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Chapter |
I'LL never forget the man with the dirty face.

The least they could do, youd think, was send a clean man. One with enough pride to wipe off his chin,
anyway. It was hischin that got me. There was a piece of his breakfast on it, a bit of something that was
probably oatmedl, and there is nathing quite like a two-hour-old chunk of oatmedl for chin decoration.

He wore a tan auit of which the coat was a dightly different tan than the pants, and both haves fit hm
about equaly poorly. Asiif, a couple of days ago, someone had pedled a banana and hung the ped on
him. He was not a big man, and he did not look as if he had been constructed for any ussful purpose.
The only large thing about him was his mouth, wide-spreading, round-lipped, separating his flatish head
intwo parts like a damshdl.

He looked as determined as he could, which il left him looking like something you'd prefer to rake
away with a stick.

He said, “Miss Ames?’

“Yes”

“Miss Travice Ames?’ he said.
“Yes”

He unfolded a paper that was, consdering that he had been carrying it, remarkably clean. “You wants
look at this, baby?’ he mumbled.
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| saw what the paper was, and said, “No, thanks.”
| knew who and what he was. But they ill could have sent a clean man.

“You don't wants read it, huh?’ he said. “I guess you know what it is, don't you? | guess you been
expecting this, haven't you?’

I moved around to the windward side of him. His breath smelled like a can of fish that had been open too
long, or maybe it was just him.

“Let's skip the persond touch,” | said.

“You want,” he asked, “to do anything about it? In cases like this, if—"

“Never mind”

“Areyou sure—"

“I'msure” | said. “1 was never surer of anything. What do they pay you for? To give me an argument?’

He nodded. “I thought probably you wouldn't,” he said. “When they're as good-looking as you are, they
don't usudly give a damn. Y ou take ahomdy one, they don't get things as easy, and they got a different
attitude. They vaue things more.”

“What isthis?’
“Wha is what? Whatcha mean?”’

| said, “Skip it,” in a tired voice. And he looked a my car, a my beautiful car. It was a roadgter, a
convertible, one of those convertible station wagons. It was not two months old and there was not a
flaghier job in town, not in the whole city. Only it wasn't my car any longer. | was beginning to see that.
And he said, “You got anything persona in the iron? Anything you want to get out?’

Cdling a car like that an iron was agn.
“No,” | said.

So he got in my car. He drove it awvay. He was from the finance company. But at least it seemed they
could have sent a clean man.

That was the firg of two bad things that happened. The second bad thing wasn't long following—my
hotel suite door had a trick gadget in the lock. The hotd had put it there. It was one of those gimmicks
they put in the lock of a guest's room when the guest hasn't paid. A French key.

| remembered that the devator boy'd had afunny look on hisface as| rode up.

And | was alittle surprised at the Afton House. The hotd was, dthough Afton House wasn't a fancy
name, one of those luxury places. | was paying—or wasn't paying—forty-sx dollars a day for
parlor-bedroom-bath suite. The minmum sngle rate was, | understood, fourteen dollars. And these had
been the Afton House rates back during the depression and the pre-war days, which gives an idea. So |
was surprised that they would be so hoc genus homme as to put a French key in a guest's lock. It was
not only old-fashioned, but it was worthy of a three-fifty-a-day hotdl.

So | was locked out.



THE desk clerk was named Gilrox. He was a dick article, just long enough from New Y ork that he liked
to show it. His cheeks were pink, and his hair looked dick enough to have a coating of arplane dope on
it. But his hands were thin and colorless, asif he washed them with Drano.

He expected me to wak up to the desk and give him hdll. He got dl st for it. He gave the gardenia in his
lgpd asiff. He looked asif he was going to have fun.

| fooled him and went to the main desk. There was awindowed hotd envelope. | didn't open that. There
were four telephone message envelopes. | opened those, and they dl said the same thing in dightly
different ways. They sad: Nat Pulaski had called. He had cdled a 2:00, a 3:10, a 3:45, and at 4.20.
Ore sad, Planning on dinner date tonight. Love. Another one said: Date tonight. Urgent. Love.
And dill another said: Call at five. Important.

None of the notes samdled of a chemicd laboratory, but they should have; and my imagination eesly
added afant odor of chemica reagent to them. They sounded like Pulaski. Everything was urgent with
Pulaski. The sap.

The clerk, Mr. Gilrox, had stopped siiffing his gardenia. He was standing with his fingertips resting on the
desk, like a student typist waiting for the speed test to begin.

“What about this?’ | asked him.

“Yes, what about it?" said Mr. Gilrox. “Yes, indeed. What about four hundred and eighty-six dollars?’
“Isthat whet | owe?’

He nodded. “Add a matter of forty-one cents, and we have the exact total.”

“And you want it?’

“We fed we would be happier withit,” Mr. Gilrox said.

“l should like some of my baggage.”

“No doubt.”

“Youmean,” | asked, “tha I'm being locked out with the clothes | stand in?’

“They're very lovdly clothes, Miss Ames” he said. “I've frequently remarked on that to mysdf. What fine
and expengve clothes Miss Ames has, I've sad to mysdf. And just a while ago | said it agan: Miss
Amesiswondefully dressed this evening, isnt she?’ He was as palite as if he was petting a kitten, and
he was enjoying himsdlf.

“Legdly,” | said, “I suppose you know what you are doing?’

“Hotes usudly do. You see, this isnt entirdy an unusud Stuation.” He smirked and added, “I don't
imagire it's unusud with you, either, Miss Ames”

“Wha do you mean by that nesty crack?’

Mr. Gilrox was dl ready for me. He dipped an envelope from under the desk, and he dapped it down
before me asif it was a plate of caviar. He said, “Item one: The Beach Colonid hotd in Miami, Florida, a
notetion to the effect that you are not to be permitted to regigter in the future. Also a rather puzzing



addition that it was necessary to replace the management of the hotd upon your departure. | take it
somebody there underestimated you. . . .” There was curiogty back of his large smug eyes. He waited
hopefully for an explanation.

“What a big curiogity you have, Grandma Gilrox,” | said.

He scowled. “Item two: The Atlanta, Georgia, police department states you are hereafter unwelcome in
Atlanta, Georgia. No details. | gather somebody there dso underestimated you.”

“You find this interesting?’
“That | do,” he agreed. “That | do indeed. So did Mr. Coyle, the manager here”
“And you and Mr. Coyle decided?’

“Thet if you have four hundred eighty-ax dollars and forty-one cents, you may pay it to us, and we will
see that a porter ddlivers your bags to the street with our best service.”

“l don't have four hundred and eighty-six dollars and those cents.”

“How much have you?’

“Not that much.”

“Have you enough to interest usin a compromise?’ he inquired.

“| doubt it.”

“That's very sad,” he said. “I regret it greetly.”

“l can see you do regret,” | said. “Butif | paid up, you would dill throw me out. Am | right?’
“Exactly.”

“Why?

“Wefed that youre a—" Helet it hang. He chopped it off as if he had unexpectedly come up agang it,
and it had thorns on it. He stood there and remembered what he could about the dander laws. He said,
“Let's put it this way: We fed tha youve been underestimated in the past. We wouldnt like to
underestimate you, Miss Ames”

“You're not cdling me a tramp, by any chance?’
“Oh, no indeed,” he said. He meant that.
“Or an adventuress?’ | added.

With hislook, he said yes, that was it exactly. With his voice, a voice that sounded asif it wrapped things
invelvet each timeit spoke, he said, “Don't quote me on that. | didn't say it.”

“Anyway,” | said, “1 believe we understand each other.”
He said he hoped we did. And then he asked, “What are you going to do?’

He ligtened to me tdl him how much of his business it was, but if his ears burned the glow didn't show. It
might be possible to insult him, but a hotd guest couldn't do it. Too many had tried. He smiled and



adjusted the flower in hislgpd and probably enjoyed it.

| went over and sat in achair in the lobby. | wanted to think about it. It needed thinking about, because |
hed in the whole world something like five dollarsin cash.

That was how | happened to decide to let Nat Pulaski buy me a dinner after al. Pulaski was a sucker
and for two days | had been giving him the boot, but getting locked out of my hotel, having my car taken
back, put a different light on it. Hello, sucker.

Chapter Il

PULASKI arrived with more than one thing wrong with him. He came in acting as if there was a
rattlesnake in his dothing somewhere and he couldn't find it.

| detest short men, and Pulaski was a short one. He had moigt full lips, but otherwise his face wasn't bad,
dthough now it was redder than it usudly was.

He had a go-around with the revolving door when he came in. He was a little too dow on his fegt, and
the door batted hisrather ample rear, causng him to sumble, and then he got his topcoat caught in one
of the leaves, and stood jerking foolighly at it. The coat came loose and he sumbled back on legs that
bent a the knees a the wrong times.

Oh, fine | thought contemptuoudy. Pulaski has to be tight. Pulaski sober was no bargain.

When he spied me, his round face got the expression that the riders to the hounds get when they sght the
fox. | thought he was going to shout, “Tdly-ho!” But he just cried, “Oh, ho! Oh, ho!” And then he came
over carefully enough to be waking on galf bdls, and wanted to know, “What have | done? Why do you
do these things to me?’

“Whet things?”

“These crudties,” he cried. “These diabolical moods of yours! These refined migtreatments you inflict on
poor old Pulaski! A pox on you, woman!”

He was usudly that way, but not dways as bad. There was evidently a little of thwarted ham actor in the
fdlow.

He rocked back on his hedls, then forward again, stopping the tilting each time just before he upset. He
continued his complaint.

“Two dayd” he shouted. “Two days, far lady, and you have ignored my humble supplications.
Ignored—hell! | haven't even been able to get you on the telephone.” He paused draméticaly, registered
what he evidently thought was stricken grief, and then forgave me. “But your loveiness overwhems me.
Such beauty wipes dl rancor from my mind. | am reduced to a carpet, a dightly rum-soaked carpet, and
you may wak upon me if you wish.” He hiccoughed. “Wak on me if you wish,” he repeated, and it
appeared for aminute that he was going to lie down so that | could.

That was Pulaski. Ham actor, amateur wolf, and—this evening for a change—rum pot. He did not
cugomarily drink, and he was showing it.

There was something on hismind that was driving him to drink.

| was sure of it before we were hdfway through dinner.



He asked where we should dine, and | paid him off by naming the most expengive place in town.
“Hmm!” he said. “I kiss twenty bucks goodbye.”

He would be lucky to get out with a check under thirty dollars. | ordered oysters Rockefdler, the sole
marguery, a green salad, planked steak, crépes Suzette, and café diablo. | ordered a daquiri fird, a
white wine for the fish, then champagne. He stuck to bourbon and a steak, and did not eat enough of his
steak to give the bourbon afight.

| saw that the waiter kept the bourbon coming. My idea was to get Pulaski mdlow, then touch him for
my hotd hill. Probably he would have to be pretty melow to stand gill for atouch like thét.

Pulaski was a chemigt employed, he damed, by himsdf. | did not know that there were sdf-employed
chemigs, and | ill was not sure of it, but that is what Pulaski had said he was. He had a laboratory a
130 Washington Street—he said—and he lived a 720 Ironwood Drive, in an gpartment. He said. | was
pretty sure about the last, because | had telephoned him there a couple of times.

He was nathing much. A fdlow | had met in PAm Beach, FHorida, had been with this Pulaski in the army.
The other fdlow had been a sergeant and Pulaski had been a second lieutenant, and the man in PAm
Beach had spent a lot of time saying what he would like to do to Pulaski, and what he would do to
Pulaski if he ever got to this city and had a chance to look him up. He had severd things in mind for
Pulaski, induding a groll over Pulaski's face. The sort of a man who had made that kind of a second
lieutenant in the army sounded like an easy mark and | had given Pulaski aring when | got to town.

But | hadn't come to town to find Pulaski. | had come concerning a business opening with a very sharp
and clever woman named Carolyn Lane, who was cdling hersdf Lady Seabrook, and who had thought
up something nice and lucrative in cosmetics. She had an angd for it, but it was supposed to be tumning
out so wel that she was going to work the racket and not the angd. Just supposed to be. The D.A. told
the Grand jury about her the day | got there. They even put the angd injal with her.

Thistown was a desert. Nothing had turned up, | was broke, and | didn't like Pulaski, but he was running
after me. That was dl right. Pulaski was the kind you would enjoy trimming. He wouldn't St on your
conscience.

| ordered Pulaski another bourbon.

Pulaski continued bragging to me. He liked to boast to me, | think, because | spoke his language. When
he talked about fluxing and reducing reagents, sgponification numbers, Blliot apparatus and molecular
weights—why do the smpleminded ones dways tak about thar busness with big words?—I could
understand what he was talking about.

In college, | specidized in chemidry. Afterward, | worked at it for a couple of years. | worked for the
Ameican Union Chemicd Foundation urtil one of ther dopey chemids perfected an improved
production method for penicllin and was going to just hand it over to our employers. | had just about
persuaded him to take the idea and go into business for ourselves when they fired me. They had a lawyer
with bright ideas, too, but dl they made stick was firing me.

Anyway, that was why Pulaski liked to brag to me. It wasn't why he liked me; it was just why he would
brag to me. But there was something egting him tonight.

| had merdly thought | would stick him for an expensive dinner, and maybe for the hotd hill, dthough |
doubted he even had that kind of money, but now | was beginning to wonder what was eging him.
Whatever it was, it was taking big bites out of his courage.



Pulaski was scared. It findly dawned on me. Pulaski was so frightened of something that he couldnt
keep his mouth dill. He wore it like a garment. It oozed out of his pores. They say animds can smdl fear
ina person, and Pulaski would certainly have been a bouquet tonight.

“What,” | asked him, “is bothering you?’
“Nothing,” he said. “Bothering me? Nothing at dl, baby. I'm just made breathless by you, isdl.”

Men seem to be like that. Ask them a question, and they back away, and they ether want to be begged
and are being coy, or they downright don't intend to tel you and will pretend that it's preposterous to
think anything is nipping on them. Pulaski belonged to the laiter bracket. He didn't intend to tdl me
anything, and was made more frightened than he had been by the fact that | had spotted something amiss.

Men are suckers. | havent met one who isn't. They can be played like a vidlin if you have the right kind
of a bow and know how to use it. | had discovered this severa years ago, when | was about fourteen.
Pulaski was an easy fiddle to play, and that was what he was, just a fiddle. The music that came out of
him probably wouldn't have much qudity.

AN hour and fifteen minutes later, | had hm giving out information. We were in a night-club now, the
fanciest one the city had—there is something about extremely fleshy surroundings that makes some men
want to boast. That, | had decided, was the way to get Pulaski's information out of him. Get him to take
enough liquor to weaken his fences, then goad him.

| led him into mking a pass or two, then gave hisamour a cold reception. He complained about this.

“Ligen,” | said. “I'm not saying | couldnt fdl for you, Pulaski. Y ou're not bad looking. But it just happens
that | have certain ideas about smdl-timers, and I'm not going to get dl involved with some fdlow who
uses nickels when he should be using dollars”

He flushed. “Y oure mercenary.”

“Youthink so? | cdl it practica.”

He said angrily, “You think I'm a smdl-timer, huh?’
“l didn't say s0.”

He batted his eyes, rubbed his hand over his face as if to remove the rum film from his eyes, and
complained, “Y ou're cold-blooded.”

“Pulaski,” | said, “youd be surprised. I'm not as cold as you'd think. But the kind of a man that arouses
me mug be aman. | don't mean he has to rall in money, but that would go with it. My kind of a man has
to be one who does things—big and clever things in a big and clever way. . . . You're nice-looking,
Pulaski. But you're not extraordinary. There's nothing exciting nor adventurous about you. If there was,
wdl . ..” | let him get what he could out of some eydashfluttering.

Thiswas pretty broad suff, but the dcohol had him foggy enough that the only thing that would make an
impresson on him was a club. It worked, too. He got alittle purple, and hit the table alick.

He said, “Ligten, baby, you're underestimating old Pulaski.”

“Words” | said, “don't makeit 0.”



“You're just adollar-chasing wench.”

| looked at him and said, “Penny-chasing.”
“Huh?’

“I'm gtting here with you, aren't 1?7’

Heblew up. “Ligten, you! Don't cal me chegp! I'm going to grab off twenty thousand bucks in the next
two weeks. What do you think of that?

| thought he was a liar. And pretty soon | didn't. There was the way he had said he would have twenty
thousand dollars in two weeks, the way he tied the words up in fear like red ribbons, that made it
convindng. And puzzing. Pulaski's type didn't get twenty-thousand-dollar fees. Not honestly. And if it
was honest, if he had sumbled on some chemica formula or process, he wouldn't be this scared.

So | told him not to be ridiculous, that 1 wasin no mood for bragging, and to finish his drink and take me
home. That made him madder, and the angrier he got, the more determined he was to prove his
importance.

It took another hour to get the story out of him.

It raised My hair.

THERE were three men named J. X. Smith, Sonny Conover and James L. Like. There was another
man—unnamed—who hated the three. This other man—if it was a man; it may not have been; Pulaski
cdled the individud “person” throughout—had hired Pulaski to furnish an unusud poison. The poison
was unusud. It would lay in the body tissue several months before it killed the victims. In the meantime, it
could be neutrdized and rendered harmless by a treatment which only Pulaski knew about. Pulaski, of
course, had sold the trestment to the “ person” dong with the poison.

“This person I'm taking about,” said Pulaski, “is going to adminigter the poison to the three, then demand
plenty of dough for treating them. And they'll pay, too. That's the only way they can save their necks.” He
made a fig and added, “For fumishing the suff, | get paid twenty grand.” He hit the table again, and
demanded, “Now, what do you think of that?’

