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Chapter I. THE FIRST SPOOK

LEO BELL was a counter clerk in a Boston telegraph office. Leo was level-headed. He certainly did not
believe in spooks. At least, he did not believe in spooks at precisely ten o'clock at night, as he moved
behind the counter raightening the books of message blanks.

At five minutes past ten Leo's disbdief in spooks received a rude jarring.

It happened that Leo Bdl was an amhitious young man who had studied the finer points of sdling, so, of
course, he knew the importance of making things convenient for a customer, even the amdl things. It was
Leo's habit to place three or four books of message blanks on the counter top so that prospective
senders of telegrams had merdly to step up and start writing.

As he went aong tidying the counter, Leo examined each of these books, because careless cusomers
sometimes went off and left scribbling on them. At this particular examination, dl of the blanks were clean
and fresh, showing unmarked sheets. Leo was sure of that. He remembered it particularly.

Leo stood at the end of the counter and waited for a customer. None came in. Leo was postive of thet,
as0. No one even passed on the street outside. It was very quiet.
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Then the wastebasket upset.

The wastebasket was not placed exactly where it should have been—near the writing table—but was out
about a yard from the table. It upset noisly. Trash fdl out.

Leo Bdl leaned over the counter and his eyes popped. He licked his lips. Then he rubbed a hand over
his eyes. Findly, he walked around the counter. He thought a cat or a dog might have gotten into the
wastebasket. But there was no cat or dog.

Leo draightened the basket, then stood and scratched his head, trying to decide what had overturned the
basket, and faling to reach any satisfactory concluson, he moved over to the counter. There, he got his
next shock.

The telegraph blanks there had borne no writing when he arranged them a moment before. But one now
bore a message printed in heavy but somewhat uncertain strokes. It reed:

DOC SAVAGE
NEW YORK CITY

MATTER OF VITAL DANGER TO THOUSANDS MERITS YOUR ATTENTION STOP PLEASE
BOARD BOSTON TO NEW YORK PASSENGER PLANE OF EXCELSIOR AIRWAYS AT
NOON TOMORROW STOP GET ABOARD IN BOSTON STOP SUGGEST YOU USE
DISGUISE AND BE PREPARED FOR HIDEOUS AND AMAZING EXPERIENCE

AN ONYMOUS
(1440 Powder Road)

Leo Bdl gared a the message, noting that it was marked to be sent collect a dedtination. He was
dumfounded. He fdt asif cold water had trickled unexpectedly down the back of his neck. He eyed the
address on the message and shook his head, because he knew, from past experience, that a tdegram
addressed to one manin acity as large as New Y ork had very little chance of being delivered.

Leo carried the message back to the night manager.

“l have here a draight telegram addressed to Doc Savage in New Y ork City,” he told the night manager.
“I think we should get a better address.”

“Where have you been dl your life?” demanded the manager.
“Huh?’ Leo blinked.
“| thought everybody had heard of Doc Savage,” sad the other.

LEO asked, “Who isthis Doc Savage?’
The night manager opened his mouth asif to speak, but did not.
“Wait,” he said. “I'll show you something.”

The night manager walked to his desk in the rear. The night manager was a studious individud. There
was alarge book open on his desk. The counter clerk knew this book was a late work outlining in brief



the discoveries of scientists during the past ten years or so. The night manager was interested in different
branches of science. He riffled through the pages, and opened them to the section marked, “Light.”

“Read this” he advised, and pointed out a paragraph.

Some to the most advanced study of the dispersion of doubly refracting and naturdly gyrating substances
has been conducted by Clark Savage, Jr., (better known as Doc Savage).

Leo Bdl asked, “What are naurdly gyrating and doubly refracting substances?’
“Never mind,” said the night manager.

He opened the book at another section marked, “Chemigry,” and said, “Read this”
Great impetus has been given colorimetric andyss by recent work of Doc Savage.

Before Leo could speak, the night manager turned to another part of the book marked, “Electricity,” and
pointed out an item:

To Doc Savage, the fidd of éectric science is indebted for new theories concerning veocity of
propagation of dectro-magnetic effects through air.

The night manager hurriedly shifted to a portion of the volume designated as dedling with * Surgery.”

One of the greatest methods of recent years for the intravenous adminigtration of hypertonic solutions in
delicate brain operations s credited to Doc Savage.

Leo Bdl exploded.
1] \M]eN! ”

he gulped. “That guy Doc Savage seems to be tops at everything!”

The night manager grinned. “There's a note at the front of this book about him. It says that Doc Savage
has one of the most remarkable brains of any man ever to live. It says heisamentd marve.”

They both re-read the tdlegram which had been found on the counter blank. Leo Bdl now broached the
subject of the upsatting wastebasket and the mydterious appearance of the missve, but he spoke
hestantly, and none too firmly, because the whole thing seemed ridiculous.

The night manager laughed him down.
“Somebody camein and left the message,” he said. “ Of course well send it!”
They sent it.

HALF an hour later, the telephone rang, and Leo Bdl answered it. He heard the most driking voice to
which he had ever ligened. It was a man's voice, and even over the telephone it had impressve qudity
and a tone of great flexibility and power under careful restraint. There was something compelling about
the voice.

“Thisis Doc Savage speaking from New York City,” the voice said. “A tedlegram to me was filed from
your office tonight, was it not?’



So gripping was the unusud voice that Leo Bel had to swalow twice to loosen his own vocal cords.
“Yes dr,” hesad.

“Will you describe the sender, please,” Doc Savage requested over the telephone.

“l c-can't,” Leo Bdl stuttered. It was the firg time he had stuttered in years.

“Why not?’ queried the unusud voice.

The mygterious circumstances surrounding the appearance of the message then came out. Doc Savage
heard it through without comment, then advised, “There is probably no A, N. Onymous ligted in your
directory.”

Leo Bdl looked in the directory.
“No,” hesaid. “Thereisnot.”

“The name was the result of a trick writing of the word 'anonymous,” Doc pointed out. “The dictionary
defines an anonymous work as one of unknown authorship, which seems to fit this case. Was there an
address of sender given on the message?’

“There was.”

“What was it?”

“1440 Powder Road,” said Leo Bdl, after consulting the message.
“Thereis no such addressin Boston,” Doc Savage said, and hung up.

Leo blinked dazedly after the connection was broken, wondering how Doc Savage had known the
address was a fake—and it was indeed fase. Leo ascertained a moment later, upon consulting the street
directory. There was no such number on Powder Road.

Leo wondered vagudy if Doc Savage did not know as much about Boston as he did about the different
branches of science. Leo would have been surprised.

The two employees in the telegraph office discussed the happening through the remainder of their tour of
duty. It seemed as if something smacking of high adventure had touched them briefly, and they rather
liked the manner in which it spiced their humdrum lives.

They would have liked more of it. But this was, fortunatdy, or unfortunately, as near as they were to
come to the chain of horror and mystery which followed the sending of the sirange message.

The dfair redly got under way the next day at noon.

THE Excdsor Airways was among the most modern lines sarving the east coast of the United States.
Thar planes were huge tri-motored jobs carrying a pilot, co-pilot and a stewardess in the crew.

The seats were comfortable, and each bore a number, for it was customary for passengers to make seat
reservaionsin advance. The passengers who got aboard were prosperous-looking individuas, busness
persons obvioudy—with one exception.



The fa man was not the one exception. There was nothing particularly outstanding about him. He was
neither larger nor samdler than the average portly man. His gray suit was neat, wdl-tallored. The only
thing which characterized him at dl was the black fdt hat which he wore, and his white-gold-rimmed
spectacles which he adjusted from time to time asiif they were not comfortable.

Thisfa man presented two tickets. These cdled for seats located one behind the other. The fat man
walked dowly down the aide and took the reermogt of the two seats which his tickets cdled for.

If any one naticed there was something just a bit strange in that, they gave no Sgn.

And if there was nothing exceptiona about the appearance of the fat man, there was a great ded out of
the ordinary about the last passenger to enter the ship. The Sze of this man was tremendous. He had to
bend over much more than any one dse as he came down the plane ade.

Nor was his great Sze the least of the man's marked qudities. His face was something with which to
frighten infants. It was scarred, in fearsome fashion. The ears were thickened, tufted with welts. One of
the eyes drooped dmog shut. Over the brows, there were rolls of gristle which might have been put
there by much pounding. When the man opened his mouth, he showed numerous gold teeth.

The passengers looked a him curioudy. The mark of the man's trade was unmidtakable. He was a
prize-fighter.

The pugiligtic-gppearing individud lurched down the aide, came to the vacant seat ahead of the fat man,
looked around, saw the dosing of the plane door to indicate no more passengers were expected, and
started to take the empty set.

“No, no!” the fat man squawled.
He legped to his feet, gave the scarred giant alusy shove, and looked very bdligerent.

The other kept his baance with the ease of a man who might have received many ludy bets in the
squared ring.

“Whasaidea?’ he growled.
He had a voice fully as pleasant as the sound of a heavy box being dragged over a concrete floor.
“| reserved this seat and paid for it!” snapped the fat man.

The prizefighter scowled. His scarred face was terrible. He gave the appearance of beng but little less
dangerous than an angry lion, and he seemed on the point of doing violence to the other. But findly, when
the hostess approached and indicated the seat which he had paid for was in the rear, but on the side of
the plane which would be in the sun, he shrugged.

“Y ou needn't have been tough about it!” he rasped to the fat man, and padded back to hisrear seat.

The plane took off without more incident. To dl appearances, there was to be no more excitement during
the flight. But appearances are deceptive.

IT was near New York that one of the passengers forward reached up and jerked open the window
beside his seat. No doubt he wanted to thrust his head out and stare at the skyscrapers of Manhattan,
which were coming into view ahead and below.



Asaresult of the window being opened, a strong wind whipped into the plane cabin.

Swept by the gde, a square of paper appeared over the back of the empty seat in front of the fat man. It
dapped into the face of the fat man. Startled, he grabbed at it, and securing it, naturdly glanced at it.

Theresults of that one look at the paper which had been blown over the back of the empty chair were
surprising. The fa man lifted dightly in his seet, as if hisleg muscles had tensed. His mouth came open
and round; his eyes grew equaly round. He was naturdly a florid man, and it was diginctly noticeable
that he became pae. Suddenly he sagged back in the chair asif some nerve cord had been cut.

He sat there for some time. Then he reached under his coat, thrust a hand benegth the left armpit and
brought out a stubby but deadly-looking revolver. Smultaneoudy, he wrenched at his hip pocket and
produced a handkerchief. He wrapped the handkerchief around the muzze of the gun as he stood up.

He leaned over the back of the empty seat in front of him. There was an expression of wild desperation
on his features.

His gun went off three times, as rgpidly as he could pull the trigger. The reports were loud.

In the middle of the shooting, a shriek piped out. It was an eerie, hideous shriek, a sound which hdd the
rasp of degth.

The fa man sat down and wrapped both arms over his head and face. The way he did this was very
drange.

Then the voice sounded. It was a drangled voice, one which was labored, gurgling, and hardly
understandable. It said four words—redlly two pairs of words with a dight pause between the firg pair
and the second. Just where the words came from, it was impossible to say. The fat man had his mouth
covered with his ams. The other passengers were watching the fat man and not each other. But dmost
every one heard the words, which sounded above the uproar.

“Doc Savage—be careful!”

Chapter Il. NUT?

THE average American lives in a high-pressure world where things happen with rapidity. He is not
indined to become wildly excited about an occurrence which does not menace him directly.

These plane passengers were no exceptions. They merdy looked around. Those farthest away stood up.
Nobody screamed. Nobody yelled.

The stewardess went forward and said something to the two men in the control compartment. The
assigant pilot |eft his seat, came back and confronted the fat man with the revolver.

“What's the ides, brother?’ he demanded.

The man with the gun moistened his lips, then reached up and absently adjusted his black fdt hat.
“I'm terribly sorry,” he said.

The co-pilot did not seem impressed, but repeated, “What was the idea?’

The plump man became dlib.



“l am an actor,” he said. “1 was mentdly rehearsang a scene from my new show. My enthusasm got the
better of me, and before | redlized this was no place for such athing, | had leaped up and reénacted a bit

frommy part.”

Thefa man was dill sanding up, and he absently reached around and stowed his handkerchief in a hip
pocket. The paper which had blown over the back of the empty seat was ill in the hand which held the
handkerchief.

The man carefully stowed the paper in an inner pocket.
The assstant pilot whipped out a hand suddenly and seized the other's gun before he could resist.
“Y ou might have shot somebody,” he said angrily.

The portly men rolled his eyes, then fixed them downward at the empty seat. Perspiration beads came
out from under the band of his black hat.

“| fired blank cartridges,” he said.

The associate pilot broke open the gun, gected the cartridges, and three empties and two dugs came
out. With afinger he indicated the leaden peletsin the two unfired cartridges.

“Thisdon't look likeit,” he said.

“Thefirg three were blankd” the plump man gulped.

“Yeeh?" Theflier scowled. “I'll see about that. The bullets should have hit somewhere.”
He leaned over, asif to get into the empty seat and hunt for bullet holes.

Thefa man did asurprisng thing. He leaped back, threw out his arms dramaicaly and began to speak
ina gagdike voice.

“The morta moon hath her eclipse endured,” he intoned. “And the sad augurs mock ther own presage.
Incertainties now crown themselves assured, and peace—"

The associate pilot Sraightened.
“What the hdl?” he demanded.

“Shakespeare,” declared the plump man. “The supreme dramétist, my good felow. The supreme
dramatist! And avery good friend he was indeed.” The man winked and crossed two fingers. “He and |
were like that.”

The pilot amiled dightly and his wesather-beaten features assumed a knowing look. He winked at the
other passengers, then dropped an arm over the fat man's shoulder.

“So you and Shakespeare were buddies,” he said, with the manner of one agreeing with a person he
congders insane. “Tdl me about it, miger. I've dways wanted to meet someone who knew

Shakespeare.”

“ Shakespeare was the supreme dramatist,” said the fat man. “Knowing him was a pleasure, a supreme
pleasure. Indeed it wadl”

“Sure, sure,” sad the pilot.



The aviator thrugt the portly one down in his seat, then sat on the chair am and encouraged him to tak
ramblingly of Shakespeare, who had been dead hundreds of years. The plane swvung down toward the
landing fidd.

The passengers had been interested in the little drama. Two or three had crowded close, among these the
big fdlow who looked like a prizefighter. He had looked closdly at the empty seet into which the gun had
been discharged.

There were no holes or tears in the seat where a bullet might have struck.

The prizefighter individud went back to his seat. Seated in such a position that no one could see his
hands, he opened one hand and examined the object which it held. This was the fat man's handkerchief,
the one which had been wrapped around the gun muzze It had been filched from the owner with
consummete cleverness.

There were holes in the handkerchief, undoubtedly holes made by leaden bullets ripping through.

THE plane landed without event, and the portly man arose to get his baggage and disembark with the
rest of the passengers. But the co-pilot grasped hisarm firmly and requested, “ Please wait.”

The plump man's next words were not nearly as inane as his earlier ramblings
“Whet for?” he demanded.
“ Shakespeare wants to see you,” said the flier.

It looked asif the portly one was on the point of venting an explosive, “Hdl!” but he did not. Instead, he
stated, “ Shakespeare has been dead along time”

“Well, you'd better tak to this fdlow who says he is Shakespeare,” said the assgtant pilot, and went
forward to consult with the airport operations manager.

They discussed the fat man and the shots.

“He's daffy,” said the co-pilot. “ Something ought to be done about a guy like that running around with a
gun. Hell kill somebody.”

“Put imin a car and take him to the police station,” suggested the manager.
“Good idea,” agreed the co-pilot.
“The pilot will help you,” added the manager.

There were two observers to this conference, neither of whom was close enough to overhear. The fat
men was one, sanding and fumbling his black hat uncertainly. The prizefighter individud was another,
dthough he looked on in a fashion calculated not to arouse suspicion. He was ostensibly fumbling over

his baggage.

The plane had emptied by now, and mechanics had appeared to whed it into a hangar. One of them
drove asmdl caterpillar tractor, which was hitched to the ship and pulled it toward the hangar.

The pilot and co-pilot approached the fat man.



“We're going to take you to thisguy who dams to be Shakespeare,” sad the pilot.
The plump felow put a very serious look under the black hat.
“Theman isan imposter!” he declared loudly. “He cannot be Shakespeare, because | am Shakespeare!”

Theingant he got that out, the man spun and leaped wildly in the direction of the operations office. The
abruptness of his move took the pilot and his assstant by surprise. By the time they started in pursuit,
their quarry was dready passing through the operations office door. He dammed the panel. The soring
lock clicked.

Rlot and co-pilot hit the door with their shoulders. 1t held. They bounced back, looked at each other.
“He's sure bats!” said the pilot.

Insde, the fat man made a Slent snarl when he heard that. His face had been benign, a bit vacuous. The
snal turned it into the visage of an animd.

He fanned a glance around the room. There was a desk, a typewriter. He leaped to the typewriter,
seized it and used it as a dumsy club, and with one driving blow, smashed glass and metal crosspieces
from a window in the rear wdl. The aperture was hardly ample to pass his plump frame, and he struck
agan, so vidlently that his black hat fdl off. Then he started to jump through.

His eyes lighted on a amdl group of men standing a short distance away. He waved his ams and caught
their atention.

The fa man now made a remarkable series of gestures with his hands. These gestures were smal—such
casud movements as might be made unthinkingly by a man who was merdy iding time away. He rubbed
thumb and forefinger together. He made various kinds of fists. He drummed soundlesdy with hisfingers.

All of these smdl gestures were made with lightning speed, and the group of men whom the fat fdlow had
sghted saw them, and when they were finished, one went through the moation of adjusting his right coat
deave dightly.

Thefa man's manner showed that the deeve adjugting was a 9gnd that his other pantomiming had been
understood.

Thefa man now turned, picked up his black hat, put it on, went over to a mirror and tried three or four
grins before he got one which was particularly slly. With it fixed on his face, he opened the door and
admitted the excited pilot and his assgtant. "What on earth has so excited you fdlows?” he demanded
camly.

THE men to whom the fat individua had sgnded were no longer ganding inectively. They had moved at
afagt wak toward the hangar where the passenger plane had been hauled. The noisy little caterpillar
tractor was dill attached to the plane, and three fidd attendants were asssing in soring the ar giant.

The attendants stared in surprise a the group to whom the fat man had sgnded. The men had stalked
into the hangar without spesking.

There were 9x menin the group. They ranged from a young felow who looked as if he might be a high
school student to a white-haired individud who looked as if he were past Sxty. None of them wore
flashy dothing, but dl were neat. Neither would any of them attract atention because of their garb. They



might have been a party of consarvatively dressed business people. It was certain thet dl of ther faces
were above the average in intdligence.

“Wha do you want?’ demanded one of the airport flunkies

One of the Sx strangers coughed twice. It was obvioudy a sgnd—for dl 9x men drew revolvers and
pistols of various szes and calibres.

“Slence” sad the one who had coughed. “We want alot of it, too!”
The attendant stuttered, “W-w-what's t-t-the idea?’

“Tumn around,” directed the spokesman. Stand with your backs to us.”
The attendants complied, which was obvioudy the sensible thing to do.

Two of the 9x nice-looking strangers kept the attendants covered while the other four went to the plane,
opened the cabin door and scrambled ingde. The plane, being large and high, could not be surveyed
from the leve of the hangar floor. One of the attendants, turning his head, could not see what the four in
the ship were doing.

Another of the attendants did not waste more than a Sngle glance on the ship, then shifted his attention to
arow of al drums a few feet from where he stood, a row three drums thick and dmost as high as his
own belt, and extending severd yards to asmdl sde door used by the mechanics. This door was open.

One of the four strangersin the plane dl but fdl out of the cabin door. He was highly perturbed.
“It an't here!” he said illy.
“But did you look in the seat?” squawled the spokesman.

“Yeah,” sad the other. “We went dl over the ship. We even got down on our hands and knees and fdt
around.”

The spokesman was the nicelooking old man with the white hair. He began to curse. He stopped
quickly, however, and spun and grabbed one of the attendants.

“Thet plane door was closed when we got here” he snapped. “Was it open a any time while you were
hauling the plane from in front of the operations office?’

“l d-don't k-know,” stuttered the grease-monkey.

One of the nice-looking men said, “Damn it, anyhow! The door was open when the passengers got out.
That was enough!”

At this point, the attendant who had been looking at the ail drums decided this was his chance. He gave a
great legp, saled over the drums, landed in their shelter and scuttled for the door.

The men with the gunsyelled a him. They fired, but their bullets only made ail lesk from the drums.

The atendant got outside through the door, dammed it, secured the hasp fagtening, then ran away as fast
as he could.



THE shots threw the airport into an uproar. Two men loading mal into a postal service truck drew ther
guns and took shdter behind ther vehicle.

The group of nice-looking men came racing from the hangar. The mail guards ydled at them to stop, and
were promptly shot at. They fired back. A pitched bettle ensued, with the raiders retreating toward two
sedans which were parked on the airport road.

They reached the machines, dived ingde and drove off a high speed. The mall truck tried to pursue, but
itstires, were promptly punctured with bullets

There was much running and shouting, but the pilot of the Boston plane and his assstant kept a tight grip
on ther fat prisoner. The latter was now taking quite raiondly and ingging he had never daimed to be

Shakespeare.
After some delay, a plane took the air to scout for the two fleang sedans.

The burly individua who looked like a prizefighte—the same who had been a passenger in the
plane—was dill a the airport. As a matter of fact, it was he who suggested that a plane be sent up in
search for the sedans.

He had been obsarving proceedings more closdy than any one suspected. But he remained in the
background, and no one paid him particular attention, except to give his unusud appearance a second
scrutiny.

Two other individuas were not receiving much attention. These gentlemen had not even put themsalves in
marked evidence. They werein a car parked on the large lot reserved for spectators at the airport.

The machine was samdl, unobtrusve. Only a very close scrutiny would have shown that its motor was not
the one provided by the manufacturer, but one with nearly three times as much power, and tha the
windows were of thick bulletproof glass and the body of armor stedl.

The two men sat dumped down in ther seats. From time to time they pressed smdl but powerful
binoculars to their eyes. In each case, the glasses were focused on the burly man who had the
appearance of a pugili.

The pilot and his assstant were arguing with the fat man.

“| certainly cannot recdl ingsing | was Shakespeare,” asserted the latter. “Nor do | remember firing a
revolver in your plane”

“Maybe werre wrong,” the pilot said.

The fat man moistened hislips, looked indecisive, then shrugged e aborately.
“l guess | will have to tdl you men my weakness,” he said.

The pilot looked interested. “What do you mean?’

“I mugt have been airsck,” sad the fa man. “I have a peculiar alment. When | become arsgck or
seasick, | grow dightly demented. Once, when crossing the Atlantic, | was unbaanced the whole way
over.”

“Hm-m-m.” The pilot did not seem very impressed.

“l hope you two men are not going to embarrass me by tumning me over to the police” the plump men



sad anxiously.

With a noisy whoop from its exhaust stacks, the plane which had taken off to search for the two sedans
came in and landed. The pilot got out and reported that he had found the two cars, but that, by flying,
low, he had peered ingde and ascertained that they were abandoned. The group of nice-looking men had

escaped.
The pilot of the Boston plane gave the fat man's arm atug and said, “Come on.”
“What are you going to do?’ demanded the prisoner.

“We're going to embarrass you,” said the pilat, “by turning you over to the police for observation.”

THE pilot used his own car, an open touring, and he got behind the whed, desgnaing the task of
guarding the fat man to the assstant pilot. The latter was husky, and he had a gun.

“| thought for awhile that you were nuts,” he advised ther guest. “But now you seem dl right. Just keep
inmind that if you try any funny business I'm liable to blow holesin you.”

“Evenriding in a car makes me airsck, or seasick, or landsick, or whatever it is, sometimes,” said the fat
man.

“Youd better hope thisis not one of thetimes,” the other told him.
They drove out of the airport.

The prizefighter individud had been loitering, but now he came to life, striding out onto the gravd area
where the cars were parked. He paused beside a machine which was empty. This was a coupé. The
windows were up. The man's hand made a series of lightning-fagt gestures, as if he were writing on one
of the windows.

There was, however, no visble mark on the window when he waked on.

The pugiligic-looking one got into a roadster. This machine was long, sombre, a vehicle designed to
escape notice, to merge unobtrusively with other traffic. On this car, too, a close examinaion would have
shown tires filled with particularly soft sponge rubber, tires which could not be punctured reedily with
bullets, and an enormous motor, aong with amor plate and glass which could not be penetrated by
ordinary bullets.

The roadster raced out of the parking lot, the grind of its tires on the gravd dmogt its only sound, and
speeded after the touring car bearing the two fliers and the fat man who had fired the myderious shots in
the plane.

The two men who had been waiting, and occasiondly usng the binoculars, in the smdl car, now whipped
open adoor of the machine and dighted.

Thefird to appear had an astounding physique. His height was little greater than that of a boy in his early
teens, but he had shoulders, ams, a bull neck that a professond wrestler would have envied. His head
was a nubbin with an enormous dash for a mouth and eyes like smdl, bright beads sunken in deep pits of
grigle. Reddish har only dightly less coarse than rusty shingle nalls, covered his frame. A stranger would
not have to encounter the manin avery dark dley to think he had met abull ape.



The second man was dender, with lean hips and an hour-glass wais. His not unhandsome face was
notable for its large orator's mouth. The man was dtired to sartorid perfection; his frock coat, afternoon
trousers, gray vest and sk topper left nothing to be desired. The costume was set off perfectly by the
dender black cane which he carried.

The man who was a fashion plate wheded to get asmdl leether case from the car.

“Hurry up, Ham,” the gpish individua urged. He had atiny voice which was reminiscent of a amdl child
taking.

“Ham”—DBrigadier Genera Theodore Marley Brooks—the dressed-up one, got the case. It was about
the gze of those used to carry home-movie cameras. He carried it as they ran to the coupé, on the
windows of which the prizefighter individud had been seen to write—yet had left no visble traces of
writing.

“Hald the lantern case, Monk,” directed the dapper man.

The gorilldike “Monk”—Lieutenant Colond Andrew Blodgett Mayfair—took the lesther case. Ham
manipulated the device which he had extracted, an agpparatus outwardly resembling a smdl,
old-fashioned magic lantern. He turned it on the coupé window, threw a switch on the apparatus.

The lantern itsdf threw no vigble light. But upon the glass of the car window lettering appeared. It was
vay fant, dmog indisinguishable in the sunlight, a nebulous tracery of eerie, dectric blue. Not without
some squinting difficulty, Monk read it:

Follow and keep out of sght.

There was no sgnature, but the writing itsdf was so didinctive that it needed no sgnature it was
machine-perfect.

Neither Monk nor Ham commented on the manner in which the message had been brought out. Ham
switched off the lantern—it was in redlity a projector of “black light,” or ultraviolet light which was
invighble to the naked eye, but which had the property of meking certain substances glow, or fluoresce.

Thewriting on the glass had been done with a chak which left no visble mark, but only a tracing which
would glow when subjected to the ultra-violet beam

“Things are looking up,” grinned the small-voiced Monk.
“Come on you missng link!” Ham told him unkindly.

The tone was inaulting but it seemed to make no impresson on the homdy Monk. They turned toward
their car.

From down the road came a series of distant rgpping sounds.
“Shotd” Monk squeaked.

Chapter Ill. NO CHANCES

THE dapper Ham seemed to be a little faster on his feet, dthough the gpish Monk moved with fantastic
speed for one of such grotesque physique. Ham reached ther car firgt, whipped open the door and dived
for the whed!.



Out of the car came aloud, displeased squed. There was aflurry of movement. A pig which had been in
the front seat shot over onto the rear cushions. The pig had enormous ears, and as he jumped, the ears
hed the appearance of wings. The shote was long-legged, lean-bodied, incredibly ugly.

Monk, rumbling angrily, sent out one huge hand and closed it about the dapper Ham's throat.
“You kicked Habeas Corpus!” he gritted. “I gotta notion to see how easy your head comes off!”

Ham made croakings past the fingers condricting his throat. He tried to dug the gpish Monk in the pit of
the ssomach, and the sound was much as if his knuckles had rapped a hard wdl. He grimaced in agony,
and fumbled at his black cane. The cane came apart near the handle, reveding the fact that it housed a
sword with a long, razor-sharp blade. This blade was tipped for three or four inches with a
gticky-looking substance.

Monk released his throat grip before the menace of the sword cane tip and dodged back. His
movements were S0 fast that they barely could be followed with the eye.

Ham swallowed twice, then snarled, “1 didn't kick that hog, but sometime I'm gonna bob his tail off right
next to his ears!”

The two looked at each other with what seemed genuine, utter hate.
From down the road, the sound of more shots drifted.
“Step on it you overdressed shyster,” Monk growled

Ham put the car in moation. His driving was expert. They were far down the road before the last of the
gravd which therr whed's kicked up had fdlen back to the airport parking lot.

