to the telephone, then back
to Doc Savage's face.

Findly he sad: “Fdlow Jamison has not been here. The pursuits of modern mankind are difficult to
comprehend, kinsman. | beieve he goes to the big city where men dash around endledy like micein a
cage. Shameful.”

“You haven't seen him, then?’

The man shook his head dowly.

Doc had observed the big straw hat which the man held in his right hand. The coverdl work-jacket
looked dusty and worn.

“Gardener?’ he asked.

The big man dghed. “I beieve that is your modern term for it” He put on the big sun hat. Doc was
interested in the man's hands. “I must return to my children.”

“Children?’
“Nature's children—the flowers”
Doc et that one pass without comment.

Thetdl bearded man turned, moved as soundlessly as a kitten through the living room and disappeared
toward the hdlway. It struck Doc Savage that the strange character had never questioned his presence in
the house.

Shrugging his shoulders dightly, Doc lifted the receiver again and caled the downtown hotel in Chicago.
His eyes, thoughtful and danted downward, retraced the invisble path left by the bearded men as he had
left the studly.

“Mr. Danie Jamison's room, please,” said Doc Savage when the hotel operator answered.
He waited. He was aware of a sound from the kitchen, but did not hear the back door open.
“I'm sorry—" the operator started to say.

“Keep ringing,” asked Doc.

The kitchen door closed and he heard the dight cresk of arear porch step.

One of the study windows faced north toward the garage-garden shed. He saw the huge bearded men
come into view lumbering dowly dong the flagged path that led to the garage. The man was carying a
rake on his shoulder.

He skirted the garage, disappeared toward woods that bordered the end of the property. He went into
the woods and was logt.



The hotel operator said, “They do not answer.”
“Thank you,” said Doc, and hung up.

He thought the most unusud thing about the bearded heavy-set man was the hands. They were nether
gnarled, cracked, rough or soiled. They were not the hands of one who tended the soil. The fingernals
hed been immeaculate.

Doc tried the phone again, thistime spesking directly to the locd operator when she asked for Number,
please. The community was amdl enough that she no doubt knew many of the residents.

He asked about Hilda, the housekeeper who worked here at the Jamison place. Yes, thiswas a persond
friend of Mr. Jamison's and hed like to get in touch with the woman. It was rather important.

“Oh,” said the gifl hepfully, “that would be Mrs. Ericsen. A widow, you know . . . lives over beyond the

“Could you cdl her for me?’ asked Doc politey. At this hour the local operator probably had little ese
to do but pass the time of day.

In a moment he was taking to Hilda Ericsen. He identified himsdf as a persona friend of Jamison's. “I'd
like if you don't mind, Mrs. Ericsen, to ask a question about the gardener who works for Mr. Jamison?’

“Gardener?’ Her voice was puzzled. She spoke good English.

“The big fdlow with the beard . . . like Rip Van Winkle, only it's a black beard. Sort of a quant
character. You know, one who is somewhat behind thetimes.. . .”

“Never heard of hm!” said the woman's voice.
“You mean—"’

“Hé's no gardener from Mr. Jamison's place, miger. We use alandscagping service. They come around in
a truck, once a week, and they're young fdlows who used to be in service now running their own

“Thank you very much, Mrs. Ericsen,” said Doc quickly and he hung up.

IT was s0 quiet within the house Doc could hear a fly buzzing over near the north window of the study.
The buzz quickly became a bumble-bee sound and he knew it was an automobile engine, outside,
growing swiftly deeper and louder in its throbbing.

Hetried to look from the window, but the high box-hedge blocked hisview. That lane beyond the hedge
was hardly more then sdewak width and the car, gpproaching from somewhere north of here, was
roaring down the road asif it were a Mack truck.

Johnny Lewis, the blond taxicab driver, was adeep out there behind the whed of his own car!

Doc ran to the kitchen, shut and latched the door behind him, and was skirting the cottage when the
hidden car rocketed past. He couldn't see, but dust skirled up in clouds that drifted on the air. Fenders
raked againg underbrush. Pebbles rattled like buckshot againg a tin roof. Sound of the roaring engine
was gobbled up swiftly by the screen of woods beyond the amdl estate.



When Doc reached the roadway his stocky blond driver was sanding out there flat-footed, putting
one-syllable words together end-to-end with a grinding of his teeth.

Seaing Doc, he spat and said, “The damn fool! He dmost came head on!”
“It mugt have been close”
“Crazy, he wad” He swore and spat again. “1 heard him coming and piled out on the far Sde—"

Doc motioned the blond driver behind the whed as he himsaf dimbed into the car, in the front seat now.
He dtarted to say, “Would you know him if—"

“You bet I'd know him!” snapped Johnny Lewis. “That beard—"
“Thekind of abeard a hermit might wear?’ suggested the bronze man.

“Yeah! You tagged it, kipper!” The blond driver dready had the limousine in motion, swerved in at the
driveway to the Jamison garage, backed and cut the wheds again, then sent the heavy car tralling the dust
cloud that ill hung suspended like train smoke in the air.

Doc was saying thoughtfully, “He had his gas vehide hidden up there in the woods, | suppose.”

Johnny Lewis shot Doc Savage a danted, curious glance dong his eyes. “If you mean that V-12 job he
was driving—"

“A quant fdlow,” said Doc.

“Thet a@nt the word | got for him, skipper!” Johnny Lewis swung the limousine into the uphill dimb that
led back to the man road. “This is the only way he can go. Other way ends at the lake. But | know a
cutoff where maybe we can head him off on Sheridan Road. That guy'll kill somebody!”

“How soon,” asked the bronze man, “can we reach the city?’
“Y ou mean the Loop?’
1] Ya”

Blond Johnny Lewis had the limousne in second gear and they were doing fifty up the steep indine. He
sad, “An hour if we don't overdo it and get picked up on the Outer Drive or Sheridan Road.”

Doc named the well-known hotel on Michigan Avenue.
“Get me there as soon as you can without picking up a police escort en route,” he said.

Johnny Lewis dropped the gear deftly back in high and they shot ahead at the top of the grade. “Bt |
thought maybe you were interested in this crazy bearded guy—"

“l am,” said Doc Savage. “| have afeding were going to meet again.”

His unusud gold-flecked eyes stared out over Lake Michigan, visble for a moment through a break in
the trees. The bright intensity of sunlight on water was not unlike the determined glow that flickered in his

eyes.

Chapter Il



THE room was big and tinted nile-green. There was furniture covered with bright flowered chintz. It was
the kind of hotd room offered to guests who need reception space for vistors. Polished mirrors and
colorful prints hung from the walls. The bedroom was reached through a wide archway.

It was a cool, pleasant room. Long windows faced toward Grant Park and Michigan Avenue, fifteen
floors below. There was the famous Art Inditute, and farther back in the park a great fountain that sent
columns of water cascading in geometric pattern high into the ar. There was a boat harbor and a
breakwater and out beyond, the clean smooth blue expanse of the lake.

It was aroom in which to be comfortably cool on a mid-summer day.

There was a man in the room, pacing up and down, up and down. Sweat stood out on his smooth,
well-formed cheekbones. His eyes, cobdt blue, held dark shadows in what was ordinarily hedthy,
glowing skin beneath. The shadows filled the eyes, dulling them, haunting them.

He was not a big man. He was dender, medium-built, and he gave the impression of height in the sraight
det way he hdd his shoulders and back, and moved about.

Histhin, sraight lips were trembling. Fists clenched at his sides as he continued waking back and forth.
He seemed to be a man driving to get a grip on himsdf. Men heading for a nervous breakdown act the
way he was acting.

Drawing in his breath and letting it out in a great Sgh, he paused by the windows, garing out toward the
lake. Usudly he found peace and comfort in the lake. Its greatness, its endless horizon, hed a bigness
that made one forget the smdler everyday irritations of life

The lake had oftentimes soothed him on a cam dill night when his mind was disturbed with problems. It
hed simulated him with its vigor when, frequently, high winds brought its tremendous white-capped
waves ralling and crashing againg the North Shore. In a storm, its fury had oftentimes fascinated him.

But dways he went back to the lake for assurance and strength.
Now it falled him. He was a man afraid.
The telephone rang again.

He had been expecting it. It had rung before. Yet a sartled amdl sound came from his throat and he
whirled toward the writing desk on which it stood, near the open window, facing the lake. He stood
frozen in the center of the big room, watching it, eyes focusng on the ingrument in a hypnotic stare.

An hour now it had been ringing intermittently. Again he tried to ignore it. He started around the room
agan, tried the double latch on the corridor door, to make certain it was locked securely, as he dready
knew it was. His dark-shadowed eyes jumped to the other door, the one connecting with another suite
that could be connected with this one if a guest preferred. He had tried that door severd times. It was
locked from the other side by the hotel. Swesat continued to roll down his face.

Saing at the ringing phone again, then ripping his gaze away, pacing the room he tried to concentrate on
the street sounds from far below. They carried up clearly on the afternoon air. Bus horns. Cabs. Even the
voices of people, a sort of hushed murmur created by hundreds of shoppers passing by.

He closad his eyes and his head bent back, fiss dill clenched. Once again he tried mightily to gain control
of himsdf.

Down Michigan Avenue an ambulance Sren keened agang his eardrums. It grew louder and dhriller and



shattered his nerves completely. With afind amdl cry of despair, he lunged to the writing desk and lifted
the receiver.

“Yes?' Hisvoice shook. “Yes?’
“Mr. Danid Jamison?”

There was nothing distinct or familiar or busnesdike about the voice. It seemed to speak from behind a
heavy curtain.

“Yes? Yes?' he repeated nervoudy.
“Jugt amoment, please. . "

He waited. The pause became a frightening eternity. There was ill a connection and he wondered . . .
“Hdlo?" he demanded. Now that he was going through with it, he fdt some returning strength. “Hello . .

And the door, the locked door to the adjoining suite, clicked behind him. He spun. Only, the door was
no longer locked and it was open.

He dropped the receiver on the cradle and legped toward the doorway. He saw a dark rectangle, no
light from beyond. The shades in there mugt be drawn. He checked himsdif . . .

The two shots blasted out of the shadows and killed him.

On Michigan Avenue the traffic murmur from below remained after the two flat gun-cracks had buried
themsdlves, absorbed by carpet, drapes, wals, furnishings

The ambulance sren faded off in the distance.

Chapter Il

IT was ten after five and office workers were ill pouring out of Loop buildings, rushing dong
well-defined routes to their own suburban gations and bus terminds. Some rain arrived with a sudden
ahift of wind from the lake. Dark clouds flung themsalves across the hot sky, forewarning of a typica
Chicago summer storm.

Within moments the splashing big drops changed to a downpour. A gray, leaden curtain of driving rain
swept across the streets, down the sdewaks and drove people into doorways. Building entrances and
arcades blocked up as more and more express eevators unloaded.

The dectric service company showrooms were directly across Clark Street from one of the Loop's
mgor office buildings. Lighted windows of the showrooms featured Chicago's latest postwar attraction.

The modd homes exhibit.

Crowds had been milling through the huge exhibit dl afternoon. Now it was worse, for office workers
decided the exhibit was a good place to kill time until the sudden storm blew over.

There were Cape Cod modd houses. Contemporary Georgians. Ranch types. Moderns. The modds,
built exactly to scde, contained everything from miniaure bookcases, filled with books, to tiny
refrigerators. One, a three-level modern built to perch on alittle hillSde, was labded: “Dream Home for a



G.I.'sBride”

Monk Mayfar couldnt make up his mind. He bent down before the modd of a ranch-house type,
squinted out of his round bright eyes, started measuring off footage with the firgt joint of his stubby thumb.

“I don't know,” he mused.

Ham said, “ Careful, you dumsy oaf, or youll knock that display to bits. You don't know what?’
“Itd be along wak for the wife. From kitchen to living room measures dmos—’

“What wife?’

Monk draightened up and glared a his well-dressed partner. “The wife I'd have to think about if |
owned that house, shyster.”

“But you don't own a house like that,” said Ham, annoyed. “And you havent got a wife. Why burden
that thing you cdl a brain trying to figure out the impossble?’

The two of them, the tal dapper-looking man and the short, wide-built one, settled down to criticizing
each other in no uncertain terms.

Which was a sort of daily occurrence.

Monk—L ieutenant Colonel Andrew Blodgett Mayfair—one of a group of five experts who belonged to
the Doc Savage organization, was an indudriad chemist by professon. He was probably one of the best
indudrid chemigsin the country.

He was short, as wide as an ox, and muscles grew on him like strands of heavy sted wire wrapped
around a keg. He had smdl, humorous, dancing bright eyes and a considerable amount of jav—dightly
the worse for wear as a result of being involved in various dangerous missons in every corner of the
world.

Some women caled him “cute.” If they were young enough, say under five years, they usudly screamed
a dght of him.

Monk's manners, cardess dress, language and generd behavior were cause for Ham's embarrassment
more than once.

For Ham Brooks, the Harvard Law School attorney, was the dapper one in the Doc Savage
organization. Today he wore gray flannds, ablue flannd coat, white shoes and an expensve Panama. He
was dignified, but not a dude. In a courtroom he was famous as an orator. Mention the ful name
Brigadier General Theodore Marley Brooks, and eyebrows raised in the legd profession.

They were an odd pair, Monk and Ham Brooks. They squabbled continudly. Yet more than once, on
adventurous missons, each had subjected himsdf to the danger of degath to save the other.

Monk was saying, “Bladt it, you shyster, look here and I'll show you. Suppose my wife walked the length
of this house fifty times each day. That would be more than—"

Monk discovered that he was taking to himsdf. He svung around, saw Ham's dim graight figure in the
crowd, redized that his partner was suddenly interested in something beyond one of the other displays.
But he couldn't see what held Ham's attention. He wished he had a box to stand on, so he could see over



the heads of the crowd. He started to push through the crowd, merdy turning one shoulder againg the
moving sea of humanity and sort of sde-dipping. Doing that his eyes touched upon the girl in the ade
directly next to im and he wondered why he was in such a hurry.

THREE things about her stopped Monk in his tracks.

She was pretty. She had the kind of fair, lovely skin that goes with auburn-red hair. She was not very tal,
with nice curves ingead of one of those Sarvation-diet figures She had a good chin, ddicate
cheek-bones and, he thought, blue eyes.

Another thing, the way she dressed. Some kind of light jacket with a white scarf tucked around the neck.
Different from the way most girls dressed on a summer afternoon. And she was hatless, with a drop or
two of rain gligening on her hair.

The third thing: she was ether blasted curious or intensaly worried about something. She kept watching a
part of the room out of the line of Monk's vison. She craned her neck. Her dim throat line was nice, too.

He could hear one of the digplay sdesmen spesking to her.
“May | hdp you, miss?’

“l...ah...no, thank you,” she answered quickly.

“If you are looking for something—"

“No!”

Her reply was abrupt. The sdlesman looked & her, frowning.

Thegirl moved away from him, glanced back once, saw tha the sdesman was taking to someone ese,
then let her intent, watchful gaze go back to whatever it was she was watching.

Something sure as hdl was giving her a time, Monk decided. He started working his way through the
crowd again. Nothing intrigued him more than a pretty gil who needed assstance. And if he was any
kind of judge of facid expressons, the gil was plenty disturbed.

Ham thought so, too.

But Ham, baing tdl, and dso observing the room from adightly different angle, managed to see the figure
that was the object of the red-haired girl's intent interest.

Firg Ham had seen the girl, just as Monk had caught her unusud attractiveness. Then Ham had seen
what she was regarding with so much interest. No wonder!

The quaint-looking fellow looked like a character out of the hills He wore a kind of brown robe with a
cord sash tied around the waist. His beard covered forehead, cheeks, mouth and jaw. Har came down
to his massve shoulders. He was tal.

The combination of a backwoods, last-century character ingpecting a postwar modd home of tomorrow
was as incongruous as could be. No wonder the girl was watching him aso, Ham thought.

The bearded man admog fondled the miniature of the modern postwar home, running his hands over it
caressingly, peering into it, feding it.



Then Ham heard an attendant near the bearded man exdaim, “Look out! Youll knock it over!”
But the damage had adready been done.