“You're drunk,” | sad.
“Huh?’
“Or crazy as agooney bird.”

He batted his eyes at mein an owlish rage. He did that for along time, nearly a minute, and then he said
in a loose-mouthed foolish way, “Sure. . . . Sure, Ames, | was judt taking.”

| knew what had happened. It had findly come into his rum-sodden head that he had talked too much.
He was dosing his mouth, and moreover, trying to take back what he had told me.

“You'rejug bragging,” | said.
“Yeah,” hesad. “Sure. . . . | just made up that Suff.”

“You should fix up your stories when you're sober,” | told him. “When you're tight, you think of some



pretty zany ones.”
“l guess you'e right.”

It had dawned on me by now that Pulaski's tale of three men being hated by a fourth person who was
going to give them a freak poison and demand extortion money for saving them was true. If it had been a
lie, Pulaski wouldn't have admitted it.

| said, “If there was such a poison, there would be no way of convincing the three they had been doped
with it and would dieif they weren't treated. It's ridiculous”

“Thehdl itid” he said.
“Oh, don't be dumb, Pulaski. I'm getting tired of such stupidity.”

The urge to brag got the best of him again, and he said boastfully, “ Suppose the duff could be detected
by a Geiger counter or an eectroscope?’

| think | just stared a him for awhile. | was floored. He had something. It was practica—except that, as
far as | knew, there was no cure for poisoning by any one of the severd compounds that could be used,
once they were present in the body in fatd amounts.

“There's no cure for anything of that sort,” | said.

He snorted. “Oh, if it was insoluble in a sdt, and there was a trestment that would cause the body to
gect the sdt from itstissue, it could be done.”

“Ridiculous”
It wasn't, though. | was chemigt enough to know that it wasn't.

He rubbed his face with his hand again, and got a fresh hold on his caution. “Sure. . . . It was just
something | said to impress you.”

He wouldn't drink any more. And, as he grew sober, his fear crawled on him with colder feet. He
wouldn't talk about it ay more, and | was careful not to pry too obvioudy. | pried in subtle ways, but got
nothing more. 1 would have liked to know who was paying him twenty thousand dollars, but | didn't find
out. Maybe it wasn't twenty thousand; perhaps he had lied about that. But | believed someone was
paying him something, and that there redly was a scheme.

Pulaski was feding rather thwarted. He had tried to make himsdf out quite a big-timer, and it had
flopped on him, and he was embarrassed. He dill had that urge to be big in my eyes. It was, if anything,
stronger. He needed to redeem himsdf, he fdlt.

| used the way he was feding to take him for five hundred.

| said casudly, “I'm in an embarrassing pogtion. Mr. Clark, the manager of my plant in Tulsa, was
supposed to wire me some money. But Mr. Clark isin Mexico, and won't be back for a week, and it's
going to leave me awfully short.”

| complained about that for awhile, meking a picture of the little girl in distress, and presently Pulaski had
his hand in his pocket, and was asking, “How much do you need?’

“Oh, ameady five hundred would tide me over,” | said.



The dope handed it over. He did it with a great air of what's-a-stinking-five-hundred-bucks, but his eyes
stuck out alittle

Parting with the five hundred must have made him a little Sck, aso, because | had no trouble getting rid
of himinthe taxi outsde my hotel. He didn't even come upstairs with me.

He just sa there and waiched me wak away from the taxi with his five hundred and the story of
poisoning-for-profit that he'd told me.

Chapter Il

THE pink-cheeked dick Mr. Gilrox was 4ill on duty a the hotd desk. Whether he was working
overtime, or hanging around to make it his business to see that | didn't get back into my suite, | didn't
know. If it was the latter, the insuiting | had given him earlier had had more effect than apparent at the
time At any rate, he got an I-expected-this ook when he saw me.

“What, no evening dress, Miss Ames?’ he inquired nedlily.

“Mr. Gilrox,” | said. “You can file that smirk under the heading: To be enjoyed in private. Or you can get
it dapped off your slly face”

“Indeed?’ he said. “I'd love to see you try that.”

“You would cdl acop?’

“Exactly.”

“I've come for my luggage” | said. “And | can guess exactly what you will say to that.”
He nodded. “You did guessit, tutz.”

“Don't cdl metutz.”

“Vey wdl, Miss Ames”

| got out Pulaski's five hundred, counted two hundred dollars off it and lad that on the desk under his
nose.

“My, my,” he said. He had watched me count it. “What do you think that will buy you?’
“My luggage”

“Oh, no. The amount you owe, Miss Ames, is not two hundred bucks. It is four hundred and eighty-Sx
dollars”

“You refuse to give me my luggage upon my offer to pay two hundred?’

Hefdt pretty highly of himsdf. “That gentle Slence you heard,” he said, “was our best refusal.”
| said, “Sonny, do you have a copy of the Sate statues handy?’

“The what?’

“The statutes. The laws of thisfine state. They are printed in three volumes for the year of 1947.”



“Of course not. What do you think thisis, a lawyer's office?’

“Sonny, youd better look up the law. The datutes of this state, Section thirteen thousand eighty nine,
reads. The keeper of any inn, hotd or boarding house shdl have a lien on the baggage and other
property in and about such inn brought to the same by or under the control of his guests for the proper
charges due him from such guests or boarders not to exceed two hundred dollars.” . . . You get that? Not
to exceed two hundred dollars. Now, here is two hundred dollars. And you had better have my
baggage down here and quick.”

Hisface got the pulled look of a man whose collar was too tight.

“What are you trying to pull?’ he blurted.

“Youd better cdl the hotd lawyer, Mr. Gilrox, and learn something.”

“I never heard of such athing!”

“Thisignt New York, Mr. Gilrox. | imegine that's going to be quite a problem for you.”

He did some cheek-blowing and some eye-narrowing while accusoming himsdlf to the idea of consulting
the hotd attorney. Then he picked up the telephone. The lawyer was named Mr. Bartlett, | noticed. He
and Mr. Gilrox had an extended discusson which injected considerable color into Mr. Gilrox's face. He
hung up and ydled, “Belboy!” And then, “Bring Miss Ames baggage at once. All of it.”

| said, “Don' forget the two hundred dollars, Mr. Gilrox. And | think I'd like a receipt.”
“I never heard of such adamn lawv!” heydled.
“Youve now heard of it.”

“Yes, indeed,” he sad hitterly. “By God, a man never gets too old to learn. Twenty years, I've been in
this racket, and for the last ten of them nobody has foxed me.”

| took the receipt hefilled out, indicating the hotd had received two hundred dollars on payment.

He said, “You recdl that earlier | mentioned that severa people in other cities had underestimated you,
MissAmes?. .. Wdl, just add the name of Gilrox to thelig.”

| told him I'd aready put him on it severd days ago, and the last | saw of him he was looking like a
tomcat with someone standing on itstall.

Chapter IV

THE Congress Hotd wasn't as luxurious as the Afton House, but it would do, and they hadn't heard of
me— was somewhat surprised that Mr. Gilrox hadn't thought of cdling dl the other hotels in town to
warn them. He might think of that later. Or he might be the sort who would keep quiet hoping to get a
perverse pleasure out of seeing someone ese get trimmed. He was probably the latter kind.

| got the best suite, eighteen dollars a day, and was nasty about the green drapes—I detest green, of Al
colors—and they said they'd change them promptly. The fird thing in the morning.

| can go to deep indantly anywhere. Sleep ismerdy a matter of bringing the subconscious to the proper
tranquility, and my subconscious, like my conscience, has never been stubborn.



But tonight | didn't deep at once. | gave some consderation to Pulaski's story about three men and an
enemy.

It now seemed pretty wild.

| knew, or had heard of, the three victims Pulaski had mentioned. They were locd men. All were
prominent financidly.

J. X. Smith was an architect. He was a dark-skinned soulful-eyed man put together with lengths—ong
ams, long hands, long fingers, and everything dse long, eyes, nose, mouth and body. Theselong men are
usudly the inward types, and he was. A thinker, a dreamer, a man who lived within himsdf and was
perhaps alittle afraid of the world and afraid of people who knew what they wanted and went after it.

Before | had been in the city long, | had learned that J. X. Smith had money, and | had given m a
survey. | had gotten invited to a party where he was the guest of honor, and spent most of histime finding
acorner to crawl into. The verdict: A man who frightened easly, who had to think out everything sx
ways from the middle before he acted. And afraid of women. He would be too much of awaste of time.

Sonny Conover, a thick-wristed, thick-necked, thick-walleted man of forty-five or so was aman | knew
by sght, and | think we had been introduced once. For some reason or other men named Sonny are
supposed to be scions of wedth and usudly no-goods, but if Sonny Conover was a scion of anything, it
was the school of hard knocks. He was dearly a sdf-made man, and as far as the finandd part of the
condructing was concerned, he had done an excdlent job. Sonny Conover, was owner of the Conover
Ready-Mixed Concrete Company and the Conover Lumber Company.

| had met James Like once in passing. | had bumped into him leaving the Central Nationd Bank, which
should have been named the Like Nationd Bank. He was a perfectly prosaic-looking man of less than
fifty, with, | understood, afamily as conservative as he was. He was a pillar of society, the town's leading
moneybags, and belonged to dl the clubs which had dues of over fifty dollars a year. He had made his
rall, I understood, in the congtruction business.

These three men, | saw, had one thing in common. They dl were, or had been, connected with the
building business in one way or another. Smith was an architect, Conover was a lumber and concrete
man, and James Like had been a builder and financier.

These were the three Pulaski's trick poison was going to be used on.

The poison thing gill seemed pretty wild after | had thought it over, and | didnt know whether there was
anything to it or not.

But it gave me an idea.

I'm very dlergic to being broke. And inmy book, being whittled down to three hundred dollars—what |
hed left of sucker Pulaski's money—is the same as being strapped.

A MINK COAT and a confident manner were enough the next morning to get me about a hundred
dollars worth of chemicas from the Cumberland Chemica Supply Company. It aso got me, on rentd, a
gadget that the plants which manufacture certain radioactive chemicad products use to check their
employees regulaly to make certain that they do not have a dangerous amount of undedrable
radiotoxemia in their bodies. The gadget was worth over a thousand dollars. | could have pad for the
chemicads and the renta out of Pulaski's loan, but there didn't seem any point in it when they were so



eedly impressed by amink coat and casua manner.

| didn't know the exact poison Pulaski had been boasting about lagt night. That wasn't important. There
are severd substances which, if introduced into the body, will produce degth in a period of time. These
are not new.

After the fird World War, there was an epidemic of delayed deaths among workers who had done
nothing more exditing during the war than put the numerds on the faces of those watches which glow in
the darkness. They were victims of the sort of poisoning that Pulaski had been discussing. In thar case,
the fata toxic was not a part of any compound that could be diminated from the body by treatment. So
they were faced with certain lingering death.

Theidea of such adeath was pretty scary, and | had sdlected J. X. Smith for my goof. Of the three, he
seemed to be the softest.

Also | had heard that J. X. Smith was engaged to be married shortly, and men in love usudly think they
have alot to look forward to. Life probably meant a greet ded to J. X. Smith just now.

| rigged up two phids One contained colored water. The other contained a liquid that would operate
positively on the detector gadget.

But | was sharp enough to make sure that the suff that would give a pogtive wasn't a chemica that could
be used to poison aman. If the thing should happen to blow up, and the police get me, | didn't want them
to have anything on me that would stand up in court. It would be inconvenient to have some Didtrict
Attorney trying to prove that | had intended to poison anyone.

All | intended to do was see whether there was a quick dollar to be made. If there wasn't, | would find it
out today. It seemed worth inveding a day's time.

The phids were exactly dike as far as outward appearance went, and | tried them out on the detector
gadget. The machine indicated positive to one phid. The headset attached to it gave off a quickened
dicking sound. To the other phid there was, naurdly, a negative reaction, which meant no reaction at dl.

| didn't have much trouble getting an appointment to see J. X. Smith at two o'clock that afternoon. | told
his secretary | was Miss Travice Ames, and that | was on the gaff of a nationdly known magazine. That
got me the gppointment. Publicity aways appedls to them.

IT would helpif J. X. Smith was a coward. | began to examine him for courage as soon as his secretary
opened the door to his office, admitted me, and closed the door. J. X. Smith looked up a me. His jaw
sagged alittle, and he jumped to his feet. Evidently he had expected a frumpy middle-aged woman.

“Il—uh—Dbedlieve I've met you somewhere before,” he said.

“Oh, you probably have,” | told him. “I've been in the city sometime”

“Ah, then you are doing a series of articles, perhaps,” he suggested.

“Not exactly,” | said. “Not writing articles. . . . Let'scdl it preparing to save aman'slife”

He was one of the those long gangling men who know only one way of handing their emotions—by
hiding ther fedings indde themsaves. When gtartled, they just jerk everything indde and close a lid. He
did this now, but his deadpan face didn't get me to thinking he had iron nerves. | knew that his type is



more eedly frightened than any other.

His office showed that he had imagination as wel as money. It was a large room done in pastels and
blond woods, with a minimum of chrome and quite a lot of Lucite. It was the office of an egoig and a
dreamer.

“l don't beieve | understand,” he ventured cautioudy. That datement about saving a man's life had
puzzled him. | handed him a shock to go withit.

“Mr. Smith,” | said. “Did you know you have an enemy who is going to kill you?’

His reaction to that was normd. He probably thought | was alittle crazy. He probably thought of severd
thingsto say, but what he did say was, “What isthis, a joke?’

“Not at dl. As amatter of fact, the enemy may be killing you now.”
His mouth fdl open and remained so.
“You have such an enemy, of course,” | added.

He dso thought of severa answers to that which he didn't give. And by the time he spoke, | knew that he
did have an enemy. Or perhaps more than one. Or he was over-imaginative enough to immediatdy think
of many who might qudify. . . . It was dl right with me; the more imaginetive he was, the easer he would
be to trim.

“Who,” he asked, “isthis enemy?’
“I'm depending on you to tdl methat,” 1 said. “1 don't know mysdf.”
He moigtened hislips. “Thisis a bit unusud, it it, Miss Ames?’

“And you're tempted to add that you think I'm nuts” | told him. “I wouldn't blame you. However, you
had better ligen to me. Thisisn't something wild that | picked out of thin ar. It's wild, dl right, but it can
happen and probably is” | had brought my apparatus and | put it on his desk. “1 suggest you give me
about five minutes of your time”

J. X. Smith was now a little pae. He was perfectly willing to give me five minutes. He wouldn't have
grudged me a couple of days. He was going to be an easy one.

| told him | was a private investigator engaged in searching for a man named Tuggle who had embezzled
some stocks from a foolish woman named Simms, and that | was hired by the Smms woman's husband,
who was sorry for his foolish wife and wanted it straightened out quietly. | said that | hadn't found this
Tuggle, but in the course of snooping | had overheard two men in a booth in a bar discussng the
adminigering of poison to aMr. J. X. Smith.

“I presumed you were the J. X. Smith concerned,” | said. “So that's why I'm here)”

He sad that it was a remarkable story, which it was. He added, “I think we'd better cdl the police.”
“Suit yoursdf,” | said. “But on the other hand, it might not be desirable.”

“Why not?”

| gave him part of the suff Pulaski had mouthed. “The poison, the way | heard it, has a treatment, but
only the party who gave it to you knows the trestment. They're considering whether to make you pay



plenty for the cure, or judt let you die”
“Thisis damned ridiculous” he said.

It wasn't. | told him why it wasn't. | named examples of poisoning of asmilar type, and suggested that he
get on the telephone and cdl any X-ray or cancer specididt in the city, and ask just how practicd such a
method of poisoning was. An X-ray technician would probably know about it, | told him, dthough the
poison had nathing to do with X-rays. And a cancer man would surely know, because they were familiar
with the effects of activated compounds.

He lisgtened to this, and didn't believe any of it until he used the telephone and talked to a doctor named
Greengtern. Then he bdlieved it. He had enough belief to make him alittle blue around the mouth.
“| ill think it'sridiculoud” he said.

“Naturdly you do,” | agreed. “But | came prepared to check on it and ease your mind, or at least dttle
the matter.” | indicated the gadget 1'd rented from the supply company, and told him what it was. There
was no trouble convincing him, so evidently the doctor held just talked to had mentioned one of the
contrgptions. But he had plenty of suspicion and a couple of questions.

“Jugt where,” he demanded, “do you hook into this?’
“I told you. I'm an invetigator by profession. Nasty things like this are my busness”
13 BlJt—”

“Oh, don't get the idea I'm a Samaritan,” | told him. “It's a busness proposition with me. As soon as |
overheard this poison tak, | thought: I'll just make sure whether it's something red, or a piece of wild
imaginaion. And if Mr. J. X. Smith has been poisoned, no doubt helll engage my business services to find
the antidote or cure to the suff he has been given.”

“Youmean...?

“Oh, it's going to cost you—if you've been doped with the Suff alreadly. . . . If not, it would be niceif you
paid me for my trouble, but you'd redlly be afool to do that because | might have just come up here with
awild story in order to hook you.”

That impressed him. He had adready thought of it.
He asked skepticaly, “Are you qudified to test me for the presence of the Suff?’

| gave him a briefing on my experience. Some of it was genuine and some of it wasn't, but it didnt matter
because he decided to let me test him.

“Hrg,” | sad, “I'll demonstrate how the gadget works by giving mysdf atest. The result will be negetive,
and I'll show you exactly how and why.”

He would naturdly be interested in that, and it would hep convince him that the thing was on the levd,
which it wasn't. Presumably, since he was an architect, he was a man who would be most intrigued by
the mechanics of an operation.

