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Chapter I. THE FRIEND WHO DIED

THE matter of Willard Spanner was dmost unbdlievable. It was too preposterous. The newspapers
publishing the story were certain a mistake had been made somewhere. True, this was the Twentieth
Century, the age of marvels. But—then—

At exactly noon, the teephone buzzer whirred in Doc Savage's New York skyscraper headquarters.
Noon, draight up, Eastern Standard Time,

The buzzer whirred three times, with lengthy pauses between whirs, which dlowed time for any one
present to have answered. Then an automatic answering device, an ingenious arrangement of dictaphone
voice recorder and phonographic speaker—a cregtion of Doc Savage's stentific skill—was cut in
automaticaly. The phonograph record turned under the needle and sent words over the telephone wire.

“Thisis amechanica robot spesking from Doc Savage's headquarters and advising you that Doc Savage
isnot present, but that any message you care to speak will be recorded on a dictaphone and will came to
Doc Savage's atention later,” spoke the mechanica contrivance. “You may proceed with whatever you

wigh to say, if anything.”

“Doc!” gasped a voice, which had that strange qudlity lent by long-distance telephonic amplifiers. “Thisis
Willard Spanner! 1 amin San Francisco. | have just learned something too horrible for me to believel”
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Severd violent grunts came over the wire. There were thumps. Glass seemed to bregk a the San
Francisco end. Then came silence, followed by a click as the receiver was placed on the hook at the San
Francisco terminus of the wire.

The mechanica devicein Doc Savage's New York office ran on for some moments, and a stamp clock
automaticaly recorded the exact time of the message on a paper rall; then the apparatus stopped and set
itsdf for another call, should one come.

Thetime recorded was two minutes past twelve, noon.

Thirty minutes later, gpproximatdly, the newspaper press association wires hummed with the story of the
mydterious saizure of Willard Kipring Parker Spanner in San Francisco. Willard Kipring Parker Spanner
was a nabob, a somebody, a big shot. Anything unusud that happened to him was big news.

The newspapers did not know the half of it. The biggest was yet to come.

Financidly, Willard Kipring Parker Spanner did not amount to much. A post-mortem examination of his
assets showed less than five thousand dollars, an inggnificant sum for a man who was known over most
aof the world.

Willard Kipring Parker Spanner cdled himsdf amply, “a guy who likes to fiddle around with
microscopes.” It was said that he knew as much about disease germs, and methods of combating them,
as avy living man. He had won one Nobel prize. He was less than thirty years old. Scientists and
physcians who knew him considered him a genius

When Willard Spanner was found dead, many a scientist and physician actudly shed tears, redizing whet
the world had logt.

When Willard Spanner was found dead, the newspapers began to have fits. And with good reason.

For Willard Spanner's body was found on a New York street—Iless than three hours after he had been
sized in San Francisco! Saized in Frisco a noon; Eastern Standard Time Dead in New York at ten
minutes to three, Eastern Standard Time.

A NEWSBOY with afreckled face was firg to convey the news to Doc Savage. The newsboy was dso
cross-eyed. Neither the newsboy, nor his freckles, nor his crossed eyes had other connection with the
dfair, except that the lad's reaction when he sghted Doc Savage was typica of the effect which the
bronze man had on people.

The boy's mouth went roundly open with a kind of amazement when he fird saw the bronze giant; then,
as he sold the paper, his demeanor was awed and very near worshipful.

“I know you, miger,” he sad in a andl voice. “Youre Doc Savage! I've seen your picture in the
newspapers!”

Doc Savage studied the boy as he paid for the paper. He seemed particularly interested in the crossed
eyes.

“Wear glasses?’ He asked. He had a remarkable voice; it seemed filled with a great, controlled power.
“Sure)” said the newsboy, “They give me headaches.”



Doc Savage produced asmdl business card. The card was not white, but bronze, and the printing—his
name only was on it—was in adightly darker bronze.

“If | asked you to do something,” he queried, “would you do it?’
“Betcha bootd” replied the newsboy.

Doc Savage wrote a name and address on the card and said, “Go see that man,” then walked on, leaving
the boy puzzled.

The name and address the bronze man had written was that of an eye specidis whose paticular forte
was aflictions such as the boy had.

More than one gaze followed Doc Savage adong the street, for he was a giant of bronze with a face that
was remarkable in its regularity of feature and a body that was a thing of incredible muscular
development. His eyes attracted no little atention, too. They were like pools of flake-gold, stirred into
continuous mation by some invishle force.

He read the newspaper headlines, the gdleys of type beneath, but there was nothing on his features to
show that he was perusing anything of importance.

The skyscraper which housed his headquarters was, in Sze and architecture, probably the most
impressve in New York City. A private high-speed devator lifted him to the eghty-sxth floor. He
passed through a door that was plain, except for anamein amdl bronze letters:

CLARK SAVAGE Jr.

The reception room ingde had large windows, deep legther chairs, a strange and rich inlad table of greet
Sze, and an impressive safe.

An autométic pistol lay on the floor. A pig, a shote with long legs and ears like boat sails, walked around
and around the gun; grunting in a displeased way.

A man st in a chair. He was a very short man and the chair was huge and high and faced away from the
door, so that only red brigtles which stuck up straight on top of the man's head could be seen.

The man in the chair said in a amdl, childiike voice, “Shoot off that gun, Habeas, or I'll tie knots in dl
your legs”

With an uncanny intdlligence, the pig sat down, inserted a hoof insde the trigger guard, and the gun went
off with an ear-splitting report.

“Svel!” said the manin the chair, “Only you better stand, Habeas. Next time, the gun might be pointed
a your pogterior and there might not be ablank init.”

Doc Savage sad, “Monk.”
“Uh-huh,” said the man in the chair. “ Sure, Doc, what isit?’
“Willard Spanner was afriend of mine”

“MONK”—Lieutenant Colond Andrew Blodgett Mayfar—lifted out of the chair. He was not much
over five feet tal. He was only dightly less broad than that, and he had a pair of ams which gave the



grotesque impresson of being nearly as long as he was tal. Red hairs, which looked coarse as maich
gticks, furred his lesthery hide. His was the build of a gorilla

“I read about it in them blasted newspapers,” he said, and his smdl voice was doubly ridiculous,
contrasted with his physique. “Willard Spanner was seized in Frisco a noon. He was found dead here in
New York at ten minutes to three. Screw |oose somewhere.”

Monk wrinkled a fabuloudy homely face to show puzzlement. He looked amiable, stupid, when, in truth,
he was one of the most clever indudtrid chemigs dive.

“Maybe the newspapers got baled up on the difference in time between San Francisco and New York,”
he added.

“All times given are New Y ork time” Doc Savage said.

“Then the guy seized in San Francisco wasn't Willard Spanner, or the one dead here in New York ian't
Spanner,” Monk declared. “The bird didn't go from Frisco to New York in alitle over two hours. It just
isnt being done yet.”

Doc Savage asked, “Any messages?’

“Ham phoned, and said he was coming up,” replied the homdy chemid. “I haven't been here long.
Dunno what was recorded before | got here”

The bronze man went into the next room, which was a stierntific laboratory, one of the most complete in
exigence, and crossed that to the vast, white-enameled room which held his laboratory of chemicd,
eectricd and other devices. He lifted the cover on the telephone recorder, switched a loud-speaker and
amplifier into crcuit with the playback pickup, and started the mechanism.

Monk camein and listened, dackjawed, as the device reproduced the cal from San Francisco, complete
to its violent termination. The pig—Habeas Corpus was the shote's full gppendage—trailed a the homdy
chemid's heds.

Doc Savage examined the time stamped on the recording roll.

“Two minutes past twelve” he said.

“Was that Willard Spanner's voice, or would you know it?” Monk demanded.

“I would know hisvoice”” Doc replied. “And that was, unquestionably, Willard Spanner.”
"Speaking from San Francisco? Monk grunted increduloudy.

"Wewill see” Doc Savage made a cdl, checking with the telephone people, then hung up and advised,
“The cdl came from San Francisco, dl right. Willard Spanner appears to have been seized while he was
in the booth meking the cdll.”

Monk picked the pig, Habeas, up by one oversize ear—a trestment the shote seemed not to mind.

“Then the dead man here in New York is not Willard Spanner,” declared the amian chemist. “Nobody
goes from Frisco to New Y ork in not much more than two hours.”

“Wewill see about that,” Doc told him.
“How?’



“By vigting the New Y ork morgue where the dead man was taken.”
Monk nodded. “How about Ham?’

“Wewill leave hm a note,” Doc said.

APPARENTLY, it had not occurred to any one in authority on the New York dvic scene tha the
surroundings of the dead were of aesthetic vaue, for the morgue building was a structure which nearly
attained the ultimate in shoddiness.

Its brick walls gave the appearance of having not been washed in generations, being dmogt black with
soot and dity grime. The steps were grooved deep by treading feet, and the stone paving of the entry into
which the dead wagons ran was rutted by tires. Ruding iron bars, very heavy, were over the windows,
for just what reason, no one probably could have told.

“This joint gives me the cregps—and | don't creep easy,” Monk imparted, as they got out of Doc
Savage's roadster before the morgue.

The roadster was deceptively long. Its color was somber. The fact that its body was of armor plate, its
windows—specidly built in the roadster doors—of bullet-proof glass, was not readily apparent.

Monk carried Habeas Corpus by an ear and grumbled, “1 wonder why anybody should kill Willard
Spanner? Or grab him, either? Spanner was an dl-right guy. He didn't have any enemies”

Doc ligened at the entrance. There was sllence, and no attendant was behind the reception desk where
one should have been. They stepped insde.

“Hdlo, somebody!” Monk caled.
Slence answered.
There was an odor inthe air, arather peculiar tang. Monk sniffed.

“Say, | knew they used formadehyde around these places” he muttered. “But theré's something
besides—"

Doc Savage moved with such suddenness that he seemed to explode. But it was a slent exploson, and
he was little more than a noisaess bronze blur as he crossed to the nearest door. He did not try to pass
through the door, but flattened beside it.

Monk, bewildered, began, “Say, what the blazes? First | andl—"

A man came through the door, holding a big sngle-action sx-gun. He sad, “Start your settin' up
exercises, boys” Then his eyes bulged, for he had apparently expected to see two men—and Doc
Savage, beside the door, escaped his notice.

The man with the six-shooter was bony and looked as if he had been under bright suns much of his life.
He wore a new uit, but his shirt was a coarse blue work garment, faded from washing. The tie was blue
and looked asif it had been put on and taken off many times, without untying the knot. The knot was a

vay long one.

Doc Savage struck dlently and with blinding speed. The gun widder saw him, but could not move in
time, and the bronze man's fig took him on the temple. The Sx-gun evidently had a hair trigger. It went



off. The bullet made a hole, round and nest, in the wal behind Monk.
Monk began howling and charged for the door.

“Now ant this somethin'!” he b lowed.

DOC SAVAGE had gone on with a continugtion of the dive which he had made at the Sx-gun widder,
and was dready through the door. The room beyond was an office with four desks and four swive
chairs.

Fve persons were arrayed on the floor. The morgue attendants, obvioudy. They were neither bound nor
gagged, but they lay very ill. The odor of chloroform was heavy inthe air.

Two men were on ther feet. One was tdl, the other short, and the short one wore overdl pants and his
legs were bowed. Both were weather-beaten.

The tdl one hdd in one hand a blue revolver and in the other a bandanna handkerchief, which gave off
chloraform stench. The short man had an automatic rifle from which barrel and stock had been bobbed
off short.

A bundle of dathing lay in the middle of the floor.

The automatic rifle smacked loudly as Doc came through the door. But the marksman did not lead his
target quite enough. He shot again. The cartridge stuck in the gjector.

“Damnit!” the rifleman bawled.
“Throw it away!” gritted the tall man. 1 told you that gun wouldn't work if you bobtailed it!”

The tal man danced back as he spoke, seeming in no hurry to shoot. He waved his blue revolver, that
Doc Savage might be sureto seeit.

“Don't be a sucker!” the man suggested. “Behave yoursdf”

Doc Savage held his hands out even with his shoulders and came to a stop, but not until momentum had
carried him to the center of the room.

Monk lumbered through the door. He stopped, looked closdy at the blue gun as if it were some strange
animd, then put up his stub-fingered hands.

"That's bein' sensble” sad thetdl man. I can bust poker chipsin the ar with this here hogleg. Stunted,
there, is a good shot, too, only he thought he knew more about that auto rifle than the gent who made
I,.H.ll

“Stunted,” the short man, was peering into the innards of his doctored rise.

“Aw-w,” he mumbled. “I took too much tenson off the soring.”

Monk grunted, “What's the idea, you guys?’

“Weliketo look at dead people.” thetdl men said dryly. “We're strange that way.”

Doc Savage was ganding with his toes dmost againg the bundle of dothing. The bundle was snug, being



strapped around tightly with a belt.

Doc hooked a toe under the bundle and kicked with grest force.

THE human nervous system is capable of regigtering impressions only so fast. The tdl man undoubtedly
knew the missle was coming, but could do nothing. When it hit him, he recoiled indinctively.

The next ingtant, he was flat on his face, held there by one foot which Doc Savage jammed down on his
neck.

Monk whooped loudly, rushed Stunted. Monk's fights were dways noisy.

Stunted dung like a zedot to his bobtalled auto rifle, trying to get it in operation. He falled. He tried to
cub with the gun. Monk jerked it out of his hands as if he were taking a ldllypop from a child, then
dropped it.

Monk picked the short man up bodily, turned him over and dropped him on his head. He accomplished
the motion with such speed that the short man was helpless. Stunted did not move after he fdl on his
head.

Monk blinked smdl eyes a hisvictim.
“Gosh,” he said. “1 wonder if thet hurt him?’
Thetdl man on the floor snarled, “Whet in blue blazes kind of a circusisthis, anyhow?’

Monk fdt of Stunted's head, found it intact, then twisted one of the short man's rather oversze ears, but
got no response. The homely chemi turned on the tal man.

“Soit'sadircus, huh?’ he grunted. “1 wondered.”
“Aw, hdl!” gritted the other.

Monk came over and sat on the lean prisoner. Doc Savage removed his foot from the man's neck. Monk
grabbed the fellow's ears and pulled them. He seemed fascinated by the rubbery manner in which they
stretched out from the man's head.

“They'd make swdl souvenirs” Monk grunted.

“Cut it out!” the tdl men howled. “What're you gonna do with me?’

"I'm gonna ask you questions,” Monk told him. “And I'm gonna be awful mad if you don't answer ‘em.”
“Nutd” said the captive.

“Hasthisraid, or whatever it was, got anything to do with Willard Spanner?” Monk asked.

“What do you think?’ the other snapped.

Monk pulled the ears. Tears came to the man's eyes. He cursed, and his voice was a gill whine of
agony.

“I'll kill you for that!” he promised. “Damn me, if | don't!”



Monk shuddered elaboratdly, grinned and said, “If | had on boots, I'd shake in ‘'em. What did you come
here for?’

A new voice sad, “You gentlemen seem to be humorigs”

MONK started vidently and twisted his head toward the door. He gulped, “Blazed” and got hedlily to
hisfeet.

Themanin the door was solid, athletic-looking, and he hdd a revolver with familiar ease. He was in his
socks. That probably explained how he had come in from the outsde so dlently; that, and the fant
mumble of ity traffic, which was aways present.

“Get up!” hetold the tdl man. “Wipe your eyes. Then grab that bunch of clothes. This is sure something
to write home about!”

“I'l kill this ape!” bawled the tal man.

“Some other time” the rescuer suggested. “Get the clothes. Say, just who is this big bronze guy and the
monkey, anyhow?’

“How would | know?’ snarled the man whom Monk had been badgering. He picked up the bundle of
dothing and started for the door.

“You wouldn't leave Stunted, would you?’ asked the fird.

Without a word, the tal man picked up the short fdlow and made his way, not without difficulty, out
through the door.

The gun widlder looked on benignly. He had one stark peculiarity. His eyes were blue. And something
was wrong with them. They crossed at intervas, pupils turning in toward the nose. Then they straightened
out. The owner seemed to do the sraightening with vishle effort.

Monk demanded, “Who did them clothes belong to?’
Theman said, “They'll answer alot of questions where you're going.”

Monk did not get a clear impresson of what happened next. Things moved too fast. Doc Savage mugt
have read the intention of the man with the queer eyes. Doc lunged.

The gun went off. But the man with the eyes had tried to shift from Monk to Doc for atarget and had not
quite made it. His bullet pocked the wal. Then Doc had a grip on the revolver.

Themen let go of the revolver. He bounced back, fast on hisfeet, reached the door and dipped through.
He was ydling now. His yels caused noise of other feet in the next room. There were evidently more
men.

Doc grasped Monk and propelled him backward. They got into a rear room and dammed the door. Doc
shot the bolt.

Revolver bullets chopped around the lock. Wood splintered. The lock held. A men kicked the door.
Monk roared a threst.

There was no more kicking, no more shooting. Silence fdl, except for the traffic noises.



Monk looked at Doc.
“Thet guy with the performing eyes was gonnackill us both,” he mumbled.

Doc Savage did not comment. He listened, then unlocked the door. The room beyond was empty. He
advanced. In the next room, one of the chloroformed morgue attendants was Stting up and acting Sick.

The street outside held no Sgn of the violent raiders. There was no trace of the bundle of clathing.
The reviving morgue attendant began to mumble.