A section of the model house—a second story bedroom unit with roof, chimney and sun porch—came
loose. The attendant glared, started to say, “Now, see—"

Next his mouth hung open momentarily in astonishment.

Because the man with the beard had shoved the section of modd house benegth his funny robe and
bored into the heaving wave of humanity moving through the exhibit hall.

The atendant ydled: “ Stop that man!”

There was some excitement, as another atendant took up the cry. The trouble was he couldn't see who
he was supposed to stop, and so he merdy waved hisarms wildly and yelled.

And as usudly happens when something out of the ordinary occurs in a crowded place, people Smply
turned their heads, gawked vague y—and did absolutely nothing about stopping anyone.

The bearded man, by this time, was wdl through the crowded hdl and nearing an exit on Dearborn
Street. People over inthat part of the exhibit had no way of knowing what was going on.

ONLY three persons managed to trall the hermit-looking character. Monk. Ham. The girl.

It was Ham, though, who was close behind the big fdlow when he shoved out through a revolving door
and reached the rain-drenched street. Water now ran ankle deep in the gutters. Everyone had taken to
doorways for temporary shelter. Only cabs and cars moved through Dearborn Street, tires sending up
water.

One thought was in Ham's mind. He had seen the pretty redhaired girl's face when the backwoods fellow
hed seized the model house unit. Something like despair had been in her eyes. She, too, had tried to stop
the thief.

Ham had no ideawhat it was dl about. But he was a gdlant chap and he dso fdt he should do something
about the house-steding.

Long Hair thought differently.

He swung around just as Ham closed in on him near the curb. Holding his monklike robe with his left
hand, the section of modd house 4ill concedled, he placed a massve hand againg Ham's chest and
heaved.

Ham remembered that the fdlow said something like, “ Scram, kingman!”

The lavyer walked backward on his heds while trying to breathe again. He thought the blow had
collgpsed his lungs Monk appeared out of the revolving door and caught his partner beneath the
shoulders before Ham sat down in alarge mud puddle.

The incident was furnishing a little diverson for the people who were momentarily trapped in doorways
by the downpour of rain. Some grinned.

Monk stood Ham on his feet and demanded, “Where is she?’



Ham coughed, sputtered, somehow was able to breathe again. His chest had a caved-in feding. “That
way!” He pointed across the street. He was dready soaked by the rain. His Panama brim was wavy and
drooped over his eyes. “He went that way!”

Monk disregarded the hand-pointing and said, “The girl, | said! What happened to her?” Raindrops
came down his dightly battered nose and he shook them off, siffing.

“It's dways a woman with you,” said Ham acidly.
“l suppose you weren't following her?” cried Monk.
Ham's dark eyes flashed. “I—" he started to say tedtily. Next, he pulled Monk's arm. “There she goes.”

The girl with the red hair and the light sharkskin jacket was dready across the street, some distance from
them. Apparently she had emerged from the exhibit hal through another exit. She disappeared in an dley
midway in the block as Ham spotted her.

The tréffic light a the corner of Adams had changed while he was making this discovery, meanwhile
grabbing Monk's arm. Now a double line of cars streamed past them, blocking the two off for severd
seconds. Findly they found an opening and ran across the Street.

Therain was dill coming down. There was some thunder and gusts of wind.

Across the dtreet, they saw that the long dley led through to busy State Street. The girl's trim, running
figure was wdl toward the far end when they entered the cobblestone passage.

Ham's eyes were fiery enough now that he ignored puddies and rain as he splashed dong beside Monk's
pumping short legs. “Thisis the way he went, too. She's fallowing him. Anything might happen to her!”

“You're afinekind of Gaahad,” Monk ribbed.
“Shut up!”

They reached State Street. Diagondly across from them was the arcade lower-level entrance to the hote
where they were stopping. Both caught a swift glimpse of the girl's flashing shapely legs and jacket as she
disappeared into the arcade hotel entrance. They entered the hotel a haf moment later.

Shops, arline ticket offices and assorted window displays lined the arcade. Ham and Monk were not
conspicuous, redly, for other persons caught by the sudden shower were moving through the corridors,
entering the hotd, or usng the busy area as arefuge.

Ham and Monk walked now. Rapidly. “Lobby,” said Ham, indicating one of the stairways that led up to
the large, busy Iobby of the popular hotd.

Monk jerked his head. “I'll take it from the Monroe Street Sde.”
They separated and dimbed different Sairways.

Each knew, without wagting time in words, the other's plan. The girfl was not in the lower arcade. Neither
was the bearded quaint fdlow who packed the walop of a Joe Louis

Thelobby, therefore, must be the logicd place they had gone. So Monk and Ham covered it from two
directions, ariving & opposite ends of the long, huge room in order that they could close in and flush their

quarry.



Ham was nat quite his debonair sdf, though other people too had been caught in the shower and showed
the results. He was aware of his sodden flannds dinging againg his legs. He carried his shapeless
Panamain his hand. Then he observed Monk's wide-set shoulders across the lobby, near the eevators.
The chemig was moving toward the information desk. It adjoined a row of counters where room clerks
served guests with formd, palite efficiency. Monk's complete casualness told Ham that an objective had
been sghted.

Swerving over to a busy cigar counter on the side of the lobby, Ham bought a Daily News red streak.
He paused near a high magazine rack and watched his partner.

Thegirl with red hair was now at the information counter.

Obvioudy she was asking questions of the clerk. Twice the clerk shook his head, asif he did not have
the answers. Findly the girl turned away, appeared undecided for a moment, then walked quickly to one
of the lobby armchairs. The spot she chose was a corner apart from the somewhat congested center of
the big lobby. On her way she picked up a discarded newspaper from another chair. She sat down
aone, opened the paper and put it up in front of her face.

Ham knew she was watching the eevators, within her line of vison again.

Momentarily, he had logt sght of Monk Mayfair. He wondered what the chemist was up to now. Ham
caaudly riffled pages of various magazines from the rack and continued to waich the gifl without
appearing to be watching anyone. No sght of Monk.

The Stuation continued that way for perhaps ten minutes. It was the busy cocktail hour in the well-known
hotd. A busy murmur of conversation came from a doorway near Ham. It was one of the lobby cafés.
People kept moving in and out. Across the huge room, atop a short flight of steps, soft music floated
from one of the man dining rooms. Clerks at the reservations desk were busy as people checked in.
Bdlhops scurried back and forth.

When Monk suddenly appeared again, over there by the redhaired girl, a quick frown touched Ham's
forehead. Monk was carrying a woman's purse. Bright red, it was large enough to stampede a bull if
waved anywhere within a block radius.

Ham watched his burly partner step right up to the gl and say something. In fact Monk, with no
inhibitions whatsoever, carefully moved the newspaper aside in order to demand her full attention. He
seemed to be showing her the glaring red pocketbook.

Ham thought: “This tearsiit!”

Chapter IV
MONK, his bright eyes as friendly as a great Dane's, said to the girl, “Yours, | beieve?’

She looked up at him intently. He had been correct about the eyes. They were blue dl right. Blue ice.
They cut im down to midget Sze.

“That is” Monk added, “1 thought it was your purse. You sure you didn't lose one?’

Slence. Some more frigid-blue-ice stare. She held the paper up in front of her but was not reading it.
Monk saw her gaze flick in the direction of the eevators, then come back to the paper again.

“Was he annoying you?' prodded Monk.



More dlence.

“The funny guy with the beard is the one | mean. He's here in the hotd some place. Lady, there's maybe
two thousand people living in this hotd.” He looked at the tiny puddles of water beneath her trim fedt.
“Youll have pneumonia waiting until he appears from those eevators. You might wait hours . . . even
days! Think of it!”

What she thought of it she didn't say. Her mouth was st firmly. It could be a vivacious mouth if shed
gveit hdf a chance.

“A pretty young woman like you,” Monk pointed out, “is taking an awful chance trying to shadow a
fdlow like him. Now me, I'll be glad to help you.” He grinned. “I've got plenty of time on my hands and
I'm glad to be of service. Suppose you just tdl me exactly what happened—"

“Shove off,” the redhaired gifl said quitly.

“I—" Monk looked at her.

“Start hi-bdling, jockey.”

Monk gulped. “Beg pardon, miss?’

She said codlly, “Take that transport out of creeper gear and let her roll. Shove off!”

A lignt dawned for Monk. His eyes twinkled. Say, here was a girl you redly could cdl different. No
dainty-pointed-little-finger-and-china-teacup suff. First time held ever heard one talk like a truck driver.

“Now, about thislong-haired fdlon—" Monk started in again. He paused when he saw her eyes center
on a part of the room which was not where the elevators were located. He followed her gaze.

The man was watching them. He wore a plain dark business suit. He was not smoking a cigar. But Monk
knew a hotd dick when he saw one.

The redhaired girl, too, seemed to redlize the man was the house detective. The coolnessin her blue eyes
was suddenly replaced by an expression of wariness. She quickly folded the paper, placed it on her lap,
lowered her head and became interested in a comic gtrip.

Monk wes left isolated on an idand of conspicuousness. If the hotel dick took it into his head to grall
over thisway, the girl could easily say she was being annoyed.

Monk wandered back toward the information desk. There was a kind of aide separated from the man
part of the lobby by the huge marble columns. PAms were placed between the columns. He could catch
glimpses of the girl without being obvious about it. He guessed Ham had been watching the whole thing,
because Ham had been over there at the newsstand when Monk last saw him.

Then he rediized Ham had disappeared.

HE wondered about it. Perhaps his partner had seen Long Hair again and was on his tall. Monk decided
he would have to await developments, staemated the way he was.

One of the sections for the room clerks adjoined the information counter. It was the section for names
from A to J. Two clerks were busy behind the counter. This was the peak hour of the day.



Then Ham came up beside the chemist and said quietly, “You have the finesse of a ring-tailed baboon.
Where did you get that hideous pocketbook?”

“Bought it in one of the shops here” said Monk. “1 had to have some excuse for taking to her.”

“That hotel dick will think you gtole it,” Ham pointed out. “He's been wetching the two of you. Maybe
we'd better forget the entire thing.”

“But that nice girl isin danger, if you ask me” said Monk worriedly.

Ham chewed his lower lip in thought. “I'd like to know why that long-haired rascd stole that section of
house, and why she's so disturbed about that or Long Hair himsdf.”

“Isthat what he picked up at the exhibit?’

Ham nodded. He continued to tak quietly. “The incident is so cockeyed that it intrigues me. Long Hair
dsointrigues me. I'd like to pushin hisface”

“Of course,” said Monk, “a pretty girl being involved has nothing to do with it.”
1] NO_”
“No,” repeated the chemigt serioudy.

“I merdy want to know why a character of the red plush mode-of-living era sesls a modd home of
tomorrow.”

“And the gifl is farthest from your thoughts?’
1] Exmly.”

“The hdl she is” grumbled Monk. “Right a this moment you're probably consdering asking her to
dinner.”

Ham sad: “These wet ragswill attract attention. I'm going to dip up to Doc's suite and change. Take me
five minutes. Keep watching for the bearded man.”

Monk grimaced. “I suppose | shouldn't watch her a dl. | suppose youre not running updars to get
prettied up. By the way, is there any message from Doc? He said held be back from Evangton before sx
and meset us here”

“I'm going to cal when | get to the room and find out if there's any word from him.” Ham had glanced a
the grl severd times as they talked. Her back was to them. She sat as unmoving as a statue. Her head
was dill bent down as though she were reading.

“No, she hasnt athing to do with your interest in this” said Monk benegath his breath. “Y ah!”

Ham moved off in the direction of the elevators. He had no sooner taken his departure—Monk saw an
eevator door close behind him—when the ancient looking long-haired fdlow appeared.

He headed directly toward the A-J section of room key clerks. He carried no kind of package with him.

Monk had quickly picked up a card from a smdl stack at the corner of the information desk. It was a
complimentary picture posta card of the hotel. Immediaidy he had his head bent down as he started
writing a“Having wonderful time” gregting to an imaginary friend. There was a glass partition between the



two counters.

Long Hair was not wearing his funny robe now. He wore a suit and hat of the style popular twenty-five
years ago. He threw aroom key on the counter and started toward a U-shaped area of teephone booths
nearby.

Monk's sharp eyes came up and watched one of the two clerks pick up the key and place it in the rack
with the mechanica precison followed hundreds of times daily.

The bearded man was now spesking to the operator a a desk over by the block of telephone booths.
She was writing something on a amdl yelow dip of paper. Then she nodded toward one of the booths,
where a numbered light had appeared above it, and Long Hair went in there.

Monk was busy looking up something in the out-of-town directory rack when Long Hair came out of the
booth again within ten or fifteen seconds. He heard the operator say, “Didn't they answver?’

The big, quaint-looking man shook his head. The operator returned his coin and he moved off toward a
lobby exit.

Closng the out-of-town directory, Monk stepped over to the woman and sad, “What is the
dtation-to-station charge to Rutland, Vermont, please?’

The operator picked up a rate book and started looking up the information. She had not yet filed the
ydlow dip showing the last cdl that had been placed—Long Hair's cal. Monk looked &t the dip quickly
as he leaned on the desk, wating.

There was the name of a famous Michigan Avenue hotel, not far awvay. Undernegth this, the name: Mr.
Danid Jamison. The operator had aso written down the telephone number of the other hotdl.

The chemidt's face was as expressionless as an egg when the woman closed the rate book and spoke to
him again.

She dated the dation-to-station charge to Rutland, Vermont. “Would you like to place a cdl? she
added.

Monk murmured, “Thank you, I'm going to cdl later.”

He went back to the A-J key section, timing himsdf so that he spoke to the clerk who had not racked
Long Hair's key a moment or so ago.

“Nine nineteen, please,” requested Monk. The clerk handed him the key and he dropped it in his pocket,
moving away. In his other pocket was an extra key to ther own suite on the tenth floor of the hotdl.

The redhaired girl was 4ill Stting there with her back to him. A man, a hotd guest, glanced a the large
red pocketbook benesth Monk's arm, smiled alittle, and passed on. The lobby was more crowded than
ever. There was along line now at one of the reservations desks, travelers trying to get rooms.

She mug have missed the long-haired man completdy. Monk himsdf had not seen the guy come down
on the devators. The fdlow was not so dumb. Hed probably gotten off the car a the mezzanine and
walked down to the lobby by way of one of severa staircases.

She was dill covertly weatching the elevators. Monk guessed she'd be there for awhile. He hurried to the
elevators and went up to ther suite.



HAM, smatly attired in a negtly pressed tropica blue suit, powder blue shirt and knitted blue tie, was
just dodng the door. He paused, re-entered the suite again with Monk and demanded, “Why didn't you
wait until 1 came downstairs? | thought | told you—"

“Shels dill there, sweetheart,” said Monk. “Redax.” He put hisbig fists on his hips and looked Ham over.
“Pretty sharp, huh?’

Ham snorted.
“The man with dl the beard, you duncel Now well lose track of him—"

“I've got his room key,” said Monk Mayfair. He took the key out and dropped it, dong with the red
purse, on the table in the amdl foyer that was the entrance to the suite. He removed his wet baggy coat,
tie and shirt as he waked through the living room and into one of the two adjoining bedrooms. He
dropped the aticles of dothing on various chairs as Ham followed him.

“He went out?” Ham asked.

Monk removed his wet shoes and trousers and stepped to the clothes closet to sdect a suit. His shorts
were a brilliant green. His hairy legs were powerful enough to be those of an ape.

“Thegirl won't leave, don't worry,” advised Monk camly. “ She thinks old Long Hair is dill upstairs some
place. . . . Yep, he went out. He's gone to see aguy and | think | know who he's gone to see. He tried to
cdl Danid Jamison.”

Ham's dark eyes sharpened. “That's Doc's friend, the engineer!”

“Correct,” agreed the chemig. “The friend who was lecturing a Northwestern today. By the way, has
Doc cdled yet?” Monk selected a suit with loud checks the sze of tile squares found in ornate lobby
flooring.

“No...” Ham was s0 absorbed in Monk's statement that he overlooked making hisusud caudtic remark
about the gyle and loudness of Monk's suits. “ Jamison? That's odd.”