There was not much to the demondration. | rolled up a deeve, explaning that concentrations of the suff
were more apt to build up in the body in the neighborhood of the mgor joints—ankles, knees, hips or
elbows—and | was going to use my own ebow in meking the test.



| explained it was fird desirable to cean the skin of any possible foreign substance before goplying the
receptor of the gadget, and | proceeded to take one of the phids | had prepared, the one containing plain
colored water, and, dabbing a bit of serilized cotton into the liquid, mop asmal area near my elbow.

This deanang was an important part of the operation. When | gerilized his arm, | would use the liquid
from the other bottle which was sufficiently activated to cause the detector device to register.

It came off perfectly. | used the tinted water on my arm. J. X. Smith asked some gquestions, mogtly
examined my legs while | was answering, and he adjusted his necktie. | gave hm some large technical
words and some eydash waving of a gented sort. He was coming aong fine

“You see” | said. “Theindication is negative. The beat-note of the apparatus is unchanged, which means
there is nothing of suffident activity in my body to register.”

He smirked and probably thought of some wise crack about my body, but didn't say it. He was beginning
to like this. That meant he didn't think there was a chance in amillion of his having been poisoned.

Okay, brother, | thought, the shock will be that much more effective.

Then cdamity landed on me. | was going to switch phias now—they were exactly aike—and use the
activated liquid to “denilize’ his am. Actudly this would leave a deposit that would register on the

apparatus.

My fingers groped for the other phid. . . . It wasn't there. Gone. | didn't haveiit. . . . | knew immediatdy
what had happened, and | wasn't proud of mysdf. | knew exactly where the other phid, the little bottle
containing the activated solution, was—on my dressing-table back a the Congress Hotd. | had
overlooked bringing it dong. It was an utterly stupid oversight, and it ruined my plan.

| sad, “In case this test should be negative for you, Mr. Smith, | fed it might be advisable to make
succeeding ones. Perhaps dally for atime. | didn't overhear when they intended to poison you.”

He grinned. “Of course. That will befine” He was looking at my legs again.

“Why not try again tomorrow morning?’ | asked. | was trying to sdvage the scheme.
“Of course” he said. “But aren't you going to test me now?’

“Oh, cartainly,” | replied.

| gpplied the gadget to his arm. The measured dicking sound that came from its headset immediatdy
speeded up and became dmost a buzzing. A positive reaction.

The man had really been poisoned!

Chapter V

HE CAME apart the way you unrave a burlap bag by firg finding the end of the knitted string, plucking
a it, and findly pulling the string with a great flourish, the bag coming apart smultaneoudy. Mr. J. X.
Snith did not take to fear quickly. Not very quickly. It took about ten seconds. Then you could dmost
see the dry wind of terror dry up hislips.

| liked the andogy to unraveing a gunnysack. | was just a little surprised mysdf to find he had been
poisoned—after about thirty seconds | redized the aching in my chest was because | wasn't breathing,



and | would need to resume bregthing. | used pains and care and did so.
He tried to take it out on me. He glared and ydled, “What isthis? A damned trick?’

| couldn't actudly see the pigtail of knitted gring that held him together, of course, but | took hold of it
anyway, figuraively, and gaveit ajerk. | sad, “I resent that a great ded, Mr. Smith. . . . | think we can
consder our association a an end.” | made gestures of gathering my pargpherndia together in some
indignetion. “ Brother, | came up here to do you a favor, and | don't like your attitude.” | leaned forward
and added vidently, “But | should have expected something like this from a fdlow who would have an
enemy that would want to kill him that bad!”

My phony indignation probably didn't disturb him, but throwing sudden death in his face started him
turning blue, and not from brimgtone indde dther. It was a dckly blue, paraytic, cadaverous, utterly
terrified.

| demanded, “Who did it to you, Smith?’

He got as far as, “Sonny mugt have been right when he said—" before he swalowed it. He didnt say
anything more. Hefdl in a chair back of his desk, and his hands began picking up ruling pens, protractors
and rulers and laying them down again without the hands having told him what they were doing. His
bresthing was hard and audible, like someone sandpapering a bone.

He had an idea who might have done this to him, and the idea had been given him by Sonny Conover,
who was aso on Pulaski's lig dong with James Like. But Smith wasn't going to say who it was. . . .
When they want to keep something like that to themsdves, it's usudly a Sgn there is something off-color
involved. This last was interesting.

Smith said thickly, “What will I do?’

“Have somebody you trust run a test on you,” | said. “I don't like your attitude at dl, Mr. Smith. I'd
prefer to wash my hands of this. As | said, | came up here to do you a favor. | thought you would
appreciate it, but ingtead of that you're acting rather asif | was a chisder of some sort.”

He scowled sckly and said, “It is odd, you coming to me”
“Isit? I'm an investigator. | make my living heping other people out of trouble.”

| had my equipment ready to go. A show of reluctance was, | figured, the best sort of a buildup to hand
him. If the test had been afake, as | had planned, | would have used other tactics, tried to talk him out of
conaulting a specidig, or, if he had inssted, | would have made sure there was enough of the phony
compound rubbed on his skin to give a positive reaction on anyone's apparatus. | had planned to manage
thisby testing hisbody a severd points, goplying the activated liquid as | did so. The traces of the guff
would linger severd days. But this wasn't necessary now.

“Wait aminute” J. X. Smith blurted. “You think I'd better have someone ese test me?’
“Since you think I'm a crook, | don't care what you do.”

“Oh, now! Come, come, MissAmes. . . . | haven't implied anything of the sort. . . . Good God! You say
theré's a cure for this poisoning, but only the—uh—yperson who poisoned me knows the remedy?’

“l don't know anything of the sort,” | said. “I only know whet | heard those fellows taking about.”
He gave his lips a quick going over with a perfectly dry tongue and demanded. “Two men? You say



there were two?’
“] saw two.”
“What did they look like?’

| described an imaginary man who looked something like Pulaski, but not enough like Pulaski that J. X.
Smith would recognize him—that description was an out, in case the police came into it, and | got in a
spot where | had to produce a fdl guy; if that happened, | would produce Pulaski, naturdly—and |
added, “The other fdlow I didn't get too good a look at. 1'd rather not pin mysdf down to a description
of him. | think, although I'm not sure, that | might be able to recognize him. It was rather dark in this bar
where | overheard the plot.”

“Could you find the men?’ he wailed.
“That sort of thing ismy business.”
“Would you—"

“Look, Mr. Smith,” | said. “You'd better think this over and check to be sure you've been poisoned. . . .
Then, if you want to hire me, I'm at the Congress Hotdl.”

Letting him stew in the juice would make him more profitable, | believed.
He mumbled, “How muchwould it cost . . . 7’

“Fenty,” | said. “I'm not going to quote you a figure now, because it would startle you. | don't risk my life
for nothing, Mr. Smith. . . . You think it over, and cdl me”

He grunted. He didn't get up from his desk to show me the way out, and didn't say goodbye. He was a
very upset man, and that was dl right with me. Let him swesat enough, and he would pay plenty.

ENTERING acab, | told the driver to take me to the Congress Hotd. | wasn't afraid of the story about
my being an investigator getting mein trouble. | had used that idea before, and it was so convenient that |
even had a license as a Private Detective. In mogt states, to get an investigator's license it is necessary to
prove good character, and show experience, usudly four years of it, as a police officer or operative with
alicensed detective agency. Thiswas not true of the state where | had my license, but that state and this
one had a reciprocative agreement which made my license in this state good. | couldn't see where |
would get in trouble.

Feding pretty good, | got out at the Congress Hotdl. The doorman carried my gear ingde, and | paid the
cab driver and gave him a twenty-five-cent tip. The sun was shining; it was a beautiful afternoon. There
was alittle park across the street, with benches on which sat the seedy old men you dways see in parks,
and the sparrows quarreled in the tired-looking trees. There was some pededtrian traffic, most of it
women who looked alittle giff in ther ten-dollar girdles, their hats alittle Slly.

Probably | was hdf-way across the sdewak when he got in my way. He was a man and there was a
court-plaster on the dde of his face, a court-plaster or an asterisk of soiled adhesve tape or
something—! never did know exactly what he looked like. But he was a man, and he had a little paper
package clutched to him, and he faced me, and squeezed the package.

He did the squeezing gently, with both hands. He must have practiced, or he was too nervous and
needed both hands, or something. He just held it in the middle of his chest, two-handed, and the liquid
came out in afine stream that hit his necktie and splattered and drooled down to the sdewak, some of it.



Some of it got to me, alittle on my hand, more on my frock. But not much. Not as much as he intended.
He hadn't figured on his necktie. It was a brownish necktie with aydlow check, and the breeze waved it
alittle, but hadn't waved it enough for him to redize that it might get in front of the nozzle of that rubber
syringe he had in the package.

When you are a chemigt, you get to know smdls that mean sudden death. This one was dmonds. They
cdl it bitter dmonds, a description which probably means nothing. Except, to a chemidt, sudden degth.

| started walking backward. | didn't scream. | would have liked to. | tried. | don't think even any breath
went out.

He saw that he had missed, and he bent his head and peered fodlishly at his necktie. He didn't breathe
ather. He started to—but caught the ar in his mouth and held it there, cheeks bloated out like the midriff
of an excited blowfish. He must have been afrad to take the ar from his mouth back into his lungs,
because he turned with the lower part of his face dill fat and round and began waking away. Walking
dowly, then walking fast, and then bresking into a kind of gamboling skip-hop run.

He ran hdf the block and turned into a street. He disappeared into a car. | could not tel what kind of a
car it was, whether it was taxi or roadster or sedan, or whether it had been standing there or moving.
There were too many other cars in between.

| walked afew quick steps into the wind, head back, and got new ar into my lungs | went into the hotel
lobby and into the washroom and washed my hands. | took off my dress and put it in the washbowl and
let water run on it. The odor of bitter dmonds was dlill strong, but not strong enough to kill anyone.

| gave the washroom attendant a dollar and my room key and told her what dress to fetch. She was not
gone long.

She sad, “Honey, | like to not of found it. Y our room was sure a mess.”

“Mes?'

“Thingsdl scattered around,” she said.

It had been in perfect order when | left. So somebody had gone to the trouble of seerching it, | gathered.
| decided to ask Pulaski why anyone would do that.

ONE-THIRTY WASHINGTON STREET turned out to be the part of town where you find dl the
trucks, the dtreets with pits in them, and the Sdewalks that never get cleaned. It was in a not-so-tall
building that had planks nalled over hdf the windows and an devator that was more fitted for, and was
being so used if the amdl was any guide, a stockpen.

The elevator operator, an old character in a lesther coat, said, “Pulaski? That the chemist guy? Third
floor.”

“Ishe here?’
He blinked at me and mumbled and didn't get out any sense. The question had been too much for him.

The third floor hdl lived up to advance notices and was of sparing area. One could swing a cat in it, if
one used a shortened grip.



There was a door that said Pulaski Chemical Research, Inc. And under that it said, Nathaniel T.
Pulaski Industries. And below that, Nathaniel T. Pulaski, President, and in smdler print, Enter. The
door opened with a dry fed that was something like shaking hands with a medica school skeleton, and
passed me into the sort of a room that should have a packed earthen floor, but didn't. There was one
chair with a draight back, one with no back, and a desk that held together well enough to support an
inkwe| that contained no more ink than a blackbird, two well-chewed pencils, and Pulaski's hét.

Across the reception room was another door which stood open and showed that dl the rest of the
edablishment was one neglect-ridden room full of the second-rate suff thet it takes to make what will
pass for a chemicd |aboratory. The nature of the apparatus told Pulaski's story.

Pulaski had told me he was a research chemist with a considerable reputation, but 1 had not believed it,
and | had been right not to believe it. The Suff in his laboratory said he was a hack chemig who made a
living doing soil andysis and assay work and whatever routine suff he could get to come hisway.

| felt sorry for Pulaski and—thinking of poison and murder—pretty angry with him. | advanced into the
laboratory. | was going to ask him who had tried to kill me, and why, and he was probably going to deny
it, and | wasn't going to ligen to his denids.

| didn't have to ligen to him, though. He did not make any denids. He did not have a word to say. He sat
inachar and looked blankly a me and through me and beyond me. Pulaski was a short little man who
hed never looked comfortable when seated in an ordinary chair, but he seemed comfortable enough now.
Hisarms and legs were relaxed and his face easy. His dothing was gathered loosdly and comfortably in
different places on his body as if he had done some moving about, and done it in paroxysms, shortly
before he settled into that stillness. The odor of bitter dmonds was bardy noticegble in the ar, about as
obscure as a man-eating tiger Stting over his head.

| left without even trying to find out how long he had been dead.

Chapter VI

| RODE in three taxicabs, a street car and a bus, and kept looking behind me dl the time. Then | found a
hotd, but they wouldn't register an unescorted lady without luggege. The stores were dl closed now—it
was past Sx—but a chain drugstore sold me a fifty-sx-cent suitcase for two dollars and forty-nine cents,
and | bought a dollar's worth of ther heaviet magazines from a newsstand to weght the suitcase
impressively. The next hotd accepted me. It was cdled the Centrd Hotel. There is a Centrd Hote in
amog every city, but this one was a little better than the average. Almost good enough for your Sster,
but not quite.

Except for the hand prints on the wal around the bathroom door and a faucet that leaked as if it was
dripping blood, the room was dl right. | sat in it for an hour. | had not taken off my hat. | had not esten
since breskfast. | was not hungry. | had not been so scared in some time,

It's hard to say when | thought of Doc Savage. My thinking seemed to have just two speeds, a runaway,
or dead stop. It was that way for two hours a least, possbly longer, and then out of nothing, Doc
Savage popped into my head. Doc Savage! The answer to a maid's prayers.

After the notion of Doc Savage came to one, my thinking straightened out and made headway. It even
picked up its spirits and pranced. | had never met Doc Savage, but I'd had him in mind for a long time.
I'd only heard of him, but he was something you could keep in mind. He represented about the same
thing that the mother lode represents to a burro-bedeviled prospector. | thought of him with the same



gppreciation that a safe-cracker thinks of Fort Knox.

It was, | think, in Havanathat | firg heard of Doc Savage, or maybe it was in New Orleans, or maybe it
was anywhere, because the man was like that—you just thought, when they taked about such an
individud, that it was rumor, or legend, or plan maarkey. Later | knew a confidence man named Berry
in Denver, and one morning he read in the newspaper that Savage was coming to Denver to address a
convention of physicians, and thirty minutes later Berry was on a departing plane. | didn't get into the
convention, so | did not see Savage, but | learned more about him, and added quite a bit from time to
time

He didn't sound genuine. | think that's whet firg attracted me. They said he was a man whose professon
was righting wrongs and punishing evildoers—which was about as trite as a statement could be. Buit it
was true. It was true, but it was dso an understatement. It was like dismissng Napoleon as a soldier, or
Henry Ford as a man who had built an automobile, or Cleopatra as an Egyptian girl.

Savage redly did right wrongs, and he redly was a present-day Gadahad. This was a little hard to
believe—he probably had an angle, and the angle mugt be good. Of him, | had heard the fdlowing: He
was a remarkable combination of physque and mental genius. He had a source of limitless wedth. He
hed a group of five associates, dl scientists, who worked with him either Sngly or together. His name
aone was enough to ingpire terror in any crook who redly knew his capabilities.

On the other hand, | had heard: He was a gnarled freek whom nobody had seen. He was redly two
other men. He was a front for the F.B.1., and he was redly the whole F.B.I. He was financed by the U.
S. Mint. Hewas the U. S. Marines.

Some of the last—not dl of it was spoken in jest either—sounded about as sensible as the former. | was
Quite curious.

He sounded like a sporting proposition.

| told the telephone operator. “Doc Savage—I| think his proper name is Clark Savage, J. His
headquartersisin New York City. . . . If heignt there, | dill want to talk to him, wherever heis”

“New York is a vary large city,” said the operator. “Don't you have a street address, or any other
information?’

“Hesavery large man,” | told you. “Maybe you won't need any other information.”

She didn't, but | did not get through the gate right away. | found mysdf taking to a squeaky voice, a
voice like a wet gtick being rubbed on atin can, that said it was owned by a Mr. Monk Mayfar. That
was reasonable. A Monk Mayfar was one of Savage's aides, according to what | had heard.

“But | want to talk to Doc Savagel” | said.

“Siger, you have to bore a hole through me to get to him,” Monk Mayfair said.
“Y ou mean—td| you my busness?’

“Uh-huh. What you want with Doc, anyway?’

| began tdling im and was about two hundred words into it when he broke in.

“Hold the door,” he said. “I guess thiswill be something that would interest Doc.”



Presently | was permitted to hear the Master's dulcet tones. | was alittle surprised. He redlly did have an
extraordinary voice. It was not overdeveloped and stagy, but gave the effect of being quite controlled
and capable of consderably more than it was putting out now. The voice didn't sound very interested.

“Will you repeat this tale you have been tdling Mr. Mayfair,” he requested.

It wasn't difficult to give him an impressive gtory. In view of what happened, | should be scared, and |
was, and | just |t the fright go in my voice. All of what had actudly happened | gave him truthfully. But of
mysdf, my motives for getting involved in the thing, and my redl reasons for caling him, | told practicaly
not aword of fact.

In accounting for mysdf, | gave him the same story | had given J. X. Smith—I was an investigator who
had sumbled on to this thing. | gave him my license number and the state of issue. For character
reference, | dso gave him the name of a young policeman named Grindle, who knew the whole story of
my life—not aword of it true; | had fixed Grindle up with the information for occasions such as this—and
who would give afarly rosy view of my character.