“They wanted clothes off a corpse,” he muttered. “Whatcha know about that?”

“Off what corpse?’ Doc asked him.

“Off Willard Spanner,” said the attendant.

Chapter Il. THE HIGH-PRESSURE GHOULS

DOC SAVAGE exited to the street and made inquiries, finding that the men had gone away in two cars.
Persons questioned named four different makes of cars, in each ingtance indding that their information
Was correct.

“They're dl wrong, probably,” Monk grumbled.

Pursuit was paently hopeless, dthough Monk cast a number of expectant glances in Doc Savage's
direction. The bronze man had a way of pulling rabbits out of hats in affairs such as this. But Doc only
reéntered the morgue. None of those who had been chloroformed were in immediate danger.

“We came here to see the body of Willard Spanner,” Doc told the attendant who had revived.

“Sort of a coincidence,” sad the attendant, and managed a sckly grin which typified a peculiarity of
humen behavior—the fact that persons who work regularly in close proximity to deeth are inclined to am
themsdlves with a wise-cracking veneer.

The bodies were stored in bins not unlike huge filing boxes. The marble dabs on which they lay did into
the bins on rollers. The attendant was dill too groggy to bring the Willard Spanner dide out after he had
found the identifying card, and Monk helped him.

Doc Savage looked at the body for along time.
“Thisis Willard Spanner,” he said findly.
They went out.

Monk scratched his head, then said, “But the man saized in San Francisco—that couldn't have been
Willard Spanner.”

“The voice on the phone recorder,” Doc reminded.

“You sad it was Willard Spanner's voice.” Monk found his pig, Habeas, and picked him up by an ear.
“Could you have been migtaken about thet voice?’

“I think not,” Doc Savage said dowly.



They examined those who were dill sensdess from the chloroform, gave a description of the morgue
raiders to police officers who had arrived, then walked out to the roadster.

Monk seemed to be thinking deeply. He snapped hisfingers.

“That bundle of Willard Spanner's dathing!” he grumbled. “Now what in the dickens did they want with
that? The police had searched the pockets and had found nothing.”

“It must have been something important,” Doc told him. “They wanted the garments badly enough to
make quite a disturbance in getting them.”

A policeman came to the morgue door and caled, “Y ou are wanted on the phone.”
Doc and Monk went back, and Doc picked up the receiver and said, “Yes?’ inquiringly.

A clipped, meodious voice spoke rapidly. It was the voice of an orator, and it carried the accent which
iscommonly associated with Harvard.

“l got to the morgue in time to observe that something was badly wrong,” advised the speaker. “I
followed the chaps outside when they Ieft in such a hurry. They are now a Albemarle Avenue and Frame
Street. | will meet you & the corner.”

Doc Savage sad, “In ten minutes,” and hung up.
Monk, meking for the street in a series of ungainly bounds, demanded, “Who was it?’
“Ham,” Doc replied.

“The shyster!” Monk growled, and there was infinite contempt in his tone,

ALBEMARLE AVENUE was a twin groove through marsh mud on the outskirts of New York City.
Frame Street seemed to be a sign, scabby and ancient, which stuck out of the sdt grass. If there ever had
been a Frame Street, it had long ago given up to the swamp.

Darkness was coming on when Doc Savage and Monk arrived in the roadster.
“Therés Ham,” Monk said.

“Ham” was Brigadier Generd Theodore Marley Brooks, Park Avenue fashion plate, and a lawyer, the
pride of Harvard Law School. He was a dender man with the manner of a wasp and a tongue as sharp
as the fine Damascus sword blade concedled in the innocent-looking black cane which he carried.

He came out of the marsh grass, stepping gingerly to avoid soiling his netty afternoon garb, the sword
cane tucked under an am.

“Hy-ah, you fashion plate,” Monk growled.
“Helo, supid,” Ham retorted insultingly.

Thetwo glared at each other. A stranger would have thought fidicuffs imminent. As a matter of fact, each
of these two had time and again risked his life to save the other, dthough no one had ever heard one of
them address a dvil word to the other.



Ham opened the roadster door on Doc Savage's Sde, and said, “I got the note you left a headquarters,
tdling me you had gone to the morgue. | went to the morgue. As | said over the phone—those chaps
were downing around, so | followed them.”

“Where are they?’ Doc asked.
Ham pointed across the swamp. “An oyster plant over there”
“Oyger plant?” Monk grunted.

“They probably use it as a blind for whatever they are doing,” Ham observed. “And, incidentdly, just
whet is behind this?’

“Its dl screwy o far,” Monk snorted. “Willard Spanner is reported grabbed in Frisco a noon, and is
found dead in New York before three o'clock. Then a gang of birds raid the morgue and sted his
dothing. That'sdl we know.”

Ham said, “I'll show you where they went. They had that bundle of dothing, too.”

There were afew comparatively firm spots in the marsh. The rest of the terrain was covered with water
which ranged in depth from an inch to two feet, with spots which were deeper, as Monk promptly
proved by going in above the was.

A doud bank in the west shortened the period of twilight. They were soon in complete darkness. Usng
flashlights would have given away their postion. Making any speed through the coarse grass, without
noise, was dmost impossible.

“You fdlowstake it easy,” Doc directed. “Do not try to get too close”
Monk began, “But what're you—" and did not finish. The bronze man had vanished in the darkness.
Monk listened, then shook his head. It was difficult to concelve of any one moving with such slence.

It was no casud trait, this ability of Doc Savage's to sak quietly. He had practiced a great ded, had
sudied the magters of the art: the carnivorous beasts of the jungle.

The bronze man had covered not more than a hundred yards when something happened—something that
was, later, to take on great Sgnificance and a terrible importance.

He heard a peculiar crashing sound. That described it more accurately than anything dse. It was not a
series of crashes, but one long, brittle report. 1t started fantly and attained, in the span of two seconds or
S0, aurpriang loudness.

Doc glanced up. Hanging in the sky was what appeared to be a taut rope of liquid fire. This faded in a
moment.

It was an uncanny phenomena.

DOC SAVAGE crouched for some time, ligening, flake-gold eyes on the sky. But there was nothing
more. He went on toward the oyster plant.

The odor of the place was evident long before the low, rambling processing building showed up. It was
built on the beach, with a wharf shoving out porch fashion to one side. A channd had evidently been



dredged for the oyster boats. The plant was used for the sorting and opening of oysters.

Mounds of oyster shdlls were pyramided here and there, and were thick on the ground. They made
waking difficult. Wash of waves on the nearby beach covered up lesser sounds.

Severd times Doc Savage stooped and brushed away oyster shdls, that he might step on the bare
ground. The brittle shells would break with loud reports. The sde of the building which he approached
was dark. He worked around. Lighted windows appeared.

Smdl of oysters was strong. Two smdl schooners were tied up a a wharf. The cabin portholes of one of
these were lighted. An indant later, the light went out, and three men came up the companion. They
stepped to the wharf. One used a flaghlight, and thisilluminated them.

One was Stunted. His companions were the tdl man and the one with the peculiar crossng and
uncrossing eyes. One carried a bundle which resembled clothing.

Stunted said, “Danged if | don't dill maintain that an automatic rifle can be bobbed and ill—”

“Aw, hdl!” Thetdl man spat disgustedly. “Here we redly got things to worry about, and you go on and
on about that gun. Man, don't the fact that that bronze guy was Doc Savage impress you none a-tal?’

Stunted stopped suddenly.

“Look, you gents,” he said. “Y ou been cackling around like two old hens since you learned that bird was
Doc Savage. Now | want you to tdl me something.”

“Yeeh?” sad the tdl men.
“Aint it afact that with what we got, we don't need to be afraid of anybody?’ demanded Stunted.
“You mean—"’

“You know what | mean. You saw that stresk in the sky and heard that crack of a noise, a while ago,
didn't you? Now answer my question.”

“Aw-w-w!” The tdl man spat again. “We ant exactly arad of him. Only it mightve been more
convenient if he hadn't turned up on the spot. That Savage is nobody's cinch, and don't forget that.”

“l ant forgettin' it,” said Stunted. “And quit squawkin', you hombres. We're settin' pretty. Doc Savage
ant got alineon us. And didn't we get Willard Spanner's dothing. And ain't the rest gonna be taken care
of?’

Thetdl man burgt into sudden laughter.
“Now what?" Stunted growled.

“Jug thinkin',” the other chuckled. “People are gonna wonder how Willard Spanner was in Frisco a
noon and dead herein New Y ork a three o'clock the same afternoon.”

DOC SAVAGE was close to them. He could have reached out and tripped any one of the trio as they
filed past.

The slent man of the three, the one with the unnaturdly roving eyes, brought up the rear. Doc Savage
hed been crouching. He stood erect. Hisfis made a sound like a loud finger sngp on the man's jaw. The
men fel. The bundle of dothing flew to one side.



A number of surprising things happened. The surrounding darkness erupted human beings. At least a
dozen men appeared with magicd effect. Each had a flaghlight, a gun.

“Take 'im dive?’ one shouted questioningly.
“Not much!” squawked another, evidently the chief.

Doc started for the dothing bundle. A man was legping over it, coming toward him, gun spouting flame
and thunder. Doc dipped aside. He twisted. Lead dammed past.

Daoc hit the ground and rolled. Tdl marsh grass took himin. He burrowed a dozen feet, veered Ieft. Sugs
tore through the grass. They made hoarse snarls.

A pile of oyster shellsjutted out of the darkness in front of him. The bronze man got behind it. He ran a
score of paces, went down in a hollow where there was soft mud, but no water, and waited, ligening.

Stunted was ydling, “He's behind that shdll pile! If | had an auto rifle, it would put a pill right through that
Suff!”

“Suppose you use your legs more and your mouth lessl” some one suggested.

The men scattered, hunting. They were in pairs, a neat precaution. The couples did not wak close
enough together that both could be surprised at once, yet nothing could happen to one without the other
knowing it.

Stunted shouted, “Y ou jaspers knew he was around here! How in thunder did you know that?’
“You wouldn't understand,” a voice told him.

Stunted swore & the spesker. “C'mon, feler, how'd you know it?’

“Theres abank of darm wires strung around here,” said the voice,

“Nutd” Stunted told him. “I haven't seen any wires”

“They're underground,” the other snapped. “Just barely covered. Any one waking over them changes the
capacity of a high-frequency dectric fidd enough to show on a recording device indde.”

“Wdl, snk me” Stunted snorted.

Doc Savage, ligening, made a menta note that some one of considerable scientific ability was involved
with the gang. Such an darm system as had been described was feasible, but required high technica
knowledge to construct.

The bronze man crawled away through the tal grass.

DOC did not go far, however. A score of yards, and he stopped. He spent a moment or two tenang his
throat muscles, griving for a certain effect.

“Hands up, you fdlowd” he said loudly, usng his own naturd voice.

A split of a second later, he shouted again. This time, his tone was a splendid imitation of a man greetly
frightened.



“It's Doc Savage!” he dilled. “Give us a hand over here, somebody!”

Results were ingant and noisy. Men howled irady and made a great clatter in the marsh grass, charging
for the spot. They were completely deceived.

Doc Savage moved swiftly, not in flight but drding back toward the oyster shdl mound near which he
had made his attack. He wanted the bundle of clothes.

He reached the hdl pile, paused, listened. Men were making angry sounds, but not close by. Some one
had dropped a flashlight in the excitement. Its beam did not play directly on the spot where the garments
lay, but the backglow disclosed the parcel. It was hardly more than thirty feet away. It lay in the open.

Doc continued ligening. His ears were remarkable, for he had trained them from childhood with a sonic
device caculated to develop the utmogt in sengtivity. He evidently caught some smdl sound, for he
produced from indde his clothing a coil of thin Slken cord to which was afixed a folding grapple hook.

That he had practiced a great ded with the grapple was shown by the accuracy with which he tossed the
hook. It snared the bundle of dothing. He hauled it toward him, remaining sheltered behind the shell pile.

Stunted and other men bounded up from where they had been lying and watching the bundle.
“He dicked ud” Stunted bawled.

Doc Savage gave the dlk cord a brisk yank, stooped, and caught the garments, and was off like a
sorinter. Guns made whooping thunder behind him. He pitched right, then left, zZigzagging. Then he
doubled over and changed course.

The last was awise move. Some type of light machine gun blared out behind him. Its lead stream sickled
off the marsh grass across the spot where he had vacated. The gunman did not fan his fire, but
concentrated it, and the ammo drum went empty. Violent curaing followed.

Doc was some distance away now. He heard noises of men doughing about in mud, and enraged grunts
and growls.

“Monk!” he cdled softly. “Ham!”

The pair were waist-deep in mud. Doc extricated them. They joined himin flight.

"Monk, the baboon, led usinto that bog!” Ham complained.

Monk found his pet pig before he shouted, “That's ali | was followin' that overdressed shyster!”
Sounds of pursuit dropped rapidly behind, and it became evident that they were going to get clear.
“We oughta do something about them rambunctious jaspers,” Monk announced.

“The police will do something about it,” Doc told him.

DOC SAVAGE, Monk, and Ham were in the skyscraper headquarters when the police telephoned the
results of their raid, staged on the strength of the bronze man's information.

The oyster factory, they advised, had been found deserted. The “birds’ had flown.



“They mud have a bdly tight organization to move that fast,” Ham opined. “They knew their hangout was
no longer a secret, so they cleared out.”

Monk lifted his pig, Habeas, by one oversze ear and swayed the porker dowly back and forth, a
procedure the shote seemed to enjoy.

“What gets me” muttered the homdy chemidt, “iswhat that streak of a thing in the sky could have been.
Did you see it, Doc?’

The bronze man nodded.
Monk perssted, “Hear the funny long crack of anoise it, or something like it, made?’

Doc nodded again, then said, “The men a the oyster factory mentioned the stresk in the sky and the
sound, as having some mydterious connection with their own project.”

Monk let Habeas fdl. “ Say, what's behind dl of this, anyway?’
The telephone rang.

“Thisisthe centrd police ation, “ avoice stated. “You seemed to be interested in that Willard Spanner
killing, so | thought we'd better let you know his body has been stolen from the morgue.”

“Y ou mean Willard Spanner's dathing was solen?” Doc queried.

“I mean his body,” said the officer. “They got hisdothing first. They came back about fifteen minutes ago
for his body.”

“Same crowd?’

“Sure.

“They got away?’

“They did. Or they have, so far.”

Doc had switched an audio amplifier-and-loud-speaker into circuit with the telephone, a procedure he
commonly followed on calsin which his aides might be interested. Monk and Ham heard.

“Jovel” Ham exploded. “They made no move to take the body the firg time.”

“At the oyster factory, | heard them spesking of 'taking care of the rest,” Doc said dowly. This matter of
the body must have been the—rest.™

Ham lifted the bundle of dothing which Doc Savage had taken at the oyster factory.

“We dill have Willard Spanner's garments here,” he declared. “Since those men wanted them so badly,
they may possibly furnish uswith adue”

Monk got up, grunting, “Maybe the duds had papers or something sawed in them, like they have in story
books. Let's have a gander a 'em, as we lowbrows say.”

The garments were tied together with tarred twine of the type which seagoing men cal marlin. Ham took
hold of it, after trying the knot, intending to break it; but finding it much stronger than he had expected,

gave it up, grimacing, snapping his strained fingers.



Doc examined the knots.
“No salor tied those” he decided.

“They didn't talk like sailors, ether,” Monk offered. “What part of the country dyou figure they came
from, Doc?’

“The West, or the Southwest,” the bronze man said, and, with no perceptible difficulty, broke the cord
which had baffled Ham. He sorted through the pieces of clathing.

“They outfoxed us” he said. “Fixed this up as a decoy by that shdl pile merdy to draw me back, hoping
to get ashot at me”

Monk squinted. “Meaning?’
“These are not Willard Spanner's clothes,” Doc said. “They are for amuch larger and fatter man.”
Monk groaned, “We're sunk!”

“We have” Doc corrected him, “one chance.”

Chapter lll. THE MAN FROM OKLAHOMA
THE bronze man lifted the telephone receiver and dided a number.

“Police headquarters?” he asked. . . . “Homicide bureau, please.” There was a brief wait. “Homicide? . .
.Thisis Doc Savage spesking. | believe it is your custom to secure pictures of murder scenes, and dso
photographs of the body of the victim. | wonder if you would send me copies of the pictures taken of
Willard Spanner.”

“You can have them,” advised the voice at the homicide bureau.
“By messenger, immediatdly,” Doc requested.

That he had been promised the photographs so readily was not remarkable, snce the bronze man held a
high commisson, no whit less effective because it was honorary, on the New York police force. The
commisson was a gesture of gppreciation for past ad.

Doc Savage's life work was heping others out of trouble—those who deserved ad. It was a strange
career, one with few finendd rewards. But the bronze man did not need money, for he had access to a
fabulous treasure trove. He followed his career for the return it gave in excitement and adventure. And he
hed five aides who followed it for the same reason.

Monk and Ham were two of the five The other three were, a the moment, in upper New York State,
where Doc Savage maintained a remarkable inditution for making honest men out of such criminds as he
caught, a treetment which entailed brain operations and which wiped out past memories. A course of
vocaiond training followed the surgery.

Monk frowned, demanding, “How in the heck are those pictures gonna help us?’

Doc Savage did not answer, seemed nhot to hear. Monk showed no resentment at not getting an answer.
It happened frequently. The homdy chemis went out and came back with late editions of the leading

newspapers.