“| thought so too.”
“You say hetried to cdl Jamison?’

Monk jerked his head. He was now adjusting a necktie of bright pastel colors that matched the suit, the
way atomcat pairs with a hound dog. Ham winced.

“He tried to cdl Jamison at his hotd,” explained the chemist. He named the famous hotel on Michigan.
“Apparently there was no answer. | think, therefore, Long Hair was on his way over there . . . maybe to
wait around for Jamison. Don't ask me why, shyster.”

“And the girl is dill waiting in the lobby?”



Agan Monk nodded.

Ham's eyes were frowning thoughtfully. “We didn't have much time to talk to Doc when he flew in from
New Y ork this noon. He had to hurry right out there to the universty and meet Jamison. | think Doc was
planning on spending a day or so in Chicago. He hasn't visted herein some time”

“Yeah,” Monk said. “He told us that in the wire that caught up with us on the way back from the Coast. |
thought Jamison lived out in Highland Park, north of here. What would he be doing daying at the
Michigan Avenue hotd ?’

Ham had started back to the living room that was the center of the large suite.

He said, “I understand Jamison is staying in Chicago for a few days, some business gppointments he has
during this lecture series. That probably explains the hotd room. Doc mentioned it.” He sat down a a
writing desk and reached for the phone.

“If you're thinking of trying to reach Jamison over there, here's the number,” offered Monk. He took out
the dip of paper on which he jotted the number taken from the lobby telephone operator's record dip.

Ham put through the call. He waited. There was no answer from Jamison's room. He clicked the receiver
and asked their own hotel operator to connect him with the information desk. He identified himsdif.

Then he asked, “Can you tdl meif Mr. Savage has cdled in or left any message for anyone in this suite?
Clark Savage, J., that is”

Theinformation clerk told him there had been no cdlls from Mr. Savage.
Ham hung up and said to his partner, “When Doc says heisgoing to cdl at a certain time, he cals”
“You don't haveto tdl me”

Ham was looking a him thoughtfully. He came to his feet suddenly as he remembered something hed
wanted to ask.

“What about the little mode house?”
“Y ou mean the part old Long Hair ran off with?" asked Monk.
“Naturdly! Did he have it with—"

Monk sad: “Sow down, pappy, dow down. Of course he didn't have it with him. That's why | let hm
go.”

“Thenit'sin hisroom!”
Monk grinned.
“You don't think | went to the trouble of getting his room key for nothing, do you?’

Chapter V

A WINDOW was open in Room 919 and some breeze came in. The rain had stopped as swiftly as it
hed started, but it had left the air washed clean and fresh and cool. The storm had moved inland from the
Lake and left Chicago scrubbed and freshened for a pleasant summer evening. It was not yet dark.



Monk closed the door behind hm and dropped the room key into his pocket. Ham preceded him
impatiently into the suite.

He was saying, “He might come right back. We'd better not waste any time”

Monk looked into the bathroom. His sweeping glance showed no Sgn of the section of modd house
anywhere in the large Sngle bedroom. He poked his head out of the doorway—the bath was & the far
end of the bedroom from the hdl door, and around a dight L formed by a wal. “Nothing in here)” he
informed Ham.

The dapper lawyer had looked under the bed, in the closet, opened dl the dresser drawers. He stood on
achair and searched the clothes closet shelf. The only evidence at dl that the room contained a resident
was agmdl, cheap, zipper handbag that stood on the luggage rack near the bed. Opening the amdl bag,
Ham saw a few aticles of dothing and the monklike robe the bearded man had been wearing. They
found no papers, letters, or anything that would lead them to the long-haired man or reved hisidertity.

Ham remarked, “We can check on his name later, with the information clerk. Not from this room,
though. He certainly istraveling light.”

Monk stood in the middle of the room scratching his head. “Which means” he offered, “he hasnt
traveled far coming here. Maybe he's right from Chicago.”

“The hdl with that,” said Ham. “Wher€e's the house modd 7’

Monk was looking at the bed. It had not been made up. Rillows, spread and sheet were thrown back in
ahegp at the footrall. He yanked them back.

“Imagine that,” he commented, “the guy broke it dl to pieces!”

Ham quickly picked up tiny sections of the scae modd house. “You mean,” he explained, “he took it
apart. Piece by piece!”

“Why?" Monk watched the lawyer sudy, one by one, miniature chimney, roof sections, bedroom walls,
perfectly fitted units of flooring. Ham placed them aside. He shook his head.

“It beats me” was his remark.

Between them, they examined every part of the dismantled section of mode house. The suff was now
gpread dl over the bed.

“Crackpot,” decided Monk.
“Sure, crazy like afox.”

“You don't think heis?”

Ham rubbed his ear. “Far from it.”
“Why not?”

“Because of the girl waiting in the lobby.” He explained further. “She's ether after Long Har himsdf or
this house thing he stole. Both of them can't be crazy.”

“Sheisnt, I'l tdl you,” Monk said with emphags. “But she sure talks funny.”



“By the way’—Ham remembered his aggressve partner's manner of gpproaching the girl in the
lobby—"just what was she tdling you?’

“Nothing,” sad Monk. He sghed and became starry eyed for a moment. “Nothing—except to tdl me to
breeze dong. Only thing is, she said it like atruck driver would say it. Which makes me wonder—”

“—where anice atractive girl like her picked up that sort of talk.”

Ham took one find look at the scattered modd house parts, shook his head, motioned toward the hall
door. Monk, too, decided it was time they got out of there.

They both froze as a key dipped quietly into the room door.

THE smdl L-shaped part of the room leading to the bathroom was the only place of concealment. They
stood hdf insde the tilewaled room, and Monk whispered, “I'm gonna enjoy watching you push in his
face”

Ham made frantic motions for dlence.

They heard a belhop's voice say, “There you are, maam. . . . If you like, Il run down to the desk and
oet your key.”

“That'sdl right,” the woman's voice said. “I'm going right out again and I'll pick it up if 1 need it. Thank
you.”

A dight pause, then the bellhop's voice, “Thank you, maam.”

The door closed. There was no sound for severa seconds. Then the door opened again, quietly, made a
dight metdlic sound as the latch touched metd but did not click. Apparently the door was being placed

dightly gjar.
Next the figure came into their line of vison.

Monk had recognized the redhaired girl's voice, of course. The ruse of mesting a bellhop in the corridor
and tdling him you'd forgotten your key usudly worked—if the tip was subgtantid.

Monk gently nudged Ham. The redhaired girl had ingantly noted the scattered units of tiny house spread
out on the bed. She started picking them up. A sound like allittle dismayed gasp came from her throat, as
though she were shocked that the modd had been broken or torn apart.

She stood there, saring at the bed, like a jigsaw puzzle player looks hopelesdy at countless disordered
sections that refuse to fit together.

Ham gave his burly partner a quick nod. They moved slently out into the bedroom. As the gifl whirled to
face them, Ham stepped sideways around her so that she could not dodge toward the hal door.

She recognized Monk's homdy features.

Her nicdy formed chin came up sharply. The delicate line of her eyebrows went down straight above her
clear blue eyes. Her gaze, cdmly speculative ingead of frightened, shifted to Ham. Apparently she
remembered him too. She had no doubt seen himin the exhibit hdl.

Monk said: “You do dl right, honey. | thought old Long Hair dipped right past you in the lobby. You



saw him go out, too, and you noticed he was empty handed. So you waited your chance to dip up to this
room.” He grinned. “Say, you're red pretty with your hair fixed up better. Only, you shouldn't frown like
that. It1l give you lines”

The girl's atractive figure stood rigid as a motionless young sapling. Her lips were pressed together in a
thinflat line

She said nothing.
Ham cleared histhroat. “Why did old Rip sted the house, miss?’

She didn't answer. Her eyes, the blueness of them, stared through Ham and then went back to Monk.
There was tenson dl through her.

“Blad it, lady,” excdamed Monk, “you'e in some kind of trouble and helping people in trouble is our
busness” He guessed she had stopped off a aladies room on the way up, because her glowing auburn
har had been fixed. Tiny curls showed now where they had been wet by the rain. The light sharkskin
jacket had shed the rain, as had the gabardine skirt which was smooth across her shagpdy hips. Monk
prodded, “Why don't you tdl us about it?’

Ham put in: “We could, of course, cdl the desk and tel them there's a prowler in Room 919. Then the
hotel dick would cdl the law and you'd be in for a nasty lot of questioning.”

She answered that one immediady. “Why don't you?’

Monk sighed. “Youll have to do better than that, shyster. She knows blasted well we don't belong in this
room any more than she does.”

Ham considered identifying himsdf and Monk, but decided this might lead to their connection with Doc
Savage, and Doc tried to avoid publicity of any sort. A great many people in the world knew nathing
about hisfar-flung activities.

So he sad: “Do you know Danid Jamison?’

“No,” the redhaired girl said.

“Do you have any ideawhy the man with the beard istrying to reach Danid Jamison?’
“l do not.” She met Ham's eyes levdly.

“Wel, then, do you know the strange man who occupies this room?’ Ham indicated the sections of
moded house on the bed. “The odd character who stole that?’

She shook her head.
Puzzled, Monk said, “Then what's so terribly urgent about following him?”

The tightness left the girl's mouth momentarily. It was a mouth with a pleasant curve, when she dlowed it
to be. Everything about her smooth, fine features could be nice if she didn't look so grimly determined
about not reveding what it was she was after.

Now she seemed on the verge of rdaxing that tenson which was bottled up within her. Her eyes
searched Monk's face questioningly, veered to Ham's again.

Ham said, “WdI?’ jugt alittle bit too harshly and kicked opportunity out the door.



Thegirl stood rigidly again and stared at them. “Why don't you,” she findly snapped, “pull over into your
own lane? Y ou're blocking traffic.”

Monk chuckled. “You see, shyster? She has away about her.”

Evening shadows were garting to wander into the room. Ham turned around to reach for the wall switch
controlling the overhead room lights

Thegirl moved like a swift, graceful greyhound, flashed past him, pulled open the dready unlaiched door,
dammed it firmly shut behind her and was gone.

“WAIT upgtairs for word from Doc!” rapped Ham as he flung out of the room after the girl.

He was in time to see her figure disappearing in a corridor that ran at right angles to the one passng
Room 919. The sde hdlway did not lead to the levators. It dead-ended in afar corner of the hotdl.

A guest was coming down the connecting hal when Ham swerved around the corner. The man paused
and looked curioudy at the dapper lawyer. Ham ignored him and continued down the long side hdll.

He saw her again, ducking into a doorway far down the carpeted length of the hdl.

The heavy door, controlled by ar checks, was Hill dowly dosing when he reached it. He found himsdf in
asarvice dairway used only by hotel employees. Red lamps glowed a each landing. He heard the girl's
quick footsteps down below him.

Running down the cement steps, he watched the heavy doors at each landing. That would tdl at which
floor she left the stairway. The ar checks kept the heavy doors from dosing quickly, or from being pulled
shut.

It was the fourth floor. There was the steamy samdl of food, the sound of dishes dlatering, voices. Ham
found himsdf in a narrow hdl leading to a service pantry for one of the large private dining rooms.

On ether sde, doorways led to a sdlad room on one sde and a storeroom for chinaware and slver on
the other. Food came up from the main hotel kitchens in the basement via eectric dumb-waiters.

A man in awhite coat, gpron and high white cap was trimming sandwiches with a heavy knife the shape
of an eongated triangle. Two women arranged sdads, working near him.

The redhaired girl's trim figure had dipped into the storeroom. Ham barely glimpsed the quick movement.
The kitchen workers were unaware of anything happening.

Thegirl in the sharkskin jacket found hersdf trapped in the storeroom. She tried to run out past Ham. He
grabbed her.

She made no sound, no outcry, said nothing. But she sruggled grimly as he pinned her arms down and
held her. Her form was supple and wiry.

“Dont be afool,” Ham said softly and tensdly. “You're in grave danger of something or someone, and |
know it. Now let's be sengble about this”

He was aware of her face, close to his, the fine smooth texture of the skin, the ddicate coloring, her
glowing auburn hair. And her chin, set with determination. She was trembling, but she fought againgt him
inglent fury. A soft gasp came from her lips



Ham was saying, “I'm going to find out who you areif | have to frisk you like a cop!”

He had noticed she was carrying no purse. Struggling to hold her arms with one hand, he fdt the outline
of awallet-sze object in the pocket of her jacket. The walet would contain something that would identify
her. She twisted her agile body with the quickness of a wdl-trained dancer.

Ham's shoulder bumped againg the shelves. Severd slver cream pitchers, stored there, fdl to the floor
and clattered. His foot scuffed one and sent it crashing againg another.

The man with the long-bladed, heavy sandwich knife came across the service pantry and cdled out,
“Say!” The towering white cap made his face look longer and more surprised than it probably was. Ham
hed heard that cooks were usudly hot-tempered.

He released the gifl and murmured a quick, “Wives get unruly at times, don't they?’
“I never had awife” sad the tdl cook. Ham wished he wouldn't handle the huge knife so carelesdy.

The man came forward to investigate further, just as the redhaired gil dipped past him. She was gone in
thetimeit took the chef to exdlam, “Say!” again. He blocked the lawyer's path. Also, he saw the sliver
creamers on the storeroom floor and started to look mad about that.

Ham watched man, knife, connecting hdlway, and then the man's eyes again. The chef looked down at
the floor. “If any of them's broken—"

Ham went out of there rapidly.

The sarvice sairway led to the ground floor and sub-basements below. Ham peered into hdlways on the
way down. Findly he dipped out into an dleyway that led from behind the hotel to Wabash.

She had vanished.

DUSK was sdtling down. Old wooden elevated cars clatered around the Loop on the structure
overhead. Street car bells clanged. Taxicabs kept moving in to disgorge or pick up passengers a another
of the hotel entrances here on the Wabash Avenue side of the tal structure. The evening was going to be
cool and pleasant. People were simulated by the agreeable drop in temperature. There was assorted
activity as night time approached.

Ham returned to thar tenth-floor suite.

Monk was not there. The lights had not been turned on. He wondered why the chemist had not followed
his directions about waiting here for any message from Doc Savage. He was a little bit upset about Doc
not cdling or appearing. He was especidly disturbed because of Monk's information about the
mysterious men with the beard trying to contact Danidl Jamison.

Ham went directly to the phone and spoke to the information clerk.
“Can you tdl meif a Mr. Paul Scott is registered in Room 9197’ he asked.
“Jugt amoment, please. . . .” Then: “No, gr, heisnot.”

“Perhgps,” said Ham suavdly, “1 have the wrong name. | thought it was Scott.”



The derk said: “Mr. Columbusisin 919 . . . Mr. F. Columbus?’

“Oh,” said Ham. “From Kansas City?’

“l couldn't say, Sr. No address was given.”

Ham thanked the clerk and hung up. The name, an odd one too, meant nothing to him.
The telephone rang. He lifted the receiver again.

It was Doc Savage.

Ingantly Ham redlized there was something wrong with the bronze man's voice. Doc seemed to speak
with a studied downess, a ddliberativeness that did not maich his persondity.

He was saying, “Ham, | think you'd better come over here as soon as possible.” He mentioned a room
number in a famous hotel that faced the lake. Ham remembered Monk's report about the bearded man
atempting to cdl Danid Jamison at the Michigan Avenue hotel. This was the same hotdl.

“Doc,” Ham said quickly, “isnt that the hotd where Jamison is saying? Monk said—"

“Come right over,” said Doc Savage. “Come directly to this room. Avoid letting . . . anyone see you.
Knock . . . once on the door.”

There was something wrong with him!
“What happened, Doc?’ asked Ham. “1've been wondering—"
“Let's not waste any further time” said Doc with findlity.

“I'm on my way!” finished Ham, and he dapped up the receiver.

Chapter VI

MICHIGAN AVENUE was crowded with evening traffic. The park across from the hotd was filled with
people enjoying the clear cool breeze coming in from the lake, a quarter mile beyond, but cut off from
view by therigng dope of green lawns. There was bright laughter and conversation from the hundreds of
gay drollers dong the wide sdewaks. Display windows were lighted. Double-deck buses rumbled
dong, ds0 crowded with sghtseers enjoying Chicago a night. One of the world's greatest
thoroughfares—Michigan Avenue—ribboned with bright lights againgt the velvet of night, as far as the
eye could see!