“Have you talked to the other two victims Pulaski mentions—Sonny Conover and James Like?” Doc
Savage asked.

“No. ... Frankly, I'm afraid to get out of the hotdl. In case you didn't hear me or something, an attempt
was made to murder me by sguirting hydrocyanic acid in my face. Had the quff struck my face as
intended, inhaation of the vapor aone would probably have been enough to kill me”

“Isthat why you cdled me?’ he asked.
“What you redly meen is, isthat why | didnt cdl the police? Isn't that it?’ | asked.
“The point might stand a couple of words,” he said.

“l can explain that, but | don't know how nice you're going to think it is” | said. “I'm an investigetor. |
make my living invedtigating. If | had gone to the police when | should have gone—when Pulaski opened
up with that wild story—the police would have done the invedtigating themsdves. Where would | have
made a profit? Frankly, | supposed Pulaski's story fantastic. Since | found it wasn't, things have
happened too fast.”

“You sound,” he remarked, “like a young lady who preferred the sde doors.”
“Look, I've had to make my own living for along time”
“I %.”

“Thered reason | thought of you, Mr. Savage,” | told him, “is because I've heard amazing stories about
your ahility, and I've dso heard that you only involve yoursdf in cases which are quite unusud, and where
the arimind or criminas seem to be too sharp for the police. Answer methis Are those rumors correct?’

“Subgantidly,” he admitted.

“Then what about this 1sn't this poison unusud enough to interest you? Think what a fantadtic thing it is.
Here's a stentific production of desth that can be deflected only by a scentific trestment known,
presumably, only to the person Pulaski sold it to. Do you know what is going to happen to J. X. Smith
unless you interest yoursdf in this? He's going to die. That's what.”

“Oh, you're jumping at conclusons—"



“Jumping, nothing! Name me ancther scientist in the country, other then yoursdf, who is capable of
finding how to diminate the radiant substance from the victim's body.”

“Oh, there are saverd—"

“I doubt it. It'sa job for a man who is both a nuclear scientist and a physician and surgeon. . . . You're
the only combination of those that 1've heard about. . . . And here's another point: Pulaski seemed
perfectly confident that the victims would never find how to diminate the suff from their bodies. Tha—if
youll take my word that Pulaski wasn't entirdly a fool—means at least one life, and possbly two others,
depend on you.”

He said, “Can you stay in your hotel room the remainder of the night—uwith the door locked?’
“| can't think of anything easier to do,” | told him.
“Do that,” he said. “Youll hear from me later.”

| hung up—after he had hung up firs—and tried to figure out what the conversation had accomplished. |
hed told him more than | had expected to tdl him, and learned less than | had intended to learn. | was a
little impressed, and | had not intended to be impressed, and would have sworn no one could get that
done to me over afew hundred miles of telephone line.

Chapter VII

AWAKENING was like an icide bresking. In nothing flat, | climbed an unseen ladder of terror a dozen
feet high, and stopped a the top because there was nowhere dse to go. That was the way it
fdt—actudly, | just stood up in bed.

He had the door wide open. He stood there.
“Uh-huh. Had the door unlocked,” he said. He had a soft, low voice that was a puppy desping.
| didn't say anything. | couldn't get my voice loose from my hair roots.

He was not tal and he had thin hips and considerable width through the shoulders. His hair was jet-black
and graight, as black as a cake of anthracite on his head, and his nose was large and aquiline, his mouth
aso large, but mobile. He had his hat off, was holding it againg his chest with both hands. The way he
held the hat reminded me of the way court-plaster-face had held the syringe with the hydrocyanic in it,
and | tried to float higher on that invisble spike of terror.

“I live here” hetold me. “I livein the hotdl, that is”
“That'sfine” | managed to say. “That's judt fine. You broke in to tdl me that, | suppose.”
He shook his head. “I didn't break in. He opened the door. He had it unlocked.”

“He...?’ | stared at him doubtfully. “What do you mean? Are you trying to tdl me someone picked the
lock?’

He sad, “A tdl man. Very thin. Blond hair, blue eyes, in a dark suit. Do you know him?’

“Not from that description.” | didn't know whether to beieve him or not. “Who are you?’



“Me?. .. Thebdlboy,” he said. “That's funny.”
“Funny about being a bellhop? Why?’

“No, funny he should come to the hotdl, find out what room you were in, then leave and come back later
by a sde door and come up here and pick your door lock.”

“Oh, he did that?’
He nodded and pointed at the floor in the hal outside the door.
“He dropped something out here. Maybe you'd liketo look at it,” he said.

He might be fooling. He acted like a clown, but | hadnt figured him yet. While the doubts were dill
showing me their blank faces, he continued to stab a finger a the hdl floor, and added, “I don't know
whet it is. Bottle of something.” So | went and looked, and it was asmdl bottle of limpid rather colorless
liquid. | picked it up and, after hesitating, gave the screw cap part of a turn then brought the bottle near
enough to get that odor of all of bitter dmonds.

“What's it?’ he asked. He was watching me.

“Jugt his medicing” | said casudly, about as casudly as if | was ganding on my head. “He mus have
dropped it. . . . You say you'e the bellboy? Do you have a name?’

“Futch,” he said, grinning ayokd grin. “That's what they cadl me. Futch. Nothing before or after it.”
“Wdl, thanks, Futch,” | said. “Y ou've given nice service, and | won't forget it. But goodbye, now.”
“Wat aminute” he exclamed. “You want me to hunt the guy?’

“Which way did he go?’

“The gairs. Down.”

“You didn't chase him?’

He blushed again and confessed, “I wasn't that brave right then.” He looked me over the way a
two-year-old watches a Fourth-of-July sparkler. “But | might be brave enough now.”

He evidently thought that was pretty galant. He grinned asif it was.

“We won't test you out thistime” | said. “But thanks again. . . . And if you see him, or see anyone dse
who might have an idea like he had, you could telephone me, couldn't you?’

“You bet! I'l telephone you, Miss Ames. The name is Miss Ames, isnt it?’

| said the name was Miss Ames and shut the door. | locked it again, too, but without the confident feding
I'd had when locking it last night. . . . Futch seemed to stand outside the door a long time. There was no
sound of his going away. | waited for it. There never was such a sound, and when | opened the door
suddenly and looked out, there was no sgn of imin the hdl, no sgn at dl.

No more than there was any trace of how the door lock had been picked.

| STACKED what furniture I could move againd the door after looking under the bed and in the closet



and in the bathroom, then went to the window. Dawn was an angry red fever on the eastern sky, but |
was more interested in the fact that the window could be digned from a rooftop across the street. |
pulled the cord that made the venetian blind dats stand on edge, and went to lie on the bed again.

Sleep was out of the question. | probably lay there hdf an hour, and probably not more than thirty
consecutive seconds of it was in one postion. They say animds can amdl fear on a person. It began to
seem to me that it was dl around me, and | got up and took a shower bath that didnt hep much, and
when | shut off the water, the telephone was ringing.

“Miss Ames?. . . I'm downstairs—the dining-room—if you would care to come down,” he said.

The long-distance telephone last night hadn't added or subtracted anything with his voice. It was 4ill the
most impressive voice | had ever heard.

“How will I know you?’ | asked.
“I'll be the out-szed one.”

“In three or four minutes, I'll be there” 1 sad. “And ligen—another attempt was made to kill me.
Someone picked the lock of my door, and dropped a bottle of cyanic when he ran away.”

“That isinteresting,” he said, and hung up.

There was nobody in the hdl, and nobody who made me nervous in the elevator. But crossing the lobby,
ashadow fdl in beside me and the deepy puppy voice sad, “He's not the one who was at the door.”

| frowned at Futch and asked, “Who?”’

“The guy you're meeting in the dining room. He's not the one. He's bigger. Hes—wael, he's different the
way atiger isdifferent from a tabby cat.”

“You're keeping pretty close tab on me, aren't you, Futch?’
“I find it a pleasure,” he said, and split off and went to the porter's desk.

DOC SAVAGE was done in the dining room. There were thirty-odd other people edting breakfast
there, but for practicad purposes he was done. He stood out like that. He wasn't twenty-feet tal and lit
up with neon, but that was the generd effect.

His manners were good enough. He stood up and held a chair for me, and we exchanged perfectly
normd prdiminary words. He was Doc Savage, and | was Miss Ames. But from there on, busness
picked up.

“Pulaski's body has not been found—or at least the police have not been natified,” he said. “1 think Il
have alook at the body. If you fed up to it, you might come dong.”

“l—wdl, I'll have to think about it. . . . How did you manage to get here so soon?’
“Mane” he said. “What about this second attempt on your life?’

He listened to my story. He was consderably more than ax fest, but with a symmetricd build that kept
him from seeming thet large except when you were close to him. There were severd unusud points about
his appearance, two in particula—the deep bronze of his skin and an odd flake gold coloring of eyes



that were driking.

Toward the end of my story about the prowler at the door, my wording became a bit disconnected. |
was making an unnerving discovery about him—! couldn't read him. This was something unusud, and not
expected. He had the most naturd of expressons, and it changed in response to wha he was
hearing—his face showed logica mounts of surprise, curiosity, admiration for my nerve, dl at the proper
times—but | had the feding that it meant nothing and had no bearing on what he was thinking.

“Thought of anything you forgot to tel me on the telephone last night?” he asked.

Judt like that. Not a word of follow-up on the prowler. No questions about how it fdt to hear a fdlow
hed been outside your door with a bottle of hydrocyanic.

“Any thoughts” | said bitterly, “were scared out of me”

“You seem very competent,” he said, and proceeded with his breakfast, letting me draw whatever
conclusons came handy.

Usudly my confidence isn't eesly rattled. One of the best ways to pull off a falure, it was impressed on
me long ago, is to let your knees get to knocking at the start of an operation. Plan carefully, don't plan
too consarvatively, and then get going and don't hestate nor look back. And above dl, don't get to
thinking that the plan might not work.

But suddenly | was wondering if |1 had been s0 clever to draw this Doc Savage into the affair. My plan
was to use him, persuade him in one way or another to do the dirty work, then capitdize on his efforts,
andif it was a dl convenient, give him a trimming. The dirty work would consst of protecting my neck,
finding an antidote for the radio-active poison that J. X. Smith had been given, and possibly finding out
who had done the poisoning and why. The latter didn't seem vitd to me, but it would be interesting to
know, and it might be profitable. Once Savage found the antidote, | intended to see that J. X.
Smith—and Sonny Conover and James Like also, if they had to have it—paid plenty.

From my standpoint, it was going to be a business proposition. Somebody owed me for the scare I'd
been handed lagt night.

A waiter drifted up with the coffee. A waiter, not the waitress weld had. It was Futch. | wondered how
long heé/d been standing behind us, ligening.

“Anything | should know about that fdlow?’ Savage asked casudly when Futch had gone away.
“What fdlow?’
“The waiter.”

Evidently my face hadn't stayed as poker plan as | had thought. “That was Futch. The one who
frightened the intruder away from my door. He seems to be taking an interest in me.”

“If youll pardon me a moment, | believe I'll take an interest in Futch,” Doc Savage said, and arose and
went into the lobby. He was not gone long. He came back and said, “Just a belhop, apparently. A
character, though.”

We finished breskfast and Savage asked if | fdt up to having alook at Pulaski. | said | wouldnt enjoy it,
which was certainly true, but | would force mysdf to go dong. My nerve wasn't quite that shaky, but it
seemed advisable to try some dinging vine technique on Savage and see how that worked. Savage
dready had a car. A rented one. Futch was on the sidewalk to flag us a cab. He looked disappointed.



Chapter VIII

ONE-THIRTY WASHINGTON STREET was no more gppetizing a nine o'clock this morning then it
hed been lagt night. There may not have been as many trucks in the street, but they were going faster and
hitting the ruts oftener and the racket was about the same. The character in the leather coat was dill
operding the elevator, and he said dmog exactly as he had said lagt night, “Pulaski? The chemist guy?
Third floor.”

We went to the door that had Pulaski's name on it three times. It was closed, and | was trying to
remember whether it had been closed when | |eft yesterday as Savage asked, “Anything different?”

“l don't know,” | said. “The door—I can't recdl cdosng it. . . . But maybe | did. | wasin alittle bit of a
dither when | left here” | tried to think how my state of mind compared to words, and couldn't think of
any words that shaky.

We opened the door and went in, and | knew we were not going to find any body. | knew pogtively that
Pulaski's morta remains were gone, that the chair where he had been stting would be empty, that the
windows would be open and there wouldn't be a trace of odor of all of dmonds. This knowledge came
as a premonition. | have them sometimes. | would have bet on this one, bet my chances of coming out of
this mess with a profit, even bet my percentage on teking Doc Savage for a sucker, which was the
percentage any pretty girl with brains hasin her favor when she starts work on a man. | would have log,
because Pulaski's body was there, looking quite a lot worse than it had last night. The dmond odor was
srong enough to take hold of my har roots.

Savage began looking around. | didn't have to look—I was discovering that everything about the place,
every detall had lodged in my mind last night.

“|l—uh—don't think | can take this. | don't fed good,” | said, not entirdy faking. “Is it necessary—do |
have to stay here? Why can't | go back to the hotd?’

“Arent you afraid of another attempt on your life?” Savage asked.

“Yes” | said. “But the idea doesn't make me fed much worse than”—I tried to gesture & what was now
Mr. Pulaski—"*being around that.”

“I'l cal you at the hotel, then,” Savage said. “The police may want to talk to you.” Then he changed it a
litle and said, “Why don't you wait in the outer room awhile. Y ou might fed better.”

“Il try that, then,” | said, knowing | was not going to fed better. There was no percentage in feding
better, because | wanted to get away from him awhile.

| had thought of something.

He was examining the body closdy as | went out. And suddenly he turned away, went to a workbench
and got something and brought it back to the table where the body was stting. | waited long enough to
see wha he had gotten. It was a microscope.

Fve minutes was dl | could stand in the dingy reception room, and it wasn't entirdy because, in the
dlence—the clamor of trucks in the street was oddly absent here—my ears got to ringing the way
telephone wiresring on a cold day, the way your ears can ring when you stand beside a casket.

Back at the laboratory door, | sad, “lI—could you tdl me something? . . . You see, | haven't much



money, and | asked you to take this case. And—well—I'm beginning to wonder, will | be &ble to pay
you?”

He was doing things with the microscope, and hisfingers had a practiced touch on the insrument. He had
brought over a fluorescent desk-light and it was turned on.

“I never work for afee” he said, shaking his head. “Don't worry about it. . . . Are you feding better?”’

That bore out what the rumors said about him. He never took money. He labored for love. Love of
what? Excitement? He didn't look nor act that crack-brained. He must have an angle somewhere.

“Not much better,” | said. 1 think I'll have to leave. I'm not accustomed to bodies, I'm afraid.”
He nodded, then said, “Before you go—how wel did you know Pulaski?’
“Not too well—afew dates.” That wasfarly close to the truth.

“Know any of his friends? In this case, it might be an acquaintance.” He pondered a moment, added,
“Say a man between forty and fifty years old, with brown hair. Incidentdly, the fdlow would have had a
haircut and shampoo yesterday.”

“No, | can't think of one. . . . But that's not a very definite description.”

“Not too definite” he agreed. “But | wouldnt like to be someone who answered that description too
cosdy.”

“Ohl Youmean. .. 7

Doc Savage nodded. “That prussc acid was thrown at Pulaski rather hard. It splashed quite a bit. And
the killer had, 1 think, to hold Pulaski a few moments until the suff began to take hold. It doesn't work
ingantly, you know. . . . If you'd hed your victim, and perhaps had some hydrocyanic on your hands as a
result, what would be the firgt thing you would do?’

“If you want a persona answer—pass out cold. . . . But otherwise, wash my hands”

“That's what someone did—wash his hands” Savage said. “And comb his hair. There's a comb at the
washbasin with some of Pulaski's hair on it, and on top of that a couple of strands of different hair—the
har of a man between forty and fifty, who had a shampoo and a barbering yesterday. Hair can be read,
you know, under the microscope. Incidentdly, the man probably has a thick head of hair—brown. That's
aguess, redly. The cut looks asif it was done with thinning shears, the ones that have crocodile teeth.”

“Youve got me amazed,” | said.

He glanced sharply to seeif | was ribbing him. He said, “If you're redly feding bad, you might go back to
the hotd and wait.”

“Thanks. | think I will.”

| RODE down in the elevator feding alittle worried. He was sharp, dl right. And what was worse, | had
the feding that he habitudly didn't tel dl he knew—just about one per cent of it.

Futch gave me something e se to think about. He was there, leaning againg the grimy lobby wall, looking
too innocent.



“l have a car, Miss Ames, in case you find need for such a convenience,” Futch said in that deepy voice.
“Ligten, you—you shadow! How did you get here?’

“Have | done wrong?’ he asked with an injured air.

“That depends on what you've done.”

He looked as embarrassed as a kid who had accidentaly tripped his schoolteacher. “I'm afrad |
followed you and thet fdlow,” he confessed. “However, my intentions were good.”

“Oh, they were, were they!”

“| didnt redlly have anything else to do, either,” he added sheepishly. “I was off work. I'm—uh—a sngle
men. | don't have much to do with my spare time. | get alittle lonesome.”

Somehow Futch began to seem dl right to me. The more open-faced they seem and the more honest
they sound, the chances are the more they need weatching. Futch sounded about as honest and glib as a
frog trying to swim in buttermilk.

“l don't get your point, Futch,” | said.
He grinned the same kind of a grin that would come from a toe being pinched.
“| like you, Miss Ames” he said.