“Lookit!” He pointed at headlines.
UNPREDICTED RAIN OF COMETS
SCIENCE CANNOT EXPLAIN

Those residents of New York City, paticularly those resding near the marsh section of Long Idand,
were treated to the 9ght of a comet tonight. Many reported a loud crack of a sound and a stresk of fire

inthe sky.

Inquiry develops that such phenomena have been reported within the last few days, from various sections
of the United States.

Monk said, “And they kindly neglected to state just where the other comets were seen.”
“Telephone the newspapers,” Doc requested.
Monk went to the insrument, made severa cdls, and hung up, wearing a puzzled expression.

“The comets have appeared within the last two weeks,” he reported. “Severd were seen around San
Francisco. That kinda hooks in with this Willard Spanner killing. But most of the comets were seen in
Oklahoma, around Tulsa”

Doc Savage was examining the bundle of dathing.

“Come here,” he said, and pointed at the labd indde the coat.
THE OIL MAN'S TAILOR

TULSA, OKLAHOMA.

Monk grunted, “Thet'll bear looking into.”

Doc Savage put in a long-distance telephone cdl, and because it was late, some time was required in
obtaining the information which he desired. In the interim, a messenger arrived from police headquarters
with a parcd of pictures. Findly, the bronze man secured from the Tulsa tailor the name of the man for
whom a suit answering the description of the one in the bundle had been made. It was a suit didinctive
enough to be remembered, being rather loud in color.

“The garment was tailored for Cavert R. Moore, who is more commonly known as ‘Leases Moore,”
came the report from Tulsa

“Jugt what do you know about this man Moore?” Doc asked.

“He is very wedthy.” The Tulsa tailor hesitated. “He is dso considered a hit sharp as a business man.
Nothing crooked, you understand. Merely, well—a man who misses few bargains.”

“What dse?’
“He has disappeared?’
“He has what?’

“Disappeared.”
“A kidngping?’ Doc demanded.



“There has been no indication of that. Leases Moore merdly dropped out of Sght two weeks ago, on the
same day that Quince Randwell vanished.”

“Quince Randwell?” Doc asked sharply. “Who is he?’

“The owner and operator of alocd dog-racing track,” explained the tailor.
“Thereis no indication of what became of these men?’ Doc persisted.
“None.”

“Have dther of these men been considered crooked?’ Doc asked.

“Oh, they aint neither one been injall, that anybody knows of,” said the tailor, who seemed to be a frank
and talkative individud.

MONK sguinted a Doc when the conversation ended. “More angles?’

“Two men named Leases Moore and Quince Randwaell vanished myderioudy in Tulsa, two weeks ago,”
Doc told him. "Leases Moore's dothing turned up in that bundle.”

The bronze man now scrutinized the pictures of Willard Spanner's body. Spanner had been shot to
death. Two bullets had hit imin the chest.

But it was another wound, awrist cut, upon which the bronze man concentrated attention.

“This was not a new cut,” he pointed out. “You will notice marks made by adhesive tape, indicating it
was bandaged. The manner of the tape gpplication indicates the work of a physician. The man would
hardly have applied the tape himsdf in this manner. | observed this fact a the morgue, but unfortunatdly,
not close enough to be sure”

Monk looked surprised. It was not often that the bronze man had to go back over ground he had dready
covered for information.

“But where's this getting us?’ asked the homdy chemigt.

“Our problem is to ascertain whether the man seized in San Francisco was the one found dead in New
York,” Doc told him. “On the face of it, that seems an impossibility—for less than three hours eapsed.”

Doc resorted to the long-distance telephone again. He firg cadled San Francisco police. They gave him
the name of the hotd a which Willard Spanner had been saying. Incidenta was the information that
Spanner had arrived in San Francisco only the previous day.

The cdl to the hotd was fruitful. Willard Spanner had dipped in the hotd bathroom, struck his arm
agand a glass shdf over the washstand, and the shdf had broken, cutting his wrigt. The hote physician
hed dressed the wound, which was undoubtedly the one the pictures showed.

“ Whew!”

Monk exploded. “Willard Spanner was seized in San Francisco a little over a couple o' hours before he
was found dead in New Y ork!”

Ham flourished his sword cane. “But it could not happen!”



Monk stood up. “The tdephoning has taken time. There oughta be fresh newspapers out. I'll go get
some.”

He was back in a few moments. He looked excited.
“Lamp thid” he barked, and exhibited extra editions.
The headlines were large, black.

SEEK SPANNER RANSOM IN
FRISCO—$50,000 DEMANDED

A San Francisca newspaper editor late today received a note dating that Willard Spanner, reported dain
inNew Y ork this afternoon, was dive, and would be rel eased upon the payment of fifty thousand dollars.

There was more of it, but the opening paragraph told the substance of the story.
Monk eyed Doc. “Hadn't we better look into this? Ham or me can go.”

“Wewill dl three go,” Doc told him. “We will leave a note advisng the other three members of our outfit
to do what invedtigating they can, when they return from up-State. They can handle the New Y ork end.”

“What about the Tulsa, Oklahoma, angle?” Ham queried.
“Wewill stop off there,” Doc advised.

TULSA likes to cdl itsdf the capitd of the ail indusiry. Oil men do much flying. The Tulsa municipd
arport isa source of locd pride. Facilities and gppointments are excellent.

Hoodlights fanned brilliance as Doc Savage dropped his big speed planein for a landing. The night force
of mechanics stood about and stared. Some one ran to a near-by flying school, and shortly afterward
there was a stampede to the tarmac of aéronautical studentsindl states of partia dress. It was not often
that a plane such as the bronze man was flying was seen.

The speed ship was tri-motored, and dl three motors were streamlined into the wings until their presence
was hardly apparent to the eye. The hull breasted down so that the plane could be landed on water, and
the landing gear was retractable. The cabin was as bulletproof as was feasble, and indde were
innumerable mechanical devices.

One individud did not seem interested in the bronze man's remarkable craft. He was a pilot in greasy
coverdls who tinkered with the motor of a shabby-looking cabin monoplane over near the edge of the
fidd.

He had dropped into the airport two hours before, and had been tinkering with his plane since. He had
gven short answers to the fidd mechanics, and thereafter had been Ieft saverdly done. It was now not
long before dawn.

Doc Savage taxied over near the covered pit which held the gasoline hoses and cut dl three motors. He
stepped out of the plane and glanced into the east, asif seeking the sunrise.

“I've heard alot about that bird,” aflying student said, unconscious that hiswhisper carried. “They say he
designed that sky wagon himsdf and that it's the fastest thing of its Szein the world.”



Over at the edge of the fidd, the motor of the shabby cabin monoplane came to life. It roared loudly.

A smdl crowd surged around Doc's speed ship. They were flying men, greatly interested in a sample of
the most advanced arid conveyance. Most of them were interested in the layout of navigaing
ingruments, in the robot pilot.

“I've heard this bus can take off and fly hersdf, and can be controlled by radio from a distance,” a men
sad. “Istha afact?’

One man was interested in the tall structure of the plane. He found himsdf done back there. He flashed a
long knife out of his dothing, ripped and gouged, and got open one of the ingpection ports through which
the control connections could be examined.

The man was thin; his movements had the speed of an animd. He whipped a series of three packages out
of his dothing. They were connected by wires, and none were extreordinarily large. He thrugt dl three
ingde the ingpection port, then closed the flgp. Then he backed away into the darkness.

He blinked a amdl flashlight four times rapidly.

Motor a-howl, the cabin monoplane scudded away from the edge of the fidd. It headed sraight for
Doc's ship.

THE bronze men had to dl appearances been occupied entirdy in answvering questions. But now he
flashed into life, and seemed to know exactly what he was doing.

“Run” he rapped at those ganding about. “ Get away from here! Quick!”

His great voice was a crash. It was compdling. Three men turned and fled without knowing why. The
others retreated more dowly. They saw the oncoming cabin plane.

“Runaway ship!” some one howled.

Monk and Ham had stepped out of Doc's speed craft. They whirled to clamber back insde. But Doc
Savage was ahead of them. He banged the cabin door in ther faces, then lunged to the controls. The big
motors whooped out at the firg touch of the starters, and because they were hot, indantly hauled the
speed craft into maotion.

There was a tense second or two. Then it became evident that Doc's plane was going to get clear. The
men scattered from the path of the oncoming cabin monoplane. It went bawling past, doing no harm,
except to give an aviator sudent a bad fright.

All who looked could see by the floodlight glare that the cabin was empty.
“Wheré's the pilot of that trap?’ yeled the night fidd manager. “ Such damned carelessness—"
He swalowed the rest. An unexpected thing was happening. A weird thing.

The old cabin ship had gone on, but insteed of crashing into the fence at the edge of the fidd, as every
one expected, it was turning—swinging as if a hand of uncanny kill were a the controls. It arched
completdy around and cannoned after the speed plane of Doc Savage.

The onlookers gasped, unable to believe what they were witnessng. They saw the pig, Habeas Corpus,
come hurtling from the cabin of Doc's speed ship. Then they saw the bronze man appear in the cabin



door.

He seemed to be trying to reach thetail of his plane, for he dropped off and sought to saize it as it went
past. But the streamlined metal surface offered no grip. He was knocked aside and the ship went on.

Doc scrambled to dl fours, seized the pig, Habeas, and fdl fla with him. He lay there.

The shabby cabin ship charged in pursuit of the speed plane. The two ships approached at an angle.
They met. The whole world seemed to go in blinding white.

The tarmac jumped, quaked. Windows fdl out of the operations office, hangars, the flying school
buildings across the paved road. The side of one huge hangar buckled inward, and the roof came down
asif agiant had stepped upon it.

The noise of the blast thumped and rolled and findly went into the distance like a heavy sdvo of thunder.

Out where the two planes had met, there was a hole in the earth which would require two days to fill.

Chapter IV. OKLAHOMA ACTION

DOC SAVAGE heaved up from where he had lain &fter faling to reach the tail of his plane. He ran—not
toward the blast scene, but toward his men. Monk and Ham veered out to meet him, Ham unconscioudy
knocking dust off his naity rament.

“Why'd you quit the plane?” Monk gulped. “Why didn't you take it into the air?’

“We were low on gas,” Doc clipped. “That other ship probably had full tanks. It would have caught me.
Come on!”

“But there wasn't nobody init!” Monk exploded as he ran.

“Radio control,” Doc told him, racing toward the edge of the flying fidd. “The ship was loaded with
explosve!”

Monk and Ham pounded in hiswake. The pig, Habeas, trailed.
Monk puffed, “But no radio control would—"

“This was a device which would send the plane toward a sending set operating on a designated
frequency,” Doc advised over his shoulder. “It is merdy an adaptation of the robot pilot which keeps
planesin the path of a beam radio.”

Monk yelled, “But there wasn't no sending set in our busl” He ran with the waddling gait of a scared bulll
ape.

“On the contrary, there was,” Doc rapped. “A fdlow stuck a tiny portable set indde the empennage
shortly before the excitement started. | saw him. There wasn't time to grab him.”

“Whered he go?” Monk roared, and put on more speed.
“Thisway,” Doc said, and vaulted the meta fence which surrounded the field.

Ham tried to use too much care in mounting the fence, with the result that he dipped, caught his
immaculate afternoon coat on the barbed top strand and Ieft the entire back of it behind.



“Whered the pilat of the plane go?’ he gritted.

“Thisway,” Doc sad. “He and the fdlow who planted the decoy radio transmitter probably intended to

They covered a hundred yards. Weeds about them were tal. The rotating beacon at the airport flashed
white light at regular intervals. The airport floodlights were ill on, meking a great glow.

Doc Savage stopped, breathed a“Ligen!”

Monk and Ham both strained ther ears. They heard crickets, sounds of distant automobiles and voice
murmur back at the flying held, but nothing else.

“The two are heading a bit to theright,” Doc decided.

Monk and Ham showed no surprise, being aware of the bronze man's dmost superhuman ability to hear.
Countless times, they had seen hm employ the sonic device with which he had developed his aurd
organs over a period of years.

Weeds became more profuse, then ended suddenly at the edge of an evidently little used road. There
was a fence which they managed to keep from squesking while dimbing it. Clouds were making the night
darker than before. They crawled up an embankment, evidently some kind of dike. Hulks like gigantic pill
boxes loomed ahead. The night air acquired a definite odor.

“Oil tank farm,” Ham decided in a whisper.

“Not being used,” Doc added.

Ham asked in a surprised tone, “How can you tdl?’

“The odor,” Doc told him. “The amdl of fresh crude ail islacking.”

Off to the dde, a samdler, squarer hulk appeared. A light came on suddenly and whitened soiled
windows. Insde was the gleam of dull gray mechinery and brasswork which needed deaning.

“The pump dation,” Monk grunted. “They mugt be usng it for a headquarters.”

Ham offered abruptly, “Doc, what say the missing link and mysdf circle and watch the rear, while you
are reconnaitering?’

“Do not get too close,” Doc requested.

Ham eased away in the darkness, Monk on his hedls. The pig, Habeas, traled them. They made hdf a
crde and were behind the pump station. There was a pile of pipe there. They eased behind that.

Two men arose from the darkness and put guns againg their backs.
“What the—" Monk began.

“I know it's ashame,” sad one of the men. “Y ou two boys mus have thought we were pretty dumb.”

MONK and Ham turned around. There was not much light, but they did not need light to observe that
the guns were genuine, and of large cadiber. The hammer of each wegpon was aso rocked back.



Habeas, the shote, faded away into the night with the soundlessness of a shadow.
Monk jutted his smdl head forward to peer more closdly at the two who had sprung the surprise.

“Youll get eyestrain,” one of the men admonished. “We're the two yahoos you followed here from the
arport, if that's what's worryin' you.”

The speech had been in whispers, unconscioudy. Now Ham decided to speak doud, hoping to advise
Doc of ther predicament.

“Y ou two—ugh!”

He doubled over panfully. His mouth flew wide, and breath came past his teeth with such force that it
carried afine spray with it.

The man who had jammed a gun into Ham's middle with greet force hissed, “We know the bronze guy is
around in front. You try to tip him again and youll spring a lesk just about the third button of that trick
ves!”

The other man said, “We hate to part you two from that big bronze shadow, but we fear we mugt. Shake
aleg”

They backed away from the pump Sation, came to a path, and went down it. Monk and Ham were
searched expertly as they walked, and relieved of the only weapons they carried—the amdl
supermachine pistols which were Doc Savage's own invention.

“What's the ides? Monk demanded.
“A gentleman wants to see you,” one of the two replied.
“Wm’?’

“A man whom I'm more than hdf convinced is one of the cleverest gents in the world,” said the other.
“And mind you, partner, | know dl about the rep of this Doc Savage.”

“The guy who thought up that bright idea of fixing the plane bomb so it would chase a radio trangmitter,
and who aso rigged up that burglar darm at the oyster plant in New York?” Monk hazarded.

“Sure” said the man. “He's thought of some other things that would surprise you, too.”

"Shut up!” advised the man's companion. “Some day youll tak yoursdf indde a wooden jacket, and
they'll sprinkle some nice clean dirt on you.”

They went on in Sllence. There was roadway underfoot now—a dirt road, hard packed by heavy treffic.
“What about Doc?” Ham demanded.
“We an't ambitious” said one of the captors. “Well dispose of you firs. Hell get his later.”

They rounded a bend hinged by scrub oak and came suddenly upon a truck waiting. The truck was large
and had aflat bed, the type of machine employed in hauling pipe and ail-field supplies.

A stubby men came forward, aso a tdl, thin one and a man who had, when flaghlights were turned on,
eyeswhich turned inward at intervas. It was Stunted and the rest of the coterie from New Y ork.



“It'saregular reunion,” Stunted chuckled.

“You got that sawed-off auto rifle to working?” Monk asked him.

“You bet,” Stunted retorted. “1 worked on it dl the way from New York.”
“You made aquick trip,” Monk suggested.

“Sure” sad Stunted. “We cameina—’

The man with the uneasy eyes whipped forward and dapped Stunted in the face. The force of the blow
sent Stunted reding back.

“What in blue blazes was the idea?’ he snarled.

“You got a head like a toad,” the man with the weird eyes snapped. “You was gettin' set to tdl this
monkey how we came back!”

“Huh!” Stunted fdl dlent, his mien sheepish.

TWO pairs of greasy overdls and two egudly soiled jumpers were produced. Menace of gun muzzes
persuaded Monk and Ham to don these. They were compdlled to St on the fla bed of the truck, legs
dangling over, and the machine got into mation.

Some of the captors stood erect on the bed platform. All wore work cdothing. They might have been
some pipdine crew, bound into the fieds.

“Let out ableat and well certainly weight you down with lead,” Monk and Ham were advised.
“Deuced boorish treatment,” Ham said primly.

Some one laughed. The truck had a rear end gear grind and the sound went on and on, like something in
pain. There was little traffic on the road, passenger cars for the mogt part. Once two policemen on
motorcycles went past with a violent popping, but did not even glance a the truck.

Later, aramshackle ddivery car ran around the truck with a greet clatter, cut in sharply and went on.
“Durn nut!” growled the truck driver.

Hardly more than ten minutes later, there was a loud report from a front whed. The truck began to
pound dong in a manner which indicated a fla tire. The driver pulled over to the edge of the road. He
began to swear, making no effort to get out and start repairs.

“You waiting for it to thunder, or something? Stunted demanded.