Any other timeit would have thrilled Ham Brooks. But as he l€ft the cab and hurried into the great busy
hote, there was a tensenessin him. He knew Chicago. Once or twice in his life he had brushed with that
part of it that is not gay, boisterous and hearty. Deep below the surface, asin any great city, there are
shifting undercurrents—strange events that happened with swiftness and mysery. How little the average
person knew of the greed, hatred, fear, the danger that oftentimes lurked within arm's reach. Perhaps just
beyond a hotel-room doorway.

An devator whisked Ham to the fifteenth floor. The hotel was even larger than the one where they were
stopping. They said it contained three thousand rooms. Multiply that by the people living in these rooms,
aday, anight, afew hours at the most. People from every wak of life, arriving, leaving, seldom knowing
not even one of thar thousands of neighbors. Hundreds and hundreds of people, each in his own



secluded little world, each unaware of the tremendous number of lifes incidents congtantly taking place
beyond soundproof wadls.

Ham went down the wide, long corridor, his footsteps soundless in the deep-piled carpeting. He dowed
to dlow a party of guests to pass him, going toward the devators. He found the room, made certain of
the number, knocked once, quietly. Close to the pand he spoke his name.

No one was in the hdl now.

The door opened againg darkness in the background. Light from the hdl gave hm a glimpse of the
bronze man's face. He went insde. Doc Savage closed and bolted the door, then flicked the lights

Ham stared.

Doc Savage was shirtless. You never quite redized, thought Ham, the tremendous breadth of the
shoulders, the marvelous development of the bronze man, until you saw him this way. From childhood,
Doc Savage had been raised by a group of famous, talented men interested in an experiment that was

perhaps unique in higtory.

For the bronze man's entire life had been sdentificdly planned. His mind, his body had been trained to
develop into a perfect specimen of mankind.

He was trained in medicine, law, the sciences. He was a profound thinker in each of those fidds, as well
as in many others. Standing wel over Sx feet, he was dso somewhat of a physcd giant—usudly
unnoticed when he was not directly next to another person, because of the symmetry of his perfect
physca development.

But he was aman, like other men in many ways. He could be hurt even as other men can be hurt. Which
explaned Ham's shock as he stared at his friend.

“God,” breathed Ham softly, “you've taken aterific beeting!”

Doc Savage nodded. “Sit down, Ham,” he said quietly, and you could tdl it was somewhat of an effort
for im to speak.

Sill garing, Ham backed up againg a chair in the large suite and sat down. Doc Savage remained
danding. Every part of his body, stripped above the waist, was bruised. Arms, massve shoulders, back,
chest. Ham detected two dark blotches on his face, but the unusud bronze coloring of Doc's hedthy skin
mede them amaost unnoticegble.

“Maybe you'd better 9t down,” suggested Ham, more disturbed than held ever been.

Doc shook his head. He taked as he moved up and down the room, in front of Ham Brooks. He kept
working his arms and shoulders. He spoke asif his jaws ached.

“Ham,” he said quietly, “weve known action and adventurein just about every corner of the world.” He
named the five aides who had been associated with him now for a number of years. Ham and Monk
were two. The three others—Renny, Long Tom and Johnny Littlgohn, each specididts in a particular
branch of science—were out of the country a the moment. “Weve taken a lot of crooks and desperate
characters out of circuletion.”

“Manly,” added Ham, “and because you have devoted your life to ading people, we've helped out
decent persons who ran up againg trouble too big to handle themselves.”



Doc nodded. “Sometimes” he went on, “there was some fighting. Usudly, however, weve fought
overpowering odds with brains and science. We never resorted to gunplay unless absolutely necessary.”

“Even then,” said Ham, “we never shot to kill. | guess maybe Monk and | have winged a few crooks in
our time—" He paused, studied his friend's face. “You sedom carry a wegpon yoursdf.” He frowned,
puzzled. “What are we up againgt, Doc? What isit?’

The bronze man paused, ganding ill, his gaze intent on the open window across the room and the night
beyond.

“Fird,” he continued, “my friend Danid Jamison was murdered in this room this afternoon. He was shot.”
He shook his head as Ham dtarted to his feet. “Let me tdl the rest of it. A week ago Danid Jamison
cdled me long distance in New York. My trip out here was not merdly to hear some of his lectures. It
was more than that.”

Ham waited, slent. He had never seen Doc this way.

“As you know, Ham, Jamison was an expert on eectronics. He developed numerous new devices for
radio and modern lighting aids.”

“I know.”

“A week ago, a number of Jamison's completed blueprints were solen from his laboratory a the
universty. Also, an attempt a2 murder was made on his life Those plans were important new
developments for postwar housng aids. New devices invented by Jamison. He had no enemies. A
bachelor, he lived done and modly to himsdf. He liked privacy.”

“Did he report it to the police?’

Doc shook his head. “He didnt want the publicity, either for himsdf or the university. True, | came out
here to hear hislectures. But | aso came for another reason. Ham, Jamison was a man desperately afrad
of some menace. | believe he took this hotel suitein order to escape it. He was awaiting my arrivd. And
then—"

Ham watched the bronze man, his body, where it was bruised. He moved his own shoulders uneeslly.

“Then,” Doc went on, “death struck from the very room next to him. Death was that close. This
afternoon | trailed a strange bearded man into Chicago from Jamison's place out in Highland Park. The
fdlow euded us, but the trail led here. | had learned Jamison was here; 1'd been trying to cadl him. There
was no answer.”

“All the time he was here?”’

“Yes” Doc paced up and down. “But | was too late. | came up here and found him. Naturdly | didn't
know any more about the trap than he did.”

“Jamison didn't answer.”

“No.” Doc Savage made a moation with his hands. “There are ways of getting into a hotd room.” He
indicated a part of the room over by the writing table near the windows. “Jamison lay over there,
dead—shot.”

Ham exclamed, “But what's happened to—"



“The police have been here,” Doc said, anticipating the question. “I can tdl you this. They found nothing,
0 far, to give them a lead. I've made arrangements to have my name kept out of it for the time being.
The didrict attorney knows something about us. He used his influence. The police took the other dead
men down to headquarters, printed him, and got no clue there ether. He had no record and there was no
identification on him.”

“The other dead man?’

Doc Savage moved across the room. “Come here”

HAM followed him through the door which he opened to the adjoining suite. The place was a duplicate
of the suite behind them. Doc motioned with his hand.

“Jamison, fearing whatever it was he feared, was hiding out in that other room. And death was living right
next door to him. Herel”

Ham's quick eyes saw powdery dust marks on furniture, mirrors, table and various objects. He glanced
a Doc Savage.

“Yes” sad the bronze man, “the police dusted for fingerprints. | doubt if they'll come up with anything.”
He noticed Ham's gaze touch the halway door. “The hotd manager and a few of his assgtants know
what's happened. They have orders not to disturb these rooms tonight. They know I'm up here, but they
don't know who | am. | want it that way. Jamison and the other one were taken out via a service eevator
inthe rear.”

“But you said the other dead man—"

“Ham,” Doc said diffly, “the men who murdered Danid Jamison were in this room. | didn't suspect it, a
firg, any more than Jamison did. The only reason | wasn't murdered was because they didn't know who |
was, or what | knew, or what informetion | might have passed on to someone ese. So they tried to find
(]Jt_”

“You said 'they'?”

“Hve of them. Strange characters. All with long har and beards. Big strgpping men.” Gold tints stirred
reslesdy in the bronze man's eyes. “Perhaps, if | had not been tied down securely, gagged, completey
hepless—’

“Good Lord!” Ham said.
“The attack was as sudden on me as it must have been againg Jamison.”
“And this dead man in here—"

Doc's eyes shadowed a little. “I don't think he was one of them. Yet he was exactly like them in
appearance—the long-haired, bearded fanatic type you might find in some mountain cult. From things
that were said, | gathered, however, that he was not one of them. He was aready dead when | first saw
him.”

“The hotd people know anything?’

Doc shook his head. “ One man registered for this suite. It was paid for in advance. They mugt have come



up here, later, one a atime. It would be difficuit to tdl them apart.”
Ham was dill astonished that the bronze man was dive. He said so.

Doc told him, “They thought | was dead, before they Ieft here. It explains ther haste to depart. That, no
doubt, saved my life”

Ham remembered one of the bronze man's capabilities, only possible in a person with amazing will power
and muscular control, such as had been developed in Doc Savage.

He said, “Held your breath . . . dowed the heart action until it fooled them?’

1] Yaﬂ

Ham shuddered as he once again observed the bronze man's back. “Look,” he said with feding, “is there
anything | can get you—"

“Its dl right,” sad Doc. His tone was dmogt normd again. He spoke more like his dert sdf. Ham
marveled at the control of his bronze friend.

They had moved back into the other suite. Doc brought a shirt, suit coat, necktie from the bathroom. The
shirt was torn up the back. The coat would concedl it for the time being.

Putting them on, he looked sharply a Ham Brooks. “Now tdl me what happened to you. You're farly
exploding with something.”

Ham went into a brief, accurate, vivid account of the incidents that had occurred since the theft of the
modd -house section at the exhibit. He finished with:

“And the guy, Doc, was another bearded man. Monk says he tried to contact Jamison. He's registered
over there under the name Columbus . . . F. Columbus.”

Doc's eyes sharpened. “Only one name was mentioned among the five men here” he told Ham. “Then, it
was a dip and they were very careful after that. But it was 'Fellow Joliet.’ You say this other one was
registered as F. Columbus?’

“Thet'sright.”
“Fellow Columbus,” said Doc dowly, thoughtfully. “Fellow Joliet.”
“Does it mean anything?”

“Some kind of society or organization, perhaps,” admitted Doc Savage. “But | wasn't thinking of that.
Therée's another connotation—"

“What?’

Doc didn't answer. He was ready to leave the room. “This girl,” he said, picking up that part of Ham's
gtory, “what would be your opinion?’



“You mean—is she in with them?’

Doc nodded.

Ham said dowly, “I don' . . . think so. | know character when | seeit. Yet she wouldnt tdl us anything.”
“Either she's afraid—or doesn't know anything,” offered Doc.

“That'smy decison.”

“If she's what you say, then we've got to move mighty fast to locate her. She's in grave danger. You say
Monk disappeared some-wheres?’

“You know Monk,” said Ham. “Gosh knows where he went.”
“He might have followed the girl.”

“I've thought of that, Doc. He might have seen her dipping out of the hotel. Either that—or he located this
character Columbus—Fdlow Columbus—again.”

They decided that, ether way, it was urgent for them to get back to ther hotd. The girl with the
auburn-red hair was their only link with the mystery of the little houses, and with swift, sudden murder.

The telephone was ringing intermittently when they reached the other hotd suite.

Chapter VII
IT was Monk, and when Ham hurried to pick up the receiver the chemig told him explosively:

“A lot of hdp you arel”

“Where are you?’

“In a phone booth. Been geaming mysdf in here for hdf an hour trying to reach you.”
“Where?' repeated Ham.

“You know the Michigan Avenue bridge by the Wrigley Building, where the Chicago River starts out to
the lake?’

“YS?’

“Wedl, there. I'm cdling from right nearby. There's a lower leved parking area under Michigan. Lake
seamerstie up down there ontheriver . . "

“l know,” interrupted Ham. “But—"

“I've got the girl. The redhead.”

Ham cried, “Then why don't you bring her—"

“I mean, you dimwit, I've got her tagged. Know where sheiis. Y ou know what happened?’

“That'swhat I'm waiting to hear!” said Ham acidly. He held the receiver away from his ear, so that Doc
Savage could ligen to both sides of the conversation.



“She went back there to that exhibit after she shook you loose” Monk chuckled. “1 figured that cute filly
would shake you off. So | waited outside the hotel. Guess what happened, shyster?’

“Don't be so damn subtle!” snapped Ham.

“Wdl, it was just before the exhibit closed for the night. She went in there, grabbed some more of that
litle modd house, and damned if she didn't make off with it!”

Ham looked at the bronze man.

Monk went on: “Only, now they got her.”

“Who?’

“Some brothers of that long-haired codger. By God, they musd be triplets. Three of 'em dl dike—’
“Monk, you fodl!” cried Ham. “She'sin danger. Y ou shouldn't have let them out of your aght!”

“Ligen, sweetheart,” saidd Monk harshly, “they just went aboard with her and there's no indication the
boat's shoving off any place. Doc there yet?’

“ YS—”

“Likel said,” Monk raced on, “it's right down there under the Michigan Avenue bridge. A couple of big
lake steamers are tied up on either Sde of the river. They're tied up for the night and nobody's around.
Thisis another, smdler job. Looks fast. Youll spot it. A fast-looking white cruiser with a lot of brass
work. I'm going aboard right now—"

Doc touched Ham's arm, and the lawyer understood. He shouted into the phone, “Monk, wat! Well be
right up there—"

“Can't wait,” finished Monk, and the connection was broken.
Ham swore. “There he goed”

Doc sad, “Nothing would have stopped hm anyway.” He was dready holding the door, waiting.
“Rwy?’

Ham joined him, and they hurried out.

THE clock high up on the white Wrigley Building said 11:05 p.m. Far below, down benesth the Michigan
Avenue bridge that crossed the Chicago River, it was shadowy and quiet. Cars passng overhead on the
bridge created alow hum of sound, and that was dl.

On the far 9de of the river a Milwaukee steamer was tied up for the night. Beyond it, high up on towering
ged frameworks, spectacular signs flashed their advertisng messages through the night.

Another sseamer that made daylight cruises across the lake was tied up in darkness againgt the south
bank of theriver.

Farther dong were dark warehouses. The deek lined, large cruiser was tied up there, some distance
gpart from the bridge. Water lapped lazly a pilings. Off in the background, weirdly fascingting against
the backdrop of velvet sky, orange-red marker beacons glowed from atop little towers lining a narrow,



long series of locks. The locks held back the higher waters of the lake, and were the entrance way for
traffic to and from the river.

Down here, jus beyond the edge of the great Chicago Loop, it was a world apart. Quiet. Sight
dampness coming off the water. Long night shadows cast by towering buildings beyond.

Monk dipped quigtly out of the shadows benegath the prow of the boat. He had seen the figure standing
in the darkness &ft, near the gangway onto the deserted dock. The man remained there, unmoving,
obvioudy watching.

Monk's cautious approach had been soundless. The high curving prow of the raft concedled him. He
leaned out, his gaze carefully on the man standing near the stern, touched the rounded metd trim at the
deck levd. He grasped the rounded molding securdly and siwung out, legs dangling above the water.

With an easy, smooth movement, he pulled himsdf upward and onto the foredeck. He quickly cleared
the low ralling that enclosed a narrow side deck skirting each side of the cruiser. Beside him were dark,
shuttered windows that shut off any light from the cabins. He came up dong the narrow deck on the far
gde of the boat, protected by darkness. The guard—one of the strange bearded men—was facing away
from him, watching the wide cement area that formed a dock dongsde theriver.

The chemigt was directly behind the man before the fdlow sensed any kind of movement. Another ingtant
and he would have ydled awarning to those ingde the cabins. But it was too late.

Monk's powerful hands had gone to work. One clamped over the fellow's mouth like a vise. The other
cirded a heavy neck, from behind the head, and thumb and forefinger sank deeply into nerves below the
ears. There was nothing gentle about Monk's manner of handling the big bearded man.

Bracing hmsdf so that the big fdlow could not thrash about, creating sound, Monk applied relentless
pressure until the man became unconscious. Then he lad him down on the deck. He grasped a figful of
long hair and gave it amighty yank. He tried the beard. Both were red enough.

“Jugt wanted to be sure” the chemist muttered softly to himsdif.

He turned, paddied across the wide deck &t of the cabins, yanked open a door, went insde. He had
edimated there were three of the bearded felows on the boat. Now he had only two to handle. No
trouble &t dl!