This was the same road which passed the airport, and from the dty out to the arport it was wide and
wdl paved, but here, beyond the flying fidd, it was narrow, rutted, flanked by high weeds and
amall-trees. Side roads, barely more then trails, branched off a infrequent intervas toward scrawny
shacks dmog logt from Sght in the shrubbery.

The car rocketed around a curve. Ahead, another car was cocked over into the ditch. It was the machine
driven by the pilot and his assgtant. Three tires were flat.

Both fliers stood dongsde the machine, ams held up rigidly.

Clugtered about the car were the hdf dozen nice-looking men who had raided the hangar. All were
armed. With them was the fat man whom the two fliers had been taking to a police station.

There was no Sgn of the roadster bearing the individud who resembled a prizefighter.
Ham, bent over the whed, clipped, “What'l we do?’
“Bargeright in” Monk grunted.

Ham put more weight on the accelerator. Monk grabbed door handles and cranked. It became apparent
that the unusud car was fitted with two sets of glass. The second had concedled pands, which now came
into view, were thicker and equipped with thin loophole dits reénforced with sted bullet deflectors.

When he had raised dl of the shidds, Monk dug a peculiar wegpon from an armpit holster. This gun
resembled an oversize autometic with a drum magazine. Its mechaniam looked intricate.



Ham trod the brakes, jockeyed the whed. Tires shrieked on the roadway, the car rocked and findly
came to a stop not many yards from the ditched touring car.

Two of the nice-looking men broke for the brush dong sde the road.
“Hald it” Monk commanded, his smdl voice suddenly a great howl. “Get your hands up!”
One of the men whipped up arevolver and blasted a bullet a the homdy Monk.

THE dug hit the thick bulletproof glass shidd with a noisy clank and Ieft a spider web of fine cracks. A
flattened blob, the lead fdl back to the road.

The pilot legped at the gunman, svung afig from near his heds and knocked the man fla on his back.
“Get down!” Monk roared a him. “We can handle thid”

Monk then shifted the muzze of his unusud gun toward the flesing par. The, weapon emitted an
ear-splitting roar, a sound not unlike the note of a gigantic bullfiddle. Beside the running pair, weeds and
amdl shrubs upset asif cut off by an invisble scythe.

Both fugitives stopped, stunned. They had not been touched by the storm of bullets, but they were
scared, knowing the weapon was a machine pistol of a type they had never before encountered.

“Get 'em up, get 'em up!” Monk squawled. “All | gotta do is make one pass and you guys are named
mud!”

It was not a Stuation which afforded opportunity for much debate. Guns were dropped. An automatic
exploded from the shock of griking the road, but its wild bullet hit no one. Hands went up.

Monk and Ham both heaved out of the car. Monk's pet pig, Habeas Corpus, followed them.
The two armen looked somewhat dazed.

“What in the devil isthisdl about?’ the assstant pilot demanded.

Monk menaced cardesdy the nice-looking men with his mechine pistol.

“Maybe they didn' like the way you were tregting their friend,” he said.

“They were teking im from us,” said the associate flier. “They shot our tires to pieces, then jumped out
inthe road when we stopped. We didnt have a chance!”

“Where were you taking the fat guy?” Monk demanded.

“To apolice ation up thisroad,” the other replied. “He's nutd”

“Nuts—hdl!” the other aviator interjected. “I don't think he's any more nuts than | am.”
Monk grunted, “Just what's behind this?’

“Search me!” The pilot waved hisarms angrily. “This fat guy ups in our plane and shoots off a gun three
timesinto an empty seat. Then he taked like he was bats, and knew Shakespeare. He even cdlamed he
was Shakespeare!”



“What about the excitement in that hangar back at the airport?” Ham put in.

The pilot gestured a the nice-looking men. “These guys raided the hanger to look into our plane. They
were hunting for something that they didn't find.”

“Thisfat man ordered them to search the plane, | think,” Ham said.
“Huh?’ The pilot blinked.

Ham explained: “The fat man made some kind of 9gn tak through the back window of the operations
office. He probably told them to rescue him, too.”

The fat man, unnoticed, had sdled to one of his men and was surreptitioudy dropping a hand into the
fdlow's pocket. He brought out a nickeled revolver.

He did not use it. Instead, he yeled out in surprised pain and the gun left his fingers. The weapon
remained suspended a few inches from his hand. He grabbed at it. The gun, with absolutely nothing
vigble suganing it, evaded his clutch.

Monk gaped.
“For the love of mud!” he gulped. “ Spooks!”

SO astounded was the homdly fdlow that the gang got their chance. They moved swiftly.

Monk started to swing his machine pistal around, but was tardy, and was knocked down. A lugty kick
sent the superfirer into the ditch.

Ham was dso disarmed and, with the fliers, forced to put up his hands.
The pig, Habeas Corpus, retreated hadiily to the nearest brush clump.
“Wed better blow!” said the plump man.

There was a noise in the brush beside the road, and a huge figure appeared. It was the individud who
looked like a prizefighter. He hed a shiny revolver in one scarred lump of afig.

“l was just ready to help you birds,” he said. “But | don't guess you need me. Say, what happened to
that gun?’

Indinctively al eyes sought the gun which had behaved so myderioudy. It now lay in the ditch beside the
road, No one had observed just how it got there.

“Never mind the gun!” rapped the fa man. “We're leaving herel”
“We might aswdl ride,” said the prizefighter individud.

He ran to the car in which Monk, Ham and the pig had arrived. This was obvioudy the only machine
avalable for an escape, ance the tires of the aviators touring were flat. The man dived behind the whed
and reached for the key.

The fat man and the others were running toward the car, but were not yet close enough to see the pugilist
as he grasped the key, and, instead of turning it, pulled it out and pamed it. Then he got out.



“Blagt them birds” he growled.

“What's wrong?’ demanded the fat man.

“They took the key!” The fdlow shrugged his huge shoulders. “Well have to leg it away from here”
“Then what are we waiting on?’ the fat man snapped.

They dl ran into the brush beside the road.

THEY covered a hundred yards and got themsdaves organized so that they traveled in a dring, one
behind the other, taking turns at leading the procession and opening a way through the thick tangle. The
plump leader dropped back beside the prizefighter.

“I never saw you before,” he said. “We ought to know each other.”

“It might help,” agreed the pugilis.

“What's your name?’

“Bull Retz, right now,” said the scarred man. “Did you go to the fightsin the Boston Arena last night?’
“| rardly go to fights” said the plump man.

“Then you didn't see me” the pugilis muttered. “It's lust as wel. Boy, did | get bopped around!”
“You log, eh?’

“And how!” The man blew on a scarred fid. “There was a young punk, and could he ding his dukes!
Say, that guy got red pepper on his gloves somehow and after he started my eyes smarting, he hit me
with everything but the water bucket! If | ever meet that punk—"

“Le it ride” The fat man adjusted his black hat. “Like | said, | never saw you before. Why'd you help
lﬁ!

“l was coming down the road,” said the others. “It looked like you guys were behind the eight ball.”
The eyes under the black hat brim were very curious. “And why did you help us?’

The man who said he was “Bull” Retz seemed to consider deeply.

“You |looked like right guys” he said.

“Meaning what?’

The huge shoulders shrugged. “The manager and traning expenses ate up the loser's share of lagt night's
purse. I'm flat. | mooched that plane ticket off a newspaper lug who got it for nothing. So | saw you guys,
and you looked like aright crowd who would return afavor.”

“l see” The plump man adjusted his hat again. “Y ou thought we would return afavor.”
“Why not?’ The other squinted suddenly. “Or maybe | was misaken?’
“You don't need to beat around the bush with me,” the portly man said dryly.



“O. K.” The scarred face warped into a grin. “I'm fla, like | said. | thought maybe you could throw
something my way.”

“What are you good at?’
The scarred grin widened. “ Strong-arm suff. And | ain't too particular.”
“l see” said the fat man.

They went on, and the individud who looked like a prizefighter began to register doubt and uneasiness,
findly, he turned and confronted the fat man.

“Say,” he whined, “I aint askin' much. | done you guys a turn, see? Don't | get something out of it? |
don't mean that you have to pay off. Just put me next to something. You know, something where a guy
can make a buck. How about it?”

“Of course,” said the fat man, “well put you next to something.”
“Something good?’
“Va.y gm!”

They went on, and the fat man dropped back a pace, absently snking his hands into his pockets. He
brought one hand out dyly a moment later. It hed a shot-filled leather blackjack which he mugt have
secured earlier from one of the other men. He swung the blackjack suddenly, terrificaly.

It seemed that the pugilist sensed the blow coming for he sank a little, taking the swing across the top of
his head. But there was a loud thud as the sap landed, and the scarred man sagged forward on his face,
quivered a little, then became limp, unmoving.

One of the nice-looking men eyed their fat chief.
“The guy might have meant dl right, Telegraph,” he said.
Thefat “Tdegrgph”’ nodded peacefully and returned the sap to his pocket.

“We are not in a podition to take chances with gentlemen whom we do not know,” he murmured.

Chapter IV. THE SNATCHING GHOST

THEY did not leave the fdlen form of the pugilis immediately. Telegraph bent over and pinched him
soundly, but dicited no movement which would indicate returning consciousness. Then he went through
the burly individua's pockets.

He brought out letters addressed to Leopold Retz in Boston, and read them, finding dl had to do with
meatters routine to a prizefighter's training and search for further matches. There was dso a bundle of
newspaper cippings, which looked fresh. They were from sporting pages, and, one was headed:

A TAME BULL

Bul Retz proved one thing condlusvey in his match lagt night. As a fighter, he makes an excdlent
doormat.



Tdegraph laughed, and went through the other dippings
“What afight that must have been,” he murmured.
“Thisguy seems to have been genuine” said one of the others. “Maybe we shouldn't have bopped him.”

“Why not?’ Telegraph demanded. “He was a stranger, wasn't he? And what saps we would be to take a
granger in. Thisthing is too big for mugs like this palooka.”

That seemed to settle the affar—and they went on, hurrying. One of the party evidenced a knowledge of
their surroundings, and before long they came out on a heavily traveled thoroughfare. They did not
advance to the pavement itsdlf, but pardleled the road for a quarter of amile until one of the men pointed
and sad, “I knew it was around here somewhere.”

The object he indicated was a telephone pole dongsde of which stood a amdl booth. It was one of the
telephones provided dong the highway for motorists who might need emergency aid.

One of the men went to the telephone and made a cdl.

“One of our carswill be out here for usin haf an hour,” he said.

They retired into the brush to wait and to talk.

“Give us the lowdown on what happened in that plane, Telegraph,” one of the men requested.
Tdegraph took off his black hat and began to turn it around on one knee.

“It seemed that everything was going perfectly,” he said. “I got two seats reserved in the plane, and took
the rear one. Then, when we were nearing New Y ork, some guy up in front opened a window to stick
his head out and get alook or something. That made a draft, and a paper blew out of the front seet—the
Seet right in front of me, | mean.”

One of the men lifted a hand.

“ Ps-stl”

he warned “A guy isdriving down the road in a cart. He might hear us”

They lifted up and made out the man in the cart—the cart was rickety, laden with junk, and the man was
a shabby felow whose garb advertised his cdling: ajunk collector.

Telegraph ceased spesking. But that did not mean his recitd was interrupted. He began to make the
gmdl, unusud gestures with his hands. The movements seemed to comprise a semaphore shorthand by
which rapid communication was possible. They were cartainly not the system of dphabetica letters used
by the deaf and dumb.

The communication in this strange fashion went on until the peddler and his cart were out of hearing, after
which ora discusson resumed. The recita seemed to have progressed a good ded during the period in
which they hed talked with Sgnds

“And you say &fter you fired the shots, you heard a voice ydl?" asked one of the men.
“Exactly!” said Telegraph.
“Was it Easeman who yeled?’



“Easeman?’ Tdegraph shook his head. “1 don't know. | thought Easeman was dead. By dl the laws, he
should be dead.”

One of the men shrugged. “Wdl, | told you what we found when we searched the plane. Exactly
nothing!”

Tdegraph groaned and took his head in his hands. “It's dl a damned mess—and | havent told you what
redly worries me”

“What?" demanded a man.
“The words that were ydled out in the plane,” said Teegraph.
“What were they?’

“ Doc Savage—be careful!”
announced Telegraph.

FOR the space of a dozen seconds, no one said anything. Then one of the men, athin fdlow who looked
asif his hedth were none too good, leaned forward. He had become quite pale.

“Ligen,” he gulped hoarsdly, “did | get that right? Somebody mentioned Doc Savage in that plane?’

Teegraph's nod was dow. “Exactly!” The frall man groaned audibly, sank back and mumbled, “Now |
remember!”

“You remember what?’ Telegrgph scowled.
Thefrall man straightened up nervoudy. “Look! What do you know about this Doc Savage?’

“Jud the quff that's cropping up in the newspapers dl of the time” Telegraph sad. “1 don't pay much
atention. Doc Savage is supposed to be a combination of muscular strength and menta skill something
out of the ordinary.”

“But his profession,” the man gasped. “Y ou've heard of that?’

“Maybe youd cdl it a professon,” Telegraph said dryly. “I don't. The man goes around mixing in other
peopl€e's troubles.”

“He helps those whom he thinks deserveit,” the other pointed ot.

“From what I've heard of him, he's a big-time adventurer—a soldier of fortune,” Teegraph retorted. “But
whet are you getting at?’

“Youve heard of his five assstants—| mean the five guys who hep Doc Savage?’ asked the one who
was patently scared.

Teegraph nodded impatiently. “I've read of them, too. Each one of them is supposed to be a specidist in
apaticular line. Oneis achemig, ancther alawyer, another an engineer, one an eectricad expert and—"

“Say!” interposed another of the group. “What has dl of this got to do with the fact that Doc Savage's
name was ydled out in that plane? I've seen Doc Savage. | know him by sight. Once you see that guy,
youll never forget him. He wasn't on that plane”



“Shut up!” snapped the frightened one. “I'm taking about his two assstants named Monk and Ham.
Monk isthe chemig in hisline-up, and Ham is the lawyer.”

“So what?” Telegraph asked weerily.

“So didn't you ever hear of the pet pig named Habeas Corpus that this chemist, Monk, carries around
with him?" demanded the other.

“Ag!” Teegraph looked stunned. “Why—those two men back there—they had apig!”

“You sadit!” the other told him. “The guy who looked like an ape was Monk. The other one, the bird
with that black cane, was Ham. That's a sword cane.”

Teegraph took his head in his hands. For along minute, he said nothing.
“Thisishdl,” he muttered findly.

“Itsafar sample” thefrall man said grimly. “But when this Doc Savage catches up with us, well get the
red thing. I've heard things about that guy.”

THERE was dlence while they said nothing and exchanged uneasy glances.
“Doc Savage has got alineon us” one said. “How did that happen?”’
Another reached out suddenly and gripped Telegraph's am.

“Was it Easeman who yeled out in the plane?’ he demanded.

“l don't know,” Telegraph said wesrily. “It was a strangled voice. And | told you | thought Easeman was
dead.”

“How do you account for the note that blew into your face?’ he was asked.
Theman put his black hat on his head and unfolded the note under discussion.

“There were little boxes with writing paper, ink and a pen on the backs of the seats,” he said. “Thisis a
sheet of the paper. Here—look it over.”

The men crowded their heads together to read the note. Telegraph stood up and moved away from them
a few paces and kept his eyes fixed on the road. It was a busy highway. Cars passed at intervas.
Tdegraph came back when the men had finished reading.

“That makes it pretty plan what has happened, does it not?’ he asked. “That's Easeman's handwriting,
you know.”

“But how'd he get the information?” one of the group questioned vacantly.

“By spying on ud” Telegraph snapped. “That's the only way he could have gotten it. Damn that fellow!
He wasn't as weak as we thought. He was getting ready to gang up on us” He tapped the note angrily.
“This provesit!”

“Maybe Easeman rang in Doc Savage,” some one suggested.
“I've been thinking of that,” Telegraph said. “It's not nice to think about. Hell's bdld Just when we



thought we had things going nicdy!”
“Maybe Easeman is dead after dl,” a man muttered hopefully.
“Thet would help,” Telegraph agreed.

Tdegraph was refolding the note dowly. Holding it between thumb and forefinger, he prepared to stow it
back in his pocket. He never completed the gesture.

His mouth flew wide. A shriek ripped out. His pudgy frame convulsed. His legs drew up and an uncanny
thing happened—for the space of severd seconds, he seemed to be suspended entirely in mid-air, with
nothing whatever supporting him. Then he collapsed heavily to the earth.

The note came out of his pocket and fluttered up verticdly to a height of some sx feet, opening as it
arose, then the breeze seemed to catch it and the missve fluttered away, goinning over and over.

Telegraph's face was amask of horror. He fought to regain his voice.
“Use your gund” he shrieked.

THE men had picked up their weapons on the road &fter the fdlow who looked like a pugllig had
released them. They whipped the guns out, began shooting. Their firing was wild. They amed a no
target, but it was noticegble that they did not drive bulletsinto the air, or into the earth. The dugs clipped
leaves, chisded bark off trees.

Tedegraph scrambled to his feet. His features were flushed, his eyes protruded. He stroked his neck.

On his neck, long purple marks were visble. At one point, the skin had been broken. Scarlet drops
gathered there, loosened from their anchorage and chased each other down to gain his neat white collar.
He seemed to recover his self-control.

“Itsno usal” heydled. “Stop shooting!”

The thunder of guns ceased.

“Whered that note go? Telegraph demanded.

A man pointed. “Over that way. Thewind blew it.”

“Get it!” Telegraph snapped. “Then well clear out of here”

Thar behavior was strange. They grouped together, back to back, eyes, ears and guns dert, and moved
for the spot the breeze had carried the bit of paper. Covering some yards, they began to look about with
increasng anxiety.

“It'sgone!” Telegraph groaned.
One of the men ydled, pointed.
“Look!” he bawled.

Ffty yards distant, a bush was swaying asif it had been disturbed. There was, however, nothing visble in
the shrubbery. The men advanced, guns ready, until one, eyeing the ground, made a hissng sound and



levded an arm.

The earth was soft, and it bore tracks—footprints and such marks as a man might make while crawling
on the ground.

“Somebody was hanging around,” Telegraph grated.

They broke into arun, following the tracks. A moment later, they caught Sght of a flashing motion ahead.
It was aman, agiant of afigure, lunging for the shdlter of adump of trees. They dl saw him.

“It'sthat damn prizefighter!” Telegraph snarled. “We shouldve finished him off!”
Two of them discharged bullets. Both, knowing they had missed, cursed.
“Spread out,” commanded Teegraph. “WEell get that guy out of our hair, anyhow!”

A thin walling sound sprang up in the distance and grew perceptibly louder. It had an unearthly qudity.
Tdegraph and his men exchanged pained glances.

“State troopers,” Telegraph said.

From near by on the road came the three musicd notes of an automobile ar horn. Almost immediatdly,
the notes repeated.

“Thet's our car,” one volunteered. “Wed better blow.”
“Good idea,” agreed Telegraph.
They sprinted for the road.

AS they ran, the men whipped out handkerchiefs and carefully wiped finger prints from their guns. Then
they threw the weapons away. They had obvioudy experienced difficulty with the police before and
knew of the regulations againg carrying firearms.

“Sure none of you left finger prints ingde of your guns when you oiled them last?” Telegraph puffed.
“And you wiped off the magazines of the automatics before you clipped them in?’

“Think were amateurs?’ some one grunted.

They reached their car. It was a big sedan, neither too old nor too new. A nestly dressed, pleasant-faced
young man was driving. He got the doors open.

“Cops mug have heard your little war,” he offered. “Where d'you wanta go?’
Tdegraph was the lagt into the car. He leaned out to grasp the door and close it.

“Well have a tak with Easeman's daughter,” he said grimly. “You know the address—Central Park
West. She may have aline on her old man.”

He was fading the brush patch which they had just quitted when he said the.

The sedan door dammed shut. The driver let out the dutch and clashed gears. The machine lunged away.
It gathered speed rapidly, going in a direction opposite that from which came the sSren noise of the State
police car.



The car was not yet out of sght, nor had the police machine put in an appearance—there was a bend in
the highway which hid it from viev—when there was a great crashing in the brush and Monk and Ham
put in an appearance. They had been running, but neither breathed heavily, an indication of good physca
condition. The afternoon garb of the lawyer, Ham, was somewhat less immaculate than it had been
before. He dill carried his sword cane. The pig, Habeas Corpus, trailed them.

It was the shote which first located the personage who resembled a prize-fighter. The latter was standing
ina brush dump, holding the compact cylinder of a telescope.

Monk and Ham ran to him. Both grinned widdly, and the pig, Habeas Corpus, bounced about as if
ddighted beyond measure.

“Say, Doc, what's thisdl about?” Monk questioned.

Chapter V. GIRL IN GREEN

THE gant with the scars, the tufted ears, the nodular hands, dropped the telescope in a pocket and
wheded back into the brush.

Out on the road, the State police car wailed dong dowly, the two uniformed occupants looking for the
source of the shots which mugt have been heard some distance away. Possbly the ydling of Teegraph's
men had aso been heard, and some one had put in a cdl for the officers.

“What about them cops?’ Monk demanded

“They would ask questions for an hour or s0.” The pugilistic-looking man gestured in the direction of the
arport. “We have placesto go.”

They retreated, dowly a firdt, being careful to make no noise, then more swiftly. The giant with the
pugilisic appearance had undergone a series of driking changes. He had draightened his hunched
shoulders, and his head, which had been carried drawn down so as to thicken out the neck, was now
caried normdly. He seemed fully a foot tdler than before. Gone dso was the shuffling method of
hendling his feet which is a characteristic of many professond fighters.

“What started the shooting back there, Doc?” Monk asked, when they were beyond earshot of the road.

The giant began working at one hand as he walked. The hideous-looking knobs and scars peded off. He
aoplied aflud from asmdl flask which he brought from a pocket, and the palid texture of his skin turned
into a grayish stain which he wiped off with a handkerchief. The hand, findly denuded of its disguise, was
powerful and corded with tendons of gartling Sze. In color, the hand was an unusud bronze hue, and the
skin had a remarkably fine texture.

“The thing which started the shoating was very myderious,” the big man said dowly.
“Whatcha mean?” Monk queried

The giant told briefly of the note, of the weird attack on Telegraph, of the shooting, of the disappearance
of the note. His voice had changed from the rasping tone of the pugili whom he had been portraying. It
now possessed remarkable qudity and vibrant, restrained power.

“Blazed” Monk exploded, when he had heard the recital. “That was a spooky businessl Didnt their
conversation explain it?’



“They discussed a man named Easeman and were very concerned over whether or not he was dead,”
sad the big man. “They dso did some converang by a sysem of sgnding on their hands. It must have
been a system of their own, a sort of shorthand by gestures. There was not a movement for each letter of
the aphabet, but maotions which evidently meant whole phrases or sentences. Unfortunately, | faled to
make out much of it.”

He had rid his other hand of its disguise, and now went to work on his features. The mdformities on his
ears proved to be moulded of a rubberlike substance. Tiny metd forms spread its nodrils. Wax,
removed from his cheeks, changed the whole contour of his features.

“Wha do you make of thiswhole thing, Doc?’ Monk queried.
The giant was dow in replying.

“Itisimpossble to say,” he stated findly. “I Imply received that telegram from Boston, requesting me to
be aboard the planein disguise. The telegram was signed with a trick name meaning nothing.”

He applied substance from the flask to his pae features, then wiped it off, and the transformation was
little short of incredible. His countenance became one of remarkable handsomeness. The skin was the
same amazing bronze hue as his hands. His hair, rid of its dye by the liquid in the flask, was of a bronze
hue only dightly darker than his skin.

Pane noise marked the postion of the airport ahead. The bronze giant veered off to the right, and shortly
they came to his roadster, dmost concedled in the dump of smdl trees into which he had driven it while
traling the fat Telegraph and the two fliers

Monk demanded, “But, Doc, what kind of a clue have we got to go on?’

“Telegraph told his driver to take them to the home of a man named Easeman, who has a daughter,” Doc
Savage explained.

Ham gaculated, “But how did you get close enough to overhear—"

He did not finish. He had remembered their coming upon Doc Savage in the act of usng the telescope.
The bronze giant was an accomplished lip reader, dong with a myriad of other abilities.

P. TREVE EASEMAN'S gpartment was Stuated in one of the magnificent structures facing Centra Park
West. There were other Easemans listed in the telephone directory which Doc Savage had consulted, but
none resded on Central Park West.

Doc parked in a dde street adjacent to the apartment monolith and with Monk and Ham advanced
toward the elaborate marquee entrance where two doormen stood, caparisoned as degantly as navd
admirds.

“Ps-st!”

Monk hissed unexpectedly. “Lookit! Pullin'into the curb!”

Doc Savage said quietly, “ Stopping to change dothing must have delayed them.”

A dark sedan, large and expengve-looking, the chauffeur m rich livery, was nosng a the curb, and the

two bedizened doormen clicked off sdutes and wrestled with the door handles. The file of men who got
out looked very dignified, very respectable in thair immaculae full dress, complete, even to white gloves,



dlk hats and shiny black evening sticks.

Tdegraph led the parade. Four others followed him, dl members of his organization who had taken part
inthe airport affair.

A boy, alad who was noisy and none too tidy, ran up to the party dighting from the sedan. He waved
NEWSPapers.

“City'sleading jewder goesinsane!” he bawled. “ Wux-t-r-a! Read about it!”
One of the doormen said, “You cannot sdl papers here”
“Jeawder sees jewelsfly awvay and goes insang” howled the urchin. “ Wux-t-ra p-o-iper! Read about it!”

The doorman made an opening in one corner of his mouth and gritted, “Git outa here, you brat, ‘fore |
put a foot in your pantsl”

Tdegraph crinkled his round face with a pleasant amile, advanced, said, “A moment, please,” and bought
one of the urchin's newspapers. Then they entered the long, indirectly lighted lobby and confronted the
prim-looking telephone operator.

“Mr. Edmunds and party to see Miss Ada Easeman,” Telegraph announced.
The operator announced them over the house phone, then advised, “You are requested to go up.”

Tdegraph let his companions glance over the newspaper headlines as they were wafted upward on a
dlent devator. The news story seemed to interest them grestly.

JEWELER UNBALANCED
TELLSWEIRD STORY

W. Carlton Smythe-Vancdll, leading New York City jeweler, has been placed under the care of a
psychiatrig, it was learned this evening.

Smythe-Vancel is reported to be suffering from the delusion that he saw atray of hisfirm's mogt vauable
Jjewds arise and float, unaided, from the showroom. The jewels, vaued & only dightly less than a million
dollars, are said actudly to be missing. Police are on the case.

Tdegraph and his men showed by not the dightest flicker thet the item held interest for them, but when
they had dighted in a tower corridor and the dlevator had departed, one of the nattily clad group laughed

dryly.
“A spook mugt have carried off those jewes,” he chuckled.

“Vey possble,” Teegraph agreed. Then he eyed the fdlow who had offered the remark about a spook.
“Wha were the jewds actudly worth?’

“A cool two million,” said the other. “A fence has dready bid amillion, and hell go even better.”

Tdegraph sad camly, “You gentlemen redize, of course, that this matter of the jeweds was only what
might be cdled a test of the efficiency of our discovery when directed dong certain lines”

“Certain lines
isright!” chuckled one of the men.



Tdegraph stated with great satisfaction, “Gentlemen, we have the world at our feet!”
“It may take some convincing to make the world think so,” offered another.

With a plump forefinger, Telegraph tapped the newspaper story about the jeweer who was supposedly
demented.

“This is the firg step,” he advised. “As soon as we digpose of the maiter of Easeman and Old
Bonepicker, we shdl have money to operate on afull scae.”

The corridor down which they strode was one of tremendoudy rich furnishings. Coming to a door, they
rang, and the pane was opened and they entered boldly. It was gloomy ingde. They blinked more when
blinding white light filled the room.

“Did you gentlemen ever see an automatic shotgun work at close quarters?” agrimly determined feminine
voice asked.

OBVIOUSLY, Tdegraph and his neetly clad companions had control of thelr nerves, for they merdy
looked at the yawning snout of the shotgun, and with the exception of one who logt a cigarette, hanging
from hislip, none showed undue perturbation.

A young woman held the shotgun, and her manner of holding it was that of a trapshooter awaiting the rise
of aday bird. It was an action which showed she had handled a shotgun before.

“Y ou will each saize the brim of your hat and yank it down over your eyes,” she directed. “If you think |
am bluffing merdly don't take orders and see what happens!”

She had a throaty, educated voice which, holding no tremors, carried emphatic conviction.
“Quick!” she snapped. “Get those hats down over your eyes and blindfold yoursdves”

Her nails were enameed an unusud emerdd hue. Thistint exactly matched the low-backed, more than
g evening frock she wore.