“No spare tire dong,” said the driver. He dighted and used a flaghlight until he found a large-headed
roofing nall embedded in the tire. He kicked the nall and swore some more.

Down the road, alight flashed.
“Who's tha?’ a man demanded.

One of the men advanced down the road, keeping in the darker shadows beside the ditch. He returned
soon.



“Ddivay truck with a puncture,” he reported. “It's that nut who passed us. He mustve picked up
another of them nalls”

“He got a spare tire?” Stunted demanded.
“Seams to have” sad the other.
Stunted chuckled. “Old Nick takes care of his own, eh, boys?”’

Two guns were kept jammed againg Monk and Ham. Three men went forward. There was a wait,
during which pounding noises came from the ddivery truck, then a sharp exchange of commands. One of
the men cdlled back, “Come on, you birds.”

The guns urged Monk and Ham forward. They came to the truck.

The driver was an unusud-looking fellow, having a tremendous girth and a right leg which twisted out in
grotesque fashion. His face was puffy. He had a swarthy skin and dark hair.

“This Mexican has kindly consented to give us alift,” chuckled Stunted, and flourished his sawed-off auto
rifle a the swarthy driver.

The driver wailed, “ Sefiors, my poor ca—"

“Shut up!” advised Stunted. “Y ou just drive us carefullike. Well tdl you where to go.”

AN hour later, they were travedling where there seemed to be no road at dl. The sun was rising, but not
yetin view.

“Tunright,” Stunted advised, and they pulled down a precipitous bank and took to the gravel bed of a
dry stream.

The swarthy driver complained, “ Sefiors, my poor car will never run back over thees road. Tdl me, how
gl | return?’

“Youll find out dl about that,” Stunted told him.
“Hey!” one of the men barked. “Lookit!”

They craned necks. After amoment of that, they dl heard a long, tending crack of a sound, and a weird
streak of luminance appeared in the reddening sky. It seemed to dtretch in an arch away into the infinite
reaches of the heavens.

“Now, what?" Stunted grumbled. “Could that mean that—"
“Shut up, supid!” the man with the peculiar eyes snapped.
The gtreak in the sky died away quickly, vanishing completely.

Therickety truck went on. In spite of the deserted appearance of the region, it was undoubtedly a road
of sorts which they traveled. Twice, when they crossed sandy stretches, the men dighted and, with lesfy
boughs, carefully brushed out their tracks.

“Dont want 'em to look too recent,” Stunted grinned.



The driver showed darm. “What ees thees mean, sefiores?’
“In about three minutes, youll know,” Stunted |eered.

The driver reacted in a fashion which was the more surprisng, snce he had previoudy shown a
aurprigngly smdl degree of backbone. He lashed out afig toward Stunted.

It was a terrific blow. After it, Stunted's face would never look quite the same. Stunted fdl out of the
Seet.

The driver emitted a blood-curdling ydl and took to the opposite direction. He had chosen his spot well.
A narrow rip of a draw entered the creek bed at that point. The dark man dived into that. His game leg
seemed, if anything, to add to his speed. He disappeared.

The truck unloaded in roaring confuson. Wild shots were discharged. The men rushed into the gully.
Some dimbed the steep ddes. After the fird excitement, they used flashlights and searched more
thoroughly. They found no trace of the fugitive

“One of that guy's ancestors must have been a rabbit,” Stunted grumbled.
They consulted for atime. There seemed to be little they could do about it.
“That Mex won't know what it'sdl about, anyhow,” some one decided.

They got in the truck, and it had rolled hardly less than hdf a mile before it pulled out on a fla and
stopped before what seemed to be literdly a manson.

It was a great brick building, two stories in height, with flanking wings and a garage capable of housng
four cars. Situated on the outskirts of a dity such as Tulsa, the manson would have aroused no more than
admiration, but located here in a wilderness of scrub oak and hills, with no roads worthy of the name
near by, it was a dartling sght.

The headlights played on the place a closer range, and it became evident in the early morning light that
many of the windows were broken out, that the woodwork needed painting, that the lavn had not been
timmed in years. Y et the place could not, from the Style of architecture, have been more than ten years
old.

Monk asked, “How did this dump come to be here?’

“Osage Indian,” Stunted leered through his smashed face. “Hegp ail, catchum many dollars. Build um
brick tepee. Then Osage, him turn around and croak. Tepee, him go pot.”

“You're quite a smart guy, ain'tcha?” Monk growled.

They unloaded beside the mangon. A lean, brown man stepped out to meet them, squinting in the
headlights He had arifle.

“We got two vigtors for the chief,” said Stunted. “The chief just Ieft,” said the man with therifle
“Oh,” sad Stunted. “So it washimin—"

The man with the queer eyes screamed, “Damn you! All the time about to let things dip where these guys
can hear!” He dugged Stunted heavily with hisright figt.

Stunted's face was dready sore from the blow landed by the swarthy ddivery truck driver. The new pan



maddened him. He went down, but retained his grip on hisrifle, rolled over and lifted the weapon.

Men shouted, and sprang forward to prevent bloodshed.

Ham kicked Monk on the shins. Monk bellowed in pain and knocked down the handiest of his captors.
“The housel” Ham ydled. “They'd shoot us down before we could get across the dearing.”

The house entrance was not more than a dozen feet away. They dived for it. A rifle dug tore an ample
figful of splinters off the edge of the door as they went through.

Chapter V. FLAME THREAD

THE door was of some rich dark wood. Paint had peded off, but the pand 4ill retained its strength.
Monk tossed out one long, hairy am and dammed it. Echoes of the dam echoed through the house,
which seemed virtudly devoid of furniture.

Monk snarled, “You didn't need to kick me!”
“It was a pleasure,” Ham told him. “1 mean—I had to get you in action.”

“Yeah!” Monk hit a door a the end of the reception hal where they stood. It was not locked.
Momentum sent him across the chamber beyond on hands and knees.

There was a table a this Sde of the room. It had been thrown hadtily together from rough wood. But
there was nothing crude about the apparatus on it. Black insulaing panels, knobs, and switches glistened.

Monk veered for the apparatus.

Ham ydled. “That won't hdp ud”

“Heck it won't!” Monk began fumbling with the dids. “Thisis a bang-up radio transmitter-and-receiver.”
“l know it.” Ham was meking for another door. “What good will the bdly thing do us?’

“Bring help.” Monk made afierce face. “Trouble s, | gotta figure out what knob does what.”

Glass crashed out of a window, a rifle smashed, and the high-powered dug clouted completely through
the wdls, missng Monk by something less than a yard.

“Take your time” Ham told Monk dryly. “You only have to get that thing working and cdl until you raise
adation. Fve or ten minutes should be dl you need.”

Two more rifle bullets came in, showering Monk with plaster dust.

Monk made another fierce grimace and gave up working with the radio mechanism. He followed Ham
into another room—which held numerous boxes, dl of them of stout wood, none of them bearing
markings which might have hinted at their past contents.

Monk upset a box, found it empty, and began heaving the containers agang the door to block it. Rifle
lead went through the boxes with splintering ease.

“Them high-powered guns kinda complicate things” Monk grunted.



They retreated, finding an empty chamber, then one with chegp canvas camp cots on the floor. Blankets
were piled cardlesdy on the cots. Odds and ends of dothing lay about. Cigarette stubs spotted the floor.

Monk scooped up an armload of the dothing.
“Maybe there's something in the pockets thet'll tdl usthings” he said.

He carried the dothing as he lumbered in the wake of Ham. The latter peered through a window, rubbed
dug off the pane, looked again, and began knocking glass out with quick blows.

“Sure, we can just wak away,” Monk told him sourly. “Theyll stand by and Sng us a bedtime story, or
something.”

“Look, you accident of naturel” Ham pointed an arm. “There is a car behind the house, which we failed
to 9ght before.”

MONK looked and saw that the car was large and powerful; it was inclosed. He helped smash the rest
of the glass out, let Ham jump down to the ground, then followed, retaining the clothes and grunting
loudly as he landed.

They reached the car together and crowded each other getting indde. Monk threw his right hand for the
switch, then made afig of the hand and struck the ingrument panel.

“Blagt it!” he grated. “They would take the key out!”

He flopped down on the floorboards, tore afigful of wiring bodily from under the insrument panel, took
one rather long second in sorting them over, then joined the ends of two and the motor whooped into life.

“Handy to know how these cars are wired,” Monk grinned.

The machine moaned and pitched in second gear, making an ample circle around the house. Ham drove
recklessly, shoving his head up a intervals to ascertain their course. Brush switched the underside of the
car. A loud danking sound came from one of the windows, and Monk squinted at a spidery outline of
cracks which had appeared megicdly in the glass.

“Glory be!” he snorted. “This chariot has bulletproof glasd There sure is a Santa Claud”

Ham sat up, drove more carefully, and they pitched into the obscure roadway by which they had arrived.
Ham was overanxious. He put on too much speed and the car skidded, went into a ditch and stopped.
He looked outside.

“We can back out,” he sad.

Then he sat very ill, for he had fdt asmal spot of metdlic coldness come againg the back of his neck.
He had fdt gun muzzles on his bare skin on other occasions.

“We should have looked in the back seat,” he told Monk.

THE homdy chemig reared up and peered around. The gun was removed from Ham's neck and shoved
amos againg Monk's flattened nose. It was a Sngle-action six-shooter of tremendous sSize.

A young womean held the gun with one hand.



She was a lean, tanned young woman with a few freckles, not at dl hard to look at. Her eyes were a
rather enchanting blue, and she showed teeth which would have graced the advertisng of any dentifrice.
It was not a smile which showed her teeth. Rather, it was a grimace intended to convey fierceness.

“These are hollow-point bullets,” she advised. “They would just about remove your head.”
Monk swallowed. “Now, ligen—"

“Shut up!” she requested. “I never saw you before, and don't know you. Maybe you don't know me. But
you've heard of me. I'm Lanca Jaxon.”

“Oh,” sad Monk.
“Y ou've heard enough to know 1'd as soon shoot you as not, or sooner,” said the girl.

“Two-gun Lanca Jaxon,” murmured Monk, who had never before heard of any young woman with such
aname.

“A wise-cracker, like the rest of them,” the girl said, frodtily. “I never dreamed there could be so many
aleged humorigsin one gang of crooks.”

Monk said, “Young lady—"

“Quiet!” she snapped. “One of these bullets won't be funny. You two st Hill. I'll get out and then you get
out. I'l tell you what to do next.”

She got out.

Three men came from the adjacent brush. Ther arivd was so sudden that it was evident that they were
men who had scattered to the edges of the dearing surrounding the house when the action had started,
that they might be in a position to shoot down any one atempting to cross the open space. Each of the
three held a gun.

“Well take it over now, Lanca,” one said.

The young woman looked at them very hard. She seemed to be trying to make up her mind about
something of great importance. The gun was perfectly steady in her hand. She shrugged at last, and one
of the men came over and got the gun she had wielded.

“You hdped usalat,” he chuckled.
Thegirl said nothing.

Puffing and growling at each other, the remaining members of the gang arrived shortly. They surrounded
Monk and Ham. Discusson followed. Three of them favored shooting Monk and Ham immediately.
Others held saner convictions

“Let the big boss decide,” suggested the man with the peculiar-behaving eyes.
They walked Monk and Ham back toward the house.

The man with the queer eyes linked an arm with the girl, and said, “My dear Lanca, would you explain
just how you happened to be in that car? And with a gun, too? It was Stunted's old six-shooter, wasn't
it?”



The girl managed to say nothing in a very vehement manner. The man's eyes seemed to shift more queerly
than usud. He conducted the girl into another part of the house.

Monk and Ham found themsdlves in the room with the radio apparatus. One of the captors went out,
came back with alariat of the cowboy variety, and they were bound with expert thoroughness.

“Whatll we do with 'em?” Stunted asked, nuraing his bruised features.

“I'l find out,” said one of the men, and went to the radio apparatus. He switched the mechaniam on. It
was gpparently of al-wave congtruction, because an ordinary broadcast program began coming from the
recaiver. It was a newscast. The commentator had a pleasant voice, rapid enunciation.

“—weird phenomena reported from various sections of the nation,” said the voice from the radio.
The man at the apparatus started to turn knobs.
“Wait!” Stunted barked. “Get that!”

THE man reset the did to the broadcast station.

“Some of the reports state that long ribbons of flame were seen in the heavens, accompanied by a weird
crashing noise, said the radio newscagter. “Others ingg they saw bdls of flane. Asironomers, for the
mog part, ingg that the phenomena witnessed are not meteors, as was at firg believed. In no case has it
been reported that a falen meteor has been found.”

One of the men laughed harshly, said, “It's got 'em worried.”
“Itll have 'em alot more worried before it's over,” Stunted muttered.

“The lagt streak of flame in the heavens was reported over north-centra Oklahoma and over Kansas,”
sad the broadcaster. “This was hardly more than an hour ago—" The voice stopped coming from the
radio. During the pause which ensued, crackle of papersin the distant radio station could be heard.

“Hash!” said the broadcaster, an undercurrent of excitement in his voice. “Here is an important item
which just arrived.”

“Aw, turn it off!” growled one of the menin the room. “ Somebody has shot somebody dse in Siberia or
somewhere, probably.”

Stunted snapped, “Nix! Get the news before we contact the chief.”

They fdl slent. The broadcaster was 4ill rattling papers. He began spesking:

“It has just been announced that the exploson heard in downtown Kansas City, and which broke studio
windows in this station, was a blast which thieves set off to enter the vaults of the city's largest bank,”
sad the newscaster. “The rad was on a gigatic scae, and daingly executed. At least ten men
participated. Bank officids have not been able to make a check, but estimate that the thieves could have
escaped with nearly three million dollars”

Stunted seemed to forget dl about his fadd injuries He grinned from ear to ear and dapped a pam
resoundingly againg a thigh.

“Boy, oh boy!” he chortled. “Get that! Get that!”



“Shut up!” some one told him.
They were dl intent on the radio now.

“A few minutes after the robbery, one of the strange streaks of fire in the sky, which have so mydified the
nation, was dghted,” said the radio announcer. “Police are invedtigating a theory that this might be
connected with the robbery of the bank.”

Stunted said, “They begin to smdl arat.”

“This concludes our news broadcast,” said the loud-speaker voice. “We will be on the air later with more
details of the sensationd robbery.”

One of the men shifted the radio control knob, clicked a switch and got down on short-wave bands. All
of the men looked suddenly and extraordinarily cheerful.

Theman at the controls made adjustments, switching on the tranamitter. Then he picked up a microphone
and asmdl notebook, evidently a code book of some kind.

“Cdling CQ, cdling CQ,” he said into the microphone. “ Station W9EXF cdling CQ.”

Monk blinked as he heard that. It was the accepted manner in which amateur radio ations took the ar
and sought to establish connection with other amateurs. The “ CQ” was merdly the radio “ham” manner of
dating that the gtation wanted to talk with anybody who would answer.

Out of the radio loud-speaker came an answer.

“Station WI9SAV cdling sation WIEXF,” the voice said.

The man at the apparatus grinned, winked. He consulted the code book.

“l have two headaches today,” he said, obvioudy usng the code. “How are you feding?’

“The two headaches you were looking for?” asked the distant voice, which was somewhat distorted.
“That's the two,” advised the man in the room.

“Have you tried diagnosng them?’ asked the voice from the loud-speaker.

The men a the apparatus consulted the code book.

“Sure, | diagnosed them,” he stated. “But they ain't the kind of headaches that tell you things”

MONK scowled darkly as he listened. There were thousands of amateur radio stations on the air dl over
the country, and a conversation such as this would not arouse suspicion. The code was smple, so Smple
that any one knowing it was code could guess what many of the statements meant. But a casud lisener
would not catch the hidden sgnificance.

The radio conversation continued.

“You talked about a big headache that you fdt coming on, the last time we hooked up,” said the distant
voice. “Any sgn of that one?’

“Nope,” said the manin the room. “But | may get it yet.”



Monk decided they were referring to Doc Savage.
“Otherwise, you are dl wdl?’ asked the loud-speaker voice.

“Nothing to complain about.” The man at the trangmitter hadlily thumbed the code book. “How is your
case of ptomaine—the one you got out of a can?’

“All cleared up,” chuckled the radio voice.
Another look at the code book. “What do you suggest doing for my two headaches?”’
“I'l see what the manud says” replied the far-away speaker

The man a the tranamitter laughed; then there was slence, during which Monk concluded that the
“manud” referred to mugt be a cipher word designating the mysterious chief of the gang.

“The manud says to use two pills” growled the radio voice.

Grim expressions on the features of the men in the room as the radio conversation terminated showed
Monk that they dl knew, without referring to the code book, what a“pill” mearnt.

Stunted stood up, scowling.
“l don't like that,” he said sourly.
“What's egting you?’ the man with the queer eyes snapped.

“l ant exactly a puritan,” Stunted grunted. “But croakin' these two guysin cold blood don't come in my
bailiwick. If they've got a chance—sure! But just to plug 'em, feed 'em one of them pills a piece, which
we dl know darn well is the boss's word for a bullet—not me!”

“Turned champion of defensdess manhood?’ the uneasyeyed man grated.

“Nutd” Stunted glared a him. “1 ain't forgot that pop in the kisser you give me, you cock-eyed gazoo!”
“Cut it out, you two!” a man barked.

Stunted continued to glare. The eyes of the other man crossed, uncrossed; then he shrugged.