He was in a farly lage lounge. Beyond, through an open doorway, he saw a little passage with
stateroom doors on ether sde. The two long-haired men were just pushing the girl into one of the cabins.
She was gagged. The men's backs were toward Monk. She was not tied, but they hdd her ams. No
doubt they were about ready to tie her up.

One cdled without turning his head, “What do you want now, Felow Quentin?’
Apparently he mistook the sound of Monk's entrance for that of the third member.

Monk said, “I want to give you this, chum!” and he went into action.

THE shambles lasted probably five minutes or less. Quarters were smdl where the fast, weaving,
swaying battle took place. Monk's arms pumped like driving pistons.

He drove one hig fdlow up againg a bulkhead. The wal trembled.



“Thet's for my friend Ham!” shouted Monk.

The second men tried to kick the chemigt in the ssomach. Monk upended the bearded man and sent him
crashing to the deck. Out of the corner of his eyes he saw the girl crouched back in a stateroom doorway

agle
Heydled, “Get started, baby. Get off the ship!”

The man he had spilled to the deck lumbered up again and shook himsdf like a madtiff. He bored into
Monk. His partner came in from the opposite direction.

They probably had guns, but they probably dso feared usng them, lest they atract atention. They
figured that, between them, they could take over thishomedy smaler man without too much difficulty.

It was the redhaired girl being there that complicated things for Monk Mayfar. He redized it was
impossble for her to dip past them and escape, for the passage was too narrow. Thus it was necessary
for the chemidt to draw the fight away from her direction, to give her that opportunity.

Watching her from the corner of his eye, waiching the two men hammeing a& him from assorted
directions, he was kept as busy as a colored boy usng his head for a basebdl target in a carniva
midway.

The two bearded men towered over him, solid men, quick in their movements. One said:
“Bat him over thisway, fdlow kinsman.”
“l got him, brother,” said the other one.

“Error,” corrected Monk, and he dammed their heads together, letting two blows roll smoothly off his
shoulders.

By thistime he had backed to the open deck doorway.

Thegirl mugt have redized hisintention. Beyond the two long-haired men, she nodded her head quickly.
When Monk findly backed out to the deck, with the two men dosing in on him, she made a break.

She raced down the gangway to the dock. Monk remembered hearing her hed's dicking on the cement
area. He had no opportunity to watch her.

He redlized, with a start, that the third man had regained consciousness. It was the fdlow he had Ieft lying
out on the deck. The man started to his feet directly behind the chemigt as a terrific uppercut caught
Monk benegth his jaw.

He went backward, tripping over the risng man, hit the railing and toppled right on over. He sucked in a
lungful of ar before he hit the water, headfird.

MONK dlowed himsdf to go straight downward through the dark water. He had visons of deadly boat
hooks being jabbed into his skull when he came to the surface. That would be the handiest weapons they
could use, and they could split a man's head.

He held his breath, svimming underwater. He thought perhaps the gil was fleet enough to have escaped.
When there was a sudden roaring, pounding in his ears, his hopes arose. The pounding was not entirely
from holding his breath until hislungs were ready to burs. It was a motor pounding.



Fndly, he had to come up for air. He managed to find the sraight piling of the dock, coming up dong
that, feding hisway in the utter blackness. Then refreshing ar filled hislungs

The high-speed craft was gone.

He saw it some distance away, dready entering the locks that led out into the vast lake. It would be
through the locks before he could possibly reach a phone and cal the proper authorities.

Hed natify the Coast Guard, of course. They maintained a patrol on the lake. But he doubted if there
was any inland Coast Guard boat that could overtake that deek, fast cruiser.

Monk climbed a ladder to the dock, removed his coat and dumped water from the pockets. His sharp,
dert eyes searched for the girl. Then she appeared out of the black shadows cast by a building wall.

Sheran forward and hed hisarm. “Are you dl right?’
Monk grinned. “I'm dl right if you say I'm red-baling without any flais”

“For my money,” the girl said, “you're gunning aong right in high speed.” Then she added, “| redize now
that you're redly trying to help me. I'm sorry about earlier—’

Monk asked, “Ever hear of Doc Savage?’
The girl's eyes widened. “Doc Savage!”

The chemidt's quick eyes noted the two figures hurrying down a long flight of stone steps from the
Michigan Avenue bridge. Thegirl tensed as she followed hislook. “It's okay,” he reassured her. “You're
going to meet Doc in a moment.”

He studied her face. “Y ou've been around the highway transport trucking business, haven't you?’

“Practicaly raised in truck cab,” she told him. “My father's business. HEs dead . . . now. | runit” She
took her hand off hisarm, apparently redizing she had been holding on to Monk. She said, “The name's
Cdloway . . . Marjorie Cdloway. The road drivers—my friends—cal me Speed.”

Then Doc Savage, accompanied by Ham, was there.

Thegirl, introduced by Monk, looked at the bronze man with a sort of admiration in her eyes and said,
“If 1 had only known earlier who you men were, | might have helped more.”

“You can help us now,” said Doc.

His gaze went toward the lake. Far out beyond the locks and the breakwater, red and green running
lights of the boat blinked out even as he watched. Naturaly those aboard the boat had not wanted to
arouse suspicion as the craft passed out into the lake. Now, without a doubt, they were meking a run for
it.

The dark outline of the cruiser became a vague blur, disappeared, was now a part of the myderious
vastness of Michigan itsdf.

Doc sad to theg: “You'd better start at the beginning and tdl me everything you know.”

Soon they were headed southward through the Loop, to the company truck garage where her office was
located.



Chapter VIII

MONK rode one of the jump seatsin the cab. The girl sat between Doc Savage and Ham. The chemigt
sat Sdeways and told Doc what had happened aboard the cruiser. He thought Speed Caloway had
beautiful legs.

Doc queried: “And the additiona section of house you stole from the exhibit?’

“Those men have it,” Speed said. “On their boat. But it won't do them any good. | looked before they
grabbed me. It wasn't there”

“It?” Doc prompted.

“The cdlue Steve Brooks said he was gaing to hide in the little chimney of the model house. Steve was one
of my road drivers. . . one of the best jockies in the business on a 20-ton semi-trailer job.” She bit her
lip. “Steve cdled me at the office yesterday morning. He was ralling in through Gary, and he knew he
was being followed.”

“Why?

“Steve had learned something about those horrible bearded men and wha the mydery is He said
we—my company—might be implicated. So he wasn't coming directly to the office. | was going uptown
anyway, S0 | suggested meeting him somewhere in the Loop. He himsdf named the mode homes exhibit,
why, | don't know. And over the phone he told me that if anything went wrong, he would leave
something for me tucked into the tiny chimney of a particular modd. And then . . .” The girl shuddered.

Doc and the others waited, Slent.

“Then,” she went on, “ Steve's body was found in the Chicago River this morning. He had been stabbed
to death.”

The cab was in the vidnity of the bronze man's hotd. He looked a Monk as he cdled to the driver to
swing over to Wabash. Doc named the captain of detectives with whom he was deding on the Jamison
murder.

“You drop off a the hotd, Monk. Cdl him and have him flash the Coast Guard. The port authority
should have the registry number. Perhaps they can locate the cruiser that way.”

Monk looked hopefully at Speed Caloway, his eyes ful of admiration. Then he looked a Ham.
“Wouldnt it be better if our astute legd mind, here, handled it?’

Ham snapped, “You heard what Doc said, little man. And change your clothes. You andl like a fish
wharf.”

Monk left them with rdluctance.



THE big transport truck garage was a dozen blocks south of the Loop, near Dearborn, in a didrict that
rumbled with the roar of huge highway transports moving in and out of transfer terminds throughout the
night. There was therich heavy odor of Diesd fud in the night air.

They walked to the girl's office through a big garage, where trucks were being serviced or repaired. A
stocky man in blue coverals, wiping his hands on a piece of waste, waved his hand at the girl.

“That's Murphy, my foreman,” she shouted above the noise of throbbing motors. She deftly pulled Ham
to one side as a stubby tractor cab unit thundered through the doorway on its way to pick up a long
trailer.

Indgde the typicd garage office, the door closed behind them, it was more quiet.

“It dl seems to go back to this” she said, pulling a ledger toward Doc and Ham. She indicated an entry
date of a month ago, named a community around the lake in Michigan, explained:

“We landed a nice contract for hauling prefabricated, smdl modern postwar homes that could be
knocked down for shipment and sent directly to the property locations. The Chicago area is the mgor
outlet in this part of the country.”

Sheran afinger down the page, indicated margind notetions in a woman's fine handwriting. Her serious
blue eyes hdd Doc's. “I made those little memos mysdf. Nothing important to any of them at the time.
Jud little remarks Steve, my driver on that run, would make some days when he pulled in. Now they
seem to have ggnificance”

“You mean,” said Doc, “the bearded men?’

She nodded. “ That, and something that is frightening behind it dl. Don't ask me what. When Steve cdled
me on the phone, he warned me not to say anything to anyone until he saw me. Then—he was found
murdered. The police were here” Her hand trembled alittle where it rested on the open ledger. “Perhaps
| should have told them. But there was nathing | knew. | was afraid, inaway. | thought if | could pick up
whatever it was Steve was going to leave there at the exhibit hdl for me. . "

“In the litle modd house, just in case he missed you?’
She nodded, eyes troubled.
Doc asked, “This contract for hauling the prefabricated homes—just how did you land it?’

Speed Cdloway hdd her attractive hands pams-upward in a gesture. “Inthe way,” she offered, “a good
many business dedls are handled. Someone tdls you of someone ese who is looking for a contract
carier. . .” She thought a moment. “Come to think of it, it was a man who is representative for a building
concern herein Chicago. Heis one of the officids there at the exhibit of mode homes. Wdl, he sent me
to another party . . .~

“Whet ishisname?’ asked Doc.

“George Big”

“Where does helive?’

“Right in town. At the Morrison.”

“WEell go up there,” announced Doc. He looked at Ham. “Cdl him at that hotel.” Then, to the girl again,



“You say he sent you to someone e se?’

“Yes. | guess George Big knew my father once. Anyway, he phoned. He, in turn, knew of it from an
atig who works for one of the big advertisng agencies here in Chicago. The agency was doing some
advertisng for a post-war homes account. The artist heard of this other thing, and knew there was a nice
contract job waiting for somebody. And the artist knew my driver—Steve Brooks.”

Doc's grange eyes flickered. “It comes back to him again, your murdered driver.”
Ham was talking on the telephone.

“It seems s0,” admitted the girl. “Though | can't for the life of me figure the connection. | remember,
however, that we were kind of dack a the time and Steve Brooks went up there himsdf to see the artist
a the ad agency. The artist gave Steve the name of the prospect for hauling the houses.”

She shook her head. “You know, I've never met the people. The houses are being shipped from a
town—a hig warehouse—across the lake, around in Michigan. The contract and dl, payments, are
handled by mail.”

“You know the artist?’
“I only saw him once.”
“Then,” decided Doc, “well start with George Big, who ought to be able to tdl us something.”

Ham had finished talking. He said, “The guy didn't like it much. Hed just retired.” He shrugged. “But
we're going up there. | fixed that.”

Speed Cdloway sad, “I have a car here. Itll be quicker—"
Doc interrupted, “ Perhaps you'd rather not.” He glanced at his watch. “It's after midnight . . .

The girl'sfine chin came up. “1 could never deep, thinking of poor Steve. Aslong as| can do something .

Doc nodded and they started out to the adjoining garage. Murphy, the garage foreman—he was a
stocky, dightly pugnosed Irishman—brought the girl's car to the street exit.

It was an open-model Cadillac, not new, but one that had plenty of motor under the hood. Speed
Cdloway sad to the bronze man, “Would you prefer to drive?’

“l imagine you do dl right,” said Doc, mationing her behind the whed. The three of them crowded into
the wide front seat. The girl took a kerchief from the glove compartment and tied it around her hair.

Theway she took the big car away from there, smoaothly, dropping back into high speed with satin-soft
meshing of gears, brought a nod of approva from Ham.

They reached the Loop hotd in five minutes

GEORGE BIG was a sndl man. He had gone to the trouble of dressing again, though he had informed
Ham he had retired. He was dender, trim, efficent and talkative. He was probably fifty, but there was no
gray in hisshiny black hair. He had a neat pencil-thin black mustache.



Doc, on the way up to the man's permanent rooms in the hotel, had told the girl it would be dl right to
reved hisidentity. Doc saw no other way out of it. But Speed Caloway had assured him it would be dl
right.

Doc questioned him, after the girl had quickly explained as much as she could about the mysery of the
little houses, bearded men, and the murder of her employee.

The bronze man sad. “Were backtracking now, trying to recongtruct things Miss Cdloway's
driver—Steve Brooks—contacted a commercid artist some time back about a new business dedl.”

George Big kept nodding his head. “1 remember.” He amiled at the girl. “Your father, some years ago,
was a close friend of mine You wouldn't remember. | thought perhaps | could throw a little business
your way.”

“| appreciated it,” said Speed Cdloway.
“Letf'ssee. ..

The building concern representative reached for a Chicago telephone directory. “I think | know this
atist's home address. Of course | know the agency he works for, but that won't do you any good
tonight.”

He thumbed through the pages, stopped a the R's, ran his finger down the columns. “Here it is” he told
them, reading from the page. “Paul Rose—up here on the near North Side.”

He gave them the address, which Doc mentdly noted. “1 seem to recdl it's a amdl studio-brownstone he
has up there. Paul Rose does some free-lance work on the sde”

He closed the directory, spoke to the redhaired girl. “But how can Paul Rose help you, Miss Cdloway?
I, mysdf, recdl the name of the building company he mentioned.” He named a town across the lake.
“Michigan Moderns, they cdl it, isnt that correct? They're building up quite an indudry in postwar
unit-type, complete houses. What further information could Paul Rose give you?’

The girl's thoughtful blue eyes pondered. Then she said, “There mugt be something. This artis was a
good friend of Steve Brooks, my driver. Steve might have told him something that he didn't tdl me. In
fact, Steve mentioned seeing him just the other day. Agency people, you know, investigate prospective
clients pretty closdy. Maybe Paul Rose found out something important.”

“Could be,” commented the trim, dark-haired man.
Doc said, “Do you happen to know Danid Jamison?’ He spoke to George Big.

The representative nodded. “He's done some work in modern lighting for postwar housing.” He added,
“l don't know him persondly.”

“Excuse me a moment,” murmured Doc, and he used the telephone to cdl their own hotd. Monk
answered indantly, as though held been gtting there wating for the cdl.

“Anything new?’ inquired the bronze man.

“Doc, that cruiser vanished as dick as can be. They haven't picked it up.”

“Regisry?’

“Some dinky little town across the lake. That's more than seventy miles across from here. Probably a



fake license” Monk's tone brightened. “But 1've got something on that dead man you found in the room
adjoining Jamison's. I've been talking to that Captain of Detectives at headquarters”

“Whet did he sy?

“The dead guy wasn't a crook or anything. No record, just as they informed you previoudy. But a friend
of hiswas down there a the morgue and identified him. Seems this friend is along-haired felow too. And
he hasn't any record either. They both belonged to a perfectly legitimete religious order, and this one that
came to headquarters says his organization is gonna raise hell about some guys impersoneting them. And
Doc?’

“YS‘?’

“I've got the records bureau a headquarters working overtime for you tonight. They're checking some
parole cases & afew penitentiaries for me. Youll never guesswhy . . "

“Perhaps | have” said Doc Savage.

“You figured it that way too, Doc?’

“It's worth checking, Monk.”

“Anything ese?’

“Well be back there shortly. | think we're at a sanddtill tonight.”

He hung up. Not even Doc Savage redized, just then, that the night's events were not ended.

Leaving George Big's hotel apartment, the builder's representative offered, “If there's anything | can do,
cdl on me a once”

Doc nodded. Ham, beside him, smiled politely.

To the girl, George Big said, “I'll send some more business your way one of these days.”

“Thank you,” she said.

Going down in the eevator, Doc Savage looked a Ham. “Why so quiet? That's unusud in you.”

Ham nodded toward the elevator operator's back, remaned slent, waiting until they were outsde at the
curb, where the Cadillac was parked, until he spoke.