So that wasit. It probably was, too. It was logicd enough to explain everything. There seemed to be no
point in being coy with him, so | laughed in hisface. “Y ou're just building up to a disgppointment, Futch.”

“My life has been full of disappointments,” he said quietly. “Y ou want to go anywhere? | got my car, like
| said.”

Why not use him, as long as he was handy? He listened intently as | gave him J. X. Smith's address, and
nodded, saying, “I know about where that is, | think.”

IT turned out that he didn't know. He had to ask a policeman who made it even by not knowing ether,
until he looked in a little book. But findly we were parked in front of Smith's office building, and | said,
“Thanks. Y ou can ether wait, or you can cdl it aday.”

“Il wait.” Futch nodded at the building. “Y ou think youll be dl right wherever you're going in there? Y ou
don't want me aong?’

“Why should | want you dong?’
“Search me. | never stopped to think of that,” he said blankly.

The receptionigt in J. X. Smith's swank office suite gave me an odd look and said, “You have an
gopointment? Mr. Smith isn't feding well, and he has cancdled dl gppointments.” | could imagine he
wouldn't be feding well this morning, and told the girl to try sending my name in anyway. | was admitted
a once.

J. X. Smith gave me a look that he had been keeping on ice for the purpose and said, “I had started to
wonder about you. You weren't at the hotd where you said you would be.”



His barber and his vdet—he probably had one—had apparently done ther best with him this morning,
but he ill showed sgns of a hard night. His eyes had the thick-lidded loose appearance of not having
dept, and he had the generd ar of atal mechanicd toy with the soring wound far too tight.

“| changed hotels, Mr. Smith. But it didn't do too much good. Whoever tried to squirt anhydrous prussic
acid inmy face when | left here made a second attempt later.”

“Prussc acid?’ he said. Either he didn't know what it was, or his mind wasn't dosgly enough on my
words to get what it meant.

“Oh, you've heard of it, Mr. Smith. Hydrocyanic acid. Potassum cyanide is a crysdline sdt derivative.
Inhdation of the vapor of anhydrous prussc will cause immediate death—so quickly, it is said, that
scarcely any symptoms can be observed.”

He got that dl right. His jaw fel, buried itsdf in his expensive necktie.
“Good God.”

While he was properly floored, | described the man who had stood in front of me last night and squeezed
the package. The description didnt add up much—modly it was the asterisk of adhesive tape that had
been on the fellow's face. That, and the brownish necktie with the ydlow check that had gotten in front of
the nozzle of his gadget and probably saved my life

“Recognize him from that description, Mr. Smith?’
“No . .. No, of course not. Great Scott! Is he the one who—who—"

“That'sright. | just wondered if you knew him . . . By the way, did you go to a properly qudified doctor
about that poison?’

That jolted him again—merdy by throwing the discusson back to himsdf, which was the only thing he
was interested in anyway. He shuffled over and fdl in a chair, nodding his head while doing so, and il
nodding it as he announced, “My whole body is saturated with a radioactive substance. Not a strong
saturation, but enough to kill me dowly in the course of from four to eght months”

His doctor had probably guessed about four to eight months, because it was doubtful if there had been
enough radiant poisoning cases as yet for doctors to dassfy the pattern of effect. That might be wrong,
though. There had doubtless been considerable study of the Japanese cases and later of the animdsin the
Bikin tests.

He was looking a me bitterly. “I'm going to put this matter, and you, in the hands of the police, naturdly.”

“That'sfine” | sad coldly, for | was ready for this. “The police are just the boys to find an antidote for
that suff for you.”

“Theyl catch the party who gaveit to me, and make him produce the cure,” he said grimly.

He didn't sumble over referring to the poisoner as “party.” Yesterday he had done some juggling with
the words “person” and “un”’ and something that Sonny Conover had said sometime or other. Today it
was a draight, “the party who gave it to me” | rather got the idea that he had decided to keep his
suspicions to himsdf, and | tried that out with a question.

“Decided who might have given it to you?’ | asked.



“l haven't the dightest ideal” He had it dl ready for me, like an urchin with a snowbal behind his back.

| shrugged. “Cdl in the police if you want to,” | told him. “But that might queer a better idea that
occurred to me. . . Oh wdl, my ideawould be expensive. Better giveit to the police”

He glared a me. “Money? Y ou think money means anything in a case like this?’

That was good to hear. It was a point. And it opened up the way for the matter that had brought me
here.

“Ever hear of Doc Savage?’

He frowned—he was having alittle trouble kegping his thoughts off dying—and had to rub his jaw to dir
arecollection. “Savage? . . . | bdieve I've heard fantly—scientis, isn't he? New York. Got together
some tables on dloy stresses that made quite a change in bridge congtruction methods and design . . .~
He remembered some more, enough to make him bolt upright. “Say! That Savage is an amateur
detective, or something, isnt he?

He ligtened blankly to the buildup | gave Doc Savage which | had a suspicion might be more truth then
exaggeration, dthough it sounded as if | was describing a combination of Eingen, Tarzan of the Apes,
and the F.B.I. “You can get on the telephone, Mr. Smith, and check that, possibly with the locd police,
or if they don't know wheat the score is, with the New Y ork police”

“Thet won't be necessary. I'm—uh—remembering more that I've heard of Savage . . . What do you have
inmind, Miss Ames?’

“Hire Savage for this case.”

He had heard of Doc Savage, dl right. Because he said, “It's my impression that Savage isnt someone
you hire”

“It could be done,” | said. “I'm willing to guarantee you that it could. You see, | hgppen to have certain
contacts with Savage.”

He didn't know exactly how to take that; he grinned, or started to grin, knowingly, then wiped it off his
face, and pretended to be consdering something or other. The emoations he played on his face were not
vay effective over and above his other fedings

Hefindly decided he needed a drink, and he probably did, severd of them. He got out the makings—he
hed atrick affar on his desk: Push a button, and the whole left end of the desk suddenly became a bar
with glasses, tiny cooler full of ice cubes, and dmost anything you wanted in bottles. It was quite a
dartling effect.

He made and drank hdf his drink before he remembered his manners and offered me one. | told hm
what | wanted and he made it and | tasted it. He was not much of a bartender. With that rig, dmost
anyone could have done better.

J. X. Smith finished the contents of his glass. | finished mine. His manners improved and he raised both
eyebrows in a gloomy question. | shook my head.

“I'm redlly here on business, remember?’ | said.

He dropped the glasses back in the bar, pressed the button, and presto! the whole thing vanished.



“You actudly think this man Doc Savage could be persuaded to interest himsdf?” he demanded.

“You put a thousand dollars in my hand, and an agreement to guarantee another ten thousand if Savage
produces the antidote . . . You do that, and I'll produce Doc Savage for you.”

He didn't know me wel enough to pay me a thousand dollars, and said so. We argued about it. He was
inclined to be as tight as the bark on a log. Findly, when he was ripe for a dincher, | told hm | had
consulted Doc Savage, and Savage would take the case. | didn't mention anything about Savage adready
being in town and on the case.

J. X. Smith began writing his persond check for one thousand dollars.

Watching him, something odd occurred to me. “You have brown har, havent you, Mr. Smith. And
you're between forty and fifty years old.”

His head jerked up. “That's obvious, it it?’
“And you probably had a haircut and shampoo yesterday, didn't you?’
He frowned. “Y es, as amaiter of fact, —what did you do, see mein the barber shop?’

It suddenly occurred to me that | had said too much. “As a matter of fact, | did—I was just trying to be
Sherlock Holmes. Sorry.”

He seemed satisfied with that, and | |eft waving his check to dry the ink.

FUTCH was waiting in the reception room. He looked sheepish, pulled a his shapeless hat, crossed and
uncrossed hisfeet, and J. X. Smith's receptionist, a middle-aged woman with the figure of a Grable, was
glaing a him.

“I thought you were gaing to wait downgtairs, Futch.”
“I got lonesome,” Futch mumbled.

| let him think that would do until we got into the elevator, then demanded, “Why was the receptionist
browning you off?’

He blinked a couple of times, and confessed, “Well—ah—I told her somebody wanted her in an office
down the hdll. | gave her the number of an office | had noticed, deven . . . When she was gone | sort of
cut in the intercom set. The talk-box on her desk, you know. | noticed she had the master station on her
desk—you can switch in on any office and hear what's being said. She came back and | think she
wondered how Smith's office got switched on.”

“You eavesdropped on mel”

“I just thought | wouldn't be as lonesomeif | heard your voice, Miss Ames.”
“Youre aliar, Futch!”

“Uh-huh,” he said. “Maybe | am. A little one”

THERE was a bank in the building, and they gave me the cash for J. X. Smith's check. But firg they
telephoned Smith about it. | was afraid he had changed hismind by now, but he hadntt.



“Nice profit,” Futch said casudly. “But | understood this Doc Savage party didn't work for money.”

“Who said he was going to get any?’ | asked grimly. “And listen, you keep out of thid . . . On second
thought, Futch, your nose seems a little long. | don't think 1 can stand them around when they're that

long.”

He looked frightened. “Gee whizz! I'm just—"
“Londy. | know!”

| turned and walked away from him.

There was a uniformed policeman outside the bank, a policeman as big as a barn and with dl his brass
buttons shining, a policeman with a big melodious voice that drawled, “Youre Miss Ames, aren't you?
Wel, wed like to take you for alittle ride.”

When | got over the shock aufficently to look around, there was no Futch. Futch had gone. He had
disappeared. A magician could not have done better.

Futch, it struck me, dso had brown hair. Whether he was aso between forty and fifty years of age was
difficult to say, but it was an item for thought.

Chapter IX

THE policeman was nice. He was a wonderful policeman. How wonderful he was didnt dawn on me
unil we walked, after riding a while in his squad car, into the building on Washington Street where the
trucks rumbled and the man with the lesther coat ran the elevator. Doc Savage said, “I got worried about
you, Miss Ames, when | couldn't get in touch with you a your hotel. | think, for your own safety, that
you'd best stay with me” | redly appreciated what afine cop he was then.

“| was transacting some business—cashing a check, as a matter of fact,” | explained.

A heavy-set, white-haired man said, “You certainly had us worried, Miss Ames. Mr. Savage told us
about the attempt on your life” He turned out to be a police detective named Carnahan, in charge of the
invedtigation of Pulaski's demise.

| expected to get a going over from the police, but what | got was a fooling. The queen of dl the land
wouldn't have received more deference. | tried to decide why, and got about as far as a scientigt trying to
figure out what is gravity, until the reason came out of Detective Carnahan's mouth by chance—they
credited me with getting Doc Savage on the case. Thét, it seemed, made my soul pure.

It had been gradudly dawning on me—not too gradualy, at that—that Doc Savage was going to be one
of those wonders of a lifetime, a notable who is as good as he's taked up to be. The way the police
deferred to him proved it. Previoudy it hadn't occurred to me that the police here had more then barely
heard of him.

And Savage hadn't had me brought here because he was concerned about my hedth, not entirdy. He
hed a customer for me.

“Miss Ames, thisis Mr. Walter P. Earman,” Doc Savage said.

Earman was a man who looked long, but wasn't, and looked that way because he was of tubular
congtruction, like sausages linked together. He was nervous. He was dso full of impulses, and the one he



hed now was to seize my hand and give it a shaking and then hold to it. His grip was dank and moig, as
if a cafish had swalowed my hand. “Terrible, terrible, terriblel” he exclamed. “An awful thing. Poor
Pulaski. The poor, poor man.”

Savage sad, “Mr. Earman is aformer business associate of Pulaski, and just arrived in town.”

“No, no, no, not an associate exactly,” Earman corrected hadtily. “I employed poor Pulaski a one time.
That was in Cleveland, Sx years ago. | was a contractor—chemica plant congtruction work—and
Pulaski was on my daff. | hadn't seen him snce | dissolved my business. But | had heard from
him—letters—and | thought | would look him up while | was here. | came down here looking for a
location, because I'm thinking of going into business again and—"

A young policeman came hurrying past us. Only he didn't get past without an incident. He stumbled—oh
50 naturally—and flopped his arms, swore, fdl agang Mr. Earman, knocked Earman's hat off, rammed
his hand through Earman's hair. It was dl as naturdly done as a frog jumping off alily pad.

“You dumsy ape!” Detective Carnahan said to the young policeman. The latter said, four or five times,
how sorry he was. He went into the laboratory.

Water P. Earman, bdieve it or not, had not let go my hand. | got it away from him, partly by main force.

Carnahan apologized again for the humpty-dumpty dumsiness of the young policeman, then began asking
Earman questions about Pulaski 9x years ago. | ligened to that. Pulaski had been a fine boy, wonderful,
wonderful, wonderful, the way Earman told it. It didn't seem reasonable that Carnahan would be satisfied
with what he was getting, but he seemed to be.

Doc Savage drifted casudly into the laboratory. . . . Presently | sauntered into the laboratory mysdlf.
Savage was examining something under the microscope. A human hair. One of Wdter P. Earman's hairs.
“Pretty dick,” | said. “But shouldn't another policeman or two fal down to make it redly look good?’
Savage amiled dightly. He had a nice amile “Wasit that bad?’

“Not if he's on the level. But he seems nervous. . . . If | was that nervous, and a cop happened to sumble
just right to grab out some of my hair, | might wonder.”

“Thet's true”
“But it was a wagte of time, wasn't it? His har is grey, not brown.”

He answered that by removing the dide carefully from the microscope and handing it to the young
policeman, saying, “Better have your laboratory do more than a cursory check on this. The definitdy
shaped pigment granules within the hair shaft show markedly darker, and there is evidence of diffuse
penetration, probably by a bleaching agent or dye.”

“Brown?" | gasped.
He nodded. “But farther than that, | wouldn't say.”

ANOTHER officer, afat onein plan clothes who had the air of never having pounded a besat, had been
taking over ateephonein the back of the room. Now he hung up and approached.



“The F.B.l. has him under that name—Walter P. Earman,” this officer said. He consulted some notes.
“He operated the Four Companies Congtruction Company in Clevdand before the war. He was the
principa stockholder and president. Two months after Pearl Harbor, his concern was awarded a
contract to build an eghty-million-dollar ordnance plant in this state. A plant for manufacturing
explosves. Thirty days later, his three partners approached the F.B.I. with the information that Earman
was an dien, had sympathies with the enemy, and had belonged to subversve organizations. The
ordnance plant contract was cancelled. The three partners, whose loyaty was unquestioned, then bid on
it again and were awarded the contract. Earman was bankrupt. He was in a so-cdlled relocation camp
during the war, and since then has worked at odd jobs in Cleveland.”

Doc Savage had listened to thiswith the proper amount of interest. He asked, “You get the names of his
former partners?’

The officer sad, “Wdl . . .” He looked a me doubtfully, and added to Savage, “There's some pretty
important loca names involved.”

“Donttdl me” | said. “Let me guess. And let's be coy about it, too, and just say their initidsare J. X. S,
S. C.and J. L. Of coursg, if I Smithed my guess we can Conover the thing againif you'd Like.”

The young cop thought I'd performed quite a feat, but he didn't think it was funny. He put out his jaw and
sad, “A lady genius. Maybe Carnahan didn't ask you enough questions.”

Doc Savage asked hadlily, “Was her guess correct?’
“Too correct.”
“Earman’'s former associates were J. X. Smith. Sonny Conover and James Like?’

“That's right,” said the young officer. He ether didn't like me, or he did and thought | was Savage's
property and was going out of hisway to show disinterest.

“Those three” said Savage. “Went to the F.B.I. with the fact that Earman was an dien? . . . In effect,
ruined Earman financidly?’

“That'sright again.”
| said, “Don't look now, but isn't that a motive cregping out of the corner?’
Savage said, “It might be.”

The young cop, looking a me, said, “We don't believe in lady mind-readers around here. So maybe
you're something more in this than we thought.”

Savage said, “Miss Ames has told me dl she knows.”
“I'm sorry,” said the young policeman. He walked away.

“It might be agood idea,” Savage told me dryly, “if you picked the right times to look beautiful and say
nothing.”

“I got it alitielate” | said. My voice didn't shake, dthough it fdt as if it should, dong with my knees. It
had just reoccurred to methat | had found Pulaski's body and hadn't said anything about it to the people
that should have been told—the police—and why wasn't | in jall? “Thank heavens you seem to have
quite an influence,” | added.



“I'm not a genuine magician,” he said. “I can't make you vanish—which may be what youll wish to do if
the police interest in you gets a bit stronger.”

“| got thet alittle late, too,” | confessed. “But | sure have it now. I'm not likdly to forget it. It's tacked to
my brain. And, incidentdly, 1'd like to tack another fact dongside it, if | could pick it up. Meaning—why
are you doing me dl these favors?’

“Maybe they aren't favors,” Savage said.

That scared me s0 bad | dropped the whole thing. | didn't know why it scared me, but it did. | didn't
know why he said that. But he had said it, and it was beginning to grow on me that Doc Savage was a
party who used his words as carefully as the old-time buffdo hunters are said to have used their
cartridges.

“That duff with the hair sample, and the F.B.I.—you work farly fast,” | mumbled.
“Routing” he said.

And he went back into the reception room. Water P. Earman and quite a crowd of police were dill
there. Savage conferred in a corner with Detective Carnahan, who gave his replies between spells of
jaw-rubbing and head-scratching. Most of the policemen here now were the experts who had come to
take prints, pictures, measurements and the multiplicity of other Suff the police do on a murder case—as
an example, aman was taking finger-nall scrapings from the body and deposting them in a petri dish
which could be covered. All the efficiency made mefed even more unessy. Even the thousand dollars in
My purse was hot too much of a comfort.

Savage evidently made a ded with Carnahan to handle Walter P. Earman his way.