“Aw, the ddivery-truck driver getting away had me fussed up,” he said. “I guess | shouldn't have
smacked you.”

Stunted said, “Well let it go at that, then.”
The man with the unusud eyes drew arevolver.
“I'l take care of the pill doses,” he said. “I'm not asfinicky as some.”

He shoved Monk and Ham, propdling them before him through the door. They staggered about, helpless
to do more than voice threats, which had absolutdy no effect. The lariat bindings on their ams were
panfully tight, securely tied.

One of the men le&ft behind in the room called, “ Say, what about that ddlivery-truck driver?’
“Well look for him after | take care of this” said the salf-gppointed executioner.



They passed outside. The man with uneasy eyes did not close the door. Evidently he was cdloused
enough to want the others to hear the shot.

“Wadk!” the fdlow snarled. “Y ou guys make one move and I'll let you have it here, instead of outdoors.”

Monk and Ham waked. They could hear the tread of the man behind them. It was heavy, regular,
betraying no nervousness, and there wasin it the qudity of doom.

Then the tread stopped. Monk thought afterward that there was dso a fant gasp about the same time
that the tread ceased. But he was never quite sure.

It was a long moment before Monk, apprehensve lest thair captor shoot, turned. The homdy chemidt's
little eyes flew round. His mouth came open.

The ddivery-truck driver stood spread-legged in the passage. He had the uneasy-eyed man gripped by
the neck with both hands. He held the fdlow off the floor with an obvious ease, and the vicim was
meking no outcry, hardly twitching.

Monk ogled the ddivery-truck driver. The latter had changed appearance vasly, dthough he dill wore
the same garments and his skin and hair were swarthy. But the limp was gone, and the stature and
fabulous srength identified the man.

"Doc Savage!” Monk gulped.

Chapter VI. TWO GENTLEMEN OF TULSA

DOC SAVAGE was not choking his prisoner, but rather working on the back of the man's neck with
corded bronze finger tips, seeking out certain sendtive nerve centers on which pressure, properly
goplied, would induce a state of paralyss lasing some time.

When the man was completdy limp, with only his eyes and bresthing showing tha he 4ill lived, Doc
lowered him to the floor.

Monk and Ham stood immobile while the lariat was untied. Doc's finger strength managed the knots with
esse.

“You hear anything that was said in that room?’” Monk whispered.
“Practicdly dl of it,” Doc told him. “After usng the ruse of the divery truck I—’
“You sprinkled nailsin the road?” Ham interjected.

“Exactly,” Doc answered. “1 hired the truck from afdlow who chanced to pass, and his dothing as well.
He was carrying some roofing materid, and the nals came in handy. The make-up materid | dways
cary onmy person. It was largely dye and wax for the cheeks.”

Monk and Ham shook off the ropes.
“Where's my hog?” Monk demanded.
“Back a that old tank farm,” Doc said. “1 had to leave him behind.”

Monk waved an am. “What do you make of this mess, Doc?’



“Thar chief obvioudy robbed that Kansas City bank,” the bronze man pointed out.

"Sure. But what about those streaks of fire in the sky? They've got a connection with the gang. And
why'd they kill Willard Spanner? And who is that girl and what's she doing here?’

“Always thinking about women,” Ham told Monk sourly.
“She acted queer,” Monk said. “This whole thing makes me dizzy.”

Doc picked up the gun which had been carried by the man with the roving eyes. He fired it twice. The
reports were ear-splitting.

“To make them think you have been executed,” the bronze man breathed. “That should give us a moment
or S0 respite.”

They eased back through the house until they encountered a door which seemed to be locked.
Ordinarily, a lock offered Doc Savage few difficulties. But this was a padlock and hasp—on the other
gde of the door.

“Wewill try it through the basement,” the bronze man whispered.

The basement gtairs were behind an adjacent door and squeaked a little, but not too much, as they went
down.

The room below had once been a recreation chamber and held a huge hilliard table, the green covering
mildewed and rotted. The table must have been too ponderous to move away. Adjacent was the furnace
room. Grimy windows afforded fant illumination.

Monk stopped the ingant he was ingde the room.
“Lookit!” he gulped.

Two men were handcuffed to the pipes which comprised the heating system.

ONE men was long and lean, and his body looked asif it were made of legther and sticks. He grinned a
them, and his grin was hideous because he must have had fase teeth and was not wearing them now. His
dothing was fastidious. When he tried to beckon a them, it was evident that the thumb was missng from
hisright hand, making that grotesque, too.

“I dunno who you are, but you look like angdsto me” he said thickly. “You don't belong to this crowd.
Tum us loose, brother.”

The second man was a deek, round butterbal, entirdy bald. Not only was his body round, but his head,
hands, and his arms were like jointed, elongated bals. He wore aring which had once held an enormous
setting, but the stone was missing now and the bent prongs of the ring showed it had been pried from
place, possibly without removing the ring from his fat rounded fingers

“Yuss” he said, and his words were amughy hissing. “Turn usloose” His*looss” sounded like *lush.”
Monk lumbered forward, asking, smal-voiced, “Who are you birds?’

“Leases Moore,” said the lesthery man with the missing teeth and thumb.



“Quince Randwell,” said the man with the rounded anatomy.
“Oh!I” Monk squinted. “The two missng men from Tulsa?’
Ham snapped, “It was Leases Moore's dothing that we got hold of in New Y ork!”

Leases Moore made a legthery grimace. “How do | know what they did with my duds? They took ‘em
when they grabbed me and Quince, here, out of my car.”

“A bulletproof sedan?’ Monk demanded, thinking of the machinein which they had tried flight.
“Sure” said Leases Moore. “Are you gonnaturn us loose, or not?’

Doc went to the handcuffs, examined the links, and found them of no more than average strength. The
pipes formed an excdlent anchorage. He grasped the links, set himsdlf, threw his enormous sinews into
play and the thin metal parted with brittle sngppings.

“I'mason of agun!” Quince Randwell made it “gunsh.” “That tells me who you are.”
Doc sad nothing. He finished breaking the cuffs.

“l heard them taking about you,” said Randwell. “You are Doc Savage.” The way he sad it, the name
sounded like “ Savvash.”

“We had better get out of here,” Doc said. “Wewill try that bulletproof car again.”
They moved for the grimy window.
“Why were you being held?” Monk asked Leases Moore.

“That,” Leases Moore said promptly, “isthe blackest mysery a man ever went up againg. They wouldn't
tdl us”

“Ransom?’
“They never mentioned it.”
“Know thar names?’

“Only that runt Stunted,” said Leases Moore. “I never saw any of them before. Neither has Quince,
I’He_”

The rounded man bobbed dl of hislayers of fat in agreement.

“What isthar game?’ Monk asked.

“Search us,” replied Leases Moore. “That's another mystery.”

Doc Savage was working on the window, and now it came open with only minor squeaks of complaint.

“Out,” said the bronze man, and boosted lean, leathery Leases Moore out through the aperture, after first
taking a look around.

Quince Randwell was helped out next. He and Moore ran for the car, which had been wheded back into
the dearing and stood not many yards from the house. They ran boldly, with more haste than caution.



“The dopes,” Monk growled. “They oughta be careful until we get out.”

Then his jaw fdl, for Leases Moore and Quince Randweil had started the car and were racing wildy
away, the engine making a great ded of noise.

“Why, the double-crossers!” Monk gritted.

THE homey chemigt had one pronounced falling. When he got mad he was indined to go into action
without forethought of the consegquences. Now he gave every indication of intending to dimb out of the
window and pursue the two flesing men.

Doc dropped a hand on Monk's shoulder and settled him back on the basement floor.
“Wait,” said the bronze man.
Updairs, there was excited shouting. They had heard the car's departure. Guns began going off.

“They may not see who isin the car, and think we have escaped,” Doc said. “That will give us a chance
to prowl about this place, and possibly overhear something that will give us a better line on what is going
on”

There was a staccato series of deafening reports, undoubtedly the voice of Stunted's cherished automatic
rifle from which the barrel had been bobbed. Six-guns made noises more nearly resembling firecrackers,
and a shotgun boomed deeply.

There was a generd charge of men from the house. They had obvioudy found in the hdlway the
sensdess man with the queer eyes. Ther wild rage might have been ludicrous under other circumstances.

Doc had gotten the soiled cdllar window shut. They watched the excitement from behind its semiopaque
screen.

Monk grinned. “Wonder how many of 'em was around?’

“| was ungble to ascertain,” Doc told him.

“Looks like moren a dozen pulling out after that car,” Monk offered. “Bet they're dl leaving.”
Doc Savage nodded, admitting, “Now is as good atime as any to look around.”

They |eft the basement. The stair squesking as they went up seemed louder than before, for the house
was very slent.

“l didn't see that girl leave,” Monk whispered. “Maybe we can find her and ask questions.”
“And probably get shot,” Ham said pessmidticaly.

They ligened. Outdoors, in the morming sunlight, birds were making sound. Wind fluttered scrub-oak
leaves.

Then they heard avoice. It was a steady, well-modulated voice, and it came in spells. There was dso an
answering voice, this one metdlic and difficult to distinguish.

Monk breathed, “The radio! Somebody isusng it!”



They made for the room which held the radio transmitting-and-receiving apparatus. The door was open.
One of the gang crouched over the mechanism, code book in one hand.

“So you think the weather should be warmer out in San Francisco,” he was saying. “Yes, old man, that's
probably true, and if, as you say, the manua says Frisco isa good place to be, well go—"

Behind Doc Savage and his companions, Stunted yelled, “Get them lunch hooks up, you three guys”

Stunted, for dl of hisvillany, seemed to have some of the spirit attributed to old-time Western bad men.
He didiked shooting down his victimsin cold blood.

Had he, having come back unheard, or possbly never having Ieft the house, started shooting without
warning, Doc Savage or one of the pair with him, possibly dl of them, would have died then. As it was,
they reacted unconscioudy to the command. They pitched forward into the radio room.

THE man at the radio apparatus cried out in excitement and went for a gun. He was infinitdy dow.

Doc Savage, lunging across the room, sent out afis and the man bounced from it to the apparatus table.
Hisweight ruptured wiring, and sparks szzled and blue smoke arose.

Thefdlow had succeeded in freeing his gun from a pocket, and it bounced across the floor. Monk got it.

Out in the corridor, Stunted bawled, “You guys aint got no sense atal! Come outa there! This cannon
of minell throw lead right through them wallg”

Monk lifted his captured revolver, then lowered it, grimacing to his companions. “Maybe he won't shoot
if he thinks we're unarmed.”

Stunted lifted his voice, ydling for assstance. He did not enter the radio room. His bellow was ample to
cary to his associates.

The man on the radio table fdl to the floor, but did not move afterward. A spot on his coat was smoking
where it had been ignited by an dectric arc.

Ham went over and rubbed the smolder out with a foot.

Doc threw up the window, making ample noise for Stunted to hear. Then he listened. Stunted had fdlen
glent. Doc picked up a char and dropped it out of the window. Hitting the ground outside, it sounded
not unlike a man dropping from the window.

Stunted swore, and they could hear him rushing for the door which led outside.

Doc led his two men out of the radio room—not through the window, but back into the corridor which
Stunted had just vacated. They found a window on the opposite side of the house. It was open, and they
dropped through.

Some distance away, men were cdling excitedly. They had heard Stunted's ydl. The latter answered
them, advisng what had happened. Doc and his men began to run.

It was the bronze man's sharp ears which ascertained that Stunted was running around the house and
would soon glimpse them. Doc breathed a command. They dl three dammed flat in the coarse grass.

Stunted came puffing around the corner of the house, and stopped. His breathing was didtinct, loud. He



muttered in a baffled way.

Doc and his men were perfectly motionless. It seemed incredible that they had escaped discovery so far.
But Stunted was certain to 9ght them. Monk held his revolver expectantly.

Then a clear feminine voice cdled, “Stunted! They went around the other way!”

Doc and his two aides eyed the house. The girl who had said her name was Lanca Jaxon was leaning
from a second story window, looking down a Stunted and waving an arm around the building.

“They got out of a window on this Sde” she cried excitedly. “They ran around when they heard you
coming. Hurry up! They may be getting away!”

Stunted hesitated, growling. Then he spun and sprinted around the house, deceived by the girl.

THE young woman looked a Doc Savage and his two men. She could see them plainly, looking down
from above as she was. Her arm waved sharply, gesturing that they should take advantage of the moment

to escape.
They did so.

Scrub brush hid them jugt as a flood of men poured into the dearing which held the strange mansion.
Monk had underestimated the numbers of the gang, for there was nearer two dozen than one, and dll
were heavily armed.

“What say we stick around and bushwhack with 'em?’ Monk queried.

It was an ideawhich Doc Savage seemed to favor, but which proved unfeasible, for the gang found their
tral and followed it with a rgpidity which indicated that a skilled tracker was numbered among the
enemy. Doc and his men were forced to retreat, dosdy followed.

A amdl stream, rocky of bottom, gave them respite. They waded dong it—first going up and meking a
fdsetral on the bank, then reéntering the water and wading downstream. They turned back toward the
house, confident the pursuers would waste much time untangling the tracks.

“That girl,” Monk breathed wonderingly. “ She helped ud But before, she stopped our getting away.”

“You know,” Ham said dowly, “It strikes me that when she held us up the firg time, it might have been
an accident. She might have thought we were with the gang.”

“But what was she doing in the car?” Monk countered.

Ham shrugged. “I don't know. Possibly trying to get away hersef.”
Monk looked a Doc. “What about thisgirl?’

The bronze man said, “That iswhy we are going back.”

Their flight had taken them dmost two miles before they encountered the stream, and now, going back,
they were cautious. They spread, separating from each other by the space of a hundred feet or o, in
order thet if one were discovered, the other might be clear to render assistance.

IT was Ham who, some ten minutes later, stopped in a dearing and squinted intently. He could see a



building, a large shack of a structure, through a rent in the scrub-oak thickets. The obvious newness of
the building intrigued him. He veered over to find Doc.

He was surprised, and alittle chagrined, to discover the bronze man had dready sghted the structure and
hed climbed a sl treein order to view it more closdly.

“Think it has any connection with this gang?’ Ham asked.

“They have been around the building,” Doc said. “All of them just went insde. They had that girl dong.”
Ham exploded, “But | thought they were talling ug”

“They gave that up some minutes ago,” Doc advised him.

The bronze man whidtled a perfect imitation of a bird common to Oklahoma, giving the cdl twice. It was
the 9gnd which they had agreed upon to summon each other, and Monk ambled up shortly, his amdl
€yes curious.

“Thet shed of abuilding,” Doc told him. “All of our friends seem to have gone indde it.”

Monk swung up aamdl tree with an ease that could not have been bettered by one of the apes which he
30 closdy resembled. He peered for a moment.

“Thet thing don't look like an ordinary shed,” he said. “It's kinda round, for one thing.”
“We are going to invedtigate,” Doc told him.

The scrub oaks were thick, and down in asmdl valey which they found it necessary to cross, briars and
ardl thorny bushes interlaced to form a barrier that they penetrated but dowly. On dther sde of the
Oefile trees grew high, so that view of the shed was cut off completdly.

They were 4ill in the arroyo when they heard a long, brittle crack of a noise. It was distinct, and very
loud, with an utterly didtinct qudity. They had heard tha noise before—in New York City, and In
Oklahoma. It was a noise such as had been heard, according to newspaper and radio reports, by many
persons in various parts of the United States. Always, it had been accompanied by threads of flanein the

ky.

Doc and his two aides looked upward. There was no trace of afiery ribbon in the heavens.
“Come on!” Doc rapped. “Let's get to that shed.”

They raced forward. A moment later, Monk emitted an excited howl.

“Thet shed!” he bawled. “It's &irel”

THE shed mug have been soaked with some inflammable compound, some substance which burned
even more readily than gasoline, for it was a crackling pyre of flame when they reached it.

Trees, ignited by the terrific heat, were burgting into flame as far as a score of yards from the structure.

Doc and his men circled the spot. They saw nothing, heard no screams which would indicate human
beings indde the burning structure. They would have been dead by now, anyway. There was nothing for
the bronze man and his aides to do but to stand by and extinguish such of the flames as threatened to



gpread and become a forest fire,

Eventudly, they went back to the house where they had been fird attacked. Ther attackers had flown
thoroughly. The radio tranamitting-and-receiving apparatus had been smashed. The odds and ends of
dothing were gone.

Doc Savage had no finger-printing outfit with him, but managed to improvise one by employing a mixture
of ordinary pulverized pencil lead and burned cork on white surfaces in the kitchen regions.

He examined these, usng the bottom which he broke from a milk bottle for a megnifier. He looked
intently for some time at the prints thus brought ouit.

Monk and Ham watched him. Both were fully aware of the fadlity with which the bronze man retained a
menta image. They were willing to bet he could run through a finger-print dasdfication days later and
pick out any prints which matched those he was viewing now.

They searched for some time, but the house offered nothing more to solve the mysery of what was
behind the murder of Willard Spanner, and the robbery of some millions of dollars from a Kansas City
bank. Neither was there a clue to the meaning of the streaks in the sky and the accompanying cracking
NOISES.

They went back to the shed, which had burned itsdf down. Poking through the hot embers was a
procedure more fruitless than the search of the house. The incredibly hot fire had consumed everything
inflammeble, had melted together such metd work as there had been indde, meking it unrecognizable,
except for what apparently had been two large and excdlent meta-working lathes.