Tdegraph and his men pulled their hats down over ther eyes. Then the gil ordered ther hands up and
moved among them, searching with deft fingers and removing guns from hip pockets and underarm
holsters.

As the young woman moved about, it became evident that she was no ordinary bit of femininity. There
was fdine smoothness in her movements, dong with the rippling play of more than ordinary muscular
development in her arms and shoulders.

Tdegraph spoke from under his hat, “My dear Miss Easeman, you are meking a misake. We are
detectives—"

“—hired by my father as bodyguards before he disappeared,” the girl took him up. “So you told me on a
previous vidt. And on that occasion you deftly pumped me to ascertain just what | knew about my
father's disappearance. | suppose you came back thistime for the same purpose?’

Teegraph began, “But my darling gil—’

“Ratd” said the young woman. “I found out who you are.”



She herded them into a large, sumptuoudy furnished library and wrenched open the drawer of a massve
table. From this she extracted two articles—a cocktall glass and a tiny camera which was composed
largdy of lens.

“| tried to seem very dumb on your previous vist,” she said. “That was so | could get a chance to use this
camera, which will take sngpshots by ordinary dectric light. And | dso maneuvered you into leaving
finger prints on this cocktail glass. | took the pictures and the finger prints to the police rogues gdlery.”

Thisinformation caused Telegraph to Sgh loudly.
“I must be dipping,” he said.

“You certainly havent lived up to your reputetion,” the girl told him. “A search of the rogues gdlery
showed you to be Teegraph' Edmunds, one of the smoothest swindlers and confidence men in the
country.”

“Preposterous!” Telegraph Edmunds sighed, haf-heartedly.

“You got the nickname of "Telegraph' because of the syslem of gestures which you use to communicate
with members of your gang,” added the young woman.

This seemed to remind Tdegraph Edmunds of something which he had overlooked. He cleaned a finger
nal on hisright hand with the thumb nall of hisleft. He brushed an imaginary speck from his cuff. One of
the other men pressed the thumb and forefinger of hisleft hand together.

“Stop it!” rapped the girl. “Y ou're talking to each other with your system of sgn telegraphy!”

“Preposterous!” Tdegraph repeated, and shrugged. His hands did not become 4ill. They made more
gmd| gestures, motions which, one not suspecting, might have mistaken for minor nervousness but which
the gil was sharp enough to recognize as more of the sgnds.

Her shotgun went off with an ear-splitting report.

TELEGRAPH screeched, fdl to the floor. He tied himsdf into a knot and groveled, and his groans were
hideous.

“Get up!” the girl grated, and menaced every one with the shotgun. “I fired over his head!”

Tdegraph continued to squirm and moan. His convulsons brought him face upward, so that his
countenance was visble. His visage was now drenched with red fluid. He moaned and scarlet bubbles
puffed and burst on hisful lips

The gifl seemed stunned. She became dightly pae. Her shotgun wavered.

One of the immaculatdy dressed men did a toe out, hooked it behind a modernigtic floor stand and
kicked the piece of furniture at the girl. She side-stepped.

One of the other men snatched off his Slk topper and hurled a the girl. The range was short; the hat
dapped her face hard.

The next ingtant, they were upon her, wrestling for the shotgun, which they got dmost immediatdy. Three
of them devoted amog their entire effort to holding the young woman.



Tdegraph got up from the floor, used a handkerchief on his face, and picked up the broken parts of a
fountain pen which had been filled with red ink. He pocketed the pen fragments.

“A swdl gag,” he chuckled. “ She was too busy watching everybody to see me smear it on my face.”

Then he went to the outer door, opened it and listened for a long time, after which he made a quick
arcuit of therichly fitted apartment. He placed a guard in the outer corridor.

“This place occupies the whole floor and is probably just about soundproof,” he decided. “Apparently
nobody is going to investigate that shot.”

Thegirl demanded angrily, “What do you want here?’

“My dear, we want to know where your father, P. Treve Easeman, can be found,” Teegraph imparted
camly.

“l don't know where heis” the girfl snapped.

Tdegraph amiled without enthusiaam.

“You know, of course, what has happened to your father?’ he stated.
“l do not,” said the young woman. “ Suppose you tdl me.”

Teegraph chuckled harshly. “That would be a bright move on my part.”
Ada Easeman threw back her head.

“My father disappeared,” she sad grimly. “ Since then, some strange things have happened. A large sum
in cash disappeared from a safe here in the apartment, a safe to which only my father and mysdf had the
combingtion. My father's broker has advised me that father telephoned him to sl certain bonds and
stocks for cash. The broker did so, bringing the money to his office The money disappeared
mysterioudy.”

“It would seem that your father has been rasing cash,” said Telegraph.
“Yes” thegrl retorted, “and you probably know why!”

“How much cash has he raised?’ queried Telegraph

“A grest ded,” Ada Easeman said coldly. “ Somewhat over amillion dollars”

Tdegraph had been amiling, but it had not been a genuine smile. The amile now became hearty, actudly
joyful.

“This makes it look as if old Easeman actudly intended to comply with our demands” he told his
companions.

“But he was trying to fight us” one of them pointed oui.

“Naturdly,” chuckled Telegraph. “But he got the money ready, which shows be intended to pay off if he
hed to.”

The other grunted. “The thing to do is to whip Easeman in line somehow—if he's dill dive”
“Sill divel” the girl cried out Silly. “What do you mean?’



Tdegraph produced a handkerchief and camly jammed it between her jaws, doing it with the hed of his
hand so that she would not bite him during the process.

“I know how we can stop Easeman,” he said. “Well give thisgirl the same thing we gave him.”
“That should do it,” the other agreed. “I hope you can sraighten out the rest of it just as easy.”
“What rest of it?” Telegrgph demanded.

“The Doc Savage angle” the man explained.

Teegraph swore.

“Well tak that over with the big boss,” he growled. “He's a match for even this Doc Savage.”

A deep, youthful voice said cadmly, “1 do bdieve thisis what one would cdl a tableau!”

TELEGRAPH EDMUNDS was halding hisslk topper with both hands. He dropped it, soun and faced
the door which led to the outer corridor. His mouth became round with surprise.

“Careful!” he gulped a his men.
“Htting advice, | cdl that,” stated the deep, young voice.

The speaker stood squardly in the door. He was a lean man of more than average height and muscular
build. Extremdy black curly har made him look even younger than he was, his pleasant features were
tanned, and he had, a waxed mustache which, in contrast with the darkness of his hair, was dmost white,
He looked efficient, worldly.

Clasped cdosdy to his chest with a left am, he hed the lookout who had been posted in the outer
corridor. The latter was unconscious. In hisright hand, the young man with black hair and white mustache
hed a revolver, a large cdibre gun built into a sndl frame. The weapon gave the impresson of being
composed modly of barrel and cylinder.

“Have them yank their hats over ther eyes so they can't see, Russ” the girl, said, getting the gag out of
her mouth. “That'sthe way | did.”

“Excdlent ideg, | cdl that,” smiled the young man.

Tdegraph Edmunds made gritting noises with his teeth.

“Who isthis bird?’ he demanded.

One of Telegraph's gang answered the angry question.

“Hisnameis Russd Wray,” he said.

“l don't give a hoot what hisnameis” Telegraph growled. “Who is he? Whét is he?’

“He was Sawyer Linnett Bonefdt's bodyguard,” advised the other.

“l have never heard of Sawyer Linnett Bonefet,” said Telegraph, pompous firmnessin his manner.

“A gorgeous lie, | mugt say,” snapped white-mustached, black-haired Russe Wray. “Sawyer Linnett



Bonefdt has dropped out of dght just as P. Treve Easeman did. And you birds know something about
it!”

Teegraph sad smugly, “We are detectives hired by Easeman as bodyguards, just as you yoursdf were
hired by Bonefelt. Our purpose seems to be the same. We should work together.”

“Il work afew chunks of lead into your systems” Russdl Wray threatened.

“Waetch them, Russl” the girl gasped. “They're lying! They are responsible for the disappearance of father
and Old Bonepicker.”

“Old Bonepicker?” Telegraph looked puzzled.
“That's what they cal Sawyer Linnett Bonefelt, and don't tdl me you didn't know it!” the gifl snapped.

Tdegraph started to say something in reply, but held the words back, and his jaw sagged, his plump
hands made a vague gesture as if fending something off. He was watching the door.

The door led to the corridor, and its knob was turning dowly. The lock made a fant click as the bolt
cleared the recess in the jamb. Then the panel opened dowly.

A horrible expression overspread Telegraph Edmund's visage.

“Watch out!” he screamed. “Watch out!”

Chapter VI. PHANTOMS

THE apartment structure had a height of nearly forty stories, and the P. Treve Easeman ménage was near
the top, in the tower section, which was a smooth, chimneylike spire of masonry only a little less smooth
then glass. The gpartment house was not constructed of commonplace brick but of a polished gray netive
stone, and the blocks were set together without noticesble cracks.

To eavesdrop a the Easeman gpartment windows, a man would have to scale the wal—and that was
patently impossible. But there was a ligener-in.

The eavesdropper was not a humen listener-in, but an especialy bulky contrivance of metd and wires
and insulating composition. This was held to the window pane of the large library window by a rubber
suction cup of the variety used to fasten ashtrays and other accessories to automobile windshidds. The
fant thud as this had been swung across the pane some time before, had escaped notice.

From the device, which an dectrician would have recognized as a highly senstive microphone, wires led
upward, passed over the roof coping and entered a box containing powerful audio amplifying apparatus.
The sounds picked up by the window microphone findly entered a set of three ordinary headphones.

Doc Savage wore one headset. Monk and Ham wore the other two. They were very dlent, ligening
raptly to what went on in the P. Treve Easeman library. They had eavesdropped on precticdly dl that
hed been said from the firg. The highly sengtive microphone had missed very little They could hear
Tdegraph Edmunds shouting.

“Watch-out!” he was screaming. “Be careful!”

Monk, the apish chemig, pulled one headphone away from an ear asif to hear himsdf talk and gulped,
amazement in hissmdl voice, “I'm a whatcha-cal-it if | understand thig”



Strange sounds came over the ligening device. Certain thumps were undoubtedly chairs upsetting; men
groaned and grunted, and feet tapped parqueted flooring franticaly. A vase or some other brittle
bric-a-brac broke with a jangle which edged teeth. A man shrieked. The dhriek was wordless, but it
conveyed by its quality an avful horror and a med fear.

“Sounds like aregular jamboree,” Monk grunted.
“If you don't want arib kicked in, shut up!” Ham told him shortly.

Doc Savage sad nathing. It was a characteritic of the bronze man that he indulged in long periods of
dlence, rardly speaking, and never bandying idle conversation unless there was a purpose, some end to
be gained.

Down in the Easeman apartment, aman wailed, “We can't whip the thing! It1l kill usal!”
“Dont cdl it athing!” Teegraph Edmunds snarled. “You know what it ig”

There was more bedlam. Someone fired agun. A splintery crash as a chair shattered indicated some one
hed swung with the piece of furniture.

“We haven't got a chance,” Tdegraph Edmunds ydled suddenly, “Out of the apartment, everybody!”
A man barked, “What about the gil and this Russdl Wray chick?’

“Le 'em stay herel” Teegraph rapped. “We gotta get to the big boss and talk things over. Cmon! Clear
out!”

Sounds indicated the men were fighting their way toward the door.
Doc Savage hauled the headset from his ears.
“We're going down!” he said, and there was no trace of excitement in his remarkable voice.

Monk and Ham promptly charged for the hatch by which they had gained access to the roof, Monk
pausng only long enough to grab up his pig, Habeas Corpus, by one overdze ear. Habeas seemed
accustomed to this method of transportation.

Doc Savage tarried briefly. Beside the box containing the listening-in-device amplifier stood a second
case of apparatus. He connected the two devices with a pair of flexible wires.

SINCE the P. Treve Easaman gpartment was not far below the roof, they used the dtairs rather than
await arivd of an eevator.

Monk rumbled as he bounded down steps. Monk dways became noisy when excited. His usudly
childlike voice became a bull bellow, and he had been known to stand in the middle of a fight, absolutely
unhurt, and ydl bloody murder merely for the sake of the noise.

“Swdl quff!” Monk rumbled. “We snoop around and ligen in on the merry-go-round down in that
gpartment, and what does it get us? A headache!”

“Will you shut up?” Ham requested.

Monk continued. “We gumshoe around and we ain't got no more idea of what thisis dl about than when



we started! Now if that aint—"

They reached the corridor of the Easeman floor. The Easeman door was open. An ary rushing noise was
coming from one of the eevator shafts. Otherwise, the hdlway was extremdy quiet.

Doc Savage whipped to the door and lunged insde. The rug was bunched, and scarlet smeared the floor.
He went on. The library was a mess—furniture broken, askew, upset.

“Miss Easeman!” Doc cdled.
Slence answered.
“Wray!” The bronze man's voice was a crash.

There was more dlence. Then a great amashing of glassware came from the kitchen regions. Doc
whipped for the noise, came through a door and saw Ada Easeman and Russel Wray standing in a
glittering lake of broken glass. They had evidently tried to move a cabinet to barricade the door and it
head spilled its contents.

The girl did not look as if she had been through anything more strenuous than a débutante dance. Her
emerad frock was unruffled, her hair undisturbed.

Contragting with her immaculateness, Russd Wray's black hair was oozing red in two places, and a fig
had mashed one spike of his waxed mustache into his lip, dthough the other spike stuck out sraight and
dert.

“What was the attacker?” Doc Savage asked.
Both stared. Neither spoke.

“What attacker?’ Doc repeated, and there wasin his unusua voice a qudity which rapped out a demand
for obedience.

Rusel Wray spat noidly to get the mashed spike of his moustache away from his bruised lip. Then he
spoke.

“| think they were crazy!” he said.
“Wha do you mean?’ Doc demanded.

“There wasn't anybody!” Wray's voice was unclear because of his damaged lip. “The door opened. Then
the gang began to jump around and ydl and throw furniture. It was postively crazy!”

“Wait here, you two!” Doc Savage directed.

The bronze giant spun, crossed rooms, came out in the corridor and found Monk and Ham jabbing
elevator buttons inggtently. A moment later, a cage Sghed to a stop and the doors whispered open. The
three men dived insde with a suddenness which caused the operator to emit a frightened squawk.

Doc Savage himsdf dropped the cage toward the Street levd. There was excitement in the lobby. The
telephone girl was a pae, motionless hegp in her amchair, where she had fanted; the doorman was
gtting down, crimson lesking through the fingers of both hands, which he kept pressed tightly over his
face.

Monk, dill carrying the pig by one huge ear, dashed out onto the street. He looked up and down the



street. He put the pig down on the sdewalk.

“They got away,” he said.

DOC and hismen did not give up the pursuit immediatdy, athough they would have profited as much to
have done s, for there proved to be no subgtantid trail. Telegraph Edmunds and his men were a canny
crew. They had not been picked up in flight by the same rich car in which they had arrived, but by
another and much more shabby machine which had been parked near by, attracting no attention.

“Those birds are old heads,” Monk offered.
Ham flourished his sword cane iratdly.

“The talk we overheard in that agpartment didn't make sense” he snapped. “P. Treve Easeman and
another man cdled Old Bonepicker have disappeared. The Easeman girl and Wray are scrapping with
Tdegraph Edmunds and his gang! Each accuses the other of knowing more than they told.”

Monk picked up Habeas Corpus and scratched the bristles atop the homdy shote's head, as if to
encourage a thought process.

“What gets me” he said, “is that fight in the apartment. It sounded to me as if there was quite a scrap.
But that bird Wray cdlamed there wasn't any attacker.”

Both Monk and Ham eyed Doc Savage.
“What do you make of it, Doc?” Monk asked.

Instead of replying directly, the bronze man said, “We will talk the affar over with Ada Easeman and
Russd Wray.”

They entered the gpartment house again.

An elevator operator, gape-mouthed with unsatisfied curiogty, let them out on the Easeman floor. They
could hear the other elevators 9ghing in their shafts as they walked to the Easeman gpartment. The door
was closed. Doc tried it.

“Locked,” Monk hazarded doud when the pand did not yidd.
The bronze man rapped. There was no response.
“Jove” Ham murmured. “They were supposed to walt here”

Monk squinted at the lock. “This baby is one of them new unpickable kind.” He straightened. “Wed
better, try to get a key from the super.”

Doc Savage moved a hand, not speaking, but the gesture indicating that the others should wait; then he
took from his dothing atiny case which held an assortment of probes and picks, and with these he went
to work on the lock. Seemingly, he was unhurried, but hardly more than a minute elapsed before the
elaborate tumblers surrendered and the door came open.

They entered and moved through rooms, sepping eraticaly and caefully tha they might miss the
crimson puddles on the floor, and from time to time calling out in a low voice. Not uniil they had gone
through the entire apartment were they sure of the truth.



“Thegirl and Wray cleared out,” Monk growled. “Now, what was the idea of that?’

“Thisdon't look so good for Wray and the girl.” Ham spun his sword cane in a manner a juggler would
have envied. “They skipped, which bdly wdl makes it seem they were afraid to tak to us”

Monk snorted loudly. “Then that yarn about nothing attacking Telegrgph Edmunds and his gang and
scaring them away was probably afake.”

Ham started a nod, then thought of something and dmaost dropped his spinning sword cane.
“A thought just came to me” he said.
“Bekind to it,” Monk snorted. “It'sin a strange place.”

“Remember back in the woods by that road, after we followed Teegraph and his gang from the airport?’
Ham demanded. “Telegrgph and his men acted drangely there, acted as if something had attacked
them—something that couldn't be seen.”

“Something invishble?” Monk demanded.
“Quiteright,” Ham said.
“Nutd” Monk told him.

Doc Savage sad, “I suggest we go back to the, roof for afew moments”

MONK and Ham registered puzzlement as they followed the bronze man up the dairway and out
through the roof hatch. They had been associated with him long enough to know that he did not make
ide suggestions, and they were puzzled to know what the roof could offer them in the line of assistance.

Caching Sght of the listening-in-device, they seemed crestfalen, thinking the bronze man had merdy
come up to get the apparatus.

Doc Savage bent over the two cases of mechaniam and began doing things with his snewy fingers.
“Hey!"” Monk gaculated. “What's that other jigger?’

Instead of answering, Doc. Savage opened the lid that the homdy chemig might see the clockwork
motor, the gears, the cylindrica black wax record and the voice-recording box which the case held.

“Voice recorder!” Monk grunted. “Y ou hooked it on the ligening device?’

That hardly cdled for an answer, for the bronze man tilted the recording box so that a play-back needle
was brought in contact with the record, then changed connections of the headsets so thet the voice line
was picked up, amplified, then hurled into the receivers with remarkable intengty and fiddity of tone.

They heard sounds—mad sounds they were—of men running wildly, and redized these were the noises
made by Telegraph Edmunds and his men in flight. Then there was an interva of slence, followed by the
sound of Doc Savage's unusud voice cdling out, “Miss Easeman!” “Wray!” Then there was the footstep
noise of the bronze man entering.

So extremely sengtive was the pick-up that most of what Doc Savage and the girl and Wray said back in
the kitchen regions was not only audible, but understandable. The record had caught the noise of Doc's



departure from the apartment.

Silence followed. Then came a surprise. Footstep noises indicated Wray and the gil had come back into
the library.

“Who was that big bronze man?’ asked a voice.

The speaker was not Wray. It was a mde voice, however, but one which nether Doc Savage nor his
men had heard previoudy. There was a strained, unnaturd quality about the voice, a tang of unredlity,
and it was very coarse, an aged voice, querulous.

Response to the words was dartling. The grl shrieked softly. Wray barked something surprised and
unintdligible

“Who was he?’ the strange voice repeated.
“Old Bonepicker!” the girl cried out in a shrill, amazed voice. “What are you doing here?’

“| followed that devil Telegraph Edmunds,” said the voice. “I've been fallowing him ever since he arrived
ina plane this afternoon. 1've been hoping he would lead me to his boss, the master mind who is behind
what heis doing. Now, who was tha bronze man?’

“Doc Savage,” sad the girl.
“Hm-m-m,”

mumbled the strange voice. “Who brought him in?’

“My father,” said the girl. “Tdegraph Edmunds had been holding my father in Boston to keep him from
getting in touch with you. They did not know that you had dready started working together, through
mysdf and Russel Wray here. Father telegraphed Doc Savage to be on the Boston plane by today.”

“Bad,” sad the voice which the girl had attributed to the mysterious “Old Bonepicker.” “Your father
should not have brought Doc Savage into this. It will only excite these devils. They will start operations
on alarge scale. Left done, your father and mysdf might have accomplished something. If they get Stirred
up and redly cut loose well be helpless. The world will be in a terrible shape, because dl of the
policemen and dl of the armies and navies won't be able to hdp a bit!”

“l was afrad of the samething,” said the girl.
“Something has happened to your father,” said the querulous voice.
Thegirl made aloud gasping sound of horror.

“Now don't get hystericd,” snapped Old Bonepicker. “You go out to the airport and see what you can
find. You do thet, see?”’

“Wewill,” the girl agreed.

Chapter VII. THE SPOOK AT THE AIRPORT

THAT was the end of the recorded sounds, and Doc Savage clicked off the switches and hurriedly
packed the apparatus for trangportation. Monk helped. Ham, who was no great mechanic, stood by and
vouchsafed remarks.



“So thetrall leads back to that airport!” he snorted. “I wonder just what we missed out therel”
Monk glanced a awindow.

“Gonna be dark before we get out there” he offered.

Ham tilted his sword cane. “Are we going to the jolly airport?’

Doc Savage sad, “Itisthe best lead.”

Down on the dtreet, they found traffic thick enough to hamper progress, but there was a police Sren
under the hood of Doc Savage's car, and the license plates bore diginct numerds of very low
denomination, a combination which enabled them to salit traffic wide open in the dash over the long
elevated roadway to the airport a which the excitement had occurred earlier in the afternoon.

Doc cut the headlights when they pulled off the main hignway and drove by the glow of the moon. He
parked before getting near enough that the car might be heard, and they went on afoot.

Monk, carying Habeas by an ear, lifted on tiptoe to eye the black, slent humps of the hangars, the
regula and hrilliant white splash of the beacon and the array of colored lights marking the tarmac
confines.

“Fumb peaceful,” he offered.

They did not approach the hangars by way of the main entrance, but surmounted the high meta guard
fence some two hundred yards distant and went forward, crouching in the concedment of an ornamenta
hedge which paradlded the meta fence. It was with scarcely a sound that they eased into the big hangar
which held the transport plane that had arrived that afternoon from Baoston.

Monk breathed. “We look for aguy named P. Treve Easeman—is that it?’

Doc Savage was dlent a moment.

“You go over the plane interior, Monk,” he directed. “Ham and | will examine the hangar itsdf.”
Monk grunted, “But them birds this afternoon searched the plane.”

Doc Savage said nothing, and Monk, shrugging, got the cabin door open and, dill carrying his pig by an
ear, svung indde. He put the shote down.

“Go get 'em, Habeas,” he directed.

THE pig stood perfectly Hill. He sniffed. Bristles on his neck and back hackled up, dog-fashion.

Monk, busy examining the cabin by the aid of atiny flashlight which had a soring generator instead of a
battery, missed the dgnificance of the shote's actions. Monk started with the pilot compartment and
worked aft, examining each seat as he came to it. He roved hisflash beam over the cushions,

Wl &ft, he came to a seet, the cushion of which was Stained in a rather queer fashion. Monk scrutinized
the sain closdly. It puzzled him. He reached down and touched it.

He nearly jumped out of his skin and dropped the flashlight, which rolled under the seat. The cushion felt
wet.



Monk hurriedly got down on dl fours, retrieved the light, twisted the lens head so that the beam was
wider, then turned the illumingtion on the seat. He touched the gain again, fdt a diginctly wet sensation
and eyed hisfingers, expecting to see something. There was nothing.

The fingers dill felt wet, and he hagtily wiped them on his trouser leg. An indant later, it fet as if a wet
liquid, wiped from hisfingers, had soaked through the trouser fabric to the bare skin.

Monk winked smdl eyes. Thelight went out and he rewound the spring generator with wild haste. Then
he reached around to smooth down certain hairs on the back of his neck, hairs which fdt as if they were
ganding on end.

He hegitated, then touched the cushion and transferred his finger tips to his lips. He spat vidlently. There
had been a didinctly sdty taste.

Forward in the cabin the pig, Habeas Corpus, squealed Silly.

Monk heaved up on his feet. The pig was back againg a seat, tusks bared. The animd |ooked scared.
Monk lunged down the aide.

Two steps, and he emitted a howl that could not have been louder had he been unexpectedly stabbed.

DOC SAVAGE and Ham were sorutinizing the far end of the hangar, devoting more of their time in
ligening then in searching, in hopes of hearing ether Wray or the girl. When Monk yelled, both spun
sharply.

“Monk!” Doc rapped. “What isit?
“Blazed” Monk bawled. “Thereé's somethin' screwy about this crate!”

They could see the homdy chemist through the plane windows. He was crouched like a great ape,
moving forward cautioudy, the flaghlight beam roving. Suddenly, Monk paused. He stared. His smdl
eyes seemed to swell in thelr sockets.

One of the seat cushionsin front of him was didtinctly snking. It was asif aweght were bearing down on
it. But there was nothing to be seen!

Monk held his breath. The pig was tense. Forward in the cockpit, a pair of clocks ticked in mechanicd
concert.

Then—and Monk afterward swore that it stood his har permanently on end—there was a groan. It was
avery diginct and awful groan. The sound had such a hoarse qudity that it was difficult to tdl from where
it came.

Monk moved. He had to do something, if only jump. He drifted a hand out to grasp a char and help
himsdf in the direction of the door. He never took hold of the chair. Instead, his fingers encountered
something faintly warm—and wet.

Monk fdl back into his habit of ydling when he was excited.

1] W]eN! ”
he howled. “Blazed For the love of mud!”
At the other end of the hangar, Ham ydled, “ Stop that noise, you missng link!”



“Spooks!” Monk bawled. “ There's a danged spook in this sky chariot!”
Doc Savage and Ham both ran toward the plane.

They did not reach the ship. One of the huge diding hangar doors came back with a whirring of track
rollers. Men popped through. They wielded powerful hand searchlights and an assortment of submechine
guns and ordinary pistols.

Tdegraph Edmunds led the rush.

THE homdy Monk, in the plane, forgot his spook troubles. He snapped a red-bristled hand to his armpit
and brought out one of the compact supermachine pistols which resembled overgrown automatics.

The plane windows were of non-shatter glass. He banged one out with a fig, leveled the machine pistol
and tightened down on the trigger. A whooping moan filled the greet hangar.

The gun was charged with mercy bullets, a type which did not kill but produced unconsciousness in the
course of such afew seconds that it seemed their effects were ingtantaneous.

When Tdegrgph Edmunds did not go down immediately, Monk was not surprised. But when the plump
Tdegraph spun, dived for a pile of all drums and reached them without incident, Monk was somewhat
astonished. He was even more surprised when Telegraph began to shoot ddiberately a him with an
automdtic pistol.

Then the explanaion dawned on Monk.
“Them guys have got bulletproof vests” he howled.

Then he ducked. The trangport plane was no armored war craft. Revolver bullets cut through it with
invigble viciousness. Monk dived for the door, reached it, tumbled out and ran toward Doc Savage and
Ham.

Ham had tucked his sword cane under an arm and unlimbered another of the supermachine pistols. He
fired, and the dugs splashed their chemica content on the ail drums behind which the assailants had taken
cover. A foe cursed and his profanity smothered off in a way which showed he had been hit effectively
by one of the mercy dugs.

Teegraph Edmunds was grumbling orders and in a moment his men began placing their flaghlights on top
of the drum, so that the blinding beams ranged the hangar, illuminaing Doc Savage and his two
companions.

Monk dapped prone on the floor. Shoaoting together, he and Ham hurriedly wiped out the row of
glittering flaghlight eyes. 1t was nice marksmanship.

Teegraph swore didinctly and fedingly.
“Get to the damned plane!” he howled. “We want that spook the ape of a guy was ydling about!”

Monk, scuttling swiftly, reached Doc Savage and Ham about the time these words were shouted. The
homdy chemig grunted unbdievingly, and perhaps with some rdlief.

“There was sure somethin’ strange in that plane” he muttered. “I tdl you, | fdt something sty and wet
where there wasn't anything!”



“Halucinations” said Ham.
“Who?” Monk demanded, not catching the word.

A bullet struck near by, scouring up concrete fragments, and Monk and Ham hedtily inched backward.
Thar own lights were out now. It was dark in the hangar, the only illuminaion being garlight which spilled
inthrough the open diding door.

“Doc, what d'you reckon isin that plane?” Monk asked.
There was no answer.
“Doc,” Monk repeated.

Then he fdt about. There was no trace of the bronze man.