“Mindif | hang around here until you get back, Doc? | think I'll try to grab a steak or something. | could
edt ahorse”

Doc looked thoughtfully at his aide. The girl did not catch the swift, imperceptible flicker of Doc's eyes.

“Might aswell,” the bronze man said casudly. He addressed the girl. “How long will it take usto drive up
there to the artis's?’

“Ten minutes each way.”
“I'l meet you herein hdf an hour, then,” said Ham.

He stood there watching them drive off.



Chapter IX

NIGHT clubs were garting to close on the near North Side. The girl cut through streets of Chicago's
famous “Gold Coast.” Drunks were coming out, just as they do from any bar. But in some of these
fashionable places they had spent a week's sdary and tomorrow morning they would have the same kind
of hangover suffered by abum from West Madison Street.

Some blocks beyond the glittering night club section, there were quiet, tree-lined streets with large,
subgtantia-looking houses. It was a pleasant night. Stars were hung out in the sky.

The girl, driving dowly, watched street Sgns. Then she findly turned down a long cross-street that led
toward the lake. They crossed an intersection. There was an dl-night drug store open at the corner.
Everything else was closed.

Beyond, the next block was as quiet and peaceful as a country town. Houses were in darkness. Well
down the block Speed Cdloway indicated a structure that was somewhat more distinctive than the
others.

It was a narrow three-story afair, with big studio-type windows at the front, on each floor. “I bdieve
that's the place” She dowed the car.

A figure was jugt passing them on the sdewak—a youngish man wearing dacks and sports shirt. Doc
caught a brief glimpse of him as he passed benegath the low-hanging trees. Street lighting was dim dong
here, mogt of it blocked off by foliage. But he saw the man was blond. What interested the bronze man
was that the man seemed to pause for an indant, as though he might be going to speak to them. Then he
moved on, disgppearing down the street.

Speed pulled into the curb and killed the engine. They both walked up to the house. A light showed from
behind Venetian blinds on the firg floor. The girl glanced up at the house number.

“Thisis Paul Rose's place,” she said.

They rang the bell. Waited. Doc held his hand on the button. Faintly, in the night, he could hear a buzzer
sounding within the building.

No one came to the door.
“Does he have blond hair?” asked Daoc. “A man about thirty, medium heght?’

“Yes” thegirl remembered, “he does.” Her eyes, deep bluein the night, were questioning. “How did you
know?’

“| think,” said Doc, “he just went down the street as we rolled up here. He couldn't be going far. Maybe
down there to the drug store we just passed.”

|—" the girl started to say.
The shot sounded in the quiet night.

It came from up the street, the section they had just passed. The single crack of the gun was loud and
clear in the midnight slence.

Doc ordered quickly, “You'd better wait in the car.” He ran down the steps and swung left dong the
gdewak. Darkness benesth the trees swallowed his swift-moving figure before the girl redized what was
happening. She had never seen anyone act with such blinding speed.



A car engine sounded while Doc was running up the residentia street. Light from the street corner ahead
came brokenly through the heavy foliage.

He heard the engine roar and caught a blur of mation as the car shot away from the curb near the corner.
It headed west and was swallowed up in gloom.

Doc heard a window open. Ahead, sharp footsteps sounded on the sdewalk, then stopped. He saw a
man's figure bent down. The place was an dleyway behind the drug store. On the sde of the dley
nearest Doc there was a private home with a front lawn.

As Doc reached the spot, he saw that the man was bent down gtaring & a motionless figure just within
the dark dleyway. The man turned a the bronze man's approach.

“Holdup!” he said. “I heard the shot!”
The man lying on the ground was blond-haired, and wore dacks and a casud sports shirt.

“The druggist is cdling the police” said the pedestrian. “I think he's dead.” He stared, a little frightened,
a thefigure on the ground.

Doc bent over the body. He was asking. “Did you see who was in a car that just pulled away from the
corner?’

“No. | had just run back into the drugstore to tdl them to cdl the police. | was coming out of the
drugstore a minute ago when | heard the shot. Y ou think the robber escaped in that car?”’

Doc did not reply.

The man on the ground was dead. He had been shot close to the heart. The thing that interested the
bronze men was that every pocket of the dead blond mans dothing was turned indde out.

But he didn't think robbery was the motive—not the usud kind of holdup.

SPEED CALLOWAY arived close behind him. He saw her park the car across the street and then she
was running up to him. The druggist was there now. Someone came out of the house facing on the lawn.
Two more people arrived from the nearby corner.

The girl bent down briefly. She jerked to her feet and seized Doc's am. Her eyes were wide—daring.
He motioned her away from the others—al taking excitedly—before she gasped an exclamation. He
thought he knew what was coming.

“It's the artis—Paul Rose!” she said softly. “Is he—
Doc nodded.
“But how—"

Doc spoke so the others wouldn't hear. * Someone could have phoned him and asked him to come down
here to the corner by the drugstore. Probably made it sound very urgent. Then, the murderer waited here
inthis shadowy dley. They were searching for something—along with wanting to diminate Paul Rose. He
ather had information or knew information that was dangerous to them—or ese they thought so.”

“The bearded men?’



Doc nodded.

In the distance, thinly, a police sren could be heard. About a dozen people were standing around now,
dl taking, dl saring heplesdy the way people do when death suddenly disturbs their everyday lives

Doc remaned long enough to give a brief report to the prowl car men. He identified himsdf as Clark
Savage, Jr., and the name did not register with the two Chicago policemen. One of the cops went back
to the car and lifted the portable mike from the dashboard hook. He spoke over the two-way radio to
the police headquarters dispatcher.

|dentifying himsaf, he said, “A guy shot. Yeah, he's dead. Send the wagon.” He gave the address. He
might just as wel have been discussing the weether.

Doc and the girl departed.
“Well pick up Ham,” he said.

She was 4ill driving. She looked a him a brief ingtant, sharply. “I can't help but think—" she started to
say, then let the sentence trail, as though pondering.
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Doc waited.

“George Big,” she said. “Why, | don't know. Ther€'s no reason & dl. Yet he's the only one who knew
we were coming up here to see Paul Rose”

“Thet'sright,” agreed Doc.

“l didn't drive up here the shortest way, redly. | wasn't quite sure of the street, where it was. He could
have driven directly here after cdling the artist, asking Rose to meet him at the drug store, something like
that. Then—" She moved her shoulders as though a chill had touched her back—"then he could have
waited there in the dley, shot Rose as he passed. But why? Why?’

“Suppose,” suggested Doc, “we see Ham firg.”

They found Ham Brooks standing in a dark dothing store doorway near the hote entrance, when they
pulled up. Ham spotted them and came over and got into the front seet.

Speed spoke fird, excited.
“Did he leave the hotd right after us?’

Ham gave Doc Savage akind of casud, questioning look. The bronze man told him, “She's a very clever
grl indeed. She didn't take that line about you waiting here to have a stegk.”

“You stayed here to check on George Big, didn't you, Ham?’ asked the girl. Her eyes were bright.
Ham nodded.

The girl told him what had just happened on the near North Side. “George Big was the only one who
knew we were going there!” she pointed out. “He could have reached there a couple of moments before
us In fact, Paul Rose had judt left his house. We saw him—"

Ham was frowning. He said, “Only for one thing.”



“What?’

“George Big hasn't left his room.”

Chapter X
EARLY the next evening the mystery seemed to remain unchanged.

Doc Savage had been gone mogt of the day. Monk and Ham were in ther hotel suite, awaiting a call
from red-haired Speed Cdloway. Monk had just returned from the record bureau a police
headquarters. Ham had newspapers spread on the floor.

“She cdled yet?” Monk asked.

Ham shook his head, reading another paper. It was another account of Danid Jamison's murder. The
police sad it was quite a mygery. So far, they had not connected Doc Savage with the thing at dl. Ham
hed been checking to make certain. Doc's friend, the captain of detectives, had kept his word. One dip
to those newspaper fdlows and Doc's name would have been in dl the headlines. His reputation for
seding that evildoers in various parts of the world were caught and punished was known by every
newspaperman in the country.

“l wouldn't put it past you,” said Monk suspicioudy, “to date that redhead while I'm busy doing a job for
Doc.”

Ham ignored him, finished reading another account of Jamison's death. Two of the papers lised a smdl,
matter-of-fact report about lagt night's shooting of the artist, Paul Rose. They described it as a holdup
shooting by a person or persons unknown.

The running of the feature race a Washington Park got more publicity in Chicago.
Ham put aside the last paper and looked up. “Doing what for Doc?’
“I got these”

Monk threw severd photographs on the table near Ham. “Some sharp characters who have put in time
a various penitentiaries,” he explained. “The Ohio State pen . . . the one hereinlllinois. . . Sng Sing . . .
others”

Ham frowned as he looked at the assorted photographs. There were hard faces, shrewd clean-shaven
faces, bland, expressionless faces. There were profile shots and height and weight measurements given.

“Parolees,” said Monk. “A couple of others escaped. All of 'em mixed up in various rackets.”
gy

“| think Doc's getting ready for something.”

“What?'

Monk shrugged his burly shoulders. “I dunno. He's been running around &l day. He shouldnt, ether. Did
you see those marks on his back and chest?” Monk, as battle-scarred as he was himsdf, gave a sort of
shudder.



Ham's eyes were thoughtful. “Doc hasn't said much,” he said as though reviewing something in his own
mind. “But he had a close cdl yesterday. | tried to make him take it easy today. He took a terific
beating. The murder of his friend Danid Jamison was another jolt. Doc's moving in on something, and if
you ask me he's going to move fast.”

“What do you figure it is?’

“For one thing,” mused Ham, “it dl centers around these little houses. Funny. George Big is in tha
business. The artis—Paul Rose—did advertising layouts on postwar homes. Speed Caloway's transport
trucks have been hauling some kind of new prefabricated postwar house—the kind a lot of G.I. veterans
are buying. Danid Jamison had developed a number of new, low-cogt lighting aids for modern postwar
houses. And today Doc found out something dse”

“Wel—go on,” Monk prodded.

“Seding those blueprints of Jamison's a the univeraty isnt the only thing that happened recently. Doc
checked over a number of recent cases recorded on the blotter at headquarters. He saw something the
police overlooked—of course, at the time, the police had no reason to see a connection—"

“Get onwithit,” urged Monk.

“Wdl, an inventor of a new type of plagtic building materid disappeared here in Chicago recently. Also,
another expert who was working on an advanced kind of unbreakable, lightweight window glass that can
be shipped as easly as newspaper.”

Monk sad: “It dl centers around this new-type postwar house fidd, doesn't it?’
“Exactly!”

“And alot of funny long-haired hermit kind of guys mixed up in it. Y ou'd wonder what connection they'd
have with it.”

“Wouldnt you, though?’

“Not me” announced Monk. “I think I've got the same hunch Doc has” He picked up the police
photographs and returned them to his pocket. “Let's cdl up Speed and take her to dinner while we're
waiting for Doc.” He started toward the telephone.

“She it a the garage,” Ham said.

Ham's jaw stuck ouit.

“Y ou've been trying to get her, hun?’

“That's right.”

“Why, you shygter, for less than two cents I'd—"

The telephone rang.

Monk grabbed the receiver and shoved his associate aside. “Isthat you, honey?’ he said hopefully.
Doc Savage sad, “I'm cdling from the lobby. Y ou and Ham meet us outsde right away. We're waiting.”
“We? Monk asked.



“Speed Caloway—her car.”
Monk hung up, looked at Ham, announced, “ Something's up!”

DOC SAVAGE was a the whed of the girl's big car. Speed, her pretty face animated with excitement,
was beside the bronze man. Doc put the car in mation while Monk was dill dosing the door to the rear
Seet.

Thegirl turned sidewaysin the front seat and looked at Ham.

“I'm sorry | had to break our dinner date. Doc came to the garage and welve been busy. Something's
happened.”

Monk started to say, “I knew this fagt-talking shyster was double-crossing me—" He leaned forward,
looking sharply at the redhaired girl. “What'd you say happened?’

“The Coast Guard located the cabin cruiser.”
“Where?’

Doc, swinging the Cadillac southward on Michigan, said, “A small-boat harbor ten miles north of Benton
Harbor, across the Lake.”

“Anyone aboard?’ Ham wanted to know.

Doc shook his head. “The regisry number was forged, as | suspected. The cruiser belonged to an
inventor who disappeared herein Chicago some time ago. The cruiser had been missng ever snce. They
hed it.”

“They? Monk leaned forward, his hands on his knees in a manner that said he fdt like fighting
somebody.

“The bearded men, apparently—though, as | said, no one was found aboard the cruiser when it was
located |ate this afternoon. Buit it tells us something.”

“Thet the hideout is probably across the lake in that vidnity?' suggested Ham.
“Yes” Doc sad.

Monk complained, “It's a hdl of a big lake—and a hdl of a lot of shordine. You might search for
weeks—"

“Not if you go about it sysematicdly,” said Doc.

“Doc hasn't told you the rest of it,” the gifl said. “They did find some of the bearded men—the police
did, down in Michigan City this afternoon. That's right at the southern end of the Lake. The man highway
around to Michigan cuts right through there.”

Doc added: “There was atraffic accident, and a car full of those long-haired characters piled up and they
were shaken up a bit. | was a headquarters when it came in on the teletype, a routine traffic report of
accidents. We ordered the men held at alocd jal near Michigan City.”

Doc turned off Michigan again, drove through streets that led to the truck terminds south of the Loop.



Ohbvioudy he was headed toward Speed Cdloway's garage, and he wasin a hurry.

Then he added: “Y our friend Fellow Columbus was one of them—the chap who was stopping in Room
919 a our hotdl. They found the hotel cashier's receipt for the room on him.”

Ham whigtled. “How many of them in the car?’

“Four, they say, counting Fellow Columbus.”

“That makes seven we know of,” figured Monk. “I'm counting the three who got away on the cruiser.”
Doc nodded. “That'sright.”

“Any of them talk?’

Doc sad: “They won't open their mouths. They inggt they belong to a rdigious brotherhood.”
“Brotherhood, hdl!” exploded Monk.

Doc had pulled into the curb at the girl's big garage, which ran the length of a short Sde street.

“What are we stopping here for?” Monk demanded.

Thegirl amiled. She amiled a Monk. His face started to beam. “How would you,” she said, “like to push
asemi-traler job between here and somewhere south of Muskegon, Michigan tonight?’

Monk beamed. “With you beside mein the cab, honey?’
“Weredl going,” sad Speed Caloway.

Monk said, “I used to drive trucks once, years ago. I'd rather ride herd on one of those babies than on a
bronc.”

“Wel, there's truck cowboys too.”

Doc and the girl led the way directly to the office of the trucking company. Ham was puzzled. He wanted
to know:

“Why are we garting from here? What has driving a truck got to do with it? And wha are we waiting
here for?’

“George Big is going with us” said Doc Savage. “He's medting us here. He's offered to be of any
assistance he can.”

Ham was more interested in the trangport truck part of it. “But why not drive over therein the Cadillac?’
“Because” said Doc, “driving the truck might solve thisthing. Well take Speed's car too. Wdl split up.”

Ham's eyes narrowed. “Y ou've found out something, haven't you?’

DOC shook his head dowly. “No-0,” he admitted. “But Speed here, did. At leadt, it's posshly the
solution to everything. When Steve Brooks' truck was serviced—it had not been driven since it was
found in a parking lot exactly amile from here today—the mechanics discovered that the meter card was
missng. Weve checked the mileage from here to the parking lot very carefully. We're going to dlow for



that. From the parking lot, the trall will follow, in reverse, Steve Brooks trip back from Michigan the
other night. Speed, here, knows that route like a book.”

Ham said, “I don't get it.”

Doc was on the verge of explaining, when he looked up, nodded, cdled out, “We're waiting for you.”
Dark-haired, eficient-looking George Big had just started into the office. He shook hands with everyone.
“Ready?’ he asked in his business-like manner.

“Ready,” said Doc pleasantly.

Ham was allittle surprised that Doc had no objections to the man going with them. Usudly Doc liked to
handle cases in his own way. Perhaps it was because George Big had been a friend of the girl's father,
and had sent this new hauling business to her. A contract that had led to degth of her driver. George Big
no doubt fdt responsgible, in away.