“Were drawing blanks fast,” Monk said.

Ham was sober. “1 wonder what happened to that gang and the gil”? Were they burned to death?’
Doc Savage sad nathing.

They found the pig, Habeas Corpus, on therr way back to Tulsa

Chapter VII. PERIL IN FRISCO
THEY spent four hours investigating in Tulsa Interesting things came to light.

The revolver which Monk had secured from the man knocked out in the radio room of the strange house
in the brush, had been s0ld to Leases Moore a year previoudy. Further inquiry brought to light the fact
that Leases Moore had purchased a number of firearms, revolvers, shotguns, and automatic rifles, during
the past 9x months.

“Which makes me think of Stunted's bobtailed autometic rifle” Monk growled.

The house in the hills had been built by an Osage made wedthy by ail, who had later died. This fact,
corroborating what the gang had told Monk, Doc Savage secured from a rather remarkable “morgue’ of
persona sketches maintained by a feature writer on the Graphic, a Tulsa morning newspaper.

The feature writer was a dresser whose sartoriad perfection rivaed that of Ham, and he was a mine of
information. It seemed that he kept in his morgue bits of information about dl persons of importance in
and about Tulsa



Doc Savage was enabled, through the morgue, to make an interesting scrutiny of the careers of Leases
Moore and Quince Randwell.

Leases Moore was a broker of ailfidd leases; in popular parlance, a “lease robber.” He had never been
inthe penitentiary. That was about dl that could be said for his business tactics. He was sharp, squeezing
and scheming, qudities, it seemed, which had made him amillionare

Quince Randwell had gtarted life as a smdl-time gambler, had trafficked in liquor during prohibition, and
hed later taken over the locd dog-racing track, a profitable affair indeed. He was dso reported to be the
undercover gambling czar locdly, and not above turning a dishonest penny now and then.

But, like Leases Moore, he had never been convicted of a crime more serious than overtime parking,
speeding, parking without lights and even jay-walking.

Of these trivid offenses, there was an incredible array of convictions. Doc Savage asked about that.

“The police tried to ride him out of town by picking him up on every conceivable charge,” advised the
sartoridly perfect Graphic feature writer. “Tha was two years ago. It didn't work.”

The redly important development of the investigation came from the locd airport. Monk turned it up
when he perused the lig of passengers taking planes that morning. He was excited when he got Doc
Savage on the telephone at the Graphic.

“The Frisco angleis getting hot, Doc!” he declared.
The bronze man queried, “Yes?

“Leases Moore and Quince Randwaell caught the morning plane for San Francisco,” Monk advised.

DOC SAVAGE did not hire afast plane for the trip to San Francisco, as might ordinarily have been his
course. There was a regular arliner due shortly, and it was faster than anything available for a quick
charter. When the liner pulled out, he and his two aides were aboard it.

The plane had a radio. Doc communicated with New York, conaullting his three aides who were
there—"Johnny,” “Long Tom,” and “Renny.” They had turned up nothing of importance in connection
with the death of Willard Spanner.

At thefirg stop, Doc bought newspapers. There was much news concerning the flame streaks in the sky.
Police were beginning to connect the phenomena with crimind activities, for in three diginct cases, in
addition to the bank robbery in Kansas City, profitable crimes had been committed shortly before the
weird streaks appeared in the heavens.

Doc and his two companions read the heedlines while the plane was being fuded, and punctuated ther
reeding with munches at sandwiches secured a the airport restaurant. Perhaps that was why they failed
to notice alean, neatly dressed man watching them.

The lean man was careful to keep his scrutiny furtive. He had boarded the plane in Tulsa, dong with three
other passengers in addition to Doc's party. He had two suitcases—one of medium sze, one very large.
He had seated himsdf wel forward in the plane and had not once looked in Doc Savage's direction with
anything bordering more than usud interest. He was doing his watching now from outside the airport
restaurant window.



After the fuding, the man was fird to enter the plane. He stooped over quickly, opened his smdl suitcase
and took out an object which at firg might have been mistaken for a bundle of tightly wound sted wire.
He waked back and tucked thisin one of the baggage racks where it would not be observed.

He l&ft the plane, went hurriedly to the restaurant, and put in a long-distance cdl to an Arizona city. The
promptness with which the cal was completed indicated the other party had been awaiting it. The man
consulted a code book.

“The westher is perfect,” he said.
“Swdl,” said the voice over the wire. “Wewill pick you up, understand?
“l understand,” said the man.

He hung up, returned to the plane, and resumed his seat just before the giant craft took the ar, motors
meking high-pitched sound outside the sound-proofed cabin. The ar was rough, and the ship pitched

dighy.

Bdow was an expanse of terrain not especidly inviting to the eye, being composed mosly of sand and
sagebrush, with here and there a butte, hardly impressive from the air, to break the monotony. The plane
flew for two hours. The afternoon was wel dong.

The lean man stooped over and opened his large suitcase. It hed a parachute. He had some difficulty
wriggling into the harness, bending over as he was in order to avoid notice. When he had the harness
amog in place, he lifted his head to seeif he had attracted attention.

He had. Doc Savage was dready in the aide, and coming forward.

The leen man dived for the door. He had difficulty getting it open againg the force of the propeller
dipgtream, but findly succeeded and lunged through. The face was triumphant. But the expresson
changed quickly. A hand—it fdt like the clamp of some meta-compressing machine—had grasped his
ankle.

The man cursed ghrilly. He hung down from the plane, smashed about by the terrific rush of air, only the
grip on his ankle preventing him from fdling clear. His body battered the hard plane fusdage. Then he
was dowly hauled upward toward the plane door.

Desperate, the men whipped out a gun. He was not unlike a rag held in a diff breeze, and his firs shot
went wild. Then, grasping the edge of the cabin door, he took ddiberate am.

Doc Savage let im fdll. It was the only move that would preserve the bronze man's life.

THE lean man fdl away behind, turning over and over in the ar. That he had made parachute jumps
before was evident from the way in which he kicked his legs to stop his gyrations in the air. Then he
plucked the ripcord and the slk parachute blossomed out whitdly.

The plane was in an uproar. Passengers yelled excitedly and crowded to the windows on the sde of the
door, upsetting the equilibrium of the plane and causing the pilot to do some howling of his own.

Doc Savage lunged to the side of the pilot.
“Follow that man down!” he rapped.



Such was the qudlity of compdling obedience in the bronze man's remarkable voice that the pilot obeyed
without stopping to reason out why he should.

Monk charged forward, reached Doc and demanded, “Why'd that guy jump?’

Doc Savage sent one glance fanning the horizon and saw nothing to cause darm. There was no sgnd
vishle below.

“Search the planel” he said crisply.
Passengers objected strenuoudy to having their baggage rifled, and there was no time for explanations.

Ham logt his temper and knocked out a young sdesman who tried to defend a stout black case which,
when Ham opened it, proved to contain a smdl fortunein gem samples.

Monk lost numerous of the red brisles which served him as hair to a fa woman who had no idea of
seaing her fitted case opened by the Imian chemidt.

The pilot dill fought the controls. The associate pilot and the hostess trying to do thar hbit toward
restoring cam, only added to the bedlam.

It was Doc Savage who found the bomb that the lean man had hidden. He smashed a window and
heaved it overboard. Whether the missle exploded when it hit the hard earth below, or dightly before,
was difficult to decide, but a Szable cloud of smoke and débris arose—enough of a cloud to prove that
the plane would have been blown into fragments.

THE pilot had followed the man with the parachute only until the balance of his plane had been affected
by the shifting passengers, and in the ensuing excitement, he had forgotten the bronze man's orders. The
ship was now some distance from the parachute.

The white slk lobe was only a spot on the desert floor. It had settled into a canyon, they saw.

Doc advanced again and spoke grimly to the pilot, and that worthy, suddenly apprised of the bronze
man's identity and shown asmal card, hastened to send the plane toward the parachute.

The card Doc displayed was one directing dl employees of the ar line to put themsdlves at his service
upon request, and had been issued patidly because Doc Savage, a man of more wedth than any one
dreamed, owned a goodly portion of the air-line stock.

It was impossible to land in the canyon. The nearest terrain for a safe descent was fully amile distant. The
pilot put his ship down there.

“Armed?’ Doc asked the pilot.
Theflier nodded.

Doc, Monk, and Ham raced for the canyon. It was rough going. Mesquite prongs raked their clothing
and cactus prodded panfully. Once a rattlesnake whirred, and shortly after that Monk made a loud
guiping noise and stopped. He said something.

Whatever he said was logt in a loud, rending crack of a noise which seemed to come from the direction
of the canyon.

“Therés that thing again!” Monk growled, and searched the sky in vain for some trace of aflame thread.



They ran on.

Then they heard the crack of anoise again, and once more listened and searched with their eyes. Agan,
they saw nothing in the sky.

The perusd of the heavens might have been an omen—they found no trace of ther quarry when they
reached the canyon. They did locate the parachute where it had been abandoned. Tracks in the sand
showed where the would-be killer had fled. They followed these.

The tracks terminated in inexplicable fashion in the midst of an expanse of sand which bore every imprint
with amazing digtinctness. But where the tracks vanished there was a queer disturbance, asif a amdl and
terrific whirlwind had sucked up the sand, then let it Sft back.

Monk, frowning, indsted that some of the sand dready floated in the air.

They hunted for an hour before they resgned themsdves to conviction that, in some manner as yet
unexplained, the one they sought had managed to vanish.

“Thisthing has had alot of dizzy angles so far,” Monk grumbled. “But this one takes the cookies.”

Chapter VIIl. THE DEAD MAN'S BROTHER

IT wasfoggy in San Francisco. The ar was full of moisture. The newspapers which Monk brought into
Doc Savage's hotel room were soft with wetness. Monk seemed baffled, and he waved the papers.

“It's dl over 'em!” he complained. “Here welve been in Frisco less than two hours and it's dl over the
newspapers. Now what | want to know iswho told ‘em we were here?’

Doc Savage sad, “I did.”

Monk shook his head. “But we generdly keep out of the papers dl we can.”
“We have few cluesto go on,” Doc said. “None, in fact.”

“Dont | know it!”

“Soif these men come to us, even with the intention of getting us out of the way, it will put us in contact
with them, &t least,” Doc said.

Monk grinned doubtfully. “Well, thet's one way of doing it.”

Doc Savage took one of the newspapers, but gave only brief attention to the story concerning his arriva
in San Francisco. The item indicated, anong other things, that the bronze man was on the West coast to
invesigate the murder of his friend, Willard Spanner. Or had there been a murder?

There was another story concerning the Willard Spanner affar. The newspaper publisher who had
received the fird letter demanding a money payment for Spanner's release, had received a second
missve, ingging that Spanner was dill dive and demanding money for his sefety.

“Thismay be a newspaper publicity sunt,” Monk suggested. “I've known some of the wilder papers to
stoop to things like that.”

Doc Savage lifted the telephone and got in communication with the publisher who had received the



missves. Doc made hisidentity known.

“I would like to see those notes” he said.

The publisher tried to bargain.

“In return for them, youll have to let us write up your movements exdusively in our paper,” he said.
“Wewill do nothing of the sort,” Doc said promptly.

“Then you can whidtle for the notes,” he was told.

The bronze man showed no emotion.

“Quit yoursdlf,” he said.

The publisher sounded less certain when he asked, “What are you going to do about it?’

“Tdl the other newspapers what you are doing,” Doc advised. “The fact that you are going so far as to
block efforts to find Spanner, if dive, for the sake of a story, should make interesting reading. | dso have
aFedera agent's commisson. The Federal authoritieswill be interested in your refusd of information and
codperation to an agent. | may think of other measures. For instance, the mgority stock in your sheet is
owned by a chain of which | am a director.”

“Youwin,” said the newspaperman. “I'll send the notes over.”
Doc had hardly hung up when the telephone rang. It was the clerk downdtairs.

“A Mr. Nock Spanner to see Doc Savage” he said. “Mr. Spanner says he is a brother of Willard
Spanner.”

“Send hm up,” Doc said, and replaced the receiver.

THE bronze man advised Monk and Ham that a vistor was coming up, and told them his name.
“Willard Spanner's brother!” Monk exploded. “I didn't know he had a brother!”

“He has” Doc sad.

“Ever met im?” Monk asked.

“No,” Doc sad. “The brother isamilitary expert, and has been in China for a number of years.”
There was a knock at the door, and Doc arose and admitted the visitor.

Nock Spanner was a hard-bodied man of more than average height. Although his hair was dightly gray at
the temples, his age was probably not much past thirty. On his left hand he wore a rather large wrist
watch, the band of which was composed of Chinese coins, linked together.

“l read in the newspapers tha you were in San Francisco, invedigating the mystery about my brother,”
he said in a crisp voice which held a hint of the accent sometimes acquired by Americans spending a
period of yearsin aforeign land. “I just arrived this morning.”

“Have you any ideawhy your brother wasin San Francisco?’ Doc queried.



Nock Spanner turned the wrist band of Chinese coins, which seemed to fit a bit too tight for comfort.

“To meet me, of course,” he said. “We had not seen each other for seven years. | had finished my work
in China and was coming back to the States to live”

“You have any idess about this?’

Nock Spanner straightened the wrist band. 1 have made enemiesin China | did not think, however, that
they would strike a me through my brother.”

“You think that possible?’

Nock Spanner shrugged. “l am a a loss to think of anything else. Of course, | knew little about my
brother's connections in the States. He might have made enemies of his own. Or some one may merdy
want money. If so, | anwilling to pay. Ffty thousand was the sum demanded, so the newspapers say.”

“You haveit?

Nock Spanner nodded. He took alarge automatic with athin barrel from a pocket. Then he brought out
arall of hills tapped them and returned them to the pocket.

“l can pay,” he said. “But | want to know if my brother isdive. | want the writers of those notes asked a
question. If they answer it correctly, | will know my brother isdive”

“Isit a sure-fire question?’ Doc asked.

“Itis I'll ask him my middle name, which | haven't used since childhood, and which I'll guarantee no one
but my brother knows.”

“All right,” Doc told him. “The notes will be here shortly.”

A MESSENGER brought the notes. They were printed on rough brown paper, the hardest kind of
materid to identify, and there were no finger prints on them. They were smple and intdligently worded,
dating that Willard Spanner was dive and would be released upon the payment of fifty thousand dollars
ingmdl hills. The last line gave the method of communication:

WILL TELEPHONE YOU WHEN

WE JUDGE TIME PROPER

“They're taking a chance when they use the telephone.” Monk offered.

“They can cdl from some remote spot and depart quickly,” Doc replied.

The telephone rang.

“Yes,” Doc sad into the mouthpiece.

“That newspaper guy said to cdl you,” stated a voice which hdd a deliberate, atificid shrillness.
“About what?’ Doc asked.

“About Willard Spanner,” said the voice. “I'm one of the guys who's got him.”



Usng the hand with which he was not holding the telephone, Doc Savage made amdl, rapid posturing
mations. Monk watched these, reading them—for the gestures were those of the accepted one-hand
deaf-and-dumb sgn language, and the homey chemist was being directed to trace the call.

Monk departed hadlily.

“We have to know for certain that Willard Spanner is dive” Doc said. “It is reported that his body was
foundin New Y ork somewhat less than three hours after he was seized in San Francisco.”

“How we gonna do that?’ the hrill voice asked.

“Ask Willard Spanner for his brother Nock's middle name,” Doc advised. “The answer will tdl usif he is
dive”

“Sure” The other hung up.
It was some five minutes before Monk entered the room, wearing a downcast expression.
“Too fad,” he said. “The connection was down before we could trace it.”

“Ingantaneous tracing of telephone cdls is successful in fiction,” Doc told him. “In actud practice, there
aredips”

Nock Spanner had stood by, fingering the tight band of Chinese coins about his wrigt during the last few
minutes Now he stepped forward.

“Jug s0 there won't be any doubt,” he said, and got a sheet of paper and an envelope from the room
desk. He wrote briefly on the paper, danding so tha none could see what he was imprinting, then
inserted the sheet in the envelope, sedled it and gave it to Doc Savage.

“The nameiswritten indde” he advised. “Unless they come back a us with that name, they havent got
Willard.”

The telephone rang. It was the voice with the disguisng artificid drillness
“The brother's middle nameis Morency,” the voice stated.
Indantly afterward, the other receiver clicked up. There had been no chance to trace the cdl.

Doc Savage opened the envelope handed him by Nock Spanner. There was one name printed on the
dationery ingde
MORENCY

“Willad isdive” said Nock Spanner. “This provesit to me!”

JUDGING that there would be future cals from the men who clamed to he holding Willard Spanner—if,
incredibly enough, he was dill dive, asit seemed now—Doc Savage made preparations.

He got in touch with the telephone company and, after some discussion, succeeded in having the entire
testboard crew set to work watching such cdls as might come to his hotel. They were to trace each cdl
ingantly. With luck, they might succeed.



It was fully an hour later when the cdl came. The same disguised voice made it.

“You will take the money, get in an automobile and drive out of San Francisco on the main Los Angdes
road,” the voice directed. “Watch the fences on your right. When you see a piece of green cloth on a
fence, throw the money overboard. Well turn Spanner loose”

There was amomentary pause while the other took a deep breath.

“And listen, Doc Savage,” he continued. “Y ou're supposed to be a tough guy, but if you cross me, itll be
tough for you and Willard Spanner both!”