AT the moment that Monk was putting his question, Doc Savage was working aong the hangar wall
some yards distant. He traveled with the slence of a phantom, but did not go far. He paused, observing
that there was light enough ahead—the glow of moonbeams which came through the door—to disclose
hisfigure.

The hangar was of rugged construction, sheet metd over large steel beams, and the bronze man grasped
one of the latter and began to ascend. It was no miraculous dimb, but it was tedious, for only the tight
damp of hisfingers on the verticd fins of the beams kept him up.

A man with an ordinary set of muscles would have mounted ten feet, possbly fifteen if he were in good
trim. 1t was some forty feet to the top, and after that, there was alabyrinth of beams to traverse in intense
blackness, with a misstep meaning a death drop to the hard concrete floor far below.

The door tracks were high up, and by crouching to one Side Doc Savage managed to put sudden weight
agang the panels and send them whirring shut. The darkness which clamped down ingde the hangar was
intensdy black.

Telegraph swore. So did some of his men. They shot a the door, raking the pand, thinking some one
had reached it from the floor levd.

Monk and Ham opened up with their superfirers.

Tdegraph cursed some more. The supermachine pistols had specid compensators built into the muzzes
which, in addition to baancing recoil, digested muzze flane so that it was difficult to spot the little

weapons,

Doc Savage changed his position, having dow going in spite of his tremendous muscular strength, and
reached another vertical girder. He went down this, usng only the grip of cabled hands, and touched the
floor, directly behind the ail drumswhich sheltered Telegrgph and his gang.

It isvirtudly impossible for aman to move in the darkness without meking at least some sound. The men
behind the all drum barricade might have heard the bronze giant descending had not they been
concentrating on the fight. Asit was, the sounds they were making guided Doc in his attack.

Thefirg vicim made a difled mewing sound that might have come from a very hungry cat. That much of
anoise sgueezed past the tremendous dutch of bronze fingers which fdl upon his throat.



Doc did not try to exert throttling pressure. Instead, he used upon the man a device which he had
discovered the course of anatomica research upon the human brain and which he had mastered by long
practice. He fdt about, located certain nerve centers with his finger tips, and bore down with a sharp,
parayzing pressure which rendered the victim unable to move or speak for some time.

One of the others heard the noise. He lunged, feding with his hands, and his dutching fingers encountered
Doc Savage. The next indant the fdlow was reding backward from a tremendous blow in the face. He
emitted a howl.

Across the hangar, Monk and Ham heard the shout, guessed what had caused it and began to ydl and
fire their machine pistols. The combination of noise and danger was too much for the hangar attackers.

“Thisis too tough!” Telegraph grated. “Clear out!”

They surged up in a wild charge for the door. The diding pand had secured itsdf in some fashion. It
ressted. Three of them got one behind the other and hurled their combined weights againgt a sheet of the
metd hangar covering. The sheet split and let them out into the night.

THE earlier quietness about the airport did not meen that it was deserted, but only that the personnd
were having a dack hour, and were gathered, talking, in the operations office. The shooting, the ydling,
had stirred up a turmoail. The landing lights, tremendous flood lenses spraying incandescence that was
amog hot daylight, had been switched on. Some of the men were armed. Rilots carrying mal were
authorized to have firearms.

Members of the airport personnd yelled questions. Telegraph swore and drove a flurry of bullets over
thar heads.

Instead of fleaing, the airport force scattered, cutting off flight in the direction of the road. They began
shoating. One of Telegraph's men bellowed and fdl, dawing at the hole which a bullet had opened in his

leg.

Tdegraph glared at his party. They were not a mobile force, snce they were carrying those who had
been overcome by the mercy bulletsin the hangar, as wel as the pair made unconscious by Doc Savage.

Angrily, Telegraph jabbed a pudgy hand at the sensdess burdens.

“Can't leave 'em!” he groaned. “This Doc Savage will grab 'em and make 'em talk!”
“We can fix it 0 they can't tak,” some one reminded.

“Don't be anut!” Teegraph grunted. “ Good men are too scarce.”

One of the men ydled, doped an arm.

“Why not use that buggy?’ he barked.

The“buggy” was a single-motored cabin monoplane—a new ship if its bright paint and shiny metd were
any indications. There was a neat canvas jacket over the motor.

The men ran toward the plane. One gave a legp, saized the canvas cover and yanked it off, then ran
around and yanked at the door. It was locked. He best in a window with a pistol and got to the door and
unlatched it from the ingde,



Tdegraph Edmunds was hanging back, showing little enthusiasm for the plane escape.
“Theyll takeoff in another ship and follow ud” he barked.
“Surel” snapped one of the others. “But we can't get to our car carrying these birds.”

“The plane won't hold dl of us” Tdegraph shouted angrily. “ Some of you take the unconscious men and
getinthe air. The rest of uswill make atry for the cars.”

They proceeded to carry this suggesion out. Telegraph and three companions keeping a steady fire
directed at such men as exposed themselves around the airport. The plane motor was equipped with a
darter; this turned the motor smashing over noaisly. The pilot—one of the gang was a flie—gave the
cylinders little time to warm but opened the throttle, and the plane kicked its tall up and scudded across
the tarmac.

Teegraph and the others ran for the edge of the fidd, dropping flat at intervas to shoot the floodlights
out, so that they were enveloped in darkness.

It became evident that they were going to make good ther escape.

DOC SAVAGE, Monk and Ham were doing about dl they could do—striving to head off the escape.
They were handicapped. Telegraph and his men seemed to have plenty of ammunition, and were not at
dl rductant about expending it. Once, the airport attendants mistook them for enemies and turned loose a
gorm of lead, driving them to cover. They shouted angrily, trying to convince the skeptica atendants
they were not foes. By the time they succeeded, the plane bearing Telegraph's men was in the arr, and
Tdegraph Edmunds himsdf was near the fidd edge.

Doc Savage and his men set out after the group flesing on the ground.

An attendant ran to a powerful seerchlight and turned it upon the plane. The craft was cirding, gaining
dtitude, and evidently standing by to offer aid, should necessity arise, to Tdegrgph himsdf. The ship was
aglittering, buzzing mondrosity in the brilliant searchlight glitter.

Tdegraph and his three companions scrambled wildly over the high meta fence bounding the airport. He
paused, rested a gun on the fence wire and fired, but his other men, dambering over, shook the fence
until the bullets went wild.

Doc Savage reached the fence a hundred yards distant. He did not run to it and climb, but attacked the
barrier like a cat, with a tremendous legp which lifted him nearly to the top. He landed lightly on the other
gde. Then he stood there, attention suddenly fixed on the plane,

Something was happening to the craft. It dipped, wabbled. It seemed on the verge of cracking up. Then
it straightened out and, motor a-howl, swooped upward. The searchlight followed it.

Monk and Ham now stared at the plane. Its antics were fantadtic.
“Hey!"” Monk exploded. “ Somebody threw a parachute overboard!”

The smdl packet of the parachute was bardy disinguisheble in the intense searchlight glitter. It
descended dowly, not turning over and over as it fdl, as might have been expected. Then something
unexpected occurred.



“Blazed” Monk gulped. “ Look at that!”

The parachute had opened, blossoming into a great mushroom of snowy slk. It did not fal as loose cloth
might have. It hdd its belled shape. Bdow it the shrouds stretched rigidly, as if supporting a weight. But
there was nothing visble in the harness.

“Observe the planel” Ham snapped.

The ship had resumed its antics. It nosed up too steeply, stdled, did off in a spin, and did not recover.
The motor mumbled at ordinary speed, but the flying wires began to howl in a fashion tha could be heard
agreat distance,

The craft was probably traveling in excess of three hundred miles an hour when it hit the ground. The
searchlight followed it to the last. Hying earth and débris geysered upward. Then there was a sheet of
white flame as if a photographers flash gun had gone off. This lasted only momentarily, and left a bundling
meass of redder flames which had enwrapped the whole craft.

Doc Savage shifted his attention to the parachute. It was coming down on the tarmac. The harness
touched the fidd. The night breeze carried the big lobe over and it dragged the harness dong. The
harness was not touching the ground, but elevated nearly two feet. And below the webbing straps there
was a disturbance. Dugt gtirred up. Clods of earth were didodged. Two shdlow grooves appeared. They
might have been made by a pair of heds.

Monk bawled, “Does anybody ese see what | see?’
Ham dill retained his sword cane. He fumbled it absently.

“There is something on that ‘chutel” he gulped. “ Something you can't seel”

THE airport attendants, as stunned as any one, ran for the 'chute, some for the crashed plane.
Doc Savage sad, “Tdegrgph Edmunds! Well trall him!”

The bronze man and his two aides ran in pursuit of Telegraph. The latter, with his three companions, had
paused to witness the disaster to the plane and the mysterious parachute descent, but now they began
running. They were not far ahead, but were fast on ther feet, for they were scared. Ganing the edge of
the flying fidd, they turned sharply to the Ieft, diving into a brushy lane. A moment later, the motor of a
car they had concealed there began to moan.

The machine—a sedan— umbered into view. Monk lifted his machine pistol and drove a hooting volley
of dugs. They flattened on the sedan windows.

“Bulletproof!” Monk snorted.

The sedan windows, it devel oped, cranked aside enough to dlow a dit which would admit a gun muzzle
Men began firing through these, usng submachine guns. Doc Savage and his two aides, possessed of no
qudity which made them impervious to lead, sought the roadside ditch.

The sedan betook itsdf noisly away.
Doc Savage sad, “Our own car!”

They ran back to where they had parked their machine, entered it and tramped the starter. Nothing



happened. Doc wrenched up the hood, dashed a flash beam insde, then pointed.

The wiring had been torn out. Stepping back, the bronze man examined the soft earth around about,
noting the gze of the impressed tracks. Among other things, he had developed a fadlity for retaining
accurate optical measurements in his memory; he could look at a print and recognize ingantly, hours
later, another print made by the same shoe. He had seen Tdegraph Edmundss footprints during the
afternoon.

“These are Edmundss tracks,” he said quietly. “He disabled our car.”

Over on the arport fence the pig, Habeas Corpus, was dambering up the high barrier, having some
difficulty and squeding plaintively. Monk helped the shote over.

“Were getting nowhere fagt,” he complained. “ Seems like things are bresking so we can't learn athing.”
“We know one thing!” Ham snapped. “There are invighle things of some kind mixed up in this”

The homdy Monk scowled at the dapper barrigter.

“l dways did know you'd study law until you went nuts” he said.

Ham gritted, “Then how do you explain that parachute business? And didn't you fed something in the
plane cabin?’

Monk dangled Habeas by an ear, and, said nothing. His gpish features wore a baffled expression.

They went back to the airport grounds to examine the wrecked plane. There was a crowd. Two fire
extinguisher wagons had been run out and were playing chemica streams on the wrecked plane. But they
were too late. FHlames had consumed mogt of the ship.

It was doubtful if any of the bodies insde could be identified.

DOC SAVAGE ferreted out the airport attendants who had been firg to reach the mysterious parachute
and questioned them, extracting information which did nothing to explain what had occurred, for the
attendants ingsted there had been no one near the 'chute.

Asked to explain the manner in which it had come down, they were vague, and findly tried to laugh it off
as afresk occurrence.

“It was screwy, though,” one of them admitted. “After the ‘chute collapsed, the webbing harness jumped
around as if something were getting out of it. Then it fdl to the ground.”

Doc Savage said, “Let us examine the spot where the 'chute came down. There may be marks on the
ground.”

They might as well have saved ther time. Excited persons going and coming from the burning plane, had
stamped out whatever tracks there might have been.

Palice arrived, and made the mistake of devoting dl of ther energy to dearing the crowd from about the
plane, extinguishing the flames and extracting the charred bodies. It was some minutes before they got
organized on the matter of the shooting.

Doc Savage got histwo aides aside.



“We can answer police questions later,” he said. “We will leave now.”

That decison was a mistake, one of the few in judgment errors which the bronze man had made. But,
remarkable as was his trained mind, it had no powers of clarvoyance, and he could not see into the
future

There was one more unexpected happening. It occurred as they left the airport.
“Over therel” the bronze man said suddenly, and pointed.

His two assgtants, fallowing his indicaing arm, saw the figures of a man and a woman. They were
waking close together, staggering a little. Their arms were out, but not around each other. Rather, the
ams seemed to support something between them, something which, as far as visud evidence went, was
not there,

The two forms camein range of automobile heedlights. Their identity was apparent.
“Thegirl, Ada Easeman, and that guy, Russd Wray!” Monk roared. He hurtled toward the pair.

Ada Easeman and Russdl Wray reached a car, an open touring which had the top down. They seemed to
have some difficulty getting in, and it seemed that they were hdping their unseen burden. The girl got
behind the whed, and the machine, tires spouting gravel, rocketed away long before Doc Savage, for dl
his sorinting speed, was near enough to stop them.

“Sazeacar!” Doc rapped.

The nearest machine was a taxicab; which had evidently brought a passenger out to the airport. The
driver had just gotten out and was running toward the burning plane. All of hisinterest was on the flaming
ghip. He did not look back as Doc Savage, Monk and Ham entered the cab, started the motor and
drove in pursuit of the girl and Wray.

The hack was neither new nor in good mechanica shape; when weight was put on the accelerator, a
carbon knock tinkled and a piston dap made angrier accompaniment. The speedometer needle bogged
before it reached fifty.

Thetouring car bearing the girl and Wray was probably doing eighty when it went out of Sght.

DOC SAVAGE dowed down and the cab seemed to run even more noisly, while an overheated amdl
came from the motor. The whed had adigtinct lig to the right.

“There oughta be alaw againg a heap like this” Monk grumbled. “Boy, are we having tough luck!”
The engine stopped suddenly.

Doc Savage, at the whed, remained as motionless as if graven in the bronze metd which he resembled,
except for the dight shift of his arms as he coasted the car to the edge of the pavement and put on the
brakes. The brakes squeded like pigs.

“Hurrah!” Monk snorted. “Now we can wak back.”
Doc Savage's lips seemed scarcely to move as he spoke.
“Look at the switch,” he suggested.



Monk squinted at the key. “Huh! 1t's off!” He moved to turn the key on.

“Wait!” Doc told him, and started to add something more, but the pig, Habeas Corpus, emitted a series
of uneasy grunts.

Monk frowned at the shote, which wasin the rear seet, and demanded, “What als you?’
Doc Savage's voice was emotionless as he spoke.

“l think there is something in the car with us” he said. “Something we cannot see. It turned the switch
offl”

Monk gulped, “Wel, fo—" and could think of no adequate finishing phrase.

They dl eyed the switch which had turned off so srangely. It was Doc Savage who saw the rear door
opening. He whipped open the door on his side, dived out and flung for the other door.

The door dammed just before he reached it. He clutched madly a the air. Apparently he encountered
nothing, for he stood 4ill and seemed to ligten. Then he leaped far to the left and clutched again.

“No use” he sad. His voice showed neither disgust nor excitement.

The homdy Monk demanded loudly, “Am | going nuts?’

Ham clenched his sword cane tightly.

“There was something in here,” he said. “It got out, whatever it was, after it turned the switch off.”

Doc Savage came back to the taxi, opened the rear door and got indde dowly, his hands groping,
searching, but finding nothing. His eyes, however, located something of interest, for he leaned down and
thumbed on a flashlight.

“Look here” he requested.

The cab rear was lined with rather ancient lesther. Some sharp object—it was probably a screw which
had come loose from the meter fagtening and now lay on the floorboards—had scratched a number of
words in the lesther. They read:

Savage:
Go to opera tonight.
There was no Sgnature.

Monk finished reading, drew back, absently started to scratch his own head, then scratched the brigtles
atop Habeas Corpuss nodular skull instead.

“They do say mudc upliftsthe soul,” he said. “Persondly, | never fdt less like going to the opera.”
Doc Savage consulted awrist watch which had a jeweled, shockproof movement.

“The performanceis dready on,” he said. “But we can make the end of it.”

Ham sheathed and unsheathed his sword cane.

“Thet invishle thing, whatever it was, must have been able to write” he said dowly.



Chapter VIII. TERROR AMONG ERMINES

THE dructure thet is the center of operatic America, the citadel which draws the crowned heads of the
professon for their finest performances, is a building which outwardly resembles an enormous and very
gimy warehouse. Viewed from the strest, it offers nothing impressive other than its Sze, except on opera
nights, when it takes on a dignity and an aura of glittering impressveness.

Doc Savage, Monk and Ham left the Times Square subway sation and worked southward toward the
opera house. The bronze man rarely wore a hat, but he had donned one now, yanked far down, and his
coat collar was turned up. He did not wish to be recognized.

He was, agang his own indinations, a celebrity, thanks to the industry of newspaper reporters. Should
he be recognized, a crowd of curious individuas and autograph hunters was sure to collect.

There was some ddlay at the opera house. None of the three wore full dress, and they looked somewhat
disheveled. Nor did they have tickets, and the house was sold out. Or so the young man a the ticket
window said.

Doc Savage made known his idertity.

“I beg your pardon,” bowed the young man a the window. “I did not recognize you. | will have an usher
take you to your box.”

Monk eyed Doc Savage as they were escorted ingde.
“How long has this been going on?” he wanted to know.
“You mean the box? | have had that sometime; in fact, my father had it before me”

Monk digested that, and wondered just how much the bronze man contributed for use of the box. Plenty,
no doubt. Monk remembered that there had been tak of an unnamed contributor who had lifted the
operdtic enterprise from its finandd dilemma. The bronze man had a habit of doing things like that.

“Hey!” Monk barked. “Whatcha think you're doin?’
The usher had grasped Habeas Corpus by the scruff of the neck and was preparing to take him away.
“Animds not alowed,” the usher explained.

Ham indicated Monk with his sword cane and suggested, “The ape fdls in that class, too. Better take
him.”
Monk, brigling indignantly, declared, “That hog is a well-behaved hog and he likes musc. He stays
I‘Hd”

There was more squabbling, but when the usher departed Habeas remained behind, perched on the ral
inplain view of the audience, ears distended to catch the booming of a dark and extremely fat basso.

The performance had reached a point where the fat basso was whooping and moaning in the throes of
indecison about whether to surrender an equaly plump prima donna to the ams of the rivd who sang
tenor.

“l guessitll be over when he makes up hismind,” muttered Monk, who had no greet appreciation of fine



musc” Thetll probably take another five minutes”

Over in the diamond horseshoe, a woman screamed suddenly and with a volume that made the high note
of the prima donna on the stage seem smdl in comparison.

MONK sad, “I knew that basso would drive somebody nutd” Then he stood up and stared. He shed
his wisecracking manner, howled, “Hey! Lookit!”

The woman who had shrieked was long and bony and much bgeweled. An ermine wrap was in disarray
about her shoulders and she was dutching madly with both hands. She shrieked again.

The aticle at which she grabbed was a diamond pendant, a diamond that was very large and caught
subdued fire from the lights on the stage. It seemed suspended in mid-air, asif by an unseen gtring, before
the woman's face. It moved as she snatched at it causng her to miss

Then ajewded band about the woman's hair seemed to jump from its anchorage. The woman screamed
as her hair was yanked. The gaudy band joined the pendant. The woman continued to shriek.

There was a smacking sound, loud enough that Doc Savage and his men heard it disinctly over the
squanvling of the woman, and she collapsed, asif knocked ouit.

“Theinvigblething!” Monk rapped.

Doc Savage was dready out of the box. An ornamentd ral ran dong the fronts of the boxes, joining
them, and the bronze man sprang upon this, running dong it. The main floor was more than a score of
feet below, and a drop would have meant a least bad injury upon the seats.

Farther down the row of boxes, another woman began to flounce about and shriek. She seemed to be
losng large rings off her fingers. Almost ingantly there was a third disturbance.

“The spooks are robbing these peoplel” Monk gulped.

He got up on therail with the idea of following the bronze man, but took one look below and scrambled
off again. He charged out of the box and through the aides.

Ham unshesthed his sword cane and followed the apish chemigt, meking passes a apparently empty air
with the blade.

“Careful!” he. rapped at Monk. “You cannot see the infernd creatures.”
Monk heard, whedled back and scooped up his pet pig.

“Habeas seemed to be able to andl them, or something, before,” he said; then to the pig, “Do your Suff,
hog!”

Doc Savage had reached the tdl, bony woman who had shrieked firs. He drove bronze fingers about,
searching, but encountered nothing. The jewds had seemed to drop down and had become logt in the
gloom of the aides Best efforts of his flake-gold eyes faled to locate them.

There was a growing bruise on the woman's jaw, mark of the mysterious blow which had knocked her
sensaless.,

The bronze man rushed for the next victim. There, too, he found nothing. Other women were howling as



they logt their jewels. Ushers were rushing about. One tripped and fdl down one of the doping aides,
and opera patrons, leaving their seats madly, piled over iminaméée.

Doc Savage faned a glance about and located a young woman who wore a paticulaly
expengve-looking collection of jewels. He ran toward her. Before he reached her, she ripped out a cry
of horror and struck at the air before her. One of the invisble beings seemed to have grabbed a her
jewds, and she had avoided the grasp. She soun and fled, racing up the ade toward a red light that
marked an exit.

Doc followed, tremendous legps dosing the gap between himsdf and the fleeng woman. She dived into
the dark cavern under the scarlet exit lamp. There the bronze man caught her.

“Stand ill"” he commanded.
“Something touched me!” the woman gurgled. “ Something which | could not see—"

There was a sudden ugly sound. It was a hollow report, very much as if a hammer had hit some hard
substance.

Doc Savage fdl asif dl of his giant Snews had been severed smultaneoudy.

THE woman with the jewd s fdl from a second, far less vidlent blow a moment later. Her baubles left her
person and came together, making dicking noises, as if they were being dropped in an absolutey
transparent container.

The nap of the carpet beside Doc Savage crushed down as if an unseen weight were bearing upon it.
One of his hands lifted, but in a srangdly lifdess manner, and the bronze skin over one wrist acquired a
depression that might have meant his pulse was being tested.

There was a short peculiar whigling sound, the kind of a whigtle by which a man might summon a dog.

From the darker recess down the fire escape corridor a metd tray floated, an ordinary tray of the type
used by housawives to bake muffing divided off into ten cups. In each of these cups reposed reddish,
soft-looking wax. The tray came to a rest on the floor beside Doc Savage's right hand.

One by one, the bronze man's fingers were lifted and pressed into the soft wax, making an impression in
which the whorls and lines of the finger tips were digtinct. The tray shifted to the other sde, and the same
thing happened to hisleft hand.

Thetray floated away and was logt in the darkness.

The jewds had remained suspended in mid-air, but now they dso swung away without vishle
suspension, the manner of their going something to lift the hair of a superdtitious observer, had there been
one.

Doc Savage remained, limp and undtirring, where he had been fdled. His features had dammed the floor
heavily when he went down, and amd| crimson bubbles broke at his lips from time to time, showing that
he dill breathed.

The opera house was in an uproar, with women shrieking and men bawling out in rage and fright, while
down on the stage, the fat basso sang at the top of his voice, alilting tune that was caculated to quiet the
clamor, but which failed completely.



Police whigtles ghilled as an emergency squad bored into the opera house.

Chapter IX. MARIKAN
MONK beat an open newspaper with one hary fis and said, smdl-voiced, “Look at thid Look &t it!”

Ham looked up wearily from his task of daubing a fresh supply of chemicd, intended to produce quick
unconsciousness, upon the tip of his sword cane.

“Will you stop ranting?’ he requested. “This thing is crazy enough without you adding your nickd's
worth.”

It was cool in the gigantic |aboratory with its labyrinth of chemicd and eectricd apparatus. The coolness
was that of atificd ar conditioning. The huge windows were closed; they dways remained closed. They
were of bullet-proof glass.

Through the windows, the tallest of New Y ork's skyscrapers could be seen, for these windows were on
the eighty-sixth floor of the city's most impressive cloud-piercer. Beyond the tips of the higher buildings,
the aty was a checkerboard of lights It was an aérie of magterly Stuation, this head-quarters of Doc
Savage.

The bronze man himsdf was seated in the maze of an X-ray machine, employing mirrors and fluoroscopic
screens in such a manner that he could examine his own head. He was kneading a spot over the temple.

“The blow seems to have been ddivered with something resambling a blackjack,” he offered quigly. “It
did no great damage.”

“Look at this paper!” Monk repeated. “It says that over four hundred policemen got down to that opera
house before the excitement subsided. They had bomb squads, detective squads and homicide squads.
They even had the fire department.”

“We know dl about that,” Ham told him peevishly. “We were jdlly well there, weren't we?’

“And the sum totd of what dl the cops found was just exactly nothing,” Monk continued, ignoring Ham.
“They won't even admit for publication that invisgble beings had something to do with the affair.”

Doc Savage put in, “It is rather a preposterous thing for a hard-headed policeman to believe.”
Monk wrinkled his remarkably homdy featuresin a scowl.

“Whatever the robbers were, they sure made a clean-up of jewdry,” he imparted.

“Is an estimate of the amount given?’ Doc asked.

“One paper says it will run as high as four or five millions” Monk advised. “Cant tdl much by
newspaper guesses, though.”

Doc Savage did not comment further, but seemed engaged in making a complete examination of his own
person. He came around to his finger tips and gave them a great ded of attention. He scraped a smdl
deposit of reddish substance from under one of the nalls, took it over to a spectroscopic andyzing device
and worked over it.

“What'd you find?” Monk queried.



“A materid which | have no recollection of touching,” the bronze man explained.

“What isit?’

“A form of modding wax which is used when soft and later becomes very hard,” Doc announced.
“Yeah? Monk nudged the pig, Habeas, with atoe. “Where could you have picked the wax up?’

The bronze man seemed not to hear that. He switched off the andyzing device, replaced dides and
cover, then started for the door, indicating the others should follow.

“Where to?" Ham questioned.

“The name of Sawyer Linnett Bonefdt, or Old Bonepicker, has cropped up a number of times” Doc
Savage reminded. “We will see what we can learn about him.”

As they entered a specidly constructed speed eevator, built for Doc Savage's exdudve use, which
dropped them to a private garage in the skyscraper basement, Monk mentioned a point upon which he
evidently had decided convictions.

“Whoever scratched that message in the hack, tdlin' us to go to the opera, knew in advance what was
gonna happen,” he said.

SAWYER LINNETT BONEFELT was liged in the locd finandd guides as a private banker; a short
higory of his career indicated he had started as a pawnbroker and a vender of bail bonds, had branched
and grown, and was now a finandd, power. His specidty was buying up defunct corporations and
manufacturing enterprises and bresking them into parts and sdling them for what usudly amounted to a
profit. This had earned him his soubriquet of “Old Bonepicker.” His finandd raing was wdl up in the
millions

“A buzzard's way of making a living,” Monk opined, one smdl eye cocked in Ham's direction. “Only
worse thing | can think of isbein’ alawyer and livin' off peopl€e's troubles.”

Ham, who was one of the mog astute and sought-after atorneys in the country, maintained a cold
Slence

The directory gave them Sawyer Linnett Bonefelt's address. This was a doorway, a very decrepit
doorway, in agrimy and uninviting street in that section of the city which wefare workers liked to cdl the

worst dum. One peculiar thing they noted & once. The entire block of buildings seemed to be
unoccupied. The windows bore the grime deposit of months, some were boarded up.

They examined the door, found no bdl button, and knocked; but there was no answer, nothing but the
bumping echoes, faintly audible, of the knock ingde. They waited for a time, then Doc Savage went to
work on the lock with his picking kit. It surrendered shortly.

The hdl beyond the door was blesk and uncarpeted, but clean. Opening to the right was a bare,
miserable office, and on the left was a bedroom, equaly unprepossessing.

Ham went over to the desk, opened the drawers and boldly riffled papers ingde. He examined some
closdy.

“Jovel” he breathed in an awed tone. “These papers have to do with the bresking up and sdling of a



ten-million-dollar corporation. Imeagine a fdlow who does business like that usng this place for an officel”
Doc ran afinger over the desk, and noted the deposit of dust on it.

“The desk does not seem to have been used for”"—he paused and noted the tightness of the room againgt
dty grime—"“two or three weeks.”

They examined the bedroom. Nothing was there. At the back of the corridor, they found a door. Monk
tried it.

“Fed's pretty solid,” he offered.
Doc Savage tapped the pand, tested it with one of the lock-picking ingruments which had a sharp point.
“Of armor plate sted,” he decided.

MONK looked very surprised, said, “That's danged funny!” and stepped aside so that Doc could go to
work on the lock. Once through the door—and the lock did not surrender as eesly as had the
other—they werein vadly different surroundings.

Carpet on the floor seemed an inch deep, and was of an expensve grade. The wals were paneled in
wanut and some other wood which was a brilliant ydlow in hue. The lighting was indirect, with no bulbs
visble

The homdy Monk offered in a dry tone “Old Bonepicker seems to be sort of a Jekyll and Hyde guy. He
kept that miser's office and bedroom outside to impress people, and probably lived back here.”