Also, perhaps he could hdp them. It was he who had heard of Michigan Moderns, the new portable
building concern across the Lake.

Certainly, Ham thought, he wasin the clear about lagt night. George Big had never |eft his hotel, Ham had
made cartain of that. Someone dse had reached the artis and murdered him before Doc's arrival.

Doc announced: “Mr. Big and | will take the Cadillac. Well follow you. Monk, you and Ham and Miss
Cdloway ridein the truck.”

The suggestion pleased the chemist. Monk beamed. He said, “I'll give this dude shyster a ride hélll
remember!”

“Dont forget,” said Doc, amiling alittle, “you have Miss Caloway with you.”
Monk's grin spread his big mouth even wider. “How could |7’

Thegirl said, “I can take it. I've bounced around in tractor cabs more times than | can remember.”

THEY got started. The time was gpproximately quarter past ninein the evening.

Doc drove them over to the parking lot that had been mentioned. The huge red-painted, semi-traler job
was parked there. The name was painted across sides of the long trailer and rear talgate CALLOWAY
FAST FREIGHT.

The bronze man left George Big in the Cadillac, parked just outsde the lot, while he accompanied the
others to the girl's truck transport.

“Let's see” he said, checking details with her. “The speedometer's set?’
“At zero.”

“The route?’

“Know it like | know my way home,” said Speed with assurance.

“The stops en route?’



“A few coffee-and-anchor stops the boys use regularly. A gas-up Sation. That's dl—unless something
hwm‘s”

“Check distances, time of stops, everything, as accurately as possible”
“Dont worry,” said the girl, “I know just what to do.”
Doc left them, saying, “WEell be right behind you.”

Thegirl svung up into the high cab. A huge wide seat gave them vighility from high above the road leve.
She pulled numerous switches. Red, green and ydlow riding lights came on dl over the trailer section, on
ddes and rear. There were a least twenty warning lights in dl. She let Monk dide behind the huge
Searing whed. She sat between the chemist and Ham.

He commented, “You certainly have alot of faith inhim.”
Monk growled, “You just watch, handsome!”

The girl explained, “This isn't a Diesd job. And watch the airbrakes. We're running empty and they're
touchy. Don't let her dew around or jackknife on you.”

Monk looked as happy as could be. “Lady,” he said in admiration, “you're talking my language. It's been
alongtime”

“Itwill be,” put in Ham, “if you don't know how to handle one of these babies.”

Monk had found the starter. The powerful engine thundered into life He let it warm up. The girl told him,
“Therére eignt forward speeds. Y ou won't need creeper. Shelll handle light.”

Then the homely chemist was easing the long transport out onto the highway. Ham glanced down out of
the high cab window, saw Doc nod from where he was parked at the curb and start out behind them.

Even Ham had to admit to himsdf that Monk knew his suff. Swiftly his partner got the fed of the Sxteen
heavy wheds rumbling beneath them, the naturd sway of the trailer, the sendtiveness of the big steering
whedl.

They rumbled southward toward Whiting, at the Chicago city limits The night was clear. Other highway
transports thundered aong in the same direction, or coming northward from Indiana. Headlamps flicked
in greeting, the slent language of the road drivers during the long nights.

Treffic was heavy the firg hour. Through busy, smoky Gary, a fiery glow lighting the sky from hundreds
of stedd mill stacks. The highway curved south and east past the lower tip of Lake Michigan. The route
here was dightly inland. They could not see the Lake itslf.

Thegirl had taken a pad and pencil from her jacket. From time to time she made notations, watching the
mileage figures on the speedometer.

“Jug what,” prodded Ham suddenly, “did Doc mean when he mentioned the trip meter card? He was
going to say something abouit it at your office, then George Big camein and | guess he forgot about it.”

“Doc never forgets anything,” said Monk, watching the road, deftly handling the huge steering whed.
Thegirl said, “Doc thought of something that everyone else overlooked.”
“Meaning?’ Ham was puzzled.



“It is the dlue that my driver tried to get to me. He didn't want to place mein danger, so he planned to
dip it to me there at the modd homes show. But someone got to him firs and murdered him. And got
thet clue”

“Thetrip meter card?’

The girl's eyes were intent in the shadows of the big noisy cab. Glow from the dash only touched her
smoothly rounded knees. The lights were so adjusted in order not to interfere with a road driver's vison.

She nodded. There was that tenseness in her mouth again.

“Itisnot only the due” she said. “The card is the solution to grim murder. That's why everyone is after
it”

“But who hasiit?

“l don't know.”

“Does Doc?’ asked Ham.

“l ... don't know that ether,” said the girl dowly.

For severa moments they were dl dlent, thinking about it.

Chapter Xl

THE highway was garting its curve northward again now, toward the Michigan state line. That part of
Indiana through which they rumbled was only atiny segment right at the Lake edge.

A highway sgn told them Michigan City was not far ahead. There was 4ill quite a bit of heavy traffic, and
Monk complained.

“Wish | could let this baby out,” he said.

They were doing fifty. It was loud and bumpy within the sted cab. The rumble of the heavy wheds
beneath them made the speed seem even fadter.

“Dont get idess,” said Ham to hisimpatient partner.

The gifl made note of the time at fifteen-minute intervas.

A big sraight job ralling down the highway toward them flicked lights and spotlight.

“That's anew one,” commented Monk.

“Sow down,” warned the girl. “That means something iswrong up ahead. The driver isletting us know.”

Monk touched the air brakes gently as they rolled into a long sweeping curve. A red glow swept into
view as they came into the straightaway again.

There was a truck parked on the shoulder of the highway, red flares placed behind and in front of it.
They saw the driver's figure revealed in tharr powerful headlamp beams. He waved them on, meking a
dgn language sgnd with his hands.



Speed explained, “Engine trouble. He's dready got a service truck on the way. We won't have to stop.”

Ham remarked, “It's fascinating, in't it? These fdlows spend a londy night, ralling dong, taking to no
one. Y et they have away of conversang with one another as they thunder past in the dark.”

“Yes” the girl said. “In this business, you only stop for emergency or a a regular termind. Time is
precious. We compete with the railroads for speed in delivery—even faster, sometimes. It's no job for
milk-toast boys.”

Monk was picking up speed again when the girl's open Cadillac pulled beside them, on the left. Monk
stuck his head out the high cab window. The girl leaned over and handled the whed a moment.

Doc was shouting something up a the chemigt. Then the Cadillac fdl back again. Monk told them:

“The next little crossroads ahead. Doc says there€'s a warning treffic light. Right past that's a country
hoosegow. We stop there”

In afew moments they dowed for the light. Then Monk eased the big transport into the curb. Ham noted
that, when they stopped, the girl again jotted down the time. He was aware tha the time notations
seemed mighty important.

They parked and swung down to the street. There was a pool room, a generd store—closed—a feed
store across the street. Doc and George Big came waking up dongside the truck. He indicated a amdl
red brick building set off by itsdlf.

“Thismugt beit,” sad Doc. “Thelocd jail.”

INSIDE, they found a gangling tal man stting with his long legs hooked on the sil of an open window.
His chair was tilted back and he was reading a true story magazine. He was a leadt fifty, and could have
been years older. He shifted awad of tobacco into his cheek and said, “Hi.”

Seaing the girl, he decided to get up. There was a heavily barred doorway on the far Sde of the room.
The night was warm. Outside, in a Sde yard, crickets chirped lazly.

Doc stepped forward.

“Mr. Garity?’

“Yep,” sad thejailer.

“| talked to you late this afternoon from Chicago police headquarters. I'm—"

Garrity shoved out along bony hand before the bronze man had a chance to finish. “Hel's belld” he said.
“| recognize you now. Doc Savage!”

Doc introduced the others.

Jdler Garrity said with importance, “I been waitin' for you, Mr. Savage. | got those funny birds right on
ice” He removed his cut of tobacco, threw it in a waste basket, rubbed the padms of his hands on the



seat of his trousers. “Right this way.” He took a large key from his pocket and moved toward the
iron-barred door. There was a heavy bdt around his wais that supported a holstered revolver. He dso
wore old blue suspenders, probably just as a matter of habit.

Garrity squinted at the girl as he did the large key into the stedl lock. “Maybe she oughta wait—"
“l want to see them too,” said Speed determinedly.
Monk moved up beside her. “Shéll be dl right, Chief.” He elbowed Ham aside.

Pleased at the way he was addressed, the jaler unlocked the heavy door and led them into a corridor.
He was saying, “These guys sure got me puzzled. All look dike. I'm glad someone's gonna straighten me
out. | threw them in the lockup when they busted one of our traffic 9gns and dmogt ran right through the
feed store window. Tak about speeding—"

“Anyone hurt badly?’ asked Doc Savage.
“Naw. One of 'em sprained hiswrig, isdl.”

They cameto alarge room walled by severd individud samdl cdls. An overhead drop light hung from the
adling of the room. Garrity said, “I locked 'em up separately so's | could handle them if they started a
fl&”

Four bearded faces, four sets of eyes like those of watchful, caged foxes, stared at them from four
separate smdl cdls.

Doc Savage moved from cel to cdl, looking the men over. They were big men, solidly built. The others
joined imin his scrutiny.

To Monk, Doc sad, “Which would you say is the one cdled Felow Columbus?’
Monk pointed at one of the prisoners.

George Big stood to one side, waiching.

Ham said, “No, heignt the one. It'sthisfelow over here”

“You're crazy!” sad Monk.

They started arguing.

“| think,” the girl said quietly, pointing, “it's thisman here.” She drew back, seeing the way the man's eyes
looked at her. His big hands gripped the bars.

Doc looked at the jaler. “1s he the one you got the hotel receipt from?’

Garrity nodded.

“Search them dl?" asked Doc.

“Jud routine suff,” explained the bony-looking jaler. “Took knives, bets and such away from them.”

“Let's have alook a Fellow Columbus here” suggested Doc. He indicated the bearded, watchful man
both the girl and Garrity had pointed out.

Thejailer unlocked the cdll door, jerked his head, growled, “Come on, bo. Outsde!”



The big, long-haired man shuffled out into the room. Speed Cdloway moved back a hit, as did George
Big, hisusud effident, business-like manner somewhat ill a ease.

“Seeif he has anything, Monk,” said Doc.

Monk, grinning, stepped toward the man with the beard. “Try something, fuzzy,” he told the big man, “an’
see what happend!”

The bearded men tried it regardiess. He didnt turn on Monk. He legped toward the hdlway and
dammed right into little George Big.

The dender, dark-haired man let out a ydp and flung his arms around the bearded man—more to keep
himsdf from falling than anything e se. They threshed abouit.

The man with the beard did not have a chance, of course. It was surprisng he did not understand thet.
Monk was on him like a legping bobcat. Doc was past Monk and across the room, blocking passage out
to the hdl. He could have stopped the fellow.

Ham said as though bored, “Thought you could handle him, stupid,” and moved to help search the man.
Monk said what he thought of people who didn't mind their own business.

Doc, meanwhile, was setting George Big on his feet. The business man had fdlen to his knees. He was
gasping, “Good Lord, | thought he was going to kill me.”

Garrity was holding his gun and looking like he was going to shoot someone. The girl told him, “It's dl
right. Don't worry.”

The search of the bearded prisoner revealed nothing. There were no papers on him. Doc Savage seemed
most disappointed of dl. It showed in the way he glanced at the redhaired girl and shrugged.

Then he sad to the jaller, “Have you arazor?’

“Yep, surething,” said Garrity. His faded gray eyes looked quizzicdly at the bronze man, then started to
twinkle. “1 get you,” he said, “I'll bring some rope, too. Watch him!”

FELLOW COLUMBUS suspected what was coming. He started to struggle. Monk did behind him,
pinioned his arms as though they were held in amighty vise. Ham and Doc Savage handled the feet. They
were holding the bearded man Hill and motionless on the floor when the jaller returned with rope and an
old-fashioned draight razor.

“l reckon,” said Garrity, “you won't need soap. Take too much timel”
They tied the man securdly, then shaved him.
The transformation was somewhat amazing.

He was farly young, under thirty. His features were heavy, crud, and there was an ugly scar, long and
deep, on the left cheek.

Speed Cdloway exclamed, 1 imagined him to be dmogt fifty!”
“A beard like that fools you,” said Doc Savage.



Monk was looking curioudy at the freshly shaved man. “Y'know, I've seen that funny-looking face
beforel”

“Of course you have, dimwit!” snapped Ham. “You have his picture right there in your pocket!” He
referred to the photographs Monk had shown himin their hotd suite,

Monk yanked out the police photos. He said dowly, sdecting one of the photographs, “Oh-h!”

Then he read: “James Bridges . . . Ohio State Penitentiary . . . June, 1941 to December, 1942 . . .
September, 1944 to January, 1946!” He looked a the prisoner. “Went back for a little post-graduate
work, huh?’

Doc told them, “Embezzlement, armed robbery and blackmail used to be his specidties” He nodded to
jaler Garrity. “Lock him up again.”

“What about searching and shaving the others?” Ham wanted to know.

“We won't bother—right now,” advised Doc. There was a restlessness dirring in his strange flake-gold
eyes. “| want to get started.” He spoke to Garrity again. “The State police will be here to take over.
They're being natified. It might take time until formdlities are completed.”

“Check,” said Garrity. He fdt impressed that he had such digtinguished lodgers behind his bars.
Doc looked at trim George Big. “Do you fed up to going on? There's more ahead.”
George Big looked alittle pae. But he said, “1 guess| can takeit.”

They went back to the truck.

Chapter Xll
DOC SAVAGE reveded ashift in his plans when they reached the curb.

“I wonder if you'd mind,” he said, speaking to George Big, “riding in the Cadillac with Monk and Ham?
Il drive the truck. | want Miss Caloway to check on the route with me”

The busness man nodded. He 4ill looked rather shaken.

They switched around, but when Doc dimbed up into the high cab seat with the girl, he said, “Can you
handle this job?”’

“Of coursg,” she told him. She did over behind the whed.

With the assurance of a veteran, she put the long semi-trailer into motion and went deftly through the
speeds. Soon they Ieft the towns behind them, ralling through Michigan City and a little suburb. Traffic
thinned. It was getting late. Only occasiondly did another highway truck pass them going the other way.

Doc took the disk-like sheet of paper from his pocket and placed it on his knees under the dash light. It
contained sort of a graph.

Speed's eyes flicked down, saw the chart, and gave alittle cry. “The meter chart! Where did you find it?’

“Fdlow Columbus had it.” Doc's eyes were somewhat grim. “This is what everyone has been looking
for—the piece of paper for which murder was committed.”



“Yes” thegirl said, and there was a hint of terror in her tight voice. “That's what Steve Brooks tried to
get to me before . . " She stopped, findly went on: “But | didn't see you get it away from that horrible
men back there”

Doc sad: “Can you read me those notes you made, while you drove?’
“Of course. . .”

Handling the whed with one hand, gaze shifting back and forth congtantly to the open road ahead, she
took the dip of paper from her pocket and started reading off the time and mileage notation she had
mede on the run down from Chicago.

The graph-like chart, which Doc held, showed mileages and exact length of time spent at dl stops. A
fresh blank chart was placed in the meter a the tart of every truck run. It recorded speeds, mileage and
dl stops made by a driver during hisrun.

Doc read from Steve Brooks recorded chart. “He made a ten-minute stop in Gary, coming in that
morning.”

“Check,” she said.

“Then he stopped againin Michigan City. Let me see . . .” Doc carefully studied the recording that was
on the cardboard-like paper. “Twenty-five minutes”

Thegirl read off the mileage between the two stops.
“Exactly,” said Doc.

“Thet,” she then told him, “would be his coffee-and-anchor stop a Pete's diner in Michigan City. The
boys stop to eat there”

He did some more figuring on the chart. “The next stop should be forty miles north of here, according to
this”

Thegirl frowned. “It should be forty-five miles to the warehouse where he picked up the house units”

Doc caefully re-checked the graph. “Yes” he said, “he did start forty-five miles north of here. That's
where the graph begins. But five miles |ater, south of there, he made an hour stop. It's here.”

“Therés nothing at that point,” the girl said, puzzled.