The other recaiver clicked.

Doc Savage kept his own receiver to his ear, and not more than twenty seconds passed before a briskly
business-like feminine telephone operator camein on the wire and said:

“Thet last call was made from 6932 Fantan Road.”

Doc's arrangement for the immediate tracing of incoming cals with the telephone company, had worked.
Nock Spanner waved his arms wildly when the bronze men started for the door.

“But aren't you going to do what they demanded?’ he barked.

“No,” Doc informed him. “The voice on the telephone was not sufficdently anxious about the money.”
Spanner blinked. “What do you mean?’

“I mean Smply that the thing amells like an ingenious scheme to draw us to this 6932 Fantan Road.”
Monk and Ham were fallowing the bronze man.

“A trgp?’ Nock Spanner exploded.

“Possbly,” Doc agreed.

“Wha are you going to do?’

“Oblige the gentleman on the telephone, to some extent,” Doc replied.

Nock Spanner trailed dong behind them, looking very uneasy.

FANTAN ROAD started auspicioudy with fine mansons and new asphdlt, but that was down in the five
and ten-hundred-number blocks, and when Doc Savage had followed the thoroughfare out to the Sixties,
it had dwindled to the remnant of some high-pressure subdivison redltor's bad dream.

Fndly, there was no pavement at dl, and not much road, only two ruts in sand and weeds. Even the
telephone line draped dackly from poles which were not dl of the same length. It had been a long time
snce they had seen a house with a number onit, and just why there should be numbers on a dwdling out
thisfar, without arurd designation attached, was a mydery.

Doc Savage made no effort to pull their rented car off the road, but stopped it and cut the engine.

Nock Spanner stood up in the seat—the car was an open phagton—and peered about. The radiator



meade boailing noises.
“Daned if | see a house, he said.
“It should be less than hdf amile ahead,” Doc told him.

They I€ft the car with its hot, sobbing radiator and advanced, walking through sand that repeatedly filled
thar low shoes, a circumstance which moved Monk to take off his footgear and pad aong barefooted.

“The jungle ape in you coming out,” Ham commented.

Monk only grinned and kicked sand back againg the overlong snout of the pig, Habeas, who had paused
to harass alarge, black, frightened beetle. On ether sde there was woodland, the trees thick and large,
sprouting from amat of brush.

Doc Savage watched the road closdly and discerned the prints of tires. They were not many. At one
point, he noted in which direction spinning whedls had tossed sand. Before long, he had concluded three
cars had traversed the road recently—two rather, for one had come and returned, and the other, its tires
of adifferent tread and state of wear, had gone only one way. All of the tracks had been made that day.
Night dew has away of dtering the appearance of atral.

Doc Savage left the other three aoruptly without explanation, and went ahead.
“What's hisidea? Nock Spanner demanded suspicioudy.
“He does that regular,” Monk explained. “He's gonna look things over. We'd better take it easy.”

Doc Savage did not follow the two ruts dong the sand that was the road, but turned into the undergrowth
and moved there. It was uncanny, the slence with which he traveled. There was no Sgn of a house as
yet. But the telephone people had said there was a dweling here, so there must be one.

The bronze man was traveling downwind from the road, and was scenting the ar from time to time.
Years of traning had not quite given him the olfactory organs of a wild animd, but his senses were
developed far beyond those of ordinary ability.

He caught the odor of tobacco smoke. He tralled it up wind, and if his caution had been remarkable
before, it was miraculous now. He made no sound in coming upon two figures crouched beside the road.

They were men. They were arguing.
“I tdl you | heard a car,” one said. “It stopped down the road. That's suspicioud”
“Y ou're dways hearing things” said the other, sourly.

Possibly the hearing of both was aftrifle deficient, for it was hardly reasonable that neither should know of
Doc Savage's presence unil the giant of bronze hurled down upon them; but such was what happened.

Doc had calculated his legp carefully and nothing went amiss. He landed with a hand on the back of each
man's neck, and the shock of that drove them down, burying ther faces in the gritty earth. They
struggled. One man managed to bleat out a cry. He sounded like a caught rabbit.

Terific pressure, illfully administered, began to tdll, so that the pair groveled with less violence, findly
becoming limp and dl but unconscious. Doc turned them over.

They were Leases Moore and Quince Randwaell.



Chapter IX. MURDER SPREE

THE piping bleat—Quince Randwell had emitted it—had been loud enough to carry to Monk, Ham, and
Nock Spanner, and they came up, running on their toes for greater Sllence.

“Ah, the two gentlemen of mydery,” Ham said dryly.
“They were watching the road,” Doc told him.

Doc Savage had not induced the remarkable pardytic state which he could adminigter by pressure upon
certain spind nerve centers, so Quince Randwell and Leases Moore soon revived enough to speak. They
behaved in a manner somewhat unexpected.

"Boy, I'm glad to see you!” said Leases Moore, who had put fase teeth in his mouth and now did not
look unhandsome,

“You sad it!” echoed Quince Randweil, making it sound like “ shedd.”
"Oh,” Monk leered fearsomely, “so now you're glad to see ud Yes, you arel”
“Truly we are,” ligped Quince Randwell.

“And why in blue blazes shouldn't we be?’ Leases Moore demanded sourly. “We made a bad move and
we know it now.”

“l see” Monk made hisleer more impressve. “An explanation for everything, | bet.”
“Nutd” sad Leases Moore, and began to look mad.

“Now, now!” Quince Randwell ligped excitedly and made admonishing gestures. “It will not do good to
get dl bothered. Of course you gentlemen are aggravated with ug”

“That's amild word for it,” Monk told him.

Randwell ligped on asif he had not heard, saying, “I1t was our rugged individudism which made us act as
we did. Yes, our rugged individuaism.”

Individudiism was a strange sound the way he said it. He made it, “inniwisslissm.”

He continued, “Y ou see, we were mad. Very mad. We had heard that our enemies were coming to San
Francisco, to this house at 6932 Fantan Road. We overheard that. So, being very mad and wanting to
get even, we came out here. But we have not been having such good luck.”

Monk said, “It's a good thing lightning don't strike liars”
“You don't believe it?” Randwell sounded hurt.

“Sure| do,” Monk replied, as sarcadticdly as possible.

Randwaell looked a Doc Savage. “Do you bdieve me?’

Doc Savage asked, “By now, have you any idea of what is behind dl of this—the murder of Willard
Spanner, the queer streaksin the sky, and the rest?’

“Not an idea,” declared Randwell.



“And that's the truth,” echoed L eases Moore, rubbing the knob which was his missng thumb.
“Of course,” Monk agreed, more sarcadticdly than before.

Leases Moore ydled, “It is and dl of you can go chase yoursdved I'm not a guy you can horse
around!”

Monk looked a Doc hopefully. “Shdll | do some of my exercises on this guy?’
Doc replied nothing.

Monk registered chearfulness, told Leases Moore, “Therell be more than your thumb and teeth missng
when | get through with you.”

“Holdit,” Doc sad, “while | look around a bit.”

THE bronze man employed his usua caution in advancing through the brush, and when he had traversed
a hundred feet, paused and listened at great length, in order to ascertain if any one were approaching,
drawn by the noise made when Moore and Randwell were seized.

He heard nothing suspicious.

Birds had fdlen slent, quieted by the sounds of the brief scuffle, but now they became noisy. So furtive
was the bronze man's progress that not often were the feathered songsters disturbed.

The timber became thicker, with less brush and higher, more sturdy trees. Underfoot, the brush gave way
to moss and dead leaves. Ahead, Doc Savage caught Sght of a building of some kind.

The crack of anoise came then. Its note was the same as on other occasions—sudden, strange, a noise
unlike anything e se Doc Savage ever had heard.

The bronze man whipped for the handiest tree. His dimbing was amazing. He had picked a tree of
somewhat thin foliage. A moment later, he was high up in it. His eyes roved overhead—and riveted there.

There was a strange thing in the sky. No ribbon of weird fire. 1t looked like a bdl of some dull, glassy
substance. In diameter, the thing approached a score of feet, and its surface was not dl of the same
obsidian nature, but freckled with lighter and darker spots in an even pattern.

The fantastic bal was hanging back where Monk and the others had been left. It appeared to be little
more than a hundred feet up. Nor was it perfectly sationary, but bounced up and down dowly, as if it
hed just landed on an invisble rubber mat.

The thing was surrounded by a fant haze which resembled steam—and was steam, Doc surmised an
indant later: water particles in the mist being vaporized againg the bal, which had been made hat by its
terrific rate of passage through the air.

The bdl was an aérid conveyance obvioudy, a thing of new and amazing design, a vehidle dong lines
utterly at variance with those on which aéronautical engineers commonly worked.

Most surprising, of course, was the lack of dreamlining to be expected in a device capable of such
unearthly speed. It bore no resemblance to the fish-bodied conformation sought after by designers. It
was a perfect globe.



There was an explanaion, somewhat gartling in its possibility. The planetsin space, the stars, moon, sun,
were round or nearly so, and this, some scientists maintained, was a result of the application of the
mysterious gravitationd forces.

Was some machination with gravity responsible for the amazing powers of this bal?

There was another explanation for the lack of streamlining, a bit more sensble. The bal seemed capable
of moving in any direction without tunming. Was not a sphericd shape the most perfect attainable
greamlining for a body which must move in any direction?

Doc drove a hand ingde his dothing, where he carried a smdl, powerful telescope. But before he could
focus the lenses, the amazing bal dropped with eye-defying abruptness, and was logt back of the trees.
Judging by the swiftness of its descent, there should have been aloud jar as it struck, but there was no
such sound.

Doc Savage released his grip on the limb to which he had been dinging. He dropped hdfway to the
ground before he grasped another bough, held to it long enough to break his fdl, then plunged on to the
ground. He sprinted through the growth.

At fird, he was cautious. Then something happened which led him to surrender slence to speed. He
heard a loud, agonized bawl; unmistakably Monk's voice. Some one cursed. Doc ran fagter. He heard
brush crashings ahead.

Then came the cracking sound. It was something different this time, sarting with a whistle of something
going with terrific speed—and the crack followed, long and mounting frightfully, then dying away, as if
betaking itsdf into the distance.

At the fird note, Doc hdted, stared. His scrutiny was on the sky. He thought he saw something. He was
not sure. If anything, what he glimpsed was a blurred streak which arched upward until it was entirdy
logt. It was no fiery ribbon, however. The bronze man went on, seeking the party he had Ieft shortly
before.

He found Monk, Ham, and Nock Spanner, but not Leases Moore and Quince Randwell. The firg three
were gtretched out motionlessin the brush.

THERE had been a terrific fight, judging from the violence done and the state of the victims Monk had
two ugly cuts on the head, Ham one. Spanner had evidently been dugged in the face, for his lips were
gringing scarlet over the green leaves of a bush which he had mashed down in fdling.

Doc Savage listened. There was aleafy dhffling, and the pig, Habeas, came out of the brush, looked at
Doc with amdl eyes, then turned and went back into the undergrowth. There was no other sound. Even
the birds had fdlen slent.

Doc Savage bent over the victims. Ham was dready mumbling incoherently and endeavoring to st up.
Doc gave dtention to Monk, and was working over im when Ham's head cleared.

The dapper lawvyer stared a the prostrate, gpish chemist. A horrified expresson overspread his features
as he saw the gore about Monk's head wounds.

“Monk!” he rasped. “Is he dead?’
Doc Savage sad nothing.



Ham staggered up and wailed, “Monk—is he dl right? He's the best friend I've got!”
Without opening hissmdl eyes, Monk mumbled, “Who's my friend? | aint got a friend, except Habeas.”

Ham switched his anxiety for a black scowl and came over and kicked Monk, far from gertly, in the
Sde

“l was not talking about you,” he snapped.

The pig, Habeas Corpus, came out of the brush again, looked a them queerly, then turned around
exactly as he had done before and entered the brush.

Monk sat up and began adminigering to himsdf, and Doc gave attention to Nock Spanner, chafing his
wrids, pinching him to induce arousing pain, until findly Spanner rolled over and put both hands to his
bruised mouith.

The ingant Spanner was cognizant of his surroundings, he whipped his hand from his mouth to the pocket
inwhich he carried his money.

“Robbed!” he screamed. “Hfty thousand dollard Gone!”

He began to swear loudly, his profane remarks growing more and more dill and violent until they were
amod the utterings of a madman.

“That won't help.” Monk put his hands over his ears. “Besides, | ain't used to such words.”
“My life savingd” Spanner shrieked. “And you crack wise! It's no joke!”

“With this head of mine, nothing isa joke.” Monk growled. “Only, belowing won't get it back.”
Habesas Corpus came out of the brush and went back again.

Doc Savage sad, “The pig istrying to show us something.”

Monk swayed erect, weaved a smdl circle and fdl down; groaning, he got up again. Nock Spanner
stared redizing that the homdy chemigt had been badly knocked out. For the next few moments Spanner
was dlent, asif ashamed of his own hygterica outburst.

They went through the brush dowly, for the three who had been attacked were in no shape for brisk
traveing.

“What happened?’ Doc Savage asked them.

“IT was tha thing in the sky,” Monk said hoarsdly. “We heard a crack of noise, and looked over
here’—he pointed ahead—"and there it was. It looked like some kind of hard, funny glass—"

“A new and unique terrestrid space ship,” Doc interposed.
“Yeah?” Monk frowned.

“Globe shaped,” Doc eaborated. “It can move in any direction. It's actud propdling machinery, | do not
yet understand, except that it is amogt soundless.”

“Soundless” Monk exploded. “Thet crack of a noise—"



“Did you ever have a bullet pass very close to your ear?” Doc asked.

“Have?" grunted Monk.

“What did it sound like?’ Doc persisted. “Was it awhine?’

“Heck, no,” said Monk. “It was—" He stopped, mouth open, understanding coming over him.

“Exactly,” Doc told him. “A body moving through the air at terrific speed pushes the air aside and leaves
avacuum behind, and the air dosing into this vacuum makes a distinct report. That accounts for the noise
these terredtrid bal ships make.”

Monk sighed mightily.

“Wdl, if adevil with two spikes on histal had jumped up, we couldn't have been more surprised when
we saw this bal thing, ship or whatever it is” he mumbled. “1 was goggling a the thing when the lights
went out for me”

“Leases Moore picked up a gtick and hit you,” Ham told him. “ About the same time that Randwell struck
me, knocking me sensdless”

Nock Spanner chimed in, “And they both piled onto me. Randwell hedld me and Moore used hisfis. That
was the lagt | remember.”

Monk said soberly, “Funny thing.”
Ham snapped peevighly, “Everything seems funny to you the last few daysl”
Monk shook his damaged head asif he did not want to squabble.

“When | was struck down, | didn't go out immediatdy,” he said, spesking dowly, as if the informetion he
were giving was painful. “I wasin kind of a coma, or something. And just before | passed out, I'll swear
that | saw thegirl.”

Ham demanded, “What girl?’
“The onein Oklahoma,” Monk € aborated. “Lanca Jaxon.”
“Hdludnation,” Ham said, skepticaly.

“Maybe,” Monk nursed his head. “But she was coming through the brush with that runt Stunted. Then
she turned around and went back toward where that bal of athing had been hanging in the sky.”

Doc Savage stopped. “It was no hdlucnation.”
“I didn't think it was,” Monk told him. “But how do you know?’

Doc pointed at the sandy ground underfoot. It retained the impression of a foot—narrow, high of hed,
unmistekably feminine.

“I wish we could tak to that young lady for awhile” Ham said grimly. “She could deuced wel explain a
number of things”

They caught 9ght of the pig, Habeas. The shote's enormous ears were thrown back in order that they
might not be scratched by the thorny undergrowth, and if actions were any indication, he had been



waiting to see if they were following him.
Nock Spanner said, “That isthe most remarkable hog | ever saw.”

“He's been trained for years” Monk grunted. “Say, that bal of a jigger was hanging over here
somewhere.”

They stepped forward more briskly and came out in what amounted to a dearing, dthough the place was
furred over with short brush and tdl grass. This growth was mashed down over a spot a dozen feet
across, asif something heavy had come to rest upon it.

At the edge of the area where the brush was crushed, there lay three dead men.

Chapter X. DEATH ZONE

DEAD bodies have a certain distinctive grotesqueness which indicated their condition, and these three
were certainly dead. Bullets had finished one of them, knives the other two.

The knife victims were not dressed as expengvely as the one dain by lead, their dothing being cheaply
made, nor did they seem asintdligent a type.

Doc Savage and his aides had seen the two knife victims before.

“Members of the gang!” Monk exploded.

“Worthies who were with the crew in Tulsa, and in New Y ork,” Ham said more precisdly.
Doc glanced a Nock Spanner. “Ever see them before?’

Spanner shook his head. “Strangers to me”

Doc Savage bent over the victims, searching, but with little expectation of finding anything, for he had
dready seen that the pockets were turned ingde out, indicaing the unfortunates had been previoudy

gone over.
The garments of the bullet victim held no labdl. These had been cut out carefully.

There were labdsin the dothing of the other two, and these indicated, not surprisngly, that the suits had
been purchased from a department store in Tulsa, Oklahoma.

Doc returned his attention to the man who had been shot.
“Been dead at least ten hours,” he said.

Monk and Ham showed no surprise at that until Monk, watching the knife victims morbidly, suddenly
perceived that scarlet ill oozed from their wounds.