They advanced hurriedly toward the nearest door, only to stop as the panel opened.
“| beg pardon,” said the man who had opened the door. “Just what are your doing here?’

He was rotund with a full, flushed face and hair which was rather solotchily white. He wore a resplendent
butler's uniform.

“l am Mr. Bonefdt's butler,” he stated further.
Doc Savage advanced. He rarely showed expression, except by design. He was amiling now.

The butler backed away, looking puzzled, and let them in, and under the brighter light apparently
recognized the bronzed giant, for he started vidlently. But by that time, Monk and Ham were dso insde.
The servitor started to close the door.

“Wait.” Doc Savage said.

The bronze man saized the door, which was amost closed, opened it again and addressed the gpparently
empty corridor.

“Come on in, guys” he said, and his tone was one in which one underworld denizen would address
another.

“O. K.,” sad a coarse voice from out of thin air.

Monk and Ham were ganding behind the butler, so that ther starts of surprise fortunatey went



unnoticed. An ingant later, they got control of themselves, redizing that Doc Savage was playing a game
and usng his excdlent ahility as a ventriloquig.

The butler was deceived completely. He jJumped a conclusons of hisown. A gusty Sgh of rdief escaped
him.

“So Doc Savage throwed in with you, eh, boys?” he chuckled a what he apparently thought were
invishle companions of the bronze man. “That's swdl!”

Monk nearly choked.

“Thisguy knows something!” he howled. “Grab im!”

The butler saw he had been tricked. He pitched backward. Both hands fanned under his long, braided
coat tails and came out with a pair of enormous army automatics. He did not use them. Doc Savage was
upon him, gripping hiswrigts.

The guns whooped thunder, and therr lead tore the rich carpet and split hardwood floorboards
underneeth. The man kicked, tried to bite. Doc Savage lifted him bodily, upset him, banged him down on
the floor, and such was the shock that the man logt his weapons. Monk sat upon him.

“Glory be!” grinned the dmian chemig. “We findly got somebody we can ask questions.”

Ham unshesthed his sword cane and let the butler look closdly at the long blade. He lifted a handkerchief
from the prisoner's pocket and drew it across the blade the linen square was cut through, a graphic
illugtration of just how sharp the fine sted sword was.

“Take hisright ear firg, Ham,” Monk suggested. “I think it's alittle bigger than the left.”

Ham said, “An ear does not hurt. We will take an eye, because when you pull an eyebdl out and begin to
cut through the muscles behind it, it feds asif the whole brain was being hauled out.”

“Aw, nutd” said the prisoner. “1 been through this third degree suff before!”

DOC SAVAGE studied the man, then kndt and kneaded some of the fdlow's joints in a manner which
produced great pain. Doc noted the results carefully. He shook his head.

“Physca pain does not terrify this man,” he said. “The felow knows he can take only so much, then he
will faint. Many ariminds are that way.”

Monk scowled. “Let's try it, anyhow.”

Instead of replying, Doc Savage produced a amdl case little larger than a cigarette lighter, and from it
drew a hypodermic needle with a transparent barrel. He charged it with a bright-green fluid, from a
meagazine contained in the tiny case.

“Truth serum,” he said. “The results are not dways reliable, but the man will talk; and in the course of
time we are certain to get a least aline on what we want to know.”

The captive sneered.
“Bullstried that on me once,” he growled. “They didn't get athing!”



“They did not try thiskind,” Doc assured him. “It is a concoction devised by mysdf and Monk, here.”
The captive screamed as the serum was administered.

Monk bounced around on the prisoner's chest as the man sought vainly to arise and flee.

“How long?’ the homdy chemigt queried.

“Hve minutes, perhaps,” Doc replied.

“The man's tak will be rambling, at times making no sense, but we may be able to pick out—"

THE bronze men hurtled to the left, then lunged wildly for the south wal. His eyes were fixed on a spot in
the wanut panding, a place where what seemed to be a knot graining in the wood, had opened,
discloang the black maw of a concealed peephole.

Red flame lashed out of the gperture. A lightning bolt seemed to crack in the room, so loud was the shot.
On the floor, the prisoner emitted along, anvful howl.

Monk toppled off the captive, rolled wildy after Doc. He, too, had seen the open peephole. The hidden
oun whacked thunder again. Monk bawled, clawed a his chest. Mutilated lead, a bullet flattened against
abulletproof vest which Monk wore, fdl to the carpet. Then Monk gained the wall.

Ham, moving as swiftly, was aso againg the wall, out of range.
“Stay there!” Doc Savage rapped.

The prisoner reared up on the floor. His chest was lesking a pencil-szed red stream. He groveled and
tried to insart afinger in the bullet hole to plug it.

“They're croakin' me to shut me up!” he wailed.

Monk roared, “Now's your chance! Tak fast, guy!”

The wounded man screamed, “Go to the Spook’s Nest!”

“The Spook's Nest?” Monk barked. “Where's that?’

“Marikan!” the man gulped. “It's Marikan's place in the country. Get into the north tower and—"

The hidden gun banged again. The man's head jerked violently. The bullet must have been a dumdum,
because hits of the head contents were carried out asit passed through, and the man fdl over, dead.

Doc Savage was under the secret loophole now. It was of a gze little more then sufficent to pass a gun
snout. Doc thrust a hand into a pocket. The object he brought out might have been a sted ball bearing.
He flipped it through the hole. Then he sprang away.

Monk and Ham lunged furioudy to get clear. They had seen those things which resembled bal bearings
used on other occasions. They were tiny grenades, incredibly violent.

There was a roar, a lintering of wood, a screeching of drawn nails—and most of the wall about the
loophole caved in, admitting a cloud of dust and débris. This flooded across the floor, dmost covering
the prisoner who had been shot through the chest, then through the brain.



Doc Savage waded through the wreckage while it was dill settling. He had covered his ears with his
hands so that the concussion would not deafen him, and now he used both aurd organs and eyes. He
saw nothing. There was nobody ingde the other room, which was narrow and apparently a bedroom.

He did hear footsteps. They were rapid, and in the rear somewhere. He raced in that direction.

He came to a dining room. One of the chairs had been upset and was dill rocking on its rounded back
portion. Doc went on, tried the door on the other sde. It was locked. He crashed afig againg the pandl.
It split. He used afoot, and the panel fdl out. He reached through and found a key in the other side and
unlocked the door and passed through.

“Youwill explain yoursdf,” said a deep, youthful voice.

IT was gloomy in the passage—which led to the regions of the back door—and a brief indant elgpsed
before details became apparent.

Russd Wray, dark har and white mustache meking him seem dightly bizarre, was holding a
long-barreled revolver which, unlike the blunt weapon he had wielded a the Easeman apartment, looked
aslong and leen as the man who had it.

Behind Wray stood Ada Easeman. In her capable right hand was Wray's stubby gun, of large calibre on
agmdl frame. She dill wore her emerad evening frock.

Doc Savage demanded, “Which one of you shot that man?’

They looked surprised, then they glanced a each other and strange expressions came upon their features.
Thegrl spoke fird.

“l didnt,” she said. “We just came in and had separated to search the house. Then the shooting started,
and that terrible explosion. We met here.”

Doc Savage looked a Wray, said nothing.

“I never shot any one!” Wray snapped.

“Is there more than a back and a front door?’ Dec asked.

“Thatisdl,” thegrl said.

Ham ran into the corridor. His sword cane was unsheathed, but he showed no undue excitement.
“Monk iswatching the front door,” he advised.

“You take the back door,” Doc told him. “Wewill search the house”

Ada Easeman interjected, “Wait! Do you know whét thisisdl about?’

Doc Savage eyed her. “We are beginning to get an idea”

“Invishlemen,” she said.

The bronze man nodded. “Who is the brain behind the thing?’

Thegirl fingered the fabric of her evening gown absently. The tint of her nalls blended perfectly with the



emerdd hue of the garment.

“Thet is what we want to know,” she dstated. “My father, P. Treve Easeman, and Sawyer Linnett
Bonefdt were seized and made invishle by these men.”

Doc exhibited no surprise. “Why?’

“Extortion,” said the girl. “A flat sum of one million dollars in cash was demanded to make each of them
visble again. Whatever the infernd process is, it seems that a man can be made invisble, then changed
back to vighility again.”

“Then what happened?’ Doc Savage asked.

“They took father to Boston to hold him while he was invisble, so that he would be separated from Old
Bonepicker—I mean, Mr. Bonefdt,” explained Ada Easeman. “But my father managed to evade his

guard, undiscovered, and telegraph you to get aboard the plane by which he was to be brought to New
York City the next day.”

From the region of the front door, Monk caled, “There ant no Sgn tha the noise attracted any attention.
Some people came out and looked, then went back in their houses. | guess nobody dse lives in this
block.”

“Old Bonepicker owns the entire block and alows no one to live here, so that it will be quiet,” said
Russd Wray.

Doc directed the girl: “ Go ahead with what happened in the plane”

“My father was writing a note on arplane saionery to get to you when some one opened a window and
the note blew back and Telegraph Edmunds got it,” she elaborated. “Teegrgph read it, and it made him
s0 mad that he shot my father. Here; | have the note.”

She fished a folded paper from her gown and passed it over.

DOC SAVAGE gudied the missve without unfolding it. The paper was soiled and about of the sze of
the communication which Telegraph Edmunds and his men had examined beside the road near the
arport. It was on Excelsor Airways dationery.

The unfinished writing read:

[, P. Treve Easeman, and another man, Sawyer Linnett Bonefelt, have been seized and made invisble by
agang of men. Teegraph Edmunds, seated behind me, is a lieutenant of the gang, but not the chief. | do
not know the latter's identity.

Thisgang plansto extract a million dollars a piece from mysdf and Bonefdt for making us vigble again.
Then they are going to make themsalves invishle and start a campaign of gigantic robberies. Ther first
crime, planned for tonight, will be robbery of the audience at the opera, and their second—

The writing ended there, evidently stopped when the gust of wind had come through the opened plane
window.

Doc Savage asked, “Can you explain what happened at the airport?’
“| certainly can,” the gil snapped. “My father had telephoned Bonefdt that he had enlisted your aid. You



see, Bonefdt had escaped, and was a the arport. During the excitement, he followed Teegraph
Edmunds and his men. It was he who snatched this note back again.”

“Where was your father?’

“Wounded,” sad the young woman. “He managed to get out of the plane before teegraph's men
searched it, then crawled back ingde and lay in one of the seats, unable to move. Y our man Monk found
him. Then Tdegraph came, and during the fighting which followed, Russel here, and mysdf, got my father
away, aided by Old Bonepicker.

“Oh, yes, Old Bonepicker came to my gpartment and got us. That was right after you told us to wait. |
was S0 anxious to find my father that | neglected to tdl you where we had gone.”

The dapper Ham had heard the whole recitd from where he was guarding the rear door. Now he
expressed an opinion.

“Thin” he sad, “very thin”
The gl and Russet Wray looked indignant.
“Where is your father now?’ Doc Savage asked. “Whereisthis Old Bonepicker?’

“In alimoudne in a garage out back,” said the girl. “Maybe they're right here now, ligening. You can't
See them.”

“Well get them,” Wray declared. “They can tdl their own story.”
“Jus amoment,” Doc Savage put in. “Who is Marikan?’
“Marikan?’ the girl echoed blankly.

“l never heard of any one named Marikan,” said Wray.

Chapter X. INVISIBLE RAIDERS

DOC SAVAGE withheld advice that the name Marikan had been uttered by the man recently dain,
dthough both the gil and Wray showed curiogity on that point; but the bronze man spoke before they
got around to voidng an inquiry.

“Go get the two invisble men, Easeman and Bonefdt,” he suggested. “Bring them here.”
“You might help us” Wray pointed ot.

Doc Savage appeared not to hear the words, and made no reply. Wray frowned; his white mustache
shifted as he nipped his upper lip, then he turned and walked past Ham and through the rear door. The
g followed.

Ham flicked his sword cane. “ Should we wetch them?’

Doc Savage sad, “That killer is dill somewhere on the premises, possibly.”

“Sure it wasn't Wray or the girl?” Ham queried.

Agan, Doc Savage did not answer. He moved back to the chamber where the litile grenade had



exploded and examined the dust which had settled on the floor; but this bore no footprints. The dayer
hed fled either before or immediady after the blast.

Doc gave atention to other doors and found some locked, others unlocked.

He was picking the lock on one of the doors when there was a sharp outcry in a Strange voice.
“Hep!” It was aman's voice. “She's killing me!”

Ham ydled from the door, “Doc! Something is happening out behind the house!”

Doc Savage was dready in motion. He flung down a corridor, whipped past Ham, and was in a large
garden which ran the entire length of the block.

The garden was a remarkable thing for the dum didrict, an afar of exquiste taste and beauty. The
overhead area was glased in, the transparent panels aranged so they could be swung back
mechanicaly, and there was a hot-house system of steam pipes. There were many rare tropica plantsin
bloom.

“Help!” bawled the strange mae voice—*Hdlp!”

The cries were coming from the south end of the garden, where there was an arched door. The bronze
men raced past a glass case in which orchids were growing, and reached the door and dived indde.

“Hep!” squaled the voice.

The shouting man lay on his back. He was handcuffed wrist and ankle. A swarthy man, he had big ears, a
tremendous nose, a amdl mouth, and the rest of him was plump. His neat blue suit bulged a little with fat.

Over him crouched the girl, Ada Easeman. She was threstening him with the stubby gun. The stare which
she directed at Doc Savage was hard to fathom.

“It'satrick!” she snapped. “Thisman tried to saize me, even though heis handcuffed.”
The dark man squawled, “What aliar sheid The hussy! It is ready to kill me, she wag!”
“That isnot truel” Ada Easeman gritted.

“Whoishe?’ Doc. demanded.

Thegirl shook her head. “I never saw him before.”

“Thelying hussy!” the handcuffed man ydled. “ She knows me wdl!”

“Your name?’ Doc said quietly.

“Marikan,” the man barked—" Angus Angelo Marikan!”

RUSSEL WRAY appeared, racing from somewhere in the depths of the building, flourishing his long
gun, demanding, “What on earth is happening?’

“Let me have your gun,” Doc Savage requested.

Wray puckered a frown around his white mustache and thought that over. His facid expression was not



hard to read. He decided not to surrender his weapon.

Doc Savage seemed prepared for no sudden movement, but he changed position, doing it so swiftly that
his motions were atrifle blurred. Wray grunted loudly and tried to do something in defense with his gun,
but was far too dow. Doc got one metdlic hand on the long gun. They scuffled. Wray barked once in
pain, then soun completdy around and upset. He had logt his gun.

“Good, very good.” Marikan clashed his manade links together in getting undteedily erect. “They are
working together, these two.”

“Hes crazy!” snapped Wray. “Loony!”
Marikan tried to wave his arms, but the handcuffs prevented the movement.

“Hdf an hour ago they seize me, handcuff me and put rags and suff in my mouth!” he shouted. “They
leave me. They are crooks!”

Thegirl jutted her stubby gun.
“You stop those lied” she rapped.

She did not see Doc Savage until the bronze man was a her sde. Doc got the gun out of her fingers with
a deft whipping mation which left her staring, surprised, at her empty hand.

The bronze man now examined both the girl's gun and that of Wray's. He broke them, scrutinized the
cartridges in the cylinders and found both fully loaded, with no empty cartridges. Both barrels were clean,
aily.

“Thet proves we did not, shoot the maningde” the girl said angrily.

Marikan rasped handcuff links and howled, “Nothing, it proves! Nothing! The girl had another gun. | saw
it, | truly did. It was abig gun, and she carried it in an emerad hand bag. Y ou know—a hand bag whet is
green.”

The gifl whitened, and grated, “Everything he saysis aligl”

“| see her hide something in the garden!” Marikan bellowed triumphantly. “Maybe it was the gun! | show
you.”

Doc Savage studied the girl. “Did you have such a bag?’

She hesitated, snapped, “Y ou wouldn't believe me!”

“l show you!” Marikan howled triumphantly.

He led the way out in the garden, to a spot which was visble from the door, and began to peer around.
“It was here, somewhere,” he said. “Truly, it wasl”

Doc Savage searched. Nowhere did the rich black earth in the plant boxes show traces of recent
disturbance. Then he lifted afdlen tropica leaf. He dug in.

The gun which he brought out was blue, of large cdibre, and the discharged cartridges exactly matched in
number the shots which had been fired insde the house.



The weapon was encased in an evening bag, alarge one, of an emerad green hue which exactly matched
the color of the girl's evening frock.

“Your bag?’ Doc asked.
Her nod was sharp, enraged. “Yes”

With a pocket lens, the bronze man studied the gun. He saw no finger prints, but did discern smears
which indicated they had been wiped off.

Then, quite unexpectedly, the gun and bag were wrenched from his hands.

IT was one of the rare occasons when the bronze man was taken completely off guard. Such was the
shock that he stood a moment, held Stationary by surprise.

“Look!” Marikan screamed. “The gun, it isflogting in the air!”
He sounded beside himsdf with horror.

Asif the shout had switched off the spdll, Doc Savage lunged for the gun. Both arms were out, dutching.
Then came aflash. Varicolored lights exploded in his eyebdls. He had been struck a terrific blow in the
face.

“Runfor it!” said avoice.

It was an invishble man, and Doc Savage had heard the voice before. Coarse, aged, queruloud It had
been on the voice recorder planted in the P. Treve Easeman apartment. Old Bonepicker speaking.

The venerable tones were deceptive as to source, but Doc Savage lunged, dill haf blinded by the agony
of the amash in the face, endeavoring to saize then unseen speaker. He encountered no one, and was not
greatly surprised.

The gl and Wray both whirled, ran.

Doc Savage legped to stop them. Something he could not see got between his legs, and he tripped and
went down. There was the agony of a second terrific smash on his head. Dazed for dl of his fortitude, he
rolled to one Sde.

Marikan was jumping up and down, dashing his cuff links and howling.
“Crazy, | mug be!” he screamed. “ Something you no can see shein herel”

Then there was a smack; Marikan's nose flattened, then shaped out again and began to stream scarlet as
he fdl. The invisble attacker—attackers if there were more then one—had fdled him. He groveled,
bdlowing incoherently in very erratic English. The gil and Wray were out of Sght. Monk and Ham came
charging through the garden from the other part of the dum labyrinth which seemed to be Old
Bonepicker's home. Both were excited, anxious for afight.

The gun which had been saized from Doc, and the other guns, were gone. Either the gil or Wray must
have borne them off in the excitement.

In the direction which the fugitives had taken, an automohile engine began moaning. Doc Savage heaved
up and made for the sound. So dazed was he by the blows that Monk and Ham kept up with him and



even drew ahead, something they could not ordinarily have done.

They entered a large garage which held an expensive limousine and two large coupés;, and over in the
corner ablack, rich town car. The door to the street was open. Doc lurched to it.

A ca—it looked like the same phaeton which the gil and Wray had used at the airport, dthough the top
was now up—heedled around a corner at the end of the block. Its roar receded. There was no other
vehidein sght.

Marikan came up howling. “They're the crooks, the whole lot!”

DOC SAVAGE did not attempt to reach his own machine, knowing the limitations of pursuit through the
gloomy city streets. He closed the garage door, found there was a lock on the insde, and secured it.

“They're the crooks!” Marikan howled.
Monk scowled a him. “And who are you?’

“Me? Marikan tried to spread his hands, but was hampered by the handcuffs. “Me? | am the
chiropractor.”

“Thewhat?’ Monk's scowl darkened.

“l doctor the chiropractor way,” explained the other, and tried to wave his ams. He dmog log his
baance on hislinked ankles, and bardly missed upsetting. “When somebody, he fed the pain, | push and
pul the spine, and he get well.” He snapped fingers “Judt like that!”

Monk kept his scowl. “What are you doing here?’

“Thisman, Sawyer Linnett Bonefdt, the one they cdl Old Bonepicker, he have take trestments and owe
methebill,” explained Marikan. “I come here to collect. Boy, do | get in mess That girl in green dress,
and that man with black hair and white mustache, they grab me—"

“Why?" Monk interjected.

Marikan shrugged, dmogt fdl again.

“How | know?’ he snorted. “They do not want me prowl around, | guess”
“How did you get in? Monk quizzed.

“A key, Old Bonepicker giveto me” Marikan explained.

He fished in a pocket with some difficulty, and brought out a rather massive key.

“You see, it is often | come to treat Old Bonepicker,” he elaborated. “It is custom for me to just wak
right in.”
Monk glanced a Doc Savage.

“What do you think, Doc?’ questioned the homdy chemid. “Did that gil and Wray kill the man indde to
shut his mouth?’

Ham clipped, “The dying man mentioned this fdlow Marlkan, under suspicious circumstances.”



“Thet'sright!” Monk exploded. He glared & Marikan. “What's the Spook's Nest?’
Marikan blew on awrist which the manacles had chafed.

“Itismy skunk farm you talk about, maybe?’ he grunted.

“Your what?” Monk gulped.

“My place where the skunk, sheisraise” Marikan replied. “You know him, the fur farm. | raise skunks.
Nobody is ever come around because the place, she amdl bad. So | cal her my Spook's Nest.”

“Thisthing sure has its angles,” Monk grinned.
Ingde the house, a telephone started ringing.

THE phone had hardly stopped ringing when Doc Savage was racing toward the insrument. He found it
in one of the sumptuoudy furnished rooms near where he had encountered the gil and Wray. He lifted
the recaiver.

It was with Old Bonepicker's aged, querulous tones that the bronze man spoke, and in the exactness of
the imitation was an indication of just how perfectly he had mastered the art of voice mimicry.

The tone which came from the other end of the wire was harsh, surprised, but identifisble. 1t was
Tdegraph Edmunds.

“What the heck?’ he rapped. “Y ou there, Bonepicker?’

“What do you think?" Doc parried in Old Bonepicker's voice.

“Does Doc Savage suspect Ada Easeman and Wray being mixed in with us?” Teegraph demanded.
Doc replied, “That is hard to say.”

“Wel, we oughta know, because the gifl and Wray can do us a lot of good if Doc Savage don't suspect
them and they can get to working with him,” Telegraph stated. “Now, about this Federated Payroll
meatter. It'sdl set for eight o'clock this morning.”

“What isthe plan?’ Doc asked in his assumed tone.

“Jugt what we figured on,” said Teegraph. “I just thought 1'd give you the lowdown. There aint a chance
of adip”

Then he hung up.

Monk and Ham came in, Marikan trailing them with a series of awkward leaps that got im dong at a fair
rate in spite of his braceleted ankles.

Doc Savage asked him, “Did Old Bonepicker ever go to your Spook's Nest fur ranch?’

Marikan nodded. “Sure, he did.”

“Why?'

“Old Bonepicker, he hdp pay for her,” Marikan explained. “Then the old Shylock, he say he take it



away from me because | can no pay interest.”
“We going out there?” Monk demanded.

“Yes” Doc sad. “But fird, we are going to be on hand a the Federated Payroll offices, where
something seems to be set for eight o'clock.”

Chapter XI. GHOST PRINTS

FEDERATED PAYROLL was a product of the complexity of the modern business world. They took
contracts from factories and large busness edablishments, whereby they agreed to handle
payrolls—getting the money, taking it to their offices having their own accountants apportion it in smdl
envelopes bearing the names of workmen. Then armored cars carried the envelopes to the respective
places of employment, where armed attendants distributed the wages.

The payrolls were made up in the morning, and it was not unusud for a large sum of money to be on
hand.

The clock on the car dash stood a fractiond bit back of eght when Doc Savage, Monk, Ham and
Marikan pulled up before Federated Payroll. The sun had brought a swelter of fog in rigng, and the arr
fdt damp and doying, dthough sdewaks were dry.

Two uniformed guards eyed closdy Doc Savage's party asthey entered the establishment. They were to
remember that later.

There was aflight of stairs, closed a the bottom by iron gates which were now open, and beside which
other guards stood. At the top of the stairs was a waiting room enclosed by a metd grille, and beyond
that, the enormous room in which the payrolls were made up.

At each end of this room, high up, was an amor plate pillbox with machine gunners posted inside.
Federated Payrall took few chances.

Doc Savage stepped into the barred anteroom. It was like a Sgna—there came a howl from one of the
pillboxes. The next ingtant, a guard toppled out. From that distance, it looked as if the entire top of his
head had been caved in.

Stenographers shrieked. A man sprang for an darm button. There was the noise of a blow, and he fdl.
Tumuit seized the room. The other machine gunner toppled out of the other armored pillbox.

A large pile of greenbacks did off a table and piled up in mid-air below, asif they had been scooped into
aninvisble sack.

“Theinvighle men!” Monk bawled.

Another pile of greenbacks lifted, as if they had become lighter than air, and drifted dong an ade. Two
grlslooked at them and fainted.

Monk howled, “Whet'l we do?’
“Block the exits, you missing link!” Ham told him.
Doc Savage rapped, “Get under cover!”



Monk eyed the bronze man. It was the firg time he could recdl having seen his chief sdestep a fight.
Monk often suspected that Doc liked a scrap better than any of them, and that sort of excitement was the
spice of life to himsdf and Ham.

“Weve tried to fight these invisble men before with ordinary methods, and had no luck,” Doc sad
rapidly. “Thething to do is play safe until we can cope with them.”

Saying that, the bronze man swept Monk, Ham and Marikan back through the door.
Marikan jumped up and down and stuttered, “Awful, | cdl it! Awful!”

TWO or three of the head clerks were ydling commands and a guard was dashing about waving his gun,
but their attempts to bring order were completely lost in the chaos. Now and then, a clerk would fdl to
the accompaniment of a gridy blow. It was evident that some of these men were being killed.

Money was jumping off desks and out of sacks and strong boxes and floating away. Seeing that, even
the men became hydericd. It was too uncanny for quick comprehension.

On the chief clerk's desk, a bottle of ink was upset by one of the invisble beings. The clerk stared, eyes
popping, as he saw what looked to him like a splash in the ink, as if a hand had dropped in it; then a
series of black finger prints appeared on the desk.

The clerk could see the ink dinging to the invishble fingers. Then the owner of the transparent fingers
wiped them on the desk blotter, and threw the blotter a the clerk. The clerk shrieked as if the entire
earth had been hurled at him. That gave him an idea.

“Throw ink on the thingd” he howled.

No one heard him. The uproar was deafening. One of the guards had turned loose sensdesdy with a
meachine gun.

Doc Savage and his party got to the foot of the stairs and closed the barred gate.
“Usetear gas” he ordered the guards there.

But they wanted to know what was going on. The result was an argument, and in the midgt of it there was
ashout from a man around the corner, on a Sde street. They ran out. The one who had shouted was a
pedestrian.

“Money!” he squawled. “A million dollard It came out of that window and went floaing down the
Sreet!”

Doc Savage glanced at the window. It gave admittance to the payroll concern, and the bars had been
shoved aside. One of the invisble men must have waked into the establishment earlier and loosened the
rods.

Trailed by his party, Doc ran in the direction which the money had taken. He found nothing—which was
about what he had expected. There were dleys, Sde streets and a score of doorways into which the
invigble raiders could have ducked.

“Modgt incredible thing | ever heard of!” Marikan gulped. “And you think my polecat farm, she might have
something to do with her?’



Monk roared, “It'd better havel If we don't stop these spook guys, they'll rob the country blind! Man,
they've got the world by the tail!”

Police srens were howling.
Doc sad, “Come”
“You go to my polecat fam?’" Marikan demanded.

“We do,” said the bronze man.

BACK in the offices of Federated Payroll, the excitement was accentuated rather than camed by the
ariva of squads of puzzled policemen and detectives. These bustled about, few of them bdieving wha
they were told, despite the occurrence of a kindred caamity at the opera the night before.

Finger print experts arrived and went to work. They were not long in finding the prints on the chief clerk's
desk, and they photographed them from many angles.

“Those are prints of one of the invisble men,” the clerk indsted, and told about the blotter being thrown
a him.

Within a quarter of an hour, the prints had been rushed to the police department and identified. There
was a new burst of excitement. Every one of the police broadcasting stations went into operation.

Doc Savage had aradio in his car, and it was tuned to the police band. He wanted news of the invisble
mean robber, and he got plenty.

The police announcer was so excited he could hardly speak.

“Urgent to dl card” he said rapidly. “Finger print identification of one of invisble-man robbers. Print was
found on desk in payroll company office. It was traced. It is the print of Doc Savage, whose prints were
on file in connection with a specia commisson which he holds on New York police force. Arrest and
hold this man for questioning. He was seen by Federated Payroll guards at the scene of crime.”

“Ah” Monk said sourly. “Do we dl stand up and cheer?’

“Chear!” Marikan stuttered. “Very extremdy bad, | cdl it. You should cheer, | ask you?’
“That isjust the missng link's way of saying he is dumfounded,” Ham put in dryly.

Monk was driving. He took his hands off the whed to wave hisarms.