Rgoining me, Savage sad, “We might as wel leave now.” Then he told Earman, “Miss Ames and | are
leaving. Would you care for us to give you alift?”

Earman accepted the way he would have taken a gold watch. Evidently he had been wondering how he
was going to get out of there, and whether.

We rode down in the elevator. The man in the leather coat had a sandwich in one pocket, was eding
one, and parts of athird were on the floor. He was having a big morning.

WE rode north in Savage's car. He drove. Walter P. Earman was S0 relieved that he had to talk; he was
50 loose with rdief at getting away from the police that his tongue just had to flop. But what he talked
about was the city. A wonderful city, he said. Fine, fine, fine He would like it here, and he hoped he
could find some sort of suitable business, or a desirable business connection. What he said meant nothing
except that he was nervous, dl up in the air. He didn't even think to ask to be let out.

Savage stopped the car in front of a building that would compare favorably with anything in Kansas City
or St. Louis. He said, “Mr. Earman, in view of the fact that you once knew the deceased, | wonder if you
would do me afavor?’

Earmen dlearly didn't want to do any favors, but he said he did.

“It won't take a moment,” Savage said. “I'm going in to see a party. Would you go dong, just to tdl me
whether you recognize this party as having been an acquaintance of Pulaski when you knew him?’



“Gladly,” said Earman unconvincingly. “Anything | can do that might help catch poor Pulaski's murderer,
| shdl be eager to do.”

A second look at the building told me who we were going to see. Doc Savage was being tricky. Walter
P. Earman would know the party we were going to see.

“You may come dong if you wish, Miss Ames” Doc Savage informed me,

“l wouldnt missit,” | said, and his warning frown was just a thing that might have been on his bronze
fece.

AND we went into the building, and | saw the dusve Futch. Saw him, and didn't. Because maybe Futch
was there, down the sdewak a short distance, one of the crowd; | thought | saw him, and then thought |
didn't. Futch, if it was Futch, was not making himsdf any more prominent than a lecherous thought in a
parson's mind.

Waiting for the devator, | whispered to Savage, “I think | just saw Futch. Outside. On the sdewalk.
West.”

Savage didn't say anything about Futch. He did say, “I think I'll pick up a newspaper.” And he went over
to the lobby newsstand, and a thick-necked man who was sanding there, a man who had police
detective on him like whitewash, nodded imperceptibly to something Savage told him, and turned and
went outsde.

They certainly had ther lines out.

We went updtairs and into an office without Earman redlizing where he was being taken. | was sure
Earman didn't know, because he did not turn any specid color. The office was a little larger than
necessary to store two locomotives, and was dl walnuts and chocolate legthers. It was meant to impress.
It did. The receptionist was blonde, had a figure that made me a little sdf-conscious, a high-voltage
persondity, and she hadn't bought a dress that achieved that sunning plainness on any forty dollars a
week.

| asked Earman if he was married, and he brightened up and got busy tdling me he wasn't, and didn't
hear who Savage asked the receptionist could we see.

A moment later, we were shown into Sonny Conover's office.

Wadter P. Earman did his color-change now. White fird, then it was shaded with blue. He hadn't
expected to see Conover. Meeting one of his old partners, one of the men who had tagged him as a
dangerous dien and then taken his business away from him, was to Earman about the same as stepping
off the edge of atdl building.

Sonny Conover was surprised too. His mouth was open when Earman'sfid filled it.

This Sonny Conover had wrigs and arms and a body to go with them that would have been full
equipment for a village smithy. He could have taken Earman the way a swatter takes a fly. Sonny
Conover was abig man. In dl ways. He didn't even need his name, or hisfirm's name, on his office door.

But hefel flat on his back with surprise. It couldn't have been the negligible effect of Earman's figt on his
teeth.



Savage went to Earman. He took hold of Earman with the casud manner of a good forward taking the
basketball, and Earman seemed to try hard to do something about it and succeeded in doing absolutely
nothing. Savage sat Earman down in a chair on the far side of the room. He did not appear to St Earman
down hard. The bottom split out of the chair.

“Youd better gay there,” Savage said.
Earman gtayed there. He watched Savage's hands with a kind of fascinated horror.

Sonny Conover turned over on the floor, sat up, dabbed at his lips with a handkerchief, and examined
the red qain he got with a kind of surprised interet, as if it was lipstick. He got to his feet, shuffled
around his desk and sat down. He didn't act asif being hit by Earman meant anything at dl, asif it was as
nothing to something else that was on his mind.

He said, “You are Doc Savage?”’
Savage admitted it.

Sonny Conover said, “I've heard of you—before | taked to J. X. Smith, | meen. | talked to Smith a
couple of hours ago. | went to his doctor. I've got the same thing in me that Smith has. Poison.
Radioactive. I'm going to die”

He certainly bdieved in getting down to business quick. One speech, and he had told the whole story.
Also he had explained why he wasn't thinking much about being hit by Earman. His thoughts were on
dying. He hadn't had the thoughts for more than an hour, probably, and they were a fresh-born monster
to him.

“Any idea who gave you the Suff?’ Savage asked.
Conover's eyes drifted toward Earman, back. “Nothing | could prove,” he said.
“Anything at dl that would help?’

“Noathing yet. I'm trying to think of something.” He wasn't fodling there. He had been grinding his brains
together like rocks, and the only grist he got was whatever it meant to a man like him to die. If this office
layout was a sample, it would mean leaving a lot.

Savage said, “| take it you know Mr. Earman.”
“Him? Oh, sure.”
“In business with him, weren't you? Y ou, and Smith, and a party named James Like?’

Earman cdled Conover a dirty name. Savage glanced & me, and winced. He didn't fed right about a
lady hearing a bad word. | knew worse words. Savage got up and moved toward Earman, and Earman
meted back in the charr like atallow candle being approached by a blowtorch.

“He ruined mel” Earman wailed. “The three of them did. Lied about me. Stole my business”

In the mogt disinterested voice, as if discussng a cravat he had worn yesterday, Sonny Conover said,
“You foal, if we hadn't taken the course we did, the F.B.l. would have found out anyway that you were
an enamy dien. They would have canceled the contracts and ruined us dl. But dl that has been explained
to you.”

“You framed mel” Earman yelled.



“Oh, nuts” sad Conover. “The F.B.l. found plenty on you, and ninetenths of it we hadn't known
mljt.”

“Lied” Earman shouted. But Savage was going to Earman again, and Earman didnt like that. He went
back in the chair himsdf as if wanting to disappear in the upholstery. He said, “They lied,” again, but it
wan't at dl convinang.

“Were you an dien?’ Savage asked.

“No,” Earman said weakly. And then he said, “Yes. . . . Yes, but they—yes. Yes, only my sympathies
were with this greet, fine country. . . .” Savage stood over him now. Earman made a swipe a hislips with
atongue as dry as a sagebrush sem. “I belonged to the Bund,” he confessed.

Savage said, “Then your partners were judtified in turning you in?’
“Wdl_ll
“Judtified as American citizens?’

Earman bent over. He put his face in his hands. “Yes” he said. In a moment, a puppy-like sound
escaped between his fingers. “I'm afraid,” he whimpered. “I don't know what is happening, and I'm
afrad.”

Sonny Conover didn't seem at dl interested in this. He pretended to be interested in the top of his desk,
but nothing was there. And then he looked a me. He wasn't interested in me, ether, but he seemed
cdled on to be something, and he asked, “May | inquire who you are?’

“MissAmes,” | said.
“Butwhat part...?

“I've been sort of Doc Savage's advance agent in this thing,” | said. And then, because | didn't want
Savage to notice particularly the statement 1'd just made, and give out the correct idea of my datus, |
added hurriedly, “ There's another man who may possibly be involved in this Mr. Conover. James Like.
He, too, was a partner of Earman's Sx years ago. Isthat right?’

“Jmmy was one of us, yes”
“Have you discussed thiswith him?’

For answer, Sonny Conover—the name Sonny certainly didnt fit him—snapped down the lever of an
interoffice communicator, Imilar to the one which Futch had done his eavesdropping a J. X. Smith's
office, and addressed his secretary. “Miss Spelman, have you gotten hold of Mr. Like yet?’

The young woman said she hadntt.
“Where have you tried?” Conover demanded.

The girl had alig of places and friends, mogt of the places being bars, and most of the friends women.
“No one seems to have seen Mr. Like for a couple of days, Mr. Conover,” the secretary reported.

Conover sad, “Thank you, Miss Spdlman,” snapped up the leve—he wasn't fodl enough to have the
intercom master set on his secretary’'s desk, as Smith had been—and asked us, “Tha answer your
question?’



“You are trying to get hold of James Like and can't locate hm?' Savage asked.
“That's the generd idea.”
Earman made no more puppy sounds, but he dill hed his face in his hands asiif it was made of thin glass.

Savage studied Conover thoughtfully. “Fgured out any measures, or had any advice, on treating that
poison in your body?’ he asked.

Conover's control solit alittle. He had been doing well, but now there was a crack. Not much escaped.
Jugt a shudder. One that would have mixed a mated milk.

“Good God!” he croaked. “Figure out something! You're crazy, man! The doctor tdls me there's no
known trestment for radiant poisoning. Thet it's a tissue destruction effect that doesn't show up until later.
Months later.”

“Perhgpsin this case—"

Conover had another of the shudders, then told us the reason for it. But first, before he told us, he cursed
his doctor, or J. X. Smith's doctor. He caled the doctor much worse than he had been cdled by Earman
afew minutes ago, but Savage let it pass. Then Conover said, “That damned doctor. The blankety-blank
morbid so-and-so showed me some pictures of the Hiroshimavictims Why in the hel he did that, | don't
know. | was scared bad enough without that.”

Savage sad patiently, “It's possible there may be a ready avalable cure in your paticular case” He
turned to me and said, “Y ou might repeat what Pulaski told you.”

| had forgotten Pulaski's exact words. But | gave Conover the gig of it—that the radio-activated
substance was carried in an insoluble salt, and that the sAlt itsdf could be diminated from the body by the
proper treatment, “If that's true,” | said, “these cases aren't the same as ordinary radiant poisoning due to
exposure—for instance, the sort of exposure they fear in working around an aomic pile—nor quite like
the thing that happened to the victims in the pictures the doctor showed you. . . . Tha was the badsis for
the whole extortion scheme.”

“I'l pay plenty to get out of this, if that will do it,” Conover sad hitterly. “I suppose the smart thing is to
sy | won't pay a damn cent, but what's the use of kidding.”

He looked at Earman when he said that. Earman didn't take his face out of his hands.

Savage now stood. He said, “In case you think of anything that might help catch whoever gave you that
suff—and if you are contacted, and a payment demanded—get in touch with me.”

Conover nodded. “It may take some nerve to do that if I'm told not to do it by whoever contacts me”
Savage didn't argue with him about it. “ Thet will be up to you,” he said.

Apparently the interview with Sonny Conover was over. We had learned quite a lot, accomplished
nothing. Savage went over and took Earman's shoulder and raised Earman out of the chair. It looked as
if he had picked up a coat. “WEell be going now, Mr. Earman,” he said.

We left Sonny Conover braced back in his chair, saring fixedy at the caling and the end of life, and
crossed the reception room that would hold two locomotives and some to spare, went dong the hdl
agan, rode down in an eevator that | now noticed would itsdf hold a amdl truck.



Futch wasn't around on the street, not noticeably. The solid-looking police detective who had |eft the
cigar stand to look for Futch was standing at the curb trying to disguise himsdf by reading a newspaper.
He didn't particularly look &t us, but shook his head, whatever that meant. We got in Savage's car.

Earman got in beside Doc Savage and sat there aminute. Then Earman's breeth went out in a long Shilly
audible rush, asif an dligator had hissed.

“I'm afrad I've lied to you somewhat, Mr. Savage,” Earman said.
That will probably be the understatement for today, | reflected.

Chapter X

DOC SAVAGE drove the car three blocks—no doubt to get away from the police detective's large
ear—and danted the machine into a clear space a the curb, stopped it, shut off the engine, and told
Earman, “1 was wondering when you would begin to see some advantage in the truth.”

Earman didn't get it out a once. He wanted to, but he had been holding back his fears as if they were
hendfuls of rats, and they began getting loose. Most of them got as far as his throat and filled it.

“| didn't exactly lie” Earman gasped, after two or three minutes of tough going. “l—uh—said | came
here from Clevedland to investigate a business propostion. That was right—subgtantidly. But | was paid
to come here. A man named Rilling—Theodore Rilling—the letter said he was a man—there were two
lettersin dl—the first one was three weeks ago, but | told Mr. Lilsey that—"

Savage interposed, “Y ou're getting a couple of carts before the horse. Suppose you take a deep breath
and tdl it the way it happened.”

Earmen gripped his knees with both hands and tried again. He said, “God, I'm afrad! | think I've been
framed.” And for another three minutes, he found ways of saying he was afraid and had been jobbed.
Savage waited patiently, watching Earman with arather dinicd caculation, as if he thought Earman if left
aone would get himsdf back on the track. This was right.

Earman had been working for a Mr. Lilssy who owned a radio shop in Cleveland. Earman sold radios
for Mr. Lilsey. A letter came for Earman from a Mr. Theodore Rilling. The letter said he, Mr. Rilling, had
once been employed by Earman and dill remembered the fine treatment Earman had given im and dl his
other employees. Mr. Rilling was grateful, the letter said. Gratitude, said the letter, had moved Mr. Rilling
to offer Earman an executive job beginning a two hundred dollars a week in Mr. Rilling's organization, a
firm which was expanding in the prefabricated housng fidd. That was the fird letter. Earman accented by
mal. Why not? For sdling radios, he was averaging about thirty-five a week. The second letter from
Rilling had contained eight hundred dollars—a month's advance—and ingructions to come to this city
and regigter at the Segrew Hotel, and take things easy until Mr. Rilling showed up. To be in no hurry. It
might be aweek. Two. But don't worry if Mr. Rilling didn't appear a once, because Rilling was a busy
men and might be delayed making the territory.

By thistime, Earman sounded like a barrel that had lost some of its staves.
“I've been here three days,” he said. “Rilling hasn't shown up.”
“Who isthis Rilling and what does he look like?" Savage asked.

“God, that's what terrifies me” Earman cried. “1 never remembered such a man. | don't know whether |



even had aRilling working for me. | can't recdl the name.”
“Then why did you come?’

“Eight hundred dollars,” said Earman miserably.

“Have you these | etters you mentioned from Rilling?’

“Oh, yed Yes Damn, I'm glad | have, too,” Earman blurted.

He handed Doc Savage the letters, one a atime, and Savage read them, then passed them back to me.
They were what Earman had said they were.

Earman was shaking now.

“Do you think | was decoyed here to serve as goat?’ he cried. “Do you? God, | think | wasl What am |
going to do?’

If Savage had an answer to that, he kept it to himsdf. He started the engine again, twisted the car away
from the curb, and drove north. Then he asked, “Miss Ames, do you know James Like's home
address?”’

“Why would | know that?’
He said pleasantly, “I merdy thought you might have looked it up.”

He wasright. | had looked it up, last night. But the fact that he had decided | had was disurbing—while
it was a andl thing, nothing in itsdf, it did indicate that Savage was deep water and seeped into
unexpected places. | was feding pretty good up to then—our interview with Sonny Conover had gone
just about the way | wanted it to go. But now | had the impression of being undermined, surrounded, and
that Savage was doing it, or had dready doneit.

“It'son Kay Street, 116,” | said quite thoughtfully. “That's an gpartment digtrict. The best one.”
“Well try there,” Savage said.

THERE were lots of flaghy roadsters on Kay Street. The baby carriages were dl pushed by nurses who
wore nice uniforms. One-sixteen was twelve stories of dignified dark brick and the entrance was Colonid
white and the brass didn't have a spot on it. There was a doorman and a PBX operator and three
uniformed eevator operators. There was an argument with the PBX operator, then with the manager,
and it wasn't settled until the manager telephoned the police. That settled it quick.

We went up to the saventh floor, and the manager unlocked a door with a master key, and we went in to
seeif James Like was at home. He was a home.

James Like was another man between forty and fifty with brown hair. He had a sun-tanned look and
wore sporty tweeds and a checked wooal shirt. There was a doth sport hat on the stand table beside him,
and leaning againg the stand table was one of those canes that men takeout to the race track with them,
the kind that can be made into a seat-rest. James Like looked like a sporting man, and the gpartment was

agporting man's gpartment.

The caling had great stained beams and the plaster was finished rough, like waves on a amdl lake. On
the wdls were suffed animd heads, a giraffe and an dephant and some others with big mule ears and



long horns like toothpicks the names of which | didn't remember. There was a Kodiak bear from Alaska,
suffed whole. The bear was only alittle bigger than a horse. The apartment was full of suff like thet, the
gpartment of a big man who had liked to do big primitive things in a hard direct way, the sort of a men
who had plenty of courage and would be a great help to everybody in a case as grim as this one was.

The only trouble was, he was dead. His hands were on the armrests of the chair, and he had died
peacefully. If thereis such athing as dying peecefully.

“Heart,” Savage said. “Probably he just thought he was feding deepy, and so he took a nap.”
“But ign't a heart attack sort of a coincidence?’ | asked.

“Rather,” Savage said, and looked a me. There was speculation in his eyes, and a deep-seated curiosity,
and perhaps other thoughts that | couldn't fathom, and wouldn't have liked if | could have. He sad,
“Youre avery gable person, aren't you, Miss Ames? Death and terror and men lying themselves blue in
the face dl around you, and you're not too much affected.”