They rolled on through the night. Doc made no further comment. Air rushed in through the lowered side
windows and there was some dampness. You could amdl the lake now. Once it appeared far off to the
left, as they followed a bluff that bordered it. Its dark, endless breadth was ingpiring.

The highway dropped downgrade and ran close to its shore. Then the lake wasn't vigble & dll.
Thegirl said, “We're gaing to run into some fog. You can fed it. You can't see the lake anymore.”

She was right.

WISPS of gray mig, like tumbleweed ralling across the desert, shifted across the curving highway. The
grl switched on twin pairs of fog lamps. She was able to hold the fifty-mile-an-hour speed. Her straight,



trim figure shifted dightly with the motion of the cushioned sest, as they roared dong. Tires made a
continuous high whigling sound racing over the pavement.

“Ten more miles” said Doc. He looked a her carefully. “Want me to take over?’

She shook her head, blue eyes sraight ahead on the road. The tractor-trailer unit shot through little fluffs
of migy fog. She said tightly, “Thisisfor Steve Brooks.”

Doc was suddenly interested in the rows of switch buttons on the dash. He asked, “Which one of these is
the tall-light?”

The girl grinned. “You can dmogt take your pick.” She indicated one of the switches. “But this is the
man one.”

The bronze man started flicking the switch off and on. Speed glanced a him curioudy. “What are you
doing?’

“Something | forgot to tdl Ham,” he said.

'l see” she said. “Blinker code—just like on a ship. W, that saves time stopping to tdl him.”

“Yes” sad Doc.

As Doc Savage manipulated the switch, he dso checked mileges on the chart. “Four miles” he
announced. Then, only a little more than a minute later, “Three miles” He added, “I'm giving you the
distance to that unscheduled stop Steve made five miles below his regular termindl.”

“l understand,” she said. Her own quick gaze watched the trip section of the speedometer. Shortly she
announced, “Two miles. I'm checking it here.”

They had less than a mile to go when Doc finished whatever he was doing with the tail-light switch. He
pushed it in, shutting off that particular light.

Thegirl had her foot on the air brakes, touching them gently. She had reduced speed, dropping the cab
into neutrd, and they rolled dong without the thunderous roar of the engine, coasting. They dropped
down along straight hill, followed a wooded long stretch of highway that, soon, would be fog bound. The
fog kept ralling in from the lake.

Puzzled, Speed said, “Thisisit . . . right dong here . . . where Steve made an hour's stop.” She lifted one
hand from the big steering whed and motioned. “Look. Nothing at dl. Just woods on ether sde. No
road ...

“Easy,” ingructed Doc. He watched benesth the layer of fog, which hung perhaps a dozen feet above the
highway through this long hollow. He checked off the speedometer mileage with exactness. When there
was one-tenth of a mile left to go, he pointed ahead, on the lake Sde, and said, “Tha old gate in the
sgging wire fence, see it?’

Thegirl was dert, shaking her head.
“Dont stop,” said the bronze man. “Drop back into gear and keep ralling.”

They both watched, however, as the truck went past. Beyond the sagging gate there was an old road,
like the road leading into a farm, only this one disappeared in the woods that bordered the lake, some
distance away, a mile perhaps.



As they passed it, Doc said, “It checks exactly. Five miles from where Steve Brooks started his return
trip that night.”

“Wha do you think?" she asked tensdly.

Doc's features were immohile for a moment. Then, “Keep right on to the termind where he picked up the
shipments. That's five more miles”

They reached the place seven minutes later.

IT was a landing stage dongside the lake. The highway, skirting an inlet, svung past two huge gray
wooden buildings the g9ze of amdl warehouses. There was a dock, with a amdl lake freighter tied up
adongsde.

Doc drove the truck in and parked. Monk pulled the touring car up beside them. The three men—Monk,
Ham, and George Big—came over to join Doc and the girl as they sivung down from the truck cab.

Lights shone from the many windows of the two long Structures. There was a large Sgn: MICHIGAN
MODERNS. Two transport trucks were drawn up a aloading plaform beside an office doorway. Men
were loading the big trailers with bulky, heavy packing cases.

Thegr said, “That one truck goes to Detroit.” She was reading the truck company names painted on the
gdesof thetralers. “The other isa Cincinnati outfit.”

Doc commented, “The busness is branching out fast.”

George Big sad in his efficient, quick manner, “ Something was wrong with one of your tail-lights. It findly
burned out.”

“Thank you,” murmured Doc. He was dready leading the way toward the office of the long building.
They found no one ingde, so continued on through to the main part of the building.

What they saw was quite impressve. A production line at Willow Run would be smilar to it. Only, cars
were not being assembled. They were unit-built houses.

Men worked at various sections, crating units of sding, floors, wdls, a kind of collgpsble window,
kitchen units.

There was a section where lighting fixtures were being carefully packed. Doc Savage recognized a new
kind of fluorescent lighting that was not yet on the market. Nearby, molding and trim made of some new
light-weight plastic—it looked dmogt like steel—was being placed in cartons labeled with a key number.

Men went on working, merdy giving the Doc Savage party a glance now and then. A man came down
an ade of the long assembly room. He wore a watchman's time-clock at his belt. He was an dderly man
with afriendly smile

Hesad: “Vigtors, Mr. Big?' and nodded to the dark-haired, mustached man.

George Big nodded. He looked a the Doc Savage group and said in a matter-of-fact way, “Wadl, |
suppose | might as wel tdl you. Michigan Moderns is my business. | own it. Youll find it a perfectly
legitimete business” His sharp dark eyes went to the bronze man. “Do you see any bearded felows
around here?’



Doc shook his head. There was not along-haired worker in the building.

Monk looked suspicious, daring around. Ham said nothing. The girl's deep blue eyes went to Doc's and
were questioning.

George Big said, “Excuse me a moment. | want to get something from the office to show you.” He
walked away quickly.

Monk started, “Doc, | don't get it—"

The bronze man apparently did not hear him. He stepped quickly down the long assembly room as
George Big disappeared dong an dde of the office

The business man was just picking up the telephone when Doc came into the amdl room behind him.
“Jugt a moment!”

George Big's dark eyes flashed as he looked up.

“l think,” said Doc Savage, “I'l make acdl fire.”

The operator was on the line. “ State Police,” said Doc without waste of words.

Monk had come into the office, quietly, behind the short, dender business man. At that moment George
Big was saying harshly, “Put down that phone!” And his right hand was reaching behind his was, at the
bdt line

Monk yeled: “Look out, Doc!”

The bronze man reached into his coat pocket, removed a smdl, short-barreled weapon. He tossed it to
Monk, saying, “He had agun—in the amdl holster he wesars at the back of his belt. | took it away from
himwhen | picked him up off the floor at the jail.”

Monk had caught the weapon. He dropped it in his coat pocket, on the side away from the fiery-eyed
little business man. Monk's hand held George Big by the arm, and the man winced with pain. He began
to stare in fear at the homely-faced, powerful chemist.

Doc sad: “And thid” placing the truck meter chart on the desk beside the telephone.

The girl, Ham and the watchman had come into the office. The derly man was wide-eyed a the way
George Big was hdd a prisoner.

Monk said, “It'sdl right, Pop,” to the gray-haired watchman. “Your employer happens to be a crook!”
He put some more pressure on the am and George Big sucked in his breath.

Ham was looking at the meter card-graph on the desk. He said to the bronze man, “We figured out your
blinker message from the truck tal-light. So you got this away from Fellow Columbus back there a the
jal?

Doc nodded. “Hetried to dip it to George Big during that faked escape attempt from the jal room. He
grabbed him purposdy.”

“That's what you said when you flicked us the blinker message,” Ham acknowledged.



“FELLOW COLUMBUS,” continued the bronze man, “was the man George Big caled the moment we
left Big's hotdl-gpartment lagt night. Columbus got to the artist, Paul Rose, ahead of us—killing him and
finding the truck meter chart. Steve Brooks had gone to the artist because they were persond friends,
and he could trust him—and, he did not want to implicate Miss Cdloway in something that he was trying
to solve. Steve Brooks redized their own company might be suspected.”

To the operator, as he dill hdd the phone, Doc said, “Yes, I'm waiting.”

Doc sad to the others, “Fdlow Columbus and some of his gang had to leave town fast. They'd missed
the cabin cruiser, so they drove. Columbus 4ill had the meter card—the one thing that would show us
where their hideout is—with him. George Big, here, knew that. So he suggested coming with us to the
jal.” He looked at the prisoner and his unusud eyes flickered a little. “You were puzzled because you
didntt find the meter record in your pocket after we left thejall, weren't you?’

George Big cursed profandy. Monk hit imin the mouth. After that he was slent.

“Police barracks?’ Doc was saying on the phone. The connection had gone through. The trunk line to the
town, five miles away, had been busy—as the operator had informed Doc.

Briefly, yet in clear detail, Doc made his report. He finished with, “Weéll get started. They might have
spotted us dready and are lidble to try and pull out.” He gave indructions concerning the old sagging
gateway exactly five miles south. “In there,” he said. “Youll find the gate open when you arrive.”

He hung up. The girl looked worried. “ Shouldn't you wait—" she started.
Doc shook his head.

“Thereignt time” He spoke to the dderly watchman, “Pop, | don't think you're implicated. I'm pogtive
everyone working here is innocent of how many of your new home appliances, devices and features were
obtained—the plans, patents, and so on. But I'll have to ask you to wait right here until the State Police
take over.”

He spoke to Speed Cdloway again, “Know any of those truck drivers outsde?’
“I think | recognized one,” she said. “They dl work for well-known, legitimate outfits”
“Bring them in,” said Doc.

Fve drivers shortly appeared. Doc guessed the girl had told them something of the crooked setup, and of
murder—especidly of one of their fraternity.

Doc explained further. “Two of your driverswill have to stay here. | can use you three others.”

They were husky men, and they dready looked like they were ready for afight after hearing the rest of
the details from Doc Savage.

They started in by tying up George Big.
“Do they hang or dectrocute these kind of guysin lllinois?” one driver asked.
Doc ingged that the girl remain there at the office.

A few moments later, usng the Cadillac, Doc, Ham, Monk and the three truck drivers returned to the
haf-hidden dirt road in the fog-shrouded hallow, five miles south.



Doc had passed out weapons that he took from the luggage compartment of the girl's car. He had stored
them there earlier that day. They dso had assorted tire irons, monkey wrenches and heavy tools with
them. “No shooting unless absolutely necessary,” Doc had warned them.

The road in through the woods, which they were falowing a few moments later, wound back and forth.
They drove a mile The fog formed heavy beaded curtains among the trees. The lake was close by, for
now it grew damper and the fog was amost impenetrable.

They were on the lookout for buildings back there in the deep woods. Doc had an idea they would be
constructed far enough in from the lake for concealment, yet close enough that an escape route would
adways be avalable.

They ran into the bearded men in a different way than they expected. Trouble came down upon them
without any kind of warning.

Chapter Xlll

PERHAPS a guard was kept posted near the old sagging gateway a the man road. Maybe the lookout
hed seen the truck dow down to a crawl asit went by, on the way north.

Regardless, the bearded men appeared without warning. They dropped down out of the trees, three of
them landing in the open car. Others moved from behind concedling tree trunks.

Monk let out a whoop, dammed on the emergency, seized a heavy wrench and legped ouit.

There was some confusion. The heavy fog, like a gray vall, caused it. Once Monk amogt clipped Ham
by mistake.

The lawyer ydled, “Grab them by thar beards, you dunce, and then youll be sure”

The fight spread out, scattered through the woods. There was some shooting. The shots went wild or
thunked into trees.

Monk estimated there had been a dozen men. He knew that he himsdf had knocked out five He found
Ham and learned that the lawyer had accounted for three more.

They heard one of the truck driversydl in the fog, “That makes four!”

Monk was puzzled as he saw three figures moving vagudy and tore after them. Ham was at his sSde.
Monk ydled, “Can't understand it! They're growing in numberd”

It was Doc Savage who made the discovery that at least four bearded men had been fighting Sde by side
with him.

He drew up short. He redlized a truck had pulled in through the winding road, had parked, and more
bearded men were piling out with clubsin their hands.

“l think,” said the man closest to Doc, “weve accounted for dl of them. May | introduce mysdf. I'm
Brother Jones.” He named a famous brotherhood of rdigious followers who operated a resort area ten
miles south of here. “We decided,” he told the bronze man, “it was time we took things into our hands
when these rascals killed one of our memberg!”

Doc's voice, loud and deep-toned, carried up and down the misted lanes of the woods. He called a hdt



to the fighting. He explained the presence of the growing numbers of bearded men.

Somewhere in the woods, Monk said with rdlief, “Gally, | thought 1 was seeing triple. | was getting no
place fadt!”

Thefight was over. The State Police arrived.

LATER, the fdlowing morning, they examined the smadl, hidden workshops in the woods, not far from
the lake shore. Stolen patents were found. Blueprints. Plans for the low-cost production of new,
light-weight materids for prefabricated homes.

Everything had been stolen.

Doc examined books found in a safe at the warehouse office. There were orders on the books for
hundreds and hundreds of the new portable houses. Mogly from veterans desperately seeking places to
live with thair new brides. Subgtantiad down payments had been collected. The balance, in each case,
was due upon delivery of the houses.

Ham remarked, “This racket would build up into millions”

Doc agreed. “And,” he added, “it was being built on the brains of men who spent years of research.
Some of them—murdered.”

He referred to his persond friend Danid Jamison. There were others. Doc's eyes were grim.

It was pretty red-haired Speed who wanted to know about the names of the bearded men. “It was some
kind of way of identification, wasn't it? Such funny names—Fellow Columbus—Felow Joliet!”

Doc told her: “Ther names identified the state penitentiaries where they dl had spent time. Most of them
were parolees. A few had escaped.”

Suddenly she understood. “ Joliet isthe lllinois state prison . . . Columbus, the Ohio State penitentiary.”
“That'sright,” said Doc.

Monk had wandered off some place. He arrived with a Michigan state trooper. “I've got a suggestion,”
he said. He looked happy about something.

Ham asked suspicioudy, “What's up now?’

Monk indicated the state cop. “They have that cabin cruiser tied up severa miles up the lake. It has to be
returned to Chicago. | thought—"

He glanced a red-haired Speed, grinned. “1 can handle a boat as good as a truck. It1l be anice sal.”
Doc was ligening.
Thegirl sad, “Wdl . . "It was a clear morning, warm and pleasant.

Doc told them, “Go ahead. | have some things to finish up here. I'll get one of the truck drivers to take
back your trailer job, Speed. I'll drive the Cadillac back mysdf.”

Then he added, “1 think Ham would like to go too.”



Monk's face fdl. Ham's lifted. Doc smiled.

Asthe girl and the two Doc Savage aides departed in a state police car, for the boat harbor, the last thing
they observed was little George Big being placed in another police car.

The man said nothing. He looked nather right nor left. His face was ashen. He was a murderer going to
his doom.

The lake was slver bright and cdm that morning. Somewhere beyond the rim of the distant horizon was
Chicago, for which they were headed. The curved prow of the craft cut a smooth wedge through the
water. Ripples trailed behind them, dowly smoothed out, and the water became moationless again. Miles
and miles of placid, blue, impressve water.

Strangdy, as he handled the whed, Monk was not in one of his talkative moods. He stared across the
lake. Ham, leening on the rall beside the lovely red-haired girl, was looking thoughtfully off into the
distance dso. The girl's blue eyes were somber.

Each was thinking. The lake's greatness hed them in thoughtful Slence. Today its mood made one
reflective. Somehow it impressed upon you thet life, to every man, is pretty important.

Danid Jamison had thought those thoughts when he stood beside its shores on many a cam, tranquil
night.

THE END



NEXT MONTH . ..

An excting new DOC SAVAGE nove cdled THE DEVIL IS JONES. About a man with dl kinds of
eccentricities . . . who liked everyone—he said. He dso had a penchant for keeping corpses in a
closet—which struck Doc Savage as being rather odd. It turned into a fast, suspenseful chase . . . which
you won't want to miss.

In the November issue of DOC SAVAGE, on sde September 27. Don' fal to get your copy from your
newsstand.