“But how'd Doc's prints get on a desk?’ he ydled. “We weren't even in the part of the office where the
desks are”

Travding near seventy, the car angled hungrily for the edge of the pavement.
“Watch your driving!” Ham screamed.

When the machine was straightened out again, Doc Savage spoke. His remarkable voice dill mantained
its tranquillity, and he showed by no visble mannerism that he had just heard anything of sgnificance

“Remember when | was unconscious at the opera?’ he asked.



“Do 1?7 Monk snorted.

“Examining my fingers later, | found traces of wax—as | told you,” Doc reminded. “Tha wax means my
finger print impressons were taken. From those molds, it would be smple to make castings with some
flexible guff which they then made invisble With these, my finger prints were planted on the desk.”

“Jovel” Ham bent his sword cane thoughtfully. “They have confidence. They picked you for ther fdl guy,
if 1 may resort to dang.”

Chapter XlI. FUR FARM

MARIKAN'S rurd establishment for the propagation of skunks proved to be wel down the New Jersey
coast, which was a help, Snceit was Stuated in a different State.

Nevertheless, Doc Savage carefully avoided the main highways, and got out of sght below the doors
when they passed cars, especidly after he heard the stations of the Newark and Jersey City police
radioing his description and a pickup order.

The police radio broadcast brought the information that no less than saven persons had been killed by
head blows during the raid of the invisble men upon the payroll firm. The license numerds of Doc
Savage's car were given, together with a description of its body style and color.

“It'd be tough if we were picked up,” Monk stated. “Maybe wed better change cars”
“At least, we should change the identity of thisone,” Doc Savage agreed.

Monk stopped the car in a deserted-looking spot, and the bronze man drew from the tool compartment
an extra set of license plates for each of the States bounding New York. He sdected a par for New
Jersey and subgtituted them for the tabs which the car dready bore. Out of the tool compartment came a
contrivance which resembled an ordinary hand sprayer.

“Those Jersey tags under your name?” Monk questioned.

“No,” Doc told him. “They were issued to a second-hand car which was run into the ocean &fter the new
plates were removed.”

The bronze man now turned the sprayer on the car and began working the pump handle. This threw a
cloud of dmost colorless materid over the machine. The suff had a biting tang that set Monk and Ham
coughing. The color of the car had been a somber black. Now it changed, becoming a rather light and

chesp gray tint.
“Chemicd bleach,” the bronze man explained. “Much quicker than repainting.”
The entire car had changed color when they again entered it and drove on.

An arplane droned in the sky in the direction of New York City. Monk thrugt his head out, then yanked
it back, grunting, “That might be a police plane,” and used the rear-view mirror, which he wrenched from
its anchorage, to observe the aircraft.

“Funny,” he said findly.
“What is?” Ham snapped.



“I'l swear that plane took a distinct swing to avoid passing overhead,” advised the homdy chemidt.
“Imagination,” Ham jeered.

“Maybe,” Monk admitted. “Buit it looked like they didn't want anybody to look ‘em over too closdy.”
Doc Savage asked Marikan, “In just what direction does your fur farm lie?”

The big-nosed man pointed. “There, long way.”

The bronze man watched the plane which Monk had observed, noting particularly the direction which it
took, and the othersin the car caught the significance of what he was doing, and aso scrutinized the craft.
It was a segplane, they noted.

“Son of my gun!” Marikan exclamed “That bird, she go over by direction of my cat fam!”

THE fur faam was Stuated on marshland—rather, on a bit of highland in a consderable area of marsh,
and there were no neighbors within some two miles

“The swamp, she have no bottom,” Marikan advised. “No can build her a house on the mud or she jump
right up and snk out of sght.”

Cutting very close to the mound on which the fur farm stood was a stream of no great depth but for some
width—a sdt water tiddl creek. This chanced to run straight and closdly resembled a cand—it probably
had been dredged a some time in the past, for the banks gave evidence of being somewhat higher, and
supported a growth of rather stunted trees.

On the stream, hidden by the trees, rested four segplanes. They were not large craft, dl being
single-motored, capable of carrying no more than eight or ten persons at the most. Among them was the
ship which Monk had observed.

“I'm son of my gun!” gulped Marikan. “What dl this Suff, she mean?’
“You sure you don't know?” Monk demanded sourly.

Marikan waved his arms and looked vadtly injured.

“If I know something sheis phony, would | bring you out?’ he asked.
“Yeah,” Monk agreed. “That's so, t00.”

They had parked the car a long distance back, under a tree where it was hidden from the ar. They had
gone on foot, stooping low in the sdt grass, crawling at times, wading more often. When they made out
the planes, Doc Savage stopped.

“There is something going on,” he said dowly. “Ham, you and Marikan wait here. Monk and | will go
on.”

“Can't we go together?’ demanded Ham, who didiked to miss the possible excitement.

“No tdling what will happen to us” Doc advised him. “Should it be necessary, some one had best be in
the clear, to get hold of the other members of our crowd and set them to work on the thing.”



Ham nodded. The other members of Doc Savage's organization—Colone John “Renny” Renwick, a
famous engineer; William Harper “Johnny™ Littlgohn, a renowned archaeologist, and Magor Thomas J.
“Long Tom" Roberts, an eectrica engineer who was considered a wizard—were not a present in New
York, but scattered, the engineer and the eectrica expert in Europe, and the archeologist in the western
part of the United States, investigating a new diff dwdling discovery.

Doc Savage went on, Monk tralling him closdly. Because they found it was going to be necessary to
wade a and| lake, they removed most of their outer dothing. It was very chilly. The fog which had
characterized the earlier morning hours had amost vanished.

They reached a point where they could discern activity about the planes. Men, well-dressed,
intelligent-looking fellows who, nevertheless, conveyed the impresson of being hard and unscrupulous,
were trandferring bags and satchels from the planes.

Numerous bags and saichels were coming out of the planes of ther own accord and floating ashore,
obvioudy carried by invigble men.

“Their headquartersl” Monk whispered.

The homdy chemis whedled and pushed his pet pig, Habeas Corpus, down on his haunches, advisng in
awhisper, “You gtick here, Habess.”

The shote obeyed like a wdl-trained dog.

HAM, watching with binoculars, managed to keep farly close track of Doc and Monk. Marikan lay
besde Ham and muttered under his breath.

“| like thisawhole lot, you can say | don't,” Marikan mumbled.
“Bedlent, please,” Ham requested shortly.

Marikan gave another opinion, but it was too low to be heard. Then the man fdl slent, and the only noise
was that of the breeze in the marsh grass and an occasond cry from one of the gang unloading the
planes—taking off the loot of their opera and payroll forays, no doubt. Otherwise, there was very little
sound. Then Marikan grunted.

Marikan's grunt was loud. It was dso strange. Ham spun over—they were lying prone—and eyed his
companion. Marikan was lying very mationless, and his face was janmed into the soft swamp mire in
such amanner that it was doubtful if he was breathing.

Ham opened his mouth. He did not intend to shout. Rather, the mouth opening was a surprise reaction.
Ham regretted the unconscious act an indant later. Something jammed into his ggping mouth. It fet like
cloth—but it was invisble

Ham hacked, gagged. He reached for the unseen obstruction. His arms were gripped by unseen forces.
He kicked. Ponderous, unseen weights seemed to attach themsalvesto hislegs

“Take her easy, dude,” a voice advised. “You were suckers to think you could walk up on this place.
Why, weve got invisble men standing adong dl of the roads! Weve got our men in the police gtations,
ligening to every word thet is sad!”

Ham threw back his head and made as loud a noise as he could through his nose. His best effort might



have been heard a hundred yards away. Doc Savage was dready far beyond that distance.

Croaking sounds of pain escaped Ham as something he could not see, probably a finger, jabbed into his
Ieft eye.

“Keep quiet or youll lose the lamp!” he was directed.

Marikan now turned over, the grotesqueness of the motion showing that the invisble men were doing the
shifting. His mouth came open and swamp dirt jumped out, apparently under the prying of an unseen
finger.

“Hée's only unconscious,” said another of the invisble men. “What'll we do with them?’

“Hald them here a while, until Doc Savage and the other one are taken,” said another unseen speaker.
“Then we will see what reaction a particle of lead of a predetermined sze, say .38 cdibre, has on their
mental processes. It ought to be an interesting Sudy.”

Ham sad nothing. Ordinarily, he did not become scared or greatly unnerved, but now he fdt as if he
were being showered with dry ice and was recaiving a series of dectrica shocks. It was his closest
encounter with the invisble men, and the unearthly strangeness of it was gppdling. Moreover, the invishle
men knew Doc Savage and Monk had gone on, and were probably dosng in on the pair now.

DOC SAVAGE and Monk were very close to the fur farm. The establishment consisted of a battery of
wire pens with an unpleasant odor, and two long, ramshackle stuccoed buildings, one of which was open
a the ddes and obvioudy intended for the harvesting of the crop, the skinning of the animds and the
curing of the hides. There was aso a section devoted to the storing of food for the fur bearers.

It was into the larger building, probably a dweling, that the men and their invisble associates were
bearing the loot.

Monk said, “Maybe | oughta brought Habeas dong. Y ou know, he—"
The pig trotted up.

Monk scowled at the shote admonishingly.

“| told you to stay behind,” he breathed. “Haven't | got you trained so—"

He fdl dlent. His smdl eyes widened as they scrutinized the homey porker. Habeas seemed unessy.
Overgze ears were distended. He roved his head from sde to Sde.

Monk looked a Doc Savage. “Invisble men!” he growled.
“So it would seem,” Doc whispered back.

They were keeping their tones down so that they bardy carried to each other, and now Monk gave
Habess a shove.

“Where are they?’ he whispered. “Smdl 'em out, hog!”

Not for nothing had Monk expended most of his spare time over a period of years in traning Habeas,
who, due to the hardships of a youth spent in deserty Arabia, showed no sgns of growing beyond the
gature of a amdl pig. Habeas moved away dowly, planly with reuctance. A moment later, he was



pointing, after the fashion of a hunting dog.

“Swel!” Monk whispered. “An invisble man over therel”

But Doc Savage shook his head, watching the pig.

“Not so good,” he said. “The invisble man seems to be fallowing our trail through the marsh grass.”
Monk gulped, “Blazes How we gonna get the guy? We can't tdl where heig”

Doc Savage did not reply, but watched Habeas Corpus instead. The pig was now in something of a
welter of excitement. He pointed a different direction, then shifted his attention. He crouched down and
scuttled back to Doc and Monk, fear in his every movement.

“Surrounded!” Doc Savage sad grimly. “They have been watching us the whole time!”

Monk snaked a supermachine pigol from its holster. The mechanism of the gun, the mercy bullets, were
both impervious to moisiure.

Doc Savage directed, “Get set! Things are going to break!”
Monk gave Habeas a shove.
“Beet it, hog,” he directed. “This an't gonna be no place for you!”

Chapter Xlll. ALCHEMY

DOC SAVAGE dill wore a vest of peculiar congtruction. It consisted of a bulletproof outer covering,
and, under that, numerous pockets, padded and tailored in place so that, in wearing the vest, the bronze
man's proportions were increased only dightly.

The pockets hdd innumerable devices, the scientific gadgets with which Doc Savage chose to fight,
rather than with more prosaic firearms.

The vest pockets yidded up severa smdl grenades of varying color. There were tiny detonating levers on
these. Doc actuated the levers, then hurled the missles away—one to the right, another to the left, a third
behind them, and a series ahead, progressing toward the two buildings.

The grenades burst and spewed an astounding quantity of smoke that looked some degrees blacker than
drawing ink. The pal spread. The whole vicinity became blanketed with intense sepia

The pig, Habeas Corpus, ran away, grunting loudly and taking tremendous legps.
Doc Savage sad, “I'm down, Monk—out of your way!”

Monk grunted and held his machine pigtal to his side, latched the firing lever back and pivoted, spraying a
gorm of mercy bullets at the height of an average man's waist. Pained howls indicated the barrage had
ome effect.

Doc Savage clipped, “Enough!” and came to his fest when Monk ceased firing. He was less than an
arm's length from the homdy chemigt, but could not see him. He found Monk by touch. They retreated.

Monk tried to make for the shed, but Doc guided him to the left, toward the house.



“But they're dl in there,” Monk gulped.

Doc did not answer. He threw more of the smoke grenades. He added four tear gas missiles, and others
containing a gas which produced quick unconsciousness. He hurled these far enough away that they
would not affect himsdf and Monk, for they had no masks.

They reached the house. The smoke had penetrated the dweling. Ingde was a black, howling bedlam.
Tdegraph Edmundss voice was bawnling orders.

“Wetch the marsh around the place,” he squawled. “Waich it close! They can't keep up this smoke very
long. Then welll get them!”

Doc Savage pushed Monk down.
“Wait here,” he breathed.

The bronze man whipped in the direction of the creek where the segplanes were moored. He could hear
others running near by, obeying Telegraph's orders, spreading to watch the marsh.

The smoke pdl did not extend as far as the planes, and Doc Savage, peering through scrawny brush,
could see an armed mean standing on a pontoon, watching intently. Escape by that route was manifegly

impossible.
“Youin the black planeg!” Doc called.

There was only one black ship, the other three being a more common yelow. The pilot was standing on
the left pontoon, holding a submachine gun. He started at the sound of the voice.

“Yeeh, bossl” he replied.

Doc Savage had used a tone, the inflection and ddlivery so dosely gpproximating the voice of Telegraph
Edmunds that only with the two sde by Sde, speeking dternately while being compared cdosdy, could a
difference have been detected.

“Take your ship and fly back to the place where you picked up the last load,” Doc directed.
It was along chance. The pilot hesitated.
“What about this mess here?’ he demanded.

“Well handle it,” Doc said in Telegragph Edmunds voice. “You circde around overhead until the smoke
blows away, and if you don't see them running off over the marsh, go on away.”

That seemed rationd to theflier.
“O. K.,” he agreed, and clambered into the cockpit.

Doc Savage eased back and, amoment later, heard the plane engine start and knew from the manner in
which the roar receded that the flier had taxied down the creek and was taking to the air.

DEPATURE of the plane brought fresh uproar from the fur farm. Telegraph Edmunds dashed to the
creek bank, glared a the plane, which was now in the air, and indulged in a species of spasm. His face



was blue before he stopped cursing.
“They got away in that planel” he bawled.

The plane came buzzing back, and was greeted with a fussilade of bullets. The smoke had not yet
disspated and the pilot made the mistake of thinking Doc Savage and his men were doing the shooting.
He merdly banked farther away and circled lazly, watching the marsh to see that no one fled. Thus, he
was too digtant to make out the mad arm-waving of Teegraph Edmunds.

It dawned on Telegraph that other planes were a hand for a pursuit. He ordered themin the air.

Running toward the ships, Telegraph's men came upon one of ther number—not an invisble man—lying
unconscious. He seemed to have been hit on the jaw. His gun was gone.

They reached the creek, stared at it, and Telegraph permitted himsdf another fit of rage. Gasoline,
gigening in dl the rainbow hues, was covering the creek waters, lesking from the tanks of the planes,
through bullet holes.

Tdegraph faled to even suspect that Doc Savage had seized the gun and shot holes in the fud tanks
during thefiring at the ship which wasin the air, thus blocking pursuit.

The breeze findly stirred the smoke and pushed it away, and since the little grenades had ceased to pour
out the black pall, the air cleared.

Monk and Doc Savage were indde the house which was untenanted except for themsdlves, excitement
having drawn dl others outdoors.

Monk was not exactly satisfied.
“Wish we wasin that plane” he muttered. “They ain't gonna like it when they find usin here”

Bdying the danger of their postion, the gpish chemist wore a wide, somehow rather cherubic grin. The
same grin he had been known to wear on certain other occasions when the chances of his living more
than a few minutes had seemed negligible Monk was a rare type of individud. He seemed unable to
conceive of such athing as danger.

Doc Savage was glancing about the house. There was a bedroom, dining room, living room and kitchen,
dl poorly furnished. He opened closet doors, looked in the cupboard.

“That is drange,” he said.
“Thewhole thing is strange,” Monk agreed.
“The loot they were carrying inis nowherein gght,” Doc pointed out.

Monk logt his grin, began to circdle the rooms and examine the walk. He was very careful to keep out of
range of the windows. Teegragph Edmunds and his crew thought Doc and Monk had escaped in the
plane, hence it had not occurred to them to look insde.

Doc Savage joined Monk in the hunt. The stove which stood in the living room was a round-bellied affar
on ametd floor protector.

Pearing closdly, the bronze man noted one leg of the stove seemed brighter than the rest, as if from
hendling. He grasped it. His fingers found a catch concedled in the concave rear of the leg. He pressed
the catch. A mechaniam clicked, and stove and floor protector lifted and swung to one side.



“Wdl, wdl,” Monk breathed. “ Secrets and everything!”

THE hole they had exposed was large enough to pass a man comfortably, and the ladder had wide rungs
and a hand ral. Doc Savage scrutinized the top of the ladder. He did not descend on the rungs, but
swung and dropped some ten feet to the floor of a concrete passage and examined the foot of the ladder.
There was no hidden darm wiring guarding it.

“All right,” he whispered, and Monk came down.

The mechanian for cdosng the unique stove-trapdoor was convenient and eedly solved. Darkness
clamped down when it was closed. Doc Savage dill carried the generator-operated flashlights which they
hed employed during the night; these, being waterproof, ill functioned.

Hash beams disclosed a doping passage, which they traversed, coming to a door of steel—sheeted on
the ingde with lead, they discovered in passing through. It was closed when they found it, so they closed
it behind them.

They were now in a room which hummed fantly, as if from machinery, and where the ar sandled
somewhat like that ingde large generator power plants. At intervas there was a burst of brittle crackling,
as if glass were being broken by large palfuls The walls, floor and caling were enamded a sanitary
white

“Maybe there's a back door to thisdump,” Monk offered.

Doc Savage made no comment, had no time to speak, in fact, before they heard voices ahead, sounds
which indicated that men were gpproaching. It was the firg hint that the subterranean labyrinth was
tenanted.

There was a door to the right, manifely not the one through which voices were coming, and Doc and
Monk whipped for it, got it open and eased through into a passage.

Opening off the passage were various amdl niches, some of which held stores. Both men eased into a
niche which held barrels and a tarpaulin covering. They sheltered themsdalves with the canvas.

Before many moments, there was a bustle in the other rooms. Men filed down from the surface, muttering
and excited. Then Teegraph Edmunds put in an appearance, and his shouted orders were audible.

“Sngp it up!” he commanded. “Weve got to change our schedule and rush it through. This Doc Savage
will spread an darm. We haven't much time!”

Monk sucked in bregth as the door of their passage opened. Men began to file through. The lights were
not turned on and they were indistinct figuresin the gloom.

Thefirg of the parade passed; then another and another. Ther breething was noisy. That might indicate
they were worried. Almogt a dozen filed dong. Then Telegraph Edmunds appeared at the entrance.

“Hep, hep!” he barked. “Make it snappy! I'll take aflashlight and go through these stores in this passage
and see if there's anything that should be removed. Then I'll follow the rest of you. And you birds be
careful about showing lights”

Doc Savage and Monk exchanged nudges in the darkness.



“Wewill have to take the chance,” the bronze man decided.

They arose boldly and joined the procession. It was not an especidly courageous course, and it was not
remarkable that they did it without being discovered. The men were going fast, crowding each other, and
it was dark; Doc got into line ahead of Monk, and they went forward rapidly.

They came to a room in which there was congderable activity. Some seconds elagpsed before they
reelized what was happening there,

“Be sure to remove every ditch of dothing,” said a voice. “That incdludes wrig watches, rings—and fase
teeth, if any. Remember that the presence of the dightest bit of metd on the bodly is lidble to have fata
consequences.”

Monk found Doc's ear—he could tdl the finer texture of the bronze man's skin by touch—and
whispered, “What do we do?’

“Do asthey do,” Doc decided. “ Shed your dothing.”
“l don't likethisalot,” Monk advised, but complied with the suggestion.

Within a few moments, a peculiar prickling sensation became noticegble. It made itsdf apparent, fird,
about the eyes and nodtrils and other tender parts of the body, then spread dl over.

“Whew!”
somebody complained. “1 must have the itch!”

The voice which had given orders said, “You are being exposed to the firgt conditioning rays in this room.
This trestment brings about an oxidizing reaction which is quite necessary.”

Some time passed, and it seemed that every one had removed clothing, for the room was comparaively
quiet except for breathing and the rasp of finger nails on skin as somebody scratched himsdif.

“You have been here ten minutes” said the commanding voice. “You will now file out the door to your
left. Y ou have been ingtructed what to do.”

MONK and Doc followed the crowd, jostled aong, and found themselves shoved through a smal door.
They heard a series of long brushing noises, but falled to recognize the sgnificance of that until they were
propelled by the crush of bodies behind over aamdl risein the floor.

Beyond was a steeply doping chute. They dammed headlong down this and landed in a vat of some
liquid which fdt smooth and creamy. They made a large splash and men cursed them.

“What isit?’” demanded the voice of the director sharply.
“Some foal fdl down the chute,” another replied.

“That's dl right,” said the firgt. “Take long breaths and duck below the surface. It is essentid that this
compound cover every exposed inch of your body.”

By the noises, Doc and Monk decided that the men were paddling across the tank, whatever it was, and
clambering out on the opposite sde. They followed suiit.

They heard a man ydl ahead. An indant later they knew the reason, for afine spray of some chemica



concoction struck their bodies, and the effect was very much as if hot lead had been poured upon them.
They followed the others and dashed through the spray with al speed possible.

The darkness was profound and showed no sgns of abating. The voice explained the reason for this.

“It is essentid tha no light reach the optica nerves in your eyes” he said. “Otherwise, you may find
yoursaves irreparably blind.”

“What the heck are we getting into?” Monk gulped.

“Whatcha say?’ demanded a harsh voice a Monk's back.

“l said you oughta brought a velocipede,” Monk growled.

“Yeeh?' snarled the other.

“Sure” Monk confided. “Then you wouldn't have to ride my hedls like you been doin'!”
“That isthe spirit,” said the voice. “Keep up your nerve. There is no danger.”

A moment afterward, they were precipitated into another chemicd tank. This one was the most
unpleasant of dl. Clambering out, Monk fdt strange. All of his body seemed filled with unholy fire.

A black room was next. It was long and narrow, and dong one side of it was what fdt like a bench.
The commanding voice said, “You will each gtretch full length on the conveyor and be perfectly quiet.”

The conveyor proved to be the benchlike affair, and Monk and Doc reclined there with the others. The
frightful flame in their bodies seemed to legp and surge and consume them, leaving only a duggish hull
from which the interior had been burned, with even ther brains enveloped. Monk redized this meant they
were gpproaching complete unconsciousness.

Unexpectedly, the conveyor began to move.

WHAT followed was not so bad, largdy because they were virtudly insensble. As they passed through
a chamber which wasfilled with an intense blue haze, coldness followed the bodily fire. Next there was a
long tube filled with a play of weirdly colored sparks which came in crashing discharges—the sound
which Doc and Monk had heard on firg entering the weird place.

Another liquid bath followed, after which there was a tube filled with an even more blue haze, and
frightful pain. At that point, something happened to ther eyes, and they could see no more. Monk was
filled with an gpprehenson tha he was permanently blinded, and he endeavored mightily to St up, to
move, to do something, anything—but he could not Hir.

He heard a voice. It was Teegrgph Edmunds, the homdy chemist decided.

“Some one had better go and get those fdlows Ham and Marikan,” Telegraph was saying. “We will take
care of them next.”

Then Monk logt dl comprehension of what went on around him.

Chapter XIV. SPOOK WAR



HAM, lying where he had been held by the invisble men for dmost an hour, heard heavy footsteps
gpproaching from the direction of the fur farm, saw the marsh grass bending, and observed deep prints
appear in the oft earth. He knew the invigble men had come for hmsdf and Marikan.

Marikan also saw.
“A crazy man, thiswill make mel” he walled.

“Pipe down!” said an invisble man roughly, and Ham and Marikan were lifted and borne toward the fur
farm.

Ham, bang the lighter, was carried much the faster, and was soon indde the house. He was handed
down into the firs enamded room. This was large. At fird, he thought only Teegraph Edmunds was
present, then it dawned on him that the room was literdly crowded with invisble men.

A door opened and a stretcher seemed to floa in, was lowered to the floor and turned over, so that its
burden was deposited on the floor.

“How many more?’ Teegraph Edmunds asked.
“Two,” replied a voice from an invisble source. “Then we will be ready for you to go through.”
“All right,” said Telegraph. I'll handle this other firg.”

He went out, was gone a few moments, and came back with the invisble men bearing Marikan. The
latter seemed to bein the lagt stages of terror.

Tdegraph looked about the room, posing before the invisble audience he knew was weatching him, and
winked elaborately.

“The invishle processing will work on dead as wdl as live bodies” he said. “We will shoot this man
Marikan, and Ham, then put them through and dump ther bodies in the creek. Bang invisble, the
corpses will never be found.”

Marikan walled, “No, no! Not to me, don't do it! Let mejoin you! | can help! | am good chiropractor,
and if you apain in the back get, maybe | canr—"

“It'sapanin the neck, you arel” Telegraph snorted. “Tie him, men.”

Ropes came snaking out of a pile in the corner and seemed to wrap themsdaves about Marikan, after
which Telegraph seized him, drew a revolver, spun the cylinder, and dragged Marikan into the passage
which led to the firg processing room.

There was amoment of slence. Marikan began screaming, blubbering pleas for mercy. A shot made an
ear-plitting bang. After that there was slence, until the pounding of Telegraph's feet broke it as he came
back.

“Now the other ong,” he said.

IT seemed that the shot sound Hill rang in the cavern.

At leas, it seemed that the shot echoes dill seeped about, as far as Monk was concerned. The homey
chemig was vagudy aware that he was experiencing something he had never expected to fed agan:



consciousness. The crash of the shot seemed to have revived him. He sat up and looked around.

He was in the white-enameed room, and he saw Telegraph Edmunds with the revolver in his hand ill
curling a trace of smoke, and Ham, who was being held, it seemed, by unseen hands.

Monk sat up, tried to stand, and, much to his surprise, succeeded. But he was not erect for long. A
spasm of dizziness seized him, got the best of him and he fdl heavily.

Without looking around, Teegraph Edmunds said, “Do not try to move around too much when you first
revive. It won't hurt you, but youll be pretty dizzy.”

Tha surprised Monk vastly. He brought his hands up to his head. Then he discovered something,
something so uncanny that he didinctly fet his eyes squeeze out of ther sockets and a parade of cold
chillstrave his spine. He shook his arms to be sure. He even touched his own nose.

“Blazed” he gurgled doud. “1 just ant!”
Monk had found himsdf to be invisble

He got up again, and thistime managed to stand. He walked, promptly sumbled over a prone figure, and
eidited a groan. The stretcher came in again and deposited another invisble man.

Tdegraph Edmunds was examining his revolver.
“Thisbird Ham will be next,” he said.

Tha wrenched Monk out of the horrified trance which his persond fate had woven. He moved toward
Ham, dodging away from Telegragph Edmunds and trying to keep behind him, until he redized that he
could not be seen. Then he advanced boldly and crouched beside Ham, intending to whisper in the
dapper lawvyer's ear.

He never succeeded. A sudden, awful dutch lad hold of him. He was yanked upright, and fdt fingers
racing dong the back of his neck. That told him who hisinvishle assailant was.

“Doc!” he squawked.
“Monk!” came a voice out of thin air—the bronze man's voice. “Bresk for it! I'll handle Ham!”
Teegraph Edmunds, dack-jawed with astonishment, roared, “What in blue hades is going on here?’

He got his answer when there was a sudden, terrific scuffle around Ham. Then Ham weas lifted and borne
with agtonishing speed toward the door.

TELEGRAPH EDMUNDS began to ydl orders at the top of hisvoice. He lifted his revolver.

But Monk was ready for that. He had lunged to Telegraph's side, and as the gun came up, he struck the
man's am aterrific blow. Telegrgph not only howled and dropped his weapon, but fdl down as well.

Monk ran for the steps. He joined Doc Savage & the top, ingde the room of the fur-farm house.

Escape, it developed, was far from complete, since other invisble men were about outside. They came
into the room so slently that they were not heard, and seized upon Ham.



Thefight was short. The attackers had not reckoned upon the presence of Doc Savage and Monk, both
invisble Ham, freed, sumbled for the door.

“Runfor it!” Doc Savage told him. “Monk and | will follow you. That way, wewill not get lost from each
other.”

They followed that system, sprinting down the road at full speed until they heard a shout behind them,
then ducking off into the marsh grass. They made draight for the nearest road, a distance of fully two
miles and traveled it as swiftly as possible.

A car came spinning along. Monk stood in the center of the road and cartwhedled hisarms only to redize
a the lagt ingant that he could not be seen. A wild legp got him clear.