“I'm affected, dl right,” | said. “With alittle more of this encouragement, | think | can shake up afird-rate
st of hydterics”

“Don't” he said. “It might not look well on you.”

| had heard somewhere that he was afraid of women, that he didn't understand them; that, as a matter of
fact, he had a phobia about the point, and never dlowed himsdf to form any kind of attachments of that
sort. Just because he couldn't figure a woman out. It would be nice if that wasn't the hooey | was
beginning to think it was.

He didn't go farther into my psychology. Instead, he got asmdl case out of his pocket, and | knew what
it was a once, and wasn't too surprised that he should be carrying around something of the sort. It didn't
have one twentieth of the bulk of the radioactivity detector 1'd rented and used on J. X. Smith, but it was
probably as efficient.

He adjusted the gadget and it began dicking. It was quite audible. He stood on the far Sde of the room
and we could hear it going in measured time, a little like a clock. He came toward the body of James
Like. Thedicking quickened and became a clatter, a buzz, a whine, a wall like the child ghost of dl the
banshees trying to get back into purgatory.

There was evidently enough radiant materid in James Like's body to set up in the atom bomb businessin
amodest way.

“But | didn't know that Suff would stop a heart!” | said.

Savage shrugged. “None of us know too much about radiants. We havent been around them long
enough. . . . Or it may have been the carrying medium for the radiant, the metalic sdt or whatever it is”

Walter P. Earman now set up a diverson. He didnt hiss this time, didn't make a puppy sound; what he
did make was awall like a cat on a high pole, after about the third day. That was dl he did, make the
sound.

“What is the matter with you now?’ Doc Savage asked him.
Earman moaned naisly. “He's the one who reported me to the F.B.1."

“But | thought dl three of your ex-partners—"



“Yes yes” Earman said. “Like was the one who did it. | mean—he's the one who knew | was an dien.
He found it out firgt, and sold the idea to the others.”

“In other words,” said Savage, “James Like is the one you hate the most?’

“Yes” Earman said. Then he changed his mind fast and said, “But you see, | don't hate any of them.
That'sdl out of my heart.”

“Then you have nothing againgt J. X. Smith, Sonny Conover and James Like?’
“Nothing. Nothing in my heart,” Earman indsted.

Anyone could see how much he loved his three—now two—ex-partners. About as much as an eephant
defies the law of gravity.

Savage sad, “It's good to be pure of heart.”

He had been accusng me of being too cam, but | had never seen a set of self-controls kept on ice better
than he was keeping his. If that pure of heart wasn't sarcasm, it would do urtil there was better.

| gathered that Savage wasn't completdy satisfied with progress. Which, dl in dl, was understandable.
| said, “About now would be a good time for you to pull a grest feet, wouldn't it?’
“What do you mean?’ He didn't change expression much, but he was annoyed.

“Why, Mr. Savage, | understood that you made quick packages out of things like this. Here you've been
with us—how long is it—severd hours? And dl weve done is find bodies and men who have an
excdlent prospect of becoming bodies.”

He didn't say anything. He went to the gpartment door and gestured, meening we—Earman, mysdf and
the gpartment house manager who was with us and as weak as lagt year's campaign promises—were to
leave. He sad, “Well telephone the police from downdairs.”

Riding down in the elevator, | said, “He got amuch heavier dose than the other two, didn't he?’
Savage didn't say nothing.

| said, “Tha might make it easier to find out how it was given to him, and if we knew how, we might
learn when and who.”

He dill didn't say anything.
So | sad, “It looks like I've hurt someone's fedings”
“Not serioudy,” he said.

THE devator, dl gold and mirrors, arrived at the ground floor with a hat no more vidlent than a golden
wedding kiss, and the doors did apart. Savage stepped out, a little sdewise—by now | had noticed that
he had taken to watching everything around him—and there was an old woman in a long coat waiting,
and she crowded in, crowded past him without waiting for us to get out. The operator started to say,
“Pease |et them off—" and got part of it out when there was about the same sound that a rug-beater
makes on a rug. The eevator operator didn't fdl down for a while he only leaned fodlighly into the



corner, propped up by his stool and the fact that his coat front was hooked over the control lever.

The old woman was dosing the elevator doors now. Working fast. But Savage was fadt, too, and got a
foot in the doors and kept them from diding entirdy shut. The old woman labored againg the lever which
threw the doors shut, and a the same time began shooting—using the gun that had dugged the
operator—indiscriminately at the door, a Doc Savage's foot. It didn't take Savage long to get away from
the door. | didn't think he was hit.

The gunshotsin the eevator were louder than you would think any sound could be.

The old woman was a he, naurdly. But | wasn't impressed by that so much—not that | wasn't
impressed, however—as by the fact that, having closed the doors, he turned and showed me the face
that had the asterisk of adhesve tape on it last night. Here was the party who had tried to spray me with
lethd hydrocyanic.

“Hdlo, Wdter,” he said to Earman.

The man—there was no tape on his face now—ijerked at the devator operator, who fdl away from the
controls. The man threw the lever over, and the cage got going upward suddenly enough that my knees
bent alittle.

“Water, youre looking fing” the man said dryly and hbitterly to Earman. The latter's eyes, mouth and
nogtrils, and probably his pores, were as widdy open as they could get and daying that way. He didn't
reply.

The man—I| hadn't the dightest doubt now that | was going to die presently, and he would be the cause
of it—had time to give me a vague look. He probably made it vague ddliberatdly, and it was supposed to
mean something, perhaps to scare me. Nothing could have scared me any further. Anyway, he had only
time to give me the studied look—and the elevator stopped. There was no foolishness about its hating—
chuck! | was afew inches off the floor, and settled back.

| knew what had happened. Savage down on the lobby leve had shut off the current somehow and done
it fast.

The man, ex-tape-face, knew what had occurred aso. “Wadter,” he sad. “Walter, your big friend is
trying to make us trouble.”

Earman, who was flattened againgt the wadl now, had no words. The other didn't seem to expect any. He
didn't waste time jigdling the usdless control. Instead, he came down hard againg the door lever and
broke the doors open, looked ot.

“We get a break,” he said, pleased with what he saw. “Hfth floor. That'll get us out on aroof next door.”

The cage wasn't quite a the fifth floor, but it was near enough that, jumping up, dinging to the shaft-door,
the man was able to reach the device that opened the floor-level doors with his fingertips. He did some
fumbling and yanking, and presently had away out.

“Get going, Walter,” he said.

Earmen looked a him in a pop-eyed way that might mean anything, and began, “But should [—’

“I would, Walter. Indeed | would, if I didn't want to be guest of honor at an eectrocution.”

So Earman dlimbed out. He made a hard grunting job of it, was helped by the other, who then followed



him up and out, then turned and |ooked down a me. He was on hands and knees. “Miss Ames” he said.
“You did manage to make alovely mess of this after dl, didn't you?’ He had a gun in his hand now. No
more foolishness with prussic acid.

No more foolishness at dl. He was going to be practical and shoot me. He had concluded he would get
out of the elevator before he did it, probably not wanting to get himsdf spattered. Still, he didn't look like
somebody who cared too much about being neat. But he did look practica. He should have done it this
way lagt night, probably.

About thet time, | got againg the lever that closed the doors, the lever that was shaped like an elbow. |
came up hard againd it, and | was strong, stronger probably than any woman in the world ever was. |
could have bent a horseshoe barehanded. The door began dosng. He said something nasty. His gun
spoke aloud noise and ayard of flane,

But the door was closing. He grabbed at it with his hand that wasn't holding the gun. All that got him was
hisfingers pinched. The doors did together and got his fingers and his gun barrel. Out of the gun barrd,
more fire and sound. Then he took the gun barrd from the crack. But he had more trouble with his
fingers We fought over the fingers, me trying to pinch them off with the door, he saying things and trying
to keep hisfingers. He got them.

| didn't hear him go away. | didn't hear Water P. Earman go away. | stood braced there, pulling at the
handle, forcing the door to stay shut with dl my strength, working at it until | ached dl over. It probably
wasn't necessary, but | didn't want that door ever to open.

It wasn't so good. My knees began to go firg; | was pushing up againg the handle so hard that they
wouldn't take it. The sengble thing to do was quit pushing, but | couldn't do thet; it would have been
easer to stop bresthing permanently. It was the fird time | knew my knees would fold both ways, but
that was what they seemed to be doing. My legs are long and nice, and pretty soon they weren't good for
anything; they didn't even have any feding in them. | began to fed asif | had been swalowed by a tiger
thet was dead.

And just then Doc Savage's voice caled, “Miss Amest Amed” He was outside the door. “Ames Are
you dl right?’

| said something. “Go away,” | think it was. “I've had enough.” The words were clearer than they should
have been.

“Arethey inthere?’ he asked.

“I don't think so,” | said.

“Where did they go?’

“Out. One said something about a roof.”

“That shooting—"

“Jug go away,” | said. “Just go away. And never come back.”

Savage sad, “You gtay in there.” And then he went away, but not because | had told him to.

| didn't stay there. | opened the door, crawled out, made my way down the hal by usng the wals for
supports, and found the ingde fire escape dairs. | started up—intending dl the time to go down—and
had climbed hdf aflight before | got that straightened out. Then | went down. Five and a hdf flights, five



and a hdf miles Nobody was in the lobby but the P.B.X. operator and she didn't say a word, just stared
with big glassy eyes. The arr in the street tasted sweet, likewine. But | didn't Stay around to sampleit.

Chapter Xl

SONNY CONOVER'S secretary gave me a bit of specid treatment—she went into Conover's office
hersdf to tdl him | was there. It didn't take her more than five seconds to come out again.

Conover was right behind her, crying, “You have news for me? Y ou've found some way of hdping me?”

He had aged noticeably since | had last seen him. That had been about an hour ago. But he had
aged—five years, just about—and it led me to wonder how old he had been that morning, before he had
aconversation with J. X. Smith on the telephone and learned that there was a new kind of poison around
that killed dowly, taking severa months to kill, and which just possbly might—and might not—be
curable. If curable is the word for poison.

| srolled past him into his office, saying, “I don't have what you want to hear, probably, Mr. Conover.
But | do have some news for you.”

Confidence had better be my keynote now. Because | was going to take two thousand dollars out of
him, put it with J. X. Smith's thousand, and be on the next arliner that left the city. He was in a mentd
gate where he might be easy for more than two thousand, but | wasn't sure and didn't want to take a
chance. | hoped there would be an arliner ready to leave just as | got to the airport.

“Mr. Savage overlooked a detall when we were here a short time ago,” | said. “Possbly he overlooked
it on purpose. He does, sometimes. And | have to go back and explain that it was overlooked, and it's
rather embarrassing for me” My diffident amile was intended to be embarrassed. “I'm sure youll
understand.”

He didn't understand, but he jerked his head up and down anyway, and went around and fdl in the char
back of his desk.

“It's amatter of fee” | said.
“Fed” he echoed fodlishly.

“Two thousand retainer,” | said. “And an agreement that you will pay an additiond eght, making ten
atogether, when and if Savage produces an antidote for the poison and you are pronounced fully
recovered.” It wouldn't hurt to put in some more, and | did so, saying, “The matter of your recovery, in
cae of dispute, shdl be settled by a board of abitrating physcians, you to pick one, Mr. Savage
another, and they to agree on the third. However, I'm sure therell never be any question.”

“Ten thousand,” he muttered. He had something to think about now. He was evidently a man who put a
high vaue on ten thousand dollars.

The secretary was dill sanding in the room. He looked at her; there was nothing particular in the ook,
but she left hadtily. Something mechanica began whirring and ticking near me, and scared me more than a
little, until it proved to be nothing more deadly than a stock ticker spitting out the latest quotations on a

tape.

“Two thousand only, just now,” | said. “It isnt much.”



“lsnt much!” he sad bitterly. “The hdl it isn't.”

Thismight be only indinct talking. He was aman who had made a great deal of money, and he probably
hed the habit of driking abargain. | hoped so, and waited. The waiting got tiresome, and so | said, “It's
hard to put a price on life James Like, for instance, would probably consider it pretty cheap right now.
Or maybe not.”

“Jmmy?’ He snorted. “Liden, that guy never spent more than fifty dollars on anything but a rifle or a
shotgun. Not on anything. Even his women were cheap.”

“| doubt if it worries him now, though,” | said.

Conover scowled. “Now—why are you usng that word. Now! Why now! He wouldn't change in a day.
Not Jmmy.”

“It may have been yesterday, then.”
“Huh?’

“He's dead. He was given a heavier dose than either you or Smith. | gather it would have finished imin a
couple of weeks anyway, but his heart jumped the gun. We dont know too much about
radiants—maybe they do have a direct effect on the heart. Anyway, he's dead.”

That made it a sale. He sat there awhile, not long, then he reached over, leening down, and turned back
the corner of the office rug. There was allittle safe embedded in the floor under the rug—a wall safe, only
it was flush-faced and in the floor instead of the wall. He gave the dids a few turns and opened it, and the
office door opened again about the same time. It was his secretary.

“Doctor is here)” the secretary said, and my face started getting red, for | thought she meant Doc
Savage.

But this doctor was a crisp young man in his early thirties, who came in briskly with a satchel and raised
his eyebrows a me rather pleasantly, noted my legs and otherwise showed few dgns of the
old-fashioned practitioner. Conover knew him, they exchanged hand waves, and Conover forgot to
introduce me, and the young physcian took care of that formdity himsdf. He was Doctor Cavanaugh, he
sad, radiologist.

Answering the questioning look thrown at him, Conover said, “Miss Amesis familiar with the Stuation.”

“Oh, yed Yes indeed,” sad Doctor Cavanaugh. “I redize who Miss Ames is now. She's the private
investigator who unearthed dl this affar.” He gave me a big grin and said, “You mug be a remarkable
person. Mr. J. X. Smith told me of you—I made the examination on him which corroborated your earlier
findings, Miss Ames.” He made his grin larger and added, “Mr. Smith gave me quite a different picture of
you from redlity.”

“Not favorable, en?’ | sad.

“Wdl, | find it enchanting now that 1've met you,” the doctor said. “Mr. Smith seems convinced you're an
unshakeable sort—as a matter of fact, | supposed from his description that you would have few feminine
traits. | can see he was wrong.”

Sonny Conover, who clearly didn't think | had any femininity ether, muttered that they'd better get on
with it. He had cdled Doctor Cavanaugh up to re-check the presence of the radiant in his body.
Unconvinced, probably, that such athing could redly happen to him. When they had the habit of success



the way Conover had it, sometimes they get to feding ugly thingsjust don't come their way.

The doctor opened his case and brought out his gadget. It was smilar to the one | had rented earlier, but
alater mode and more efficient. Curious as to how much he knew about what he was doing, | stood
close and watched.

He fiddled with the controls, frowned, pulled the headset away from his ear and let it sngp back, and
made more adjustments. He stepped back from the contraption, then approached it again; he made some
more tests for body capacity by moving his hand to and from the thing.

The young doctor findly looked a me, said, “Would you—uh—mind stepping back, Miss Ames?’

| stepped back. | wasn't concerned. . . . Then there was an expression on the young doctor's face. Just a
loosening of his lips, a rounding of his eyes—but it took hold of every separate hair on my head and
stood it on end.

“Good God!” he said.
“Y ou—I'm not—"
He nodded. “Yes. Y ou—unless you are carying a radiant on your person? Are you?’

| wasn't. | stood there and looked at nothing and died twice. There was nothing radioactive that | was
carying that would work his machine, nothing at dl. But to be sure, | tossed my purse away and came
close again, and the infernal machine squealed. | was poisoned, dl right.

The young doctor said sympathetic things nice things, | think he was genuindy shocked and sorry.
Doctors can't afford to be too concerned about their patients, but he was concerned. It was nice of him,
probably. But | have no idea what he said, the tone he used, the words, or how he fdt. My ears didn't
ring, but my cheeks got that foolish dull burning and the rest of my body was just something made of
nothing and attached to my head.

Findly the young doctor, having said dl he could say, put on his hat and took his little case and left. He
probably said he would see me again.

Sonny Conover pocketed his hands and scowled a me. “Ten thousand dollars to find the treatment, and
two thousand in advancel” He emphasized wha he thought of it with a vulgar gesture; he pit on the
floor. “1 guess not. | guess youll find it for nothing, won't you?’

My voice was gone, aong with everything.

“l guess I'll just wait until | see whether you do find a treatment, before | put out any two thousands,” he
sad.

| picked up my purse and left. | must have, because presently | wasin the hall.

Conover laughed somewhere behind me. The sound was not red humor, just a yok-yok of a thing.
Maybe alittle mad.

THEN later | was gtting in a car parked at the curb in the street in front of the building. It was Futch's
car, and Futch was in it. Why Futch should be there didn't give me any pause for thought at dl, and |
didn't wonder why | was gtting there. Perhaps | had just crossed the sdewak and gotten in, or Futch



might have waved, or caled, or even gotten out and taken my arm.
Futch said, “So you found it out? How? By accident?”’
Suddenly there was a coat of ice dl about me. “You sad that more than once, didn't you?’

“You don't seem to be hearing too wdl,” he said, nodding. “You found out you had a radiant in your
system, didn't you? Nothing ese would put quite that look on your face. Am | right?’

“But you dready knew it?’

He nodded. He took a smdl case out of his coat pocket. It was one of the detectors, about like the one
which Doc Savage had used, which was more compact than either mine or the one the young doctor had
used.

“That'sright,” he said. “You had time to figure out who gave it to you?”
“Pulaski,” | said. “Lagt night. He talked too much, and when he knew he had, he gave—"

“Oh, no,” Futch said. “Pulaski was dead before this morning. And this morning you didn't have it. Not
ealy this morning.”

| looked at him. “ Who are you?” | think | probably haf screamed it.