“Blazed” he complained doud. “This being invisbleis going to have its drawbacks!”
Ham squinted at the sound of the homedy chemigt's voice,

“You there, Monk?’ he demanded.

“Sure” Monk grunted.

Ham amiled a the apparently empty space from which the childlike voice came.

“I mugt say thet you look better than | ever expected you to look,” he advised.
“Yeah? Monk growled. “Wel, there's another car coming.”

Ham hailed that machine by lying prone in the road. The motorist, driving a ramshackle touring car,
stopped and with great solicitude helped Ham who was pretending unconsciousness, into the car.

When the fdlow drove off, Monk and Doc Savage were dso in the rear sedt.

Ham regained consciousness conveniently at the firgt filling station, and contrived to dight.

DOC SAVAGE went into the filling station, lifted the telephone receiver and cdled the nearest State
police station.

“You will find the headquarters of the invisble men on the fur faam owned by Angus Angdo Marikan,”
Doc announced, and gave the location of the skunk-raising establishmen.

He could tdl by the burst of excitement that there would be immediate and decisve action.
“Take bloodhounds to trail the invisble men,” Doc advised.

“Who are you?’ he was asked.

Doc hung up.

Turning, he saw the filling sation attendant in the door. The man was starkly white and looked as if he
were in the throes of a great terror. Hs throat muscles convulsed. His hands trembled. He must have
heard the voice and seen the telephone receiver jump back on the hook, apparently by its own accord.

The man sumbled to a chair and sat down. He mus have thought himsdf demented, for a moment, then
he probably remembered the invisble men incidentsin New Y ork City.



“They're here!l” he squawled. He dashed out through the door and ran at full speed down the road, not
looking back.

Doc Savage went outsde. Ham had gotten rid of the motorist who had picked him up, and was sanding
besde a gasoline pump. He heard Doc's footsteps, and knew the bronze man was near.

“How were you made invishle?” he demanded.

“| secured only a hazy idea of the process,” Doc Savage explained. “It has something to do with dtering
the dectronic compostion of the body, securing an aomic matific status which results in complete

digphaneity.”
“That,” said Ham, “does not mean alot to me”

“Nor agreat ded moreto me” the bronze man—he was possessed of neither form nor hue now, as far
as appearances went—admitted. “The process was extremdy involved. Monk and | lost consciousness
before we were very far dong. | do not know what happened after we were senseless”

Monk spoke up, causng Ham to start violently.

“Well solve the mystery when the raiders clean the gang out of that skunk farm and we can examine the
agpparatus,” he sad.

Ham nodded. “Poor old Marikan. He was the goat dl of the way through. They used him as a dummy
owner of the farm, without his knowledge. Then they killed him.”

Doc Savage started to comment, but withhold the words to ligen to the wall of digant Srens. A speck
appeared far down the road, grew larger, and became a careening State police car. Another followed,
and another. In the last, there was a pack of bloodhounds. The noisy parade made for the fur farm.

At Doc's suggestion, Ham departed in the direction of New York City, with the underganding that he
was to await Doc's appearance in the skyscraper headquarters.

Doc and Monk followed the New Jersey State troopers.

THE troopers did their work efficiently. They deployed, circled the farm, and advanced. They scattered
the bloodhounds so that an attack on any part of the line would be scented.

When they were dill some distance from the farm buildings, the earth jumped, shook itsdf and emitted a
great rumble. A cloud of débris jumped up at the fur farm smultaneoudy. That was the firg of a series of
nearly a dozen explosons.

The troopers broke into a run. Two were injured dightly when there was another underground blast, and
they backed off to await quiet. Reassured, they went forward. Ther firs ingpection showed that little of
vaue would be found. The blast had been terific, and whatever delicate machinery had been
underground was now destroyed.

Moreover, there was no sgn of the invishbie men. The bloodhounds were put to work. The animds did
much siffing, and followed many tralls to the edge of the creek. The troopers deployed, searched, and
thereby discovered that there had been at least two boats concedled some distance down the stream.
These were gone now, and the invigble men with them.



Doc Savage and Monk—they kept track of each other by observation and by exchanging a word now
and then—watched the fiasco from a distance.

“Blag it!” Monk complained. “Now we are up in the air. We haven't got another clue to go on!”

He fdl slent, watching a gtirring in the grass near by, thinking at fird thet it was a rabbit or other amdl
animd. Then the homdy chemigt emitted a glad howl.

“Habeas Corpus” he exploded.

The shote had come through the marsh grass, apparently having scented Monk or heard his voice. He
broke into a galop, approaching.

“Habead” Monk chuckled, and advanced.

Habeas stopped. His ears stood out draight, and the coarse hars on his nape hackled. He emitted a
skepticd grunt or two.

“It's tough, hog, but you've now got a spook for an owner,” Monk said.

Habeas made his ears differ. He grunted again, explosvely. Then he soun and fled, taking tremendous
legps asif to take advantage of the gliding power inherent in his enormous ears.

“Hey, blagt it,” Monk cdlled. “It an't as bad as thet!”

The homdy chemig set out in pursuit, but did not overhaul Habeas uniil the latter was held up in
svimming a stretch of water which Monk could wade. Monk grasped his porker by one flgoping ear and
carried him, a grunting, suspicious and disgusted shote, toward the road.

HALF an hour later, atruck driver was surprised to discover a pig with enormous ears riding in the rear
of hisvehicle. The trek was loaded with seed potatoes, and the driver threw one at the pig.

His har stood on end when a child-like voice out of thin air advised him, “Hey, guy! Tha an't no way to
actl”

The driver was so doubtful of hisown mentd balance that he dighted at the first roadside lunch stand and
took on the dimulation of hot coffee. When he went out, the pig was gone.

A taxi driver found the pig in the rear of his machine next, and later, a motorist who had passed through
the Holland Tunnd under the Hudson River dso found the porker. The pig fled when a capture was
attempted.

None of these individuas suspected that two men, spectrd in that they were entirdy invisble, were
accompanying the pig. They did note that the pig seemed frightened and entirdy disgusted with the
course events were taking.

In getting uptown with the porker, Doc Savage and Monk experienced some difficulty, but findly
managed by filching more rides in taxicabs and other vehicles There was a fruit sand near where they
findly dighted, close to the skyscraper which housed Doc Savage's headquarters.

“I'm gonna try something,” Monk decided.

Severd persons stared at the sound of the voice. The proprietor of the fruit stand gaped as an apple left



its rack and began to separate into good-sized bites, to the accompaniment of a juicy crunching.
Monk, mouth full of apple, demanded, “Do you see the blame thing after it'sin my mouth, Doc?’

“Yes,” Doc advised him. “And you better get it out, or the crowd will be chasing that piece of gpple dl
over town.”

Monk hedtily spat the apple out.

Chapter XV. THE LIFE OF A GHOST

EXCITEMENT was as red as a cloud over the skyscraper which housed Doc Savage's headquarters.
All of the doors and the lower-floor windows had been closed by stout wire screens. Entrance and exit
from the lobby was being accomplished by arevolving afar of wire netting which resembled a revolving
door, the partitions only large enough to pass one figure a atime.

Policemen were everywhere, heavily armed. They fdt carefully in the rotating door affar to make sure no
invisble persons were getting insde.

“Blazed” Monk breathed. “What's this mean?’

They planted Habeas Corpus under a parked car where he would not attract attention, and loitered
about, ligening, stepping out of the path of such pedestrians as came past. It was not long before they
heard an enlightening conversation between two policemen.

“You say they got one of Doc Savage's menin the can?’ the first cop asked.

“The one cdled Ham,” agreed the second officer. “He showed up here and they nabbed him and took
him down to Centre Street.”

Doc Savage and Monk stood aside as severd ederly, bespectacled and scholarly-looking gentlemen got
out of alimougne and were passed into the skyscraper by the officers.

“Who are the great brains?’ one of the cops asked when the party was ingde.

“Scientigs” replied the other. “They've found a lot of queer insruments and apparatus in Doc Savage's
laboratory and they're going over it to see if it isn't Suff he has used to make himsdf and his gang
invighle”

Doc and Monk withdrew with that, and hdld a consultation.

“The stupes!” Monk grumbled. “The only apparatus in the laboratory is Suff thet has been there some
time, and is probably too advanced for the average expert to understand. It has nothing to do with
invigble men.”

“Cetanly not,” Doc agreed; then added, “We had better get Ham out of jal.”

They caught an elevated train down to Centre Street, the journey being made interesting by the efforts of
train atendants to put the pig, Habeas Corpus, off the train. Twice these gentlemen succeeded, and
Monk and Doc merdly caught following trains.

They paused a a newsstand to read the latest headlines



INVISIBLE MAN CHIEF IDENTIFIED!

HE IS DOC SAVAGE

They went on without reading more.

“That's adanged lie” Monk complained.

“Some oneisjumping a conclusions” Doc agreed.

In order not to lose each other they linked hands when nearing street corners, and, at other times, they
merdy kept watch of the pig, Habeas Corpus. The porker was proving convenient as a visble link by
which they could keep track of each other.

It was near the noon hour and they passed a group of chattering office girls, out for lunch.

“Whew!”
Monk exploded, when the femininity was behind. “Is my face red!”
“Yes?” Doc prompted.

“Do you redize,” Monk asked, “that we're waking down the street without athing on?’

EVIDENCE that the invigble man scare had settled heavily upon the city could be seen frequently. Many
jewdry establishments were closed, and others were fitted with little revolving doors of screened
congruction. Banks were aso equipped with the rotating doors, and guards were feding carefully to see
that only visble individuds were admitted to the money houses.

Newshoys were dready hoarse from howling headlines, and were vending their wares by waving them
wildly. There was little need for sdesmanship anyway, since each batch of extra papers was absorbed
amog as soon asit was unloaded from the fast delivery trucks.

Habeas Corpus stopped beside a newsstand, and Doc Savage knew Monk mug have paused to read
more headlines. When the pig went on, Doc d<so trailed, and a moment later Monk found the bronze
man.

“Thisisafinemessl” the homdy chemig growled. “The newspapers say there's dready been more than
fifty robberies, dl of them big ones. Telegraph Edmunds and hisinvisble men are deaning up.”

“Wewill try to get some line on them after we free Ham,” Doc replied.

They had some little difficulty in locating Ham, but eventudly found him confined in what was supposed
to be an escape proof portion of the jal. In freeing Ham, they found it necessary to overpower two
guards.

Doc Savage did this by exerting a pressure againg Soind nerve centers, a harmless process entaling no
great pain, which brought an unconsciousness that would wear off shortly. Doc himsdf unlocked Ham's
cel.

Ham backed away, put up hisfists and refused to come out until Doc spoke to him.



“Oh!” Ham gulped. “I was &raid it was some of Telegraph's gang.”

Once clear of the dtation, they took a taxicab, Ham entering the vehide and giving directions to the
driver. They Ieft the machine uptown, mingled with the crowd, then caught another cab, I€ft it after a time,
and walked to the exclusive establishment where Ham, whose legd career had been so honorable before
he joined Doc Savage, maintained bachelor lodgings.

The elevator operator had no idea that his car carried doft any one other than Ham and Habeas. The
halway on Ham's floor was empty. They walked toward his gpartment.

A peculiar thing had happened to the demeanor of Habeas Corpus. In the past, the pig had never been
known to have anything to do with Ham. Now he tralled dong a Ham's heds, and seemed happy
enough to do it. He only grunted disgustedly and sidled away violently when the invisble Monk tried to
pick him up.

“| thought better of you, Habeas,” Monk grunted.

They entered Ham's gpartment and the dapper lawyer went a once to a case and lifted out a sword
cane, an exact duplicate of the one which he had carried earlier and which had vanished somewhere in
the previous excitement. Ham kept an assortment of the canes. He flourished the weapon.

“Now | fed better,” he announced.

“Then maybe we can talk,” suggested a high, querulous voice.

HAM sarted violently. The voice did not bedong to Doc or Monk. He was sure of that. He promptly
gdled into a corner and unsheathed his sword cane, prepared to put up a defense. There was an invishle
men in the room!

“All right,” Ham snapped grimly. “Just whet is the next move?’
“Conversation, as | told you,” said the squeaky voice of the invisble man.

Ham was an actor, and he showed by no glance that Doc and Monk were dso in the room. Too, he had
recognized the venerable voice.

“Old Bonepicker,” he said.

“l believe people cdl me that,” admitted the invishle man, who had gpparently been waiting in the
apartment.

“What do you want?’" Ham asked.
“Doc Savage,” said Old Bonepicker. “P. Treve Easeman and mysdf wish to talk to him.”
“l have not seen Doc Savage for some time” Ham replied—truthfully.

The pig, Habesas, apparently baffled by the phenomena of so many invisble men, grunted loudly and
scuttled under the most convenient chair.

Old Bonepicker began spesking rapidly, earnestly.
“Easeman and mysdf have been doing some wondering,” he said. “It is strange that we were sdlected as



the firg vicims to be made invisble, in the plot to extort money from us to make us visble again. Thisis
especidly inexplicable in view of the conduct of Easeman's daughter and that Russd Wray, if you get my
meaning.”

Ham frowned and fingered his sword cane, ill kegping the blade dert.

“Y ou mean that you think the gil and Wray may be working with Telegraph Edmunds and his gang?’ he
demanded.

“It is a thought which has occurred to us” sad Old Bonepicker. “There are other suspicious
circumstances of which you do not know. Suppose you come with me to Easeman, and we will discuss
them.”

“How is Easeman—recovering from the gun wounds he received in the plane?’ Ham asked.

“Getting dong nicdy,” Old Bonepicker answered. “Of course, it was extremdy difficult to dress a bullet
wound that cannot be seen in aman who is dso not apparent to the eye”

“I will go with you,” Ham decided.

THREE quarters of an hour after the strange conference, Ham and Habeas Corpus, apparently aone,
strode into an office suite in a skyscraper just outside the Wdl Street sector of downtown New Y ork
City. There was a name on the office door:

EASEMAN ENTERPRISES, INC.
P. Treve Easeman, Pres.
“Thisis one of Easeman's offices,” informed Old Bonepicker, who was dinging to Ham's arm.

Two pictures were prominent on the wal. One was of a distinguished, soutly built men; the other was a
dender, bony, hawk-faced fellow. Both were middle-aged men.

“The pictures are mysdf and Easeman,” Old Bonepicker offered.
Ham surveyed the likenesses with interest, it being hisfirgt hint of what the two actudly looked like.
“The dender oneisyou?’ he asked.

“On the contrary, | am the stout one.” Old Bonepicker's chuckle was a dry, ghodly rattle in the room.
“My voice is somewhat deceptive, | am afrad.”

“You and Easeman are friends?” Ham asked. “I mean—you were friends before this affar materidized?’
“We were,” said Old Bonepicker. “We had business dedings”

Ham nodded. “Where is Easeman?

“In the inner office”

Ham himsdf closed the door, and surreptitioudy operated the lock, fixing it so that the door would not
fagten. The lawyer wanted the way open for Doc Savage to enter, dong with Monk, and overhear what
was to be said.



Ham was guided into the inner office, a rich room fitted with a large desk, upholstered business chairs,
filing cabinets and a leather divan.

“Easeman is on the divan,” Old Bonepicker advised.

Ham looked at the divan and fdt the short hairs on his nape ir, Imply because there was nothing
whatever on the divan but a dressng such as might have been over a wound. This lay a little above the
leather of the divan. It was dtogether ghodtly.

Ham said, “Mr. Easeman, do you fed well enough to tak?”’
There was aloud bang from the outer room, asif the door had dammed.

Ham hdf turned. Then he watched the divan. A large and busnesdike revolver lifted from behind the
couch and pointed at Ham.

“l am Easeman,” a voice sad from the divan. “You cannot see me, but you can see this gun. You will
gand perfectly ill.”

“A trick,” Ham exploded.

“Exactly!” said Old Bonepicker's voice. “I was surprised that you fdl for it.”

Ham snapped. “Why not? | wanted to find out what it was dl about.”

“You damned wel know what itisal about,” said P. Treve Easeman's voice,

There were more sounds from the outer office. Then the voice of the girl, Ada Easeman, called out.

“Come and hdp ud” she appeded. “I think Doc Savage and another man came indde after Ham. They
areinvishle”

HAM stood perfectly ill, for it seemed the best thing to do. Easeman heaved up from the divan. A
sheking of the gun indicated the man was enfeebled.

“I will watch this lawyer,” he said. “Bonepicker, you take care of Doc Savage.”

Bonepicker backed away—crushing of the rug nap showed that—and entered the outer office. Ada
Easeman was there, with arevolver. Russel Wray was adso present, and likewise armed. They had ther
backs to the door. Their eyes were fixed on the gpparently empty office.

“Where is Doc Savage and the other one?’ Old Bonepicker asked.
“In here somewhere,” the girl replied.

Wray now removed the key from the outer door. He and the gifl separated, bent over and picked up
corners of the rug. It was obvious that the room had been prepared before-hand for just such a
procedure.

Old Bonepicker dammed the door at his own back, dosing the office.

The rug covered mogt of the floor area. It was lifted and, like a huge net, brought forward. An ingtant
later, it was evident an invisble man had been netted.



Wray yelled, hurled the rug over the unseen one, and sprang atop the squirming bulk.

A pained howl came out of the rug. No one who had ever heard that voice would have trouble identifying
it again.

“It'sthe one cadled Monk!” barked Old Bonepicker. “Get him!”

All three of them hurled upon Monk. In the terrific fight that followed, the invisble Monk tore the rug and
nearly managed to escape.

Wray hammered madly with his gun. It struck something that sounded like wood. The struggles ceased.
“Hit him on the head!” Wray rapped triumphantly.

They got cords and proceeded to tie the unconscious Monk. Wray then secured a bottle of ink and
poured it on the captive, thus making some of hisoutlines vishle

A search was pushed for Doc Savage. They lifted the rug in the inner office and advanced carefully, as if
saning. The result was a blank.

“But he must have comein!” Old Bonepicker ingsted queruloudy.

They searched again. They went over the office with infinite care, and even sained a amdl washroom
which adjoined the inner sanctum. They lifted the washroom window and looked out, sheking their heads
when they saw the sheer expanse of bricks outside.

Ham watched them in noncommittal slence. When they entered the washroom, he held his breath. He
knew something they did not suspect. He had seen the washroom door open furtivdly and close with
infinite Slence, after which he thought he had heard the window open and close. Ham rather suspected
that Doc Savage had departed by that route.

“What are you going to do with me?’ Ham demanded.

RUSSEL WRAY came over and glared at the dapper lawyer. Wray's face was sullen, and his lip, which
hed been injured in the brawling the night before, had swollen, cocking his white mustache up.

Thegirl came over and stood beside Wray. She was dill garbed in her emerdd evening gown, but it was
showing the effects of strenuous action. The wrinkled state of the frock seemed to detract no whit from
her unquestionable beauty.

“Doc Savage isthe chief of theinvisble horde,” Wray said.

Ham snorted. “You are wasting your time trying to kid me. You are mixed up in it yoursdf! Tha came
out & Old Bonepicker's house.”

“If you mean wha the liar, Marikan, said, you are misaken!” the gil snapped. “We did not handcuff
him.”

“Marikanisdead,” Ham said.
Wray sniffed unbdievingly. “Who killed hm?’
“Teegraph Edmunds” Ham advised. “No doubt you know that very wel.”



Thegirl and Wray exchanged glances.

“Heislying, of course,” the girl said. “Doc Savage is a scientific wizard, and no doubt discovered bow to
make men invisble and is now trying to cashinon it.”

Thetones of P. Treve Easeman interrupted. “Well, question this fdlow and find out where Doc Savage
has his machine for meking men invisble”

“Dont think we won't do that!” Wray said grimly.

They grasped Ham and smashed him down on the leather divan and tied him securdly, then expended
severd minutesintrying to catch the pig, Habeas. The porker, however, proved so agile that they were
forced to permit im to remain & large.

Old Bonepicker asked, “What will we do with this lawyer fdlow if he will not talk?”

“The same thing that we will do with him in any event,” said P. Treve Easeman—+turn him over to the
police”

Ham frowned. Suddenly he lifted his voice to its greatest volume, which was surprising, for he had trained
himsdf to make his naturd voice carry to the limits of the largest courtrooms.

“Doc!” he shouted. “They're going to turn me over to the police when they are done! | believe they are
honedtly trying to find the chief of the invisble men!”

Chapter XVI. THE SPOOK DETECTOR

DOC SAVAGE heard the shout emitted by Ham, and understood the words, a fact which influenced his
future procedure to a marked degree.

The outside of the skyscraper was not as insurmountable as it had appeared to the girl and Wray. One
skilled inthe art of the so-called “humen fly,” and possessed of nerve and unnaurdly strong fingers, can
dimb a surface which would baffle the layman. It is the combination of height and the fear of faling which
defeats them, rather than the lack of finger purchases.

The bronze man was near a window to which he had gone from time to time to rest. Since he was
invighle, it was not necessary for him to worry about being seen. He clambered to the window now. The
office beyond was full of stenographers and clerks at work.

Doc Savage placed a pdm againg the pane and managed to shake the window so that it made
condderable noise. This disgusted a clerk and the fdlow came over, lifted the window in an endeavor to
see what was wrong, and Doc Savage dipped indde.

It was impossible to avoid brushing againg the clerk, and this startled the latter, dthough not to the point
that he redlized what had happened.

An elevator operator answered what he mugt have concluded was a fake cdl; and on the twefth floor,
where there was another ring, a woman got on with a dog, and the canine behaved very srangdy going
down; howling and barking, much to the mydification of its owner.

Doc Savage experimented with the dog, bending over and touching it, and it was evident that the animd
knew of his presence only because of the sense of amdll, and was unable to see him.



Out on the street, the bronze man found the sdewaks completdly filled with noontime crowds. So thick
was the throng that he had difficulty avoiding persons. This problem he solved by getting behind a
uniformed policeman who seemed bent for some definite destination. There was a cleared space for
waking behind the cop, due to the indinct which makes people indinctively step wide of a policeman.

Doc caused an uproar in the subway gation, more from absentmindedness than anything else. From
force of habit, in leaving the staion uptown, he passed out through one of the turngtiles. The man in the
ticket booth saw the dile turn, and was quickwitted enough to redize the truth. He emitted a series of
howls which filled the station with uniformed officers, but not before Doc Savage was safdly on his way.

On the street, he discovered it highly dangerous to jaywalk, and but by the grace of an agile legp did he
escape the whed s of a speeding motorist. He landed in a puddle of gutter water, and inwaking on, left a
procession of wet footprints. These were seen by a woman who promptly fainted, and a bedlam of
ydling went up.

Doc raced to the nearest newsstand and wiped his feet on newspapers while the proprietor stood il
and ydled histerror. After that, no tracks were deposited.

Doc then dung to an open trolley car, stepped from there to a taxicab fender without touching the
ground, and dighted when the taxi turned onto another street, thus thwarting any endeavor to use
bloodhounds to trail him.

Hefindly reached the skyscraper which housed his headquarters.

THE guards and netting turndtiles were ill in place before the doors, and only persons who could prove
occupancy of the building, and those with urgent business, were being admitted. Doc Savage did not
attempt to wrangle hisway insde.

He sought a marine store near by which sold yacht supplies, and since atempting to purchase an aticle
would only have caused great excitement, he appropriated a amdl grapple and a hank of stout ling, which
he would pay for later. He got these out through the rear door without any one naticing thet they were
seamingly floating inthin air.

Alleyways, sde doors, and even the ruse of holding the package so close to the Sde of a pedestrian that
it would seem he was carrying it, got Doc into a department store building across the street from the
skyscraper which held his headquarters. He worked to the roof of this.

There were many offices unoccupied for the day in the skyscraper across the street, due to the difficulty
inganing admission and the quite naturd disndination of persons to put themsaves in proximity with the
invighle menace.

Doc sdlected a window which was open, waited until he was sure the office behind it was not occupied,
and hurled the grapple, to one end of which the line had been made fast.

It was not athrow that required supernatura ability, but it did take nice cdculating, and Doc missed the
firg time. The dang of the hook drew people to windows, dthough Doc got hook and rope back before
they saw it. He waited until they went away, then tried again, and succeeded.

The hook caught on the sl insde. He tested with a yank that put far more strain than his weight on the
rope. Then he made the other end of the line fast about a ventilator.

In swinging out over the street, Doc kept a tight grip on the rope, so that, should the grapple give, he



would be ready to ding to the line and attempt to break his smashing swing againg the other building. But
the crossing was without such incident.

He entered the office, let imsdf out, and rode an devator secretly to the eighty-sixth floor. The door of
his office was barred with wire, and the corridor was filled with armed men. Doc withdrew to the floor
below, where there was a secret door back of a fire cabinet which gave to a ladder leading up to the
laboratory room.

A moment later, he was in the laboratory.

SOME sx men were present in the laboratory. None of them were young, and they dl had the
appearance of men who had devoted their lives to learning. They were going over the apparatus in the
laboratory, hendling the contrivances ddlicately, congregating around the more advanced devices,
atempting to ascertain ther nature.

“One of the most remarkable collections of scientific apparatus in existence, no doubt,” said the man, and
waved an am to indude dl of the great room. “You might say that here is concentrated the learning of
men since the beginning of time. No wonder this man Savage is considered to be something of a menta
marvel.”

“I would give a good many years of my life for this |aboratory,” sad another. “With it, marvels can be
accomplished, true enough. Take, for instance, this device for light andyds of metds. In a few minutes, it
can equa the work of hours by ordinary methods.”

Doc Savage advanced. He had come to the laboratory to get a portable kit, property of the homdy
Monk, which was probably one of the most complete chemicd andys's and compounding units of its Sze
in existence. The bronze man took hdf a dozen steps, paused, and his eyes rested seadily on a glass
shdf.

There was an ordinary electroscope on the shdlf. Its leaves were sanding apart.

Doc Savage retreated. The eectroscope leaves came together dightly. He advanced. The leaves flew
apart.

FOR along time the invisble giant stood there, considering the el ectroscope phenomena. The device was
affected, of course, by datic dectricity, and would behave vaioudy in the presence of radioactive
materids. Obvioudy, the bronze man's body, initsinvisble state, was giving off an emanation, or perhaps
was only impregnated with a Satic charge, which affected the el ectroscope.

Doc Savage tried various experiments, unnoticed by the scientists who were going over the equipment.
He grounded his body. This seemed to have no effect on the reaction of the electroscope. When he had
finished, he knew that he had a hand a detector which would indicate the presence of invisble men.

There was more than one electroscope in the laboratory, and Doc Savage gathered together a number of
these, usng cotton to pad them, and insarting them in a stout carton which he carried down into the
Secret entrance.

Due to the necessity of accomplishing his misson without being observed, he was delayed fully an hour.
Theline by which he had crossed the street was thin and up high, and had escaped notice. Carrying the



box of electroscopes and Monk's portable [aboratory, which was contained in metd cases, Doc Savage
was dmog across the rope before he—the load, rather—was seen from the street below. A cop,
unusudly aert, was the discoverer. He cut loose indantly with his gun. With mad haste, Doc swung the
remaining distance.

Nor did he tarry in the department store. Racing down from the roof, he ran to the eevators. The smple
gght of the metd boxes and package floating into the elevator was enough to send dl other occupants
flesing. Doc ran the cage down.

Police guards were dready at the street doors. Doc sought the rear, found a window and managed to
drop through without damaging his burden. There was ataxi stand at the corner, and one of the machines
was unoccupied.

Doc placed his burden in the driverless cab, then entered a cigar store which had a telephone booth from
which the cab could be watched. There was no one near the telephone. He dided police headquarters.

“Thisis Doc Savage” he sad. “Ordinary electroscopes can be used to detect the presence of the
invishble men. 1ssue them to your policemen. Next to that, bloodhounds are your best bet.”

He pressed the hook down on a storm of excited questions. Next, he looked up the number of P. Treve
Easeman's downtown office in the directory, then dided and got an answer. 1t was Old Bonepicker who
replied.

“How are my assstants, Monk and Ham?' Doc asked.

Old Bonepicker swore.

“They haven' talked, and we are going to turn them over to the police!” he squeaked.
“Very wel,” Doc told him. “I merdly wished to ascertain that they were safe.”

Over the telephone, he heard Monk and Ham both ydl out smultaneoudy in perfectly hedthy voices
apparently by way of showing that they were not greatly damaged.

The wire went dead as Old Bonepicker hung up.

Chapter XVII. SEIZURE
OLD BONEPICKER glared at the telephone angrily after he had cracked the receiver back in place.

“The nerve of that big fdlow!” He gritted.

Attractive Ada Easeman, ganding a Old Bonepicker's elbow, asked doubtfully, “Could it be that Doc
Savageis not the head of this gang after dl?’

“Baogh!” Old Bonepicker snorted. “Y ou're letting his looks sway you!”

For that, the young woman sniffed at the spot where Old Bonepicker, absolutely invisble, was standing.
“What are you going to do?’ she asked.

“Cdl the police,” said Old Bonepicker. “That's what we should have done long ago.”