“Judt a guy who gets lonesome,” he explained. “But | don't get lonesome because I'm entirdly without
brains. You and me, baby, have got this thing by the chin-whiskers. We got two facts in one hand and
two factsin the other hand, and we add them together and wha do we get? Four. Two and two make
four. So we know who Pulaski sold his poison to, and the cure—if there is one. | think there is I'm just
guessing, but it's a pretty good guess, because there wouldn't be any profit to it if there wasn't a cure.
And profit would be the only motive for—’

He didnt finish it. He had been too interested in saying it, so interested he had neglected something he
needed to do to guarantee continued good hedth—keep his eyes open. Suddenly, but without any
commoation to speak of, there was a thick tube of sted, the gpeaking end of a gun, resting on the edge of
the window. A men leaned down behind it—ex-tape-face. He said, “You won't mind riding three in the
front seat, | hope.”

He didn't mean himsdf. The man he put in with us was a very sick-looking Sonny Conover, and then he
got in the back seet.

“I'l tll you where to drive” he said. “And, oh yes, there's one other piece of information—you may dl
live through this. Y ou could, you know. But getting reckless and shouting a policemen isn't the best way
todoit”

Chapter XII

IT was along drive out into the country that we took. No policeman stopped us. They must not have
been watching the roads, or didnt know about the ones we took. Our guide, who spoke nathing but
directions, and those very sparingly, certainly knew some backwoods lanes. He didn't object to our
talking, until ten or so words had been said.

Sonny Conover said them. He said, “Judt after you left, Miss Ames, he came in with a gun—"



“No, no,” the man said. “No words.”

So after a great dedl of Slence except for the grumbling and knocking the engine did, we were on a road
that dimbed over a series of ugly red day hills made more ugly by starved trees, weeds and
leprous-looking abandoned fields thet were no more than two or three acres in area. Even these sgns of
avanished decadent dvilization were no more and we rooted aong a dill narrower trail, brush whacking
the sde of the car, and came to a cabin which seemed to be our destination. It dawned on me that we
probably hadn't driven nearly as far as it had seemed.

“Hey, you,” said Futch, who had driven. “This where we stop?’

Hey-you sad it was. He dso advised conservatiam for our conduct. “You'd enjoy the drive back much
more. Better stick around for it,” he said.

The cabin was impractica. The location was impractical. Both had one thing that highly recommended
them—the view. The cabin was Stuated on the crest of a great roundish hill, sanding about where the
cowlick would be if the eminence was a man's head, and overlooked a semi-mountainous vdley and a
lake of surprisng Sze that was probably one of the government-built reservoirs for hydrogectric
purposes which spotted this part of the state. Without referring to the scenery, Hey-you herded us into
the cabin.

The matter of a name for Hey-you seemed to disturb Futch, who asked, “What do we cdl you? You got
ahande?’

“Shaddup,” the man said.

The cabin hadn't been lived in for severd months, then had been opened up an hour or two ago, perhaps
as long ago as lagt night, but not long enough back that it had logt the old-trunk smdl that long-closed
places, even cabins get. The odor of mice, spider webs, dudt, stillness and faded memories.

The man stood three kitchen chairsin arow near awall. Then he upset the chairs.

Thiswas, redly, thefirg timel had had a look at him under any but firecracker conditions. Not that the
gtuaion was so placid right now. But at least it was a chance to examine him without an aura of devil
horns and spike tall. He wasn't big, he wasn't smdl. Not thin, not fat. He was just nothing that was out of
the ordinary, not handsome and not ugly enough to remember. He was somebody you would pass and
not remember, a man with average features and average black har and an average voice. Black hair.
Black hair—that was something to think about. The killer of Pulaski had had brown hair—or maybe
whoever had combed and washed in Pulaski's poor down-at-the-heels laboratory hadn't been the killer
a dl. It might have been anyone, come to think of it. Anyone who had brown har and who'd gotten a
haircut and shampoo yesterday. But looking average and not having brown har didn't make this man
seem a bit less like a skull-face with death a shadow in the eye sockets. A draméatic way to put it. But |
fdt dramatic that way, and gpparently so did Futch and Sonny Conover. Sonny Conover paticularly. He
would pay dmogt anybody two thousand dollars chearfully right now.

“Step in those chairs, one of you in each char,” sad average-man. “Put your feet down between the
rungs, and out through the bottom, and then stand there.”

| wondered where Doc Savage was? Slill chasing average-man and Water P. Earman? | hoped so. Not
that it seemed likdy to do much good. And where, come to think of it, was Wadter P. Earman?

We learned something about kitchen chairs. When you stand in them with both feet through the spaces in
the rungs, any quick moving around is apt to be awkward.



Our host searched Futch. He seemed surprised with a gun he found—the gun seemed to be a trick
automatic or machine-gun pistol of some sort; | had never seen one like it, and it was amazing that so
much gun could have been so incongpicuous on Futch. The man was pleased with money he found on
Futch, and his fedings about Futch's radioactive-substance-detector were less definite. | doubted if he
knew what it was. Which seemed odd, if he was perpetrating this ultra-scientific poisoning.

Where was Wdter P. Earman? We didn't find out jugt then. But J. X. Smith was in the next room.
Average-man stepped through the door, and came back in no time a dl dragging Smith.

Snith gaped a us. “How did you—"
“Shut-up!” said average-man.
“Ligen here, Stone—"

“Shut up, | tdl you!”

So average-man's name was Stone. It probably wasn't, but it would do, dthough it didnt fit him. He
should have been named Smith, and Smith should have had another name, one that meant a man with lots
of money who was very scared and perspiring like a glass of beer in August.

Smith was given achair to stand in. Futch asked, “How did he get you here?”’

But Futch didn't mean anything to J. X. Smith and he didn't answer. So | asked it, too: “How did—did
he kidnap you the way he did us?’

“He brought me here a the point of agun,” Smith said.
“When?" Futch asked.

Smith just looked a Futch.

“When?" | asked.

“Not long ago. I've been tied upin there,” Smith said.

Stone—to cdl him that; it was as good as anything—said, “Now you're dl here, and you know how you
got here. When | tdl you why, youll know everything. And the why is this We want our dough and we
want it damn quick.”

“Who's we?” Futch asked.

Ignoring him, Stone continued: “You dl know the deal by now, or should. . . . You've been poisoned.
Theres a cure. You can buy the cure off us, or die. Take your choice. That's putting it quick and fast, but
that's the way it has turned out.”

He looked us over unpleasantly before he continued.

“l don't mind tdling you that this started out to be a leisurdly thing, with you being given the poison and
having plenty of time to think it over,” Stone went on. “But it doesn't seem to have turned out that way.
The young lady”—he gave me an un-nice look—"“got too much information out of Pulaski last night, and
Pulaski got to thinking about it, and thought held been quite a fool and had better tdl us. He did tdl us.
We saw that indeed he had been a fool, and there was not much to do about it except knock him off.
We did. . . . Now wait. Let's see. I'm not making a confesson. | didn't kill im mysdf. | havent killed
anybody.” He glanced a me again. “Although | tried a couple of times, on the young lady here. But |



didn't kill anybody.”

Futch said, “But you're saying Walter P. Earman did?’
“What?’

“Did Earman—"

“I should be so foolish,” said Stone, “as to name any names. Here's what | say: | never heard of Water
P. Earman.”

“Never saw him, either, | suppose,” Futch said.
“That's right.”
“It's clear now,” Futch said.

Stone seemed pleased with the exchange, which didnt make any sense to speak of except that he had
implied that Walter P. Earman was his boss without saying so.

“Let'swind it up,” Stone said abruptly. “Doc Savage got mixed up init, and we don't like im much. We
want our dough. We want to go away. The leisure and the time-for-thinking-of-death is out. You pay.
You get the cure. We leave. See how ampleit is?’

J. X. Smith, hisvoice up with the birds, asked, “How much money do you want?’
“We want a hdf million,” Stone said.

Nobody spoke.

“But welll be reasonable and take a hdf million,” Stone continued. “Does that sound funny? Then have a
good laugh, because we—my boss, anyway—doesn't think so damn much of you, Smith, or you,
Conover. . . . I'l tdl you something I've noticed by observation—I don't think it would hurt my boss a bit
to go off and let you two die. And the hdl with your money.”

Smith wailed, “How do we know the treatment will cure?’
Stone grinned sourly.

“You think you got us there? Y ou haven't. We can give you some of the suff, and you can take it, and by
tomorrow morning you can see that the radiant has been partly diminated from your bodies. But not
entirdy. Therell gill be enough inyou to kill you. And youll need more medicine to get wel.”

Smith, the foal, said, “We could have the antidote andyzed—"
“Not,” sad Stone, “if | dose you with it here. Which iswhat | was going to do—providing you pay off.”

Nobody spoke. Stone waited. The slence, without starting off that way, gradudly became a matter of
findity. The cards were on the table. The trigger had been pulled. Now it would be one way or it would
be the other.

Smith, bubbling alittle, findly said, “If—if we don't—what would—"
“Why,” said Stone, “I'll give you a sample of what will happen if you don't.”
Futch moved then. Futch must have been a mind-reader, or possessed extrasensory perception—he had



something, anyway, that let him know Stone was going to shoot him, and know it ahead of everyone but
Stone. Futch jumped. Not up, to get free of the entangling chair rungs; that would have been a wagte of
effort, and probably an imposshility.

What Futch did was spring upward and forward, take a kind of arching dive, hit the floor with his hands,
go on over. It was a marveous flip-flop; it was stupendous under the circumstances. Futch's feet, and the
chair, crashed into Stone.

Stone, driven backward, had the worst sort of tragedy befdl him. He lost his gun. He had been too
confident with it, anyway. The weapon jumped out of his fingers, hit the floor, did some crow-hopping,
and Stone pursued it.

| tried to go into action, and fdl down. Ignominioudy, avkwardly, when my life was utterly in danger, |
Sprawled over on the floor. For some unknown reason, | had forgotten dl about standing in the chair.

But mine wasn't the only odd behavior. Futch was ydling something that didn't fit the occasion.
Futch was shouting: “Doc! Watch it, Doc! The fool was going to shoot me! Well have to end it now!”
Futch's voice had changed a bit. It was quite educated, for one thing.

Stone had dmaost reached the gun he had dropped. All of this was hgppening in nothing flat. Futch nearly
hed his hands on the gun, and the hands had ther fingers splayed until they were like eagle-claws. But
Futch did more gymnastics with the chair, struck the gun and knocked it across the floor, twirling as it
went, to a point near J. X. Smith.

J. X. Smith now fdl forward, picked up the gun, amed with the ddliberation of a man examining the back
of hisown throat in a mirror, and shot Stonein the brain.

Sonny Conover solved his status in the proceedings neetly. He fainted.

Doc Savage came in through the door. He looked twice as big as he had before, and somehow
discouraged with the way things had gone.

Stone finished his dying. He had not made much of a fuss about it.
This | thought, ended the present phase.

Chapter XllI

IT ENDED it like the French getting licked ended the Second World War. Futch twisted the chair off his
feet, svung the chair around his head once and let it fly a J. X. Smith. This thwarted temporarily, but not
permanently, J. X. Smith's intention of shooting Doc Savage. Then, quite probably, he would have shot
Futch, Conover and mysdf.

Smith ducked, and this caused him to sumble forward on dl fours. | now noticed that he had one foot
out of his own chair. He freed the other foot with dacrity, fired the gun, did not hit anyone, gained his
feet, and headed for another door, the one through which he had been escorted by Stone awhile back.

Savage was going for Smith. They had a two man race for the door with Smith leading, losing ground,
but going to make the door.

J. X. Smith probably made his last serious mistake then. He paused to shoot Savage. The bullet—it was



pretty apparent that Savage wore a bulletproof ves—only turned the big bronze man somewhat sdewise
and made him atarget hdf as wide. Smith went on into the other room. He tried to get the door closed,
and didn't succeed, and Savage wasin the room with him.

The sounds that came out of the room didn't last long, and seemed to please Futch, who logt no time
going into the room himsdf.

“Hesdive. . . . Why, thank heavens, he's perfectly dl right,” | heard Futch say.

He didnt mean Smith, but Wdter P. Earman. Because he came out of the room in a few seconds,
leeding Earman and heping Earman get ropes off his hands. There was a gag, a huge one made of
adhesive tape and rags, that covered the lower part of Earman's face, and Futch let Earman remove that
himsdlf.

“Will you find some water,” Futch told me, “and pour it on Mr. Conover? If you will do so, Miss Ames,
| imagine Conover can clear up a point.”

He didn't sound like Futch. He sounded Harvard.

After | had found the water and was pouring it on Sonny Conover as directed, Savage came back into
the room dragging J. X. Smith by the shoulders. Smith didn't look at dl the same, wasn't worrying about
it at the moment, but would later.

When Conover stopped sputtering, blowing water, and yeling questions, they had one question for him:
Did you and James Like have any idea recently that J. X. Smith might be short of money?

Conover said, “Yes, and Jmmy had some nation that Smith might have lifted some securities bdonging to
him and worked a forgery and sold them. He talked to me about it, but we didn't quite think Smith would
do athing like that.”

Conover filled a minute or two with words tdling how the three of them had enjoyed a prosperous
wartime period when anybody who had a cost-plus contract with the government could make money,
and how after the war J. X. Smith had not been as successful, dthough he hadn't retrenched nor cut
down his expenses, and had seemed to think he could keep on as if the government hadn't shut off the

Spigot.

“You mean,” Conover broke in on himsdf suddenly, “that J. X. and not Walter P. Earman was doing this
thing to us?’

“That'sright,” Doc Savage sad.
“But how did you—"

“Know it? We didn't, for sure—or we wouldn't have let it get this far dong,” Savage explained. “But
Smith had brown hair, and the police dug up for me the fact that held had a haircut and shampoo this
morning. And when Miss Ames showed up with the poison in her system, we were farly certain. . . .
You see, my associate, Mr. Ham Brooks, had been keeping very close tab on Miss Ames, and the only
time she could have been given the poison, we thought, was when she had a drink with J. X. Smith & his
office earlier in the day.”

Conover nodded. “I guess he would, at that. He was the one who dug up that dien case againg Earman
inthe beginning. We sometimes thought he dressed up the evidence againg Earman somewhat.”



Earman had seemed dazed by the whole thing, but now he came out of his trance suffidently to yel, “I
was framed! Smith framed me! I'm going to sue—"

“Oh nutd” Conover told him bitterly. “You were an dien, dl right. And belonged to the Bund to boot.
So don't get funny.”

If dl this seemed to mean that everyone had forgotten the redly important matter—was there a cure for
the radiant poisoning we had in us—it was wrong. Because Conover suddenly began shouting about it,
and wouldn't shut up when Savage told him to do so.

Futch findly went over and bellowed in Conover's face: “Of course thereés a cure! A sure-fire one, t00.”
“How in the hdl do you know—"

Futch leveled an am a Smith. “He took some of the suff himsdf so absolutdly nobody would suspect
him. . . . Do you think he would have done that if he didn't have a cure?’

That was the kind of logic that leads you to know an apple will fal if you let go of it in the ar. It was
absolutdly irrefutable. There was a trestment for the radiant. Smith wouldn't have taken a chance of there
not being.

The duff, it devel oped, was on hand. In the next room we presently found asmal canvas bag, one of the
fifty-nine-cent ones with a zipper that now sdlis for two dollars eighty-nine, and in it was some duff in a
bottle, and some other substance in powder formin pill boxes, that seemed to have possbilities.

Doc Savage asked J. X. Smith, who was now conscious, if this was the antidote. Smith said sneeringly it
wamn't.

“Then,” Savage sad camly, “Wed better destroy it. It's probably some of the radiant poison materid,
and we don't want any of that around for someone else to be tempted.”

Snith waited until he was convinced that Savage meant to destroy the stuff—Savage was actudly
dumping boxes of the powder into the stove before he began screaming not to do away with the
chemicas They were the antidote. All there was in existence, too.

Savage eyed the hot stove regretfully. “Too bad you didn't say so ealier,” he remarked. “You let me
burn so much of it that there may not be enough Ift to treat you, after we get Miss Ames and Conover
out of danger.”

That, presumably, was to soften up Smith for a confesson. Because | had come across Savage a bit
earlier outdoors. He was putting ordinary road dust in the boxes held chucked into the stove later.

“Futch,” | asked thoughtfully, “wheat did he call you?’
“Who?
“Doc Savage”

“Oh, you mean cdled me for being sucker enough to let Stone get a gun on me and bring me out here?’
sad Futch. “Wel now, he hasn't gotten around to cdling it yet. | imagineitll be plenty.”

“A whileago,” | sad, “he cdled you Ham Brooks. . . . Who is Ham Brooks?’

“That would be the name of alawyer, one of Doc Savage's associates.”



“You're Ham Brooks?’

“yYes”

“| see. He put you to watching me lagt night.”

He grinned. “1 didn't mind the work, after | got alook at you.”

So | had been pretty smart. | was the one who was going to use Doc Savage to rake the chestnuts out of
thefire, then | was going to grab the chestnuts and leave him with a foolish expresson. Sure, | had been
smart, the way a cat iswhen it sicks its head ingde the milk bottle then discovers that the head that went
in easy won't come out.

| remembered that | had left my purse in the car. | went and got it and took a look indde. The two
thousand wasn't there, and it wasn't too much of a surprise. | had a pretty good idea that | wouldn't say
anything about my vanished profit.

And | didn't, and a couple of weeks later | got an anfully nice letter from a cancer research fund,
thanking me for the fine donation of two thousand dollars. So | didn't fed too foolish.

THE END