The telephone lifted from the desk in ghodly fashion as he picked it up, the receiver jumped from the



hook, and he requested the number of police headquarters. He seemed to have a good knowledge of
who was who in the department, for he cdled for the detective bureau chief of that district by name.

“We are halding two of Doc Savage's men in the office of P. Treve Easeman,” he said, and gave the
exact location of the office. “We aso have some information that will help you. Better come & once.”

“Are these two Doc Savage assstants invishle?’ asked the detective.
“One of themis” said Old Bonepicker.
“Brother, well be right over!” the lavman roared, and dammed the telephone down on the desk.

The police detective upset his chair, such was his hagte in arisng. There were buttons on his desk for
summoning subordinates. He pounded these.

“Two of Doc Savage's men being held!” he ydled.
Then he gave the address of Easeman's office.

The words were loud, caculated to carry to dl of the policemen rushing into the room in answer to the
buzzer summons.

A fractiond moment later, a wadded chunk of paper near the door changed postion, as if it had been
kicked. There was no one near. The rear stairway had not been dusted recently, and fresh tracks
appeared mygterioudy in the dust. That was dl that indicated the movement of an invisble man—until the
door of a parked sedan down the street came open.

“By hanging around the police department, | got a line on two of Doc Savage's men, if not on Doc
Savage himsdf!” said the voice of Teegraph Edmunds. “The two are being held in Easeman's office. Get
down there, quick!”

There was a driver in the seat of the car. His face was an unusud brown color, and a close scrutiny
would have shown that it was not his face at dl which showed, but a covering of very thin rubber, a
hoodlike mask which could be drawn on and taken off. He wore goggles to disguise the empty holes that
were his eyes, and his hands were encased in gloves. Only a more than casud ingpection would have
shown the truth.

The sedan hurtled away from the curbing. Voices indicated at least hdf a dozen men in the rear and
possibly some dinging to the running boards, but those who looked into the car saw an apparently empty
meachine

The party of invisble men got into the P. Treve Easeman office building without atracting attention, and
filched rides on an devator. On the cage, they had a mishap. It chanced that dl other passengers dighted
before the Easeman floor was reached.

“Twenty-eight,” said Teegraph Edmunds, thinking to deceive the operator.

But the operator looked around, saw the empty cage and let out a screech, guessing ingantly who his
passengers were. The unlucky attendant was dugged, beaten into insenghility, and his car run on up.

TELEGRAPH EDMUNDS knocked boldly on the Easeman office door.
“Whoisit?" asked Ada Easeman.



“Policdd” boomed Telegraph.

Ada Easeman unlocked the door. Indantly, Telegraph's invisble companions hit it, baitering it open. The
grl cried out, but she might as wdl have saved her breath, for the unseen assalants flooded into the
offices. In a moment they had found Old Bonepicker and Easeman, smply because they wielded guns,
hoping to see a target, and the weapons marked their positions so that they could be seized.

Russd Wray was caught flat-footed and knocked down before he could resist effectively. The gil was
aso floored by main strength.

“Beautiful!” chuckled Teegraph Edmunds. “Beautiful! 1t could not have worked out better. Now we only
have to get Doc Savage.”

“Oh!” exdamed Ada Easeman. “Then heis not working with you?’
Teegraph snorted. “He's working on ud”

No time was wasted. The prisoners, visble and invishle, were bound and gagged, and the purloined
elevator was employed to carry them, not to the lobby, but to the basement leve, from whence they
were spirited, by great good luck and much caution, out into the sedan. They were forced to lie on the
floor.

Asthe sedan pulled away, police cars came down the street, Srens screaming. There was an extremely
large force of officers, the gathering of which probably accounted for the delay. They dighted, and
jointed hands in a line across the front of the office building. Tharr superiors went up, to have ther
confidence shattered when they found their birds had been removed.

Hdf an hour later, the story was in the newspapers. In the newspapers dso was the maiter of the
telephone cdl concerning the electroscopes which Doc Savage had made. One tabloid had sent a squad
of reporters out with an electroscope, and the leaves of the thing flew apart when they neared the firs
bank, indicating an invisble man. The latter had escaped, however, but not until there had been quite an
uproar.

Theinvisble man had no doubt been standing by, trying to figure out a way of getting into the bank. The
bank promptly closed, announcing it would do no more business until the invisble man menace was
Squashed.

The newsboys, such of them as had not aready howled themsdlves hoarse, ran about crying the new
developments.

Doc Savage heard the shouting, and read the tory over a fa man's shoulder. The bronze man did the
reading by spurts, devoting mogt of his atention to the sedan bearing Tdegraph Edmunds and his
prisoners.

Doc had arrived at the Easeman office just in time to follow the raiders and their captives down to the
sedan. Doc had ridden dinging to the tire carrier.

THE sedan was waiting before the entrance of a private garage in the uptown section of the city, a rather
respectable residence didrict, and one of the invisble men had no doubt gone indde to open the door
and admit the car.

Doc Savage waited. The street was quiet, dthough far from deserted, and treffic rolled dowly. On the



nearest corner, three or four houses away, there was a subway dation, the entrance newly constructed,
but the entry was boarded over. This was evidently a part of the newly constructed subway system, not
yet opened to the public.

The subway ventilating gratings were spaced dong the sdewak. Out of these came the moan of a train.
Doc Savage, who knew the subterranean tracks were not carrying passenger trains as yet, decided it
mug be awork train.

The garage door opened, unlocked from the interior. Doc Savage sdled up dongsde the sedan as it
began to move. It was fortunate that he had gone immediately to the Easeman office.

The car passed into what seemed to be a very ordinary garage, stopped, and the driver got out. He
removed the tight rubber facid mask, which was probably uncomfortable and pulled off his chauffeur's
coat. He discarded his hat. The result, a pair of shoes and trousers parading about, was uncanny to a
point where even the invisble men themsdves were affected.

“Befish or fowl, guy!” a voice suggested. “Either get them pants and shoes off, or put on some more
clothes. Y ou give me the creeps!”

The chauffeur chuckled and kicked off his trousers. They had scarcely dropped to the garage floor when
aclock ingde the house struck twice.

“Two o'clock,” said Teegrgph Edmunds. “We had better get ingde. Our men will be dropping in. They
are dl to be here by four.”

“What's the ides?’ some one asked.

“Conference,” said Teegraph. “Weve got to plan tomorrow's work. Well operate in New York
tomorrow, then dhift to Chicago. That way, no extended preparations can be made for our capture. Two
daysin Chicago, and we will shift to another town.”

A man announced, “Say, I'm hungry. How we gonna work this eating business?’

“Go ahead and eat, but lightly,” Telegraph directed. “Y oull find that the food is visble in your mouth and
throat but after it gets down, it dmogt indantly disappears. That is, unless you load up on grub. Do not
eat much more then the equivadent of a sandwich.”

“Thisbeing invisbleis afunny business” another offered. “1'd like to know more about it.”

“The big chief will show up at the four o'clock conference,” Teegrgph advised. “Ask him the questions.
He's the guy who discovered the process.”

“You sure he's actudly got a machine that will make us visble again?’ asked a skeptic.

“Pogtive” said Telegraph. “I've been through it. The thing works to perfection and only requires a few
moments”

“That's swell,” said the other. “1 don't fancy thislife of a spook any too much. | don't think my girl friend
would likeit.”

“You keep away from the girl friend,” snapped Telegraph.
“Dont worry,” snorted the other, “she wouldnt stick around me like | am now.”

The prisoners were being hauled out of the sedan.



“Whet'll we do with these?’ an invighle man asked.

“Hold them until the chief gets here at four,” directed Telegrgph Edmunds.

A MAN asked, “What about the swag weve annexed?’

“That is being concealed a various places, and the chief is kegping a record on his person,” Tdegraph
explained. “Wewill divideit up later.”

The captives were carried into a room, bare of furniture and dusty. They were deposited roughly on the
floor and their bindings examined.

Teegraph Edmunds cdled four names and the owners answered.

“You four watch the prisoners,” Tdegraph directed. “I'll sation others about. We don't want them getting
away.”

“Ligen,” a men interrupted. “What about the bags for carrying the loot? | didn't have any today, and a
cop damned near got me by shoating a a necklace | had snatched off an old dame.”

“In the next room,” Telegraph stated, “Come on and | will show them to you.”

The showing process proved to be one of feding rather. The invisble men went to a corner and touched
piles of rough fabric which fdt not unlike chain mail, and which was absolutely invishle to the naked eye.

“Seemsto be metd,” some one grunted.

“Itismetd,” Telegraph answered. “I know that much about it. Seems that the boss tried lots of different
things but decided on this dloy because it was lighter and besides, could be made invisble easier. It's
just acloth woven out of flexible wires.”

They left the pile after a time and went into another room, where they spread themsdves on chairs,
quarrding mildy when a man would chance to sdect a chair in which another had dready deposited
himsdlf.

However, some fifteen minutes later, a man did decide to go to the pile of invisble loot containers and get
one, dating his purpose was to handle the thing to get its fed, so that he could manipulate the thing more
readily.

“Get 30 | can find the mouth of the bag easy,” he said.

He was not an unusudly discerning individua, hence his sense of touch did not inform him that the pile of
bags was somewhat amdler than it had been afew minutes earlier.

Chapter XVIIl. UNMAKER OF SPOOKS

THERE was much wonder on the part of the city when the depredations of the invishble legion ceased
shortly before four o'clock that afternoon, athough it did not dawn immediately—except to the police
department, who had been swamped by cdls dl day—that the manipulations of the spook horde had
stopped. The policemen could not understand it, and did little but snatch time for hurried sandwiches.



In assembling at the uptown house where Monk, Ham and the other prisoners had been taken, the
invishle men used more than average caution, for not once was their presence detected.

Nearly thirty of them gathered. It was not a large number, congdering the furor they had raised, but they
were not ordinary criminads. They were clever, the pick of Telegraph Edmundss large acquaintance of
confidence men, swindlers and other crooks of more than average ability. Any one could have donned
auitable attire and mingled with the best society. There was not a mug among them.

They were a happy crew, but they kept their spirits down until they were ingde the house, and even then,
they did not permit ther laughter to become too boisterous.

Asone put it: “Weve got the world by thetall, as long as we can keep from getting stepped on.”

A few seconds after four o'clock, there was something of a commotion as an invisble men of more
importance than the others arrived.

“The big chief, the man with brains enough to work thisal out,” Telegraph Edmunds announced.
The newcomer voiced no word.
“Do you want to outline future plans, chief?” Telegraph asked.

Something was evidently whispered in Telegraph's ear by the leader, something none of the others heard,
for Telegraph cleared his throat and began to speak rapidly.

“Our operations so far have been highly profitable,” he declared. “We have gathered a& a consarvative
edimate some twenty millions of dollarsin the course of the day. The newspapers are daiming that it is a
great deal more, but it is actudly around that sum which, however, may shrink somewhat before we turn
itinto hard cash.”

Tdegraph was somewhat of a palitician and knew how to keep his men happy, as wel as encourage
them to future efforts, for he now launched into a brief review of the more profitable crimes of the day,
handing out praise to the participants. The meeting was developing into a regular conference.

Voices were kept low. The house was gloomy, and seemingly unoccupied, the doors being closed; the
lookouts—one at each door—did not gtir about, or even peer out into the Street.

Perhaps that was a mistake. They would hardly have seen anything. But they might have heard some
dight, dthough interesting sounds.

Doc Savage, who had been away from the house urtil dightly after four o'clock, was back again.

THE bronze man had purloined a ddivery truck—hardly theft, because the vehicle belonged to a bakery
concern inwhich he had a large interest. He had equipped himsdf with trousers, a ragged topcoat and a
het, and had walked boldly into a drug store and gotten grease paint from the section devoted to the sde
of theetrical supplies. The grease paint had outlined his features with passable ditinctness.

He had experienced more difficulty in getting what the truck held—coils of heavy insulated copper cable.
There was an dley near by, and he parked the truck in this. No greet labor was entaled in hoiging the
insulated cable to the roof.

Doc Savage worked swiftly. He located an dectric power line and hooked on to it with his cables, which



were in turn connected to high-frequency spark coils The latter, the bronze man had carried from an
eectricd supply house on lower Broadway.

From the coils, the copper cables were conducted to doors and windows of the house. There, the
bronze man operated more paingtakingly, employing a materid which was as invishble as he himsdf, for
he had removed dothing and grease paint.

When he had finished, he had strung over the doors and windows strands of the invishle metd fabric
from which the loot bags had been woven. He went over dl connections, meking sure the insulated
cables were connected to the invisble metd strands in the proper manner.

He hurried to a telephone in a drug store and caled the same policeman to whom he had earlier given the
informetion regarding the effectiveness of the eectroscopes. He imparted the address of the house in
which Telegraph Edmunds and the invisble legion were gathered.

“All of theinvisble men are there,” he advised. “Do not try to raid the place. Block the adjacent Streets
and rooftops with woven-wire fencing. Allow no loopholes whatever. Station men with spray guns, filled
with ink or paint. Assemble your dogs. Have tear gas and laughing gas. In short, take every possble
precaution.”

The police officd was slent for atime.

“Thisisnot agag? he asked. “You know, your finger prints have been found on the scene of crime after
crime which these invighle men have committed.”

Doc Savage hurriedly explained about the finger tip impressions taken while he was unconscious.
“All right,” said the officer.

“How many men can you assemble?’ Doc asked.

“Hve thousand,” sad the other.

“Not enough,” Doc told him. “Cdl on the Brooklyn navy yad and the locd amy posts for
reénforcements. If this attempt to corner the invisble men fals there will probably never be another
chance.”

The offidd debated again. “I will have plenty of men.”

Doc Savage hung up, went to a fire escape which he had lowered in the dley, and dimbed to the roof.
He waked through a clugter of pigeons; they obvioudy did not see him, for they did not fly.

There was aroof hatch, closed but not fastened. Doc Savage opened it.
A guard below heard the opening and growled, “What the hel?’
“Careful!” Doc hissed. “I think Doc Savage is around here somewhere.”
“Yeah?' rasped the other. “Where?’

Doc had located the invisble man by his voice. He struck once, then again, then lunged with open ams
and grasped the unconscious man before he could fdl.

Doc descended dairs.



TELEGRAPH EDMUNDS had finished the preliminaries of histalk, and had neared the end of the plan
to raid Chicago.

“Are there any questions?’ he asked.
“What about the prisoners?’ some one demanded.

“We might as wdl dispose of them,” Telegraph said. “And that reminds me There's something | want to
ask Old Bonepicker.”

The captives were now ordered hauled into the room, and Telegraph Edmunds found Old Bonepicker by
the smple expedient of kicking each of the invisble prisoners and ligening to them groan. He leaned over
Old Bonepicker.

“Remember that fight at the airport, when | split my gang and part of them took off in the plane?” he
snapped. “The plane got in the ar, and something happened to it. An invisble man came down in a
parachute. That was you, wasn't it? You caused that plane to crash and kill my men?’

Old Bonepicker made a snarling sound.

“They tried to kill me after they found me!” he grated. “Could | help it if the pilot, the only flier aboard,
got knocked out in the scrap, and | dived overboard with the only parachute?’

“So that's the way it was,” Telegrgph grunted. “Y ou're going to pay for that!”

If he expected a response from Old Bonepicker, he was disgppointed. The dderly finandier returned only
dlence

“Aw, blazed” somebody said. “Let's get it over with.”
A maninthe back of the room spoke up.

“Onething we ain'tt discussed,” he sad dryly. “And that's how we're gonna make oursaves visble agan.
Boy, that's an important point as far as I'm concerned.”

“You sad it,” declared another. “If we have to day invishle, a fine chance weve got to enjoy the
proceeds of this little scheme. I'm beginning to get a fird-class idea of why nobody ever heard of a
chearful ghost”

Tdegraph Edmunds laughed.

“Would you fed any better,” he demanded, “if you saw the apparatus which will make you vishle
agan?’
“l sure would!” the man said.

“The door to theright,” Telegraph directed. “Wak down the steps you will find, and open the door &t the
bottom.”

The command was complied with, the amount of scuffling, jostling and growled comments indicating that
mogt of the invigble men were going to see the device. They descended to a large basement room.

In the center of the room stood a complicated affar, congding, a a firg glance, of high-voltage



transformers, many coails, a long cylinder, and numerous eectricad vaves of the type used to generate
Rontgen and other rays.

Teegraph Edmunds advanced.

“It is ample)” he said. “All of the operations are synchronized. You smply throw the switch and put
yoursdf in that cylinder and stay there until you are visble again.” Teegraph raised his voice dightly.
“Ian't thet right chief? Y ou made the jigger.”

A voice replied, “That isright. And now, the prisoners should be finished.”
They went back. The firg man in the room where the captives should have been emitted a vidlent yell.
There was no trace of the prisoners, dl of whom had been tightly bound and gagged.

TELEGRAPH EDMUNDS, a a hissed suggedtion from the mysterious chief of the raiders, dashed
forward, shouting commands to the door guards. He had not taken many steps when there cracked out
the sound of aloud blow. Telegraph fdl heavily. He was not out, however.

“Watch it!” he bellowed.

Theinvisble men spread out. One cried out as he was dugged, and flalled about. He hit some one, friend
or foe he knew not, and was struck back in return. Twenty seconds of that saw the room in an uproar.

Doc Savage cirded waily, lashing out with his figss He knew Monk and Old Bonepicker were
somewhere in the room. Doc had freed them while the vishility device was being inspected. P. Treve
Easeman, the gil and Russd Wray were in a Sout closet, the door of which they had secured on the
ingde, if they had followed ingtructions.

A chair lifted from the floor, swung and cracked down on an invisble head. The rungs splintered. Monk
bawled out wrathfully as some one hit him a blow.

Then an invisble man came charging from the direction of the door.

“The place is surrounded!” he squalled. “Cops! Soldiers! Sailord A million of 'em! They've got woven
wire up in the streets and on the buildingd”

The fighting in the room stopped as if by magic, ample proof that the invishle legion had been mauling
each other.

“They're wise to this placel” Telegraph Edmunds ydled. “Wed better blow!”
A man walled, “If they've got the place surrounded, how are we gonna get out?’
“Easy,” sad Teegraph. “We took care of that.”

Barking orders, Teegraph Edmunds now backed down the dairs to the room which held the vighility
apparatus. There was a door across the chamber, and he opened it. A doping tunnd was disclosed.

“Go down,” he directed.
One of the invisble men barked, “ Can't we take that jigger dong?’



"What jigger?’

“The contraption to make us vishle again.”

“Not a chance” Telegraph advised.

“But can another one be made?” the man wanted to know.

“Of course,” Telegraph retorted. “Jugt like well make another machine to cause men to become invisble,
when we get around to it. Isn't that right?’

“Correct,” said the voice of the leader. “Now, waste no more time. | will reman here until the last. Then,
before | leave, | will smash this vighility device, in order that it may not fdl into the hands of this Doc
Savage”

The men began scrambling into the tunnd, feding with ther hands to keep from trampling on each other.
Tdegraph Edmunds waited until the last.

“That's dl, chief,” he informed.
“Go yoursdf,” directed the leader. “I will follow.”
Tdegraph Edmunds grunted naisly as he wedged his plump bulk into the rather narrow tunnd.

A moment later, alarge pipe wrench lifted from a bench which held toolsin the corner. It floated through
the air toward the ddicate mechaniam in the center of the floor, then lifted asif to strike. But it never fdl.

There was a ifled gasp, then a blow, and the wrench fdl to the floor.

“Glory be!” Monk snorted. “Doc, | figured you were waiting for him to do something to show where he
wes.”

THE bronze man said rapidly, “I will follow them done. They will expect their chief, and if they chdlenge
me, | will try to imitate his voice.”

“Swdl,” Monk replied. “And I'm gonnafix this baby so that hell deep for awhile”

There was arobust whack, asif afis had collided soundly with a jaw, as Monk made sure their prisoner
would remain unconscious.

Doc Savage entered the tunndl. He was forced to turn side-wise to pass his shoulders through, and this
made progress somewhat difficult, snce the floor doped steeply. He became conscious of a fant
rumbling sound. Then he redlized the cause.

He came out in an arched cavern as wide as a dity street and which stretched away an infinite distance in
dther direction. It was the tunnd of the newmly completed subway.

Teegraph Edmunds halled Doc Savage sharply: “That you, chief?’
Doc assumed the voice he had heard.
“Let's get going,” he sad shortly.

“0. K.,” sad Telegraph. “I've started the boys out to the east.”



Doc Savage got in the middle of the tracks and ran. Ahead, the tunnd doped downward sharply, and the
bronze man knew that the decline meant that it was leading under the river. Some three quarters of a mile
ahead, the tunnd came up again and there was a gation exit by which the invisble men no doubt intended

to depart.

Doc stopped abruptly. The roaring noise he had heard was growing louder. It was a train, a work train
possibly, coming from behind.

“Careful!” he cdled suddenly. “There is not much room in the tunne to et thet train pass.”
Tdegraph Edmunds swore harshly, then grated, “Well fix that!”

Stacked beside the tracks, and arrayed neetly between the supports between the two lines of rails, were
numerous pieces of meta equipment—tools not yet hauled away by the subway contractor, Telegraph
Edmunds howled orders, and these tools were seized and thrown upon the rals.

Doc Savage started to order a stop, but held the words back, redizing they would betray his presence.

“Run!” Telegraph howled when he decided enough objects littered the track to guarantee deraling the
train. “Get down the tunnd far enough to be out of danger. And keep going!”

Theinvisble men began running away.

Doc Savage did not fallow, but raced back and began throwing the litter off the track. He dammed metd
bars againg the third rail that ordinarily conducted the eectric power, but nothing happened. Current had
not yet been turned on, and the approaching train was either motorized or carried its own batteries.

Theroaring of the train increased. Doc was dready moving faster than he could recdl ever having moved
before. But there was a great quantity of suff on the tracks.

The train's headlight spouted whitely. The train did not dacken speed, the motorman evidently faling at
fird to didinguish the crowbars and pipes which composed mog of the array on the rails. Then he
dammed on the brakes.

A tremendous shrieking of whedls on rails filled the tunnd. Doc Savage saw he could not clear the Suff
away intime, and gaveit up. He sprinted madly, reached the hole which led to the tunnd through which
the invisble men had come, and dived ingde.

The tran moaned past. The bronze man scrambled with wild haste.

Came a gresat crashing and rending from the tunndl.

WHAT happened was a brand of judtice, if harsh. The motorman did not quite pay with his life for not
seaing the obgtruction intime, but it was weeks before he left a hospitd. The locomotive jumped the rals,
angled sdewise, hit the row of supports between the rails and knocked these over like straws until,
because the posts were anchored more solidly at the bottom then at the top, the locomotive climbed up
on its rear trucks and poked its snout out through the dtreet, overturning two motor cars and vesly
exdting policemen in the cordon about the vidnity.

Thefallowing cars of the train were loaded with sted rails. They smashed forward with irresstible force.
Squeezing past the locomoative, they piled crosswise of the tunnd, and due to their tremendous power,
rammed through the tunnd's retaining walls.



They hit a water main. It was aman some four feet in diameter, carrying high pressure, and when it burd,
aNiagara was unleashed in the tunnd. The water spouted, flooded, and since there was nowhere ese for
it to go, it ran down the doping tunnd toward the river, rigng more than waist deep.

Tdegraph Edmunds and hisinvisble men heard it coming. They cried out in horror. It was doubtful if any
one heard their screams, for the flood made a deafening noise.

It was even doubted in some quarters that the invishle men perished; but that doubt subsided in the
course of two or three weeks, when the tunnd was findly pumped dry. The bodies, after being in the
water that long, were not exactly invishle, but rather looked somewhat like large oceany jdlyfish.

Doc Savage, with a good idea of what would be found after he looked into the tunnd and saw the water
gpouting from the main, retreated to the basement.

Chapter XIX. DEATH DEVICE

REACHING the subterranean room which held the apparatus for bringing back vighility, Doc Savage
discovered the homdy Monk as large as life and perfectly visble

Monk, it appeared, had put himsdf through the machine. He was drawing on a pair of trousers.

“l found these in a closat,” he advised, then grinned widely. “I hereby resgn from the spook legion. |
don't care for thelife”

P. Treve Easeman and Old Bonepicker, it developed, had dready been through the apparatus, and had
donned dathing. Doc Savage, sudying the pair, saw that Old Bonepicker was indeed the plump,
jovid-looking member of the pair, in spite of his aged voice.

Doc Savage himsdf got into the machine. Monk threw the master switch. The sensation of what
happened was somewhat blurred to the bronze man, but he was conscious of much blue light and a
tingling which suffused his whole body, at times, dmogt ataining the violence of a pain. Then he began to
See his own contour.

When he left the apparatus, he was normd again, dthough feding rather as if he had just experienced a
vidlent chill which had |eft some fever.

Hefound a pair of trousersin the pile which would serve, dthough they terminated well above his ankles.
Ada Easeman and Russel Wray appeared. They looked shaken, but showed no Sgns of serious damage.
Ham followed them a moment later.

“Cops are outsdel” he rapped. “I told them not to come in for a while. Looks like they're convinced
now that you are not mixed up with the invisble legion.”

Then he retreated.

Monk said loudly, “And now I'm gonna put the guy who invented these traps through his own mill, and
see what he looks like”

The homdly chemigt fdt about on the floor, located the unconscious chief of the invisble men, and with
some grunting and sraining, got the fdlow into the apparatus. He stepped back and threw the switch.
Ingtantly, there was a great hissng and crackling and a play of unearthly blue haze, interspersed with



regular stabs of orange and green.

In uncanny fashion, a human figure took shape before their eyes. The master plotter who had perfected
the invighility device! At fird, his features were not disinguishable. Then big ears, a tremendous nose and
asmdl mouth took form.

“Marikan!” the dapper Ham exploded, coming in from the front of the house, where he had been
soouting to make sure no invisble men remained.

Monk gulped, “But they killed Marikan!”

“Pretended to kill him, it would seem,” Ham corrected. “Why—he took us out to that skunk farm
knowing he was leading us into a trap! He arranged the fake killing just so we wouldn't suspect him on
the long chance that we should escape!”

Monk and Ham fdl slent, for Marikan was gtirring, evidently having been revived by the process of being
meade visble again. He opened his eyes. Then he lunged upright and tried to legp out of the device.

Results were disastrous. Marikan must have been dazed 4ill, not redizing exactly where he was. He
crashed into a glass tube which was meking the blue haze, and it broke explosvely. Hot dectric sparks
showered. Marikan screamed, fdl backward. His body crashed into high-frequency current conductors
and mashed them together, and there were more ripping sparks and showering glass.

Doc Savage dived for the switch. But it had happened too quickly. A cloud of smoke and the tang of
ozone were rigng from the apparatus. Doc turned the current off and ran over, dong with Monk and the
others.

Monk surveyed the wreckage, the lifdess body of Marikan, and shook hissmal head dowly.
“Thet guy sure took dl of his secrets with him,” he said.

MONK'S words proved a true prediction, for in the ensuing weeks, Doc Savage conducted numerous
expeiments to ascartain the secret of invishility, but with results which were scarcdly phenomend.
Marikan, he concluded, had worked dong some line as yet entirdy unfamiliar to modern scientists.

“The mydery will have to die with Marikan,” the bronze man stated. “How he did it is beyond my
knowledge.”

This gatement was, in a sense, hardly the truth, because Doc Savage, in the course of his investigation,
did come upon certain clues which told dong what lines Marikan had experimented to accomplish his
result. These clues, Doc believed, could be developed by himsdf to accomplish the same thing that
Marikan had succeeded in ataining.

But he did not proceed. The process was complex. Ordinary scientists would not sumble on it, perhaps
for centuries. And, judging from what had dready happened, it was athing better Ieft done.

There were other matters to occupy the bronze man's atention. In Marikan's discarded clothes they
found aliging of the spots where the loot of the invisble men had been cached, and, thanks to thet lig,
practicaly dl was recovered.

There was, ds0, the matter of The Secret In The Sky, which was to be the next menace that confronted
Doc Savage and his aides. The Secret In The Sky was something different, something difficult for men to



comprehend; and because men, Snce time immemorid, have feared what they cannot understand, it
brought terror.

A man was saized in San Francisco a noon. His dead body was found in New York City exactly three
hours later. And because the dead man was a friend, Doc Savage took a hand—and found himsdf in the
maost concentrated méée of terror, death and mystery which he had ever confronted.

There was dso a matter that occupied the homdy Monk's attention in the days immediady following the
gmashing of the menace of the invigble legion. The maiter was pretty Ada Easeman. Monk pursued her
indugtrioudy. It was something of a shock to him when, two days later, she announced her engagement to
Russe Wray.

Monk told Habeas Corpus confidentidly of the only explanation he could see.

“l was handicapped by being a spook for awhile” he grumbled. “Who ever heard of a spook with a
lady friend?’

THE END