“Hey!” he exploded. “These other two—"

“Were killed only afew moments ago,” Doc told him. “Probably while that mysterious bdl of a thing was
resing here”

Doc Savage gave more attention to the body of the vicim who had been dead the longer period. He
unscrewed lenses from his telescope, and these served as excdlent magnifiers, in proper combination,



they afforded magnification which could be surpassed only by the more expensive of microscopes.
“Hnding anything?’ Ham asked.

Doc did not reply, and Ham showed no sign of being offended, for he was accustomed to the bronze
man's manner of lgpang into unexplained spdlls of apparent deafness, usudly when questioned upon
points about which he had formed no opinion definite enough to voice, or when asked about something
which he wished to keep for himsdf, possibly to spring later as a complete surprise.

Monk nursed his gashed head and complained, “So far, | don't make heads or tals of this It's the
dizzies dang thing I've run up againg!”

Nock Spanner waved hisarms and growled. “What about my brother? What about thet house we came
out here to investigate? We haven't done anything about thet yet.”

Doc Savage reassembled the parts of his telescope and pocketed it.
“Wewill have alook a the house” he said.
“If any,” Spanner muttered.

“Thereisone” Doc told him. “I saw it through the trees just before this—interruption.”

THE house was about what might be expected. It was old. Once, when this had been a more remote
region, and before some over-enthusiagtic red estate promoter had gotten hold of the region, it had been
afruit ranch. It looked asif it had not been lived in for a year or two.

They came upon a path that lay about a hundred and fifty yards from the structure, and Doc Savage at
once moved ahead, voicing no word of explanation. The others were too concerned with their own hurts
to be overly inquistive

The path turned. For a brief time, Doc Savage was concedled from the others, and during thet interva he
went through some rapid mations. A bottle came out of his dothing. 1t held a liquid which resembled
rather thick, colorless syrup, and he sprinkled this over the path.

The bottle was out of Sght when the others came in view. They waked through the sticky substance on
the path without noting its presence. Doc said nothing. They went on.

Behind weeds that grew thickly aong the fence of what had once been a corrd, they waited and used
their ears. Monk and the other two heard nothing, but aware of the bronze man's super-trained hearing,

they glanced inquiringly at him.
“Apparently no one around,” Doc said.

They eased toward the house. Its decrepit nature became more pronounced. Portions of the roof had no
shingles at dl. Most of the windows were gone.

Monk suggested, “Wonder if we hadn't better scatter out, in case something happens. If it's a trap, we
don't want 'em to nab usdl in one bunch.”

“Good idea,” Nock Spanner agreed, and when Doc Savage did not veto the proposal, they separated,
flattening out in the weedy cover.



“I will goin,” Doc said.

He left the others, worked ahead on dl fours, and gained the door. Only the top hinge supported the
pand. No sound came from within. Doc entered.

Plaster had fdlen off wdls and caling and was in lumpy profusion underfoot. Powdered spots indicated
where the Suff had been stepped on recently. Doc made a closer examination. Men had been in the
house very recently. He went on to another room, equdly as cluttered up, and stood ligening.

There was sound now, rather strange sound—a faint, high-pitched Snging noise. It did not undulate, but
came steadily, proof that no cricket was making it, athough the note did sound vagudly like that insect.

Doc whipped for the source of the noiss—an adjacent room. The ingant he was through the door, he
saw what was making it.

A portable radio transmitter stood on the floor. It was in operation. Near by was another, dightly larger
box of apparatus, and from that ran wires which progressed through cracks in the floor.

Doc hurriedly examined the second box. The workings of the thing were intricate, but not so complex
that the bronze man's scientific kill falled to perceive their nature.

The box was a ddicate dectrica capacity baance, an ingrument congtructed to regidter, by having its
capacity balance upset, when any new object came near it. It was merdy a development of the old
regenerative radio receivers which howled when a hand was brought near them—only this, instead of
howling, actuated a sendtive rdlay which in turn set the radio transmitter to sending a steady osallating
sgnd.

Exactly such a device as this mugt have been employed back at the oyster plant in New York to detect
the gpproach of Doc Savage. Here, it had served the same purpose, except that it started the radio
trangmitter in lieu of actuating some other Sgndl.

Doc spun about, raced out of the room. There was furious haste in his movements. The indant he was
outdoors his powerful voice crashed a warning.

“Get away from herel” he rapped. “It'satrap!”

Monk heaved up ingantly from among the weeds. Ham appeared a short distance to hisright.
They waited.

“Spanner!” Doc cdled.

Nock Spanner did not show himsdf. Doc cdled again. Only Slence answered.

“Blazed” Monk snapped. “ That's blasted strange!”

“WHERE was Nock Spanner when you lagt saw him?’ Doc Savage questioned.
Monk pointed. “Over there”

They went to the spot. There was a trall where the leaves had been mashed down, the weeds crushed.
But it only led for a short distance before it became difficult to follow.



“He was heading back toward the brush,” Ham said dryly. “Now | wonder whét his idea was?’
“Might have seen some one,” Monk said, in a tone which indicated he doubted the prediction.

Doc Savage dug asmdl flat flask out of his dothing. It was filled with greenish pellets hardly larger than
common rice. He began shaking these out on the ground, and the moment they were exposed to the arr
they began turning into a rather bilious-looking vapor. This was swept away quickly by the wind.

But the strange vaporized pelets did one remarkable thing to the surrounding growth and the ground:
They brought out tracks—tracks that showed with a distinct, Sniger ydlowish tint.

Monk gulped, “Well, foo—" He looked down and saw that he himsdf was leaving the ydlowish
footprints wherever he moved. Ham's tracks likewise showed. Only Doc Savage left no trail.

“A gicky chemicd | let you walk through,” Doc explained. “This vapor causes a chemicd reaction which
makes your tracks vishle”

Ham clipped, “Then you suspected that—"

“Jud a precaution,” Doc told him. “Hurry! We've got to find Nock Spanner and get away from here.”
They began following the remarkable traill which Spanner had unknowingly |eft.

“Any 9gn of Nock Spanner's brother, Willard?” Ham asked.

“No,” Doc replied.

They were in the woods now, away from the corralss, the rickety sheds. The tracks became farther apart,
asif Nock Spanner had started running here.

“Dan hissoul!” Monk gaculated. “I can't understand what got into him.”
“Ligen!” Doc ripped suddenly.

He said only the one short word, but it was hardly out of his mouth before ther eardrums dl but
collgpsed under a terrific, rending crack of a report. Indint made them look up. Surprise put
expressons of blankness on their faces.

A fantadtic, gligening bl of a thing was suspended above them. It was not the same bal they had seen
before. This one was smdler, its color dightly different. And stretching from it and away into the sky was
atral that might have been left by afas-moving skyrocket.

The bdl was hot. They could fed its heat againg their faces—heat which undoubtedly came from the
friction of the air againg its shiny hull at tremendous speed. As gusts of particularly damp mig struck it,
the gleaming skin threw off faint wisps of steam.

“Under cover!” Doc shouted.

They lunged under the trees, and a fractiond moment later, the ball dropped, hitting with a pronounced
jar where they had stood.

“Blazed” Monk gulped. “It's a stout thing!”
The ball seemed to be cooling off rapidly—more rapidly than was quite natural.



“Probably has an inner and outer shell, heavily insulated againgt heat,” Doc said grimly. “Otherwise, it
would get too hot indde for humen life, and that in only a short period of traveling. And from the way it's
coaling off, 1 judge that much of the hest is absorbed by refrigeration from within.”

The bdl lifted dowly and hung suspended in the air, unplessantly like a fantastic bird of prey.

MONK, scrambling through the undergrowth, rasped, “The darn thing istrying to mash ud”

Thebal floated back and forth and, peering closely, Doc and his men discovered what might possibly be
periscopic windows, showing outwardly as little more than big lenses, at various points on the skin of the
thing. They were not in one spot, but were located on top, bottom, sides.

“Got eyes dl over, like the head of afly,” Monk complained.

The terrestrid ship legped to a spot above them. As it moved, it left a didinct trall of what resembled
gowing red sparks.

"That explains the fire streaks in the sky!” Monk barked.
Doc Savage nodded. “The luminous particles are exhaust from whatever mechanism propels the thing.”
“But some of the balls don't leave atral!” Monk pointed out.

“Possbly more perfected specimens,” Doc told him grimly. “They may have equipped some of the ships
with digesters which diminate the luminous exhaust!”

Tha was a rank guess on the bronze man's part, a guess which, later developments showed, was
accurate.

Doc and his men began to run, seeking to keep under cover. It was difficult, dmost impossible, for the
woodland here was open, and the fabulous bulb sank itsdf in the trees and turned dowly, asiif it were a
fantadtic organism, with eyes, brain, and perceptive senses dl inits round, gleaming torso.

Thenit lifted alittle and drifted over Doc and his men where they had been spied ouit.

There was a dicking noise and a amdl metd blob dropped earthward. It thudded into the dead leaves
and popped itsdf open not unlike a large and very rotten egg. Exactly the same thing happened a bit to
the other sde of Doc's party.

“Gad” Ham shouted, then coughed violently, stood up very sraight, grasped his throat with both hands
and pulled at it asiif trying to free something lodged there. He was dill pulling at his throat when he fdl
over.

Monk tumbled over besde him.

Whether it was due to his superior physicd resistance, or to the fact that he held his breath, Doc Savage
was able to run some distance and probably would have gotten away, except tha the gas seemed to be
assmilated through the pores of the skin dmogt as effectively as through the lungs

Doc fdl down afull hundred yards from the others.



WHEN Doc Savage awakened, the voice of the short man known as Stunted was saying, “I didnt figure
I'd live to see thisday. | sure didnt!”

When the bronze man opened his eyes, it was to see Stunted sanding over him, a sawed-off autometic
rifle tucked under an arm.

“No, gr, | didnt think we'd ever get you,” Stunted told the bronze man.

Doc moved hisarms over an area of a few inches. They were limited to that moation by handcuffs, huge
and strong, one pair with oversze bands located above his elbows, three more pairs above hiswrigs.

He shifted his ankles. There were three more pairs of manacles there, and his knees were roped together
and the knots wired.

“Were getting cautious,” Stunted told him.

Doc moved his head. Monk and Ham lay near by, both handcuffed, Monk with nearly as many pair of
manacles as secured the bronze man. Neither Monk nor Ham were conscious.

“They'll come out of it,” Stunted said. “That gas wasn't the kind that kills, according to what the chief told
lﬁ"

The man with the queerly behaving eyes came over scowling, shoved Stunted away and said, “Sill
working that mouth overtime!”

Stunted glared a him. “My rope's got an end, fdla”

The lanky man with the queer eyes ignored that, and frowned at Doc Savage.

“Where did Leases Moore and Quince Randwell go?’ he demanded.

“That,” Doc told him dowly, “is something | dso should like to know.”

The other blackened his frown. “ So they were around, huh?’

“They were”

The man swore, and the nature of his profanity indicated he had lived some of his past on a cow ranch.

“The two locoed jugheadd” he finished. “We found two of our boys dead out in the brush, where one of
the balls had landed. Leases Moore and Quince Randwell killed them and took charge of the ball, didn't

they?’

“The thought has occurred to me” Doc admitted.

“Jud the thing we've been trying to prevent!” the man snarled, and his eyes crossed horribly.
Doc asked, “Who was the third dead man? The one who had been dead some time?’

The other man opened his mouth as if, in his abbsentmindedness, he was about to make a correct answer,
then his eyes suddenly straightened.

“Never mind that,” he snapped.
“Whereisthe gil?’ Doc queried.



Stunted said dryly, “Them two skunks, Moore and Randwell, mustve kept her dive. They would. Gonna
use her the same way he was.”

The man with the roving eyes ydled, “Looks asif only a bullet will cork that trap of yourd”
Stunted advised, “Any time you fed lucky, you can try to put the cork in”
Instead of taking up the chalenge, the other wheded and stalked away.

THE man with the uneasy eyes was back some five minutes later. He looked rather happy.
“You mugt have had adrink,” Stunted suggested.

“Nutd” The other grinned evilly. “1 been in touch with the boss. We dl get an extra cut for naling our big
brass friend here.”

“When you bear such tidings, dl isforgiven,” Stunted told him.
“The boss is gonna handle the rest,” the thin man said.
“What rest?” Stunted questioned.

“Doc Savage has three more menin New York,” said the other. “Guys cdled Long Tom, Johnny and
Renny. They've got to be taken care of”

Chapter XI. THE FARMER GAG

RENNY had big figts. A medicd authority had once daimed they were the biggest fids ever known on a
mean, induding those of the Cardiff giant. Renny was not a boasting man—except on one point, and that
was the daim that there was not a wooden door made the pand of which he could not batter out with his
figs

Renny, as Colond John Renwick, was an engineer with a reputation that extended over much of the
world. He did not work &t that professon much these days. He loved excitement, and to get it, he was a
soldier of trouble in Doc Savage's little group.

Remny sat in Doc Savage's skyscraper headquarters in New York City. There was a newspaper on his
lap. Under the newspaper and hidden by it, was one of the bronze man's supermachine pistols capable of
discharging many hundreds of shots a minute.

There came another knock on the door.
“Comein,” Renny invited.

The man who entered was a tower of bones. He blinked at the newspaper, then fingered a monocle
which dangled by a ribbon from his lapd.

“Your demeanor ingigates apprehensions,” he said in a scholadtic voice.

“Didn't know it was you, Johnny,” Renny rumbled, in a voice that had the volume of an angry bear in a
cave. He pocketed the machine pistol.



The newcomer was William Harper Johnny Littlgohn, a gentleman with two loves—excitement, and big
words. That he was considered one of the most learned experts on archaeology and geology was
incidentd.

“Has Long Tom communicated with you in the preterlapsed hour or so?” Johnny asked.
Renny blinked. “That one got me”

“Long Tom cdled me” advised Johnny in smdler words. “He indicated he possessed information of
equiparable import.”

“l see” Renny said vagudy. “No, he didn't cdl me”

Johnny stalked into the library, appearing thinner than any man could possibly be and 4ill live, and came
back with a book only dightly smdler than a suitcase. He opened it and began to pore over the pages of
fine print.

It was a book on the life habits of the prehistoric Pterodactyl, which Johnny himsdf had written.
"Brushing up?’ Renny asked.

“| left something out,” Johnny explained. “A matter of ponderable consequence, too, concerning the
lgpidification, or progressive lapidescence, of the ova—"

“Spare me” Renny requested. “I've dready got a headache. Any word from Doc?’
“No,” Johnny said shortly.

The door burst open, admitting a pdlid wan man who looked unhedthy enough to be in a hospital. He
was hardly of average height, and his complexion had dl of the ruddiness of a mushroom.

“Something important!” he yelled, and waved a paper.

He was Mg or Thomas J. “Long Tom” Roberts, eectrica wizard extraordinary, and he had never beenill
aday inhislife

THE paper bore typewritten words:

| know you're aright guy and know you're interested in this Willard Spanner killing. Go to 60 Carl Street
and you may learn something. Be careful, though. I'll ook you up later and if you want to do something
for me for tipping you off, that's al right, too.

Buzz.
“Who's Buzz?" Renny rumbled.

“Search me” said Long Tom. “Buit thisis worth looking into, smply because the public don't know we're
interested in the affair. This man knew it, S0 he mug have gotten aline on something worth while”

“It's eminently plausible” Johnny agreed.

Renny, after making remarkably hard-looking blocks out of his great figts, grunted, “Wonder what kind
of a place this Carl Street is?’



It was a swanky residentid thoroughfare. They found that out when a taxicab carried them dong Carl
Street hdf an hour later. The street was lined with gpartment buildings, and it was necessary to look
nearly sraight up to see the sky. The buildings looked new.

No. 60, when they passed it, was one of the most imposng buildings its apartments having large
windows, and there were two uniformed doormen under the canvas canopy, indead of the customary
one.

“What ddl we do? Long Tom pondered doud. “Tha's a large place Mus be three hundred
gpartments. And we don't know what we're looking for.”

“Chargein and gtart asking questions,” Renny suggested.

“Aborigind reasoning,” said Johnny

“Sure)” Long Tom agreed. “We wouldn't get to firg base, and maybe scare off our birds.”

“It won't hurt to take alook,” argued Renny. “I'll turn up my coat collar and go in”

“Wherell you put them figs?’ Long Tom snorted. “I'll do the gumshoeing.”

They directed their taxi around the corner and got out. Long Tom stood on the curb, scratching his head.
“It'sjust as wdl not to walk in too boldly,” he declared. “These birds may know us by sght.”

A bright idea apparently seized him then, for he left the other two, dodged traffic across the street, and
entered a telegrgph office.

Renny and Johnny waited. Five minutes passed, and the waiting pair became impatient. They were on the
point of investigating when a messenger came out of the telegraph office. He was directly before them
before they recognized Long Tom.

“Gave a kid two bucks to loan his uniform to me” the eectricd wizard grinned.

HE went into the gpartment building carrying a telegraph company envelope which was empty, and when
one of the doormen tried to stop him, he glared and said, “Nix! You guys don't gyp me out of the tip for
ddivering thig”

Long Tom walked on in, and over to the directory board which displayed a lig of the tenants,
office-building fashion. This last was an unusud custom for an apartment house, and a break for Long
Tom.

Long Tom took one look; then he whedled, walked out. Excitement was on his pae face when he joined
the others.

“Guess what!” he exploded.
“Blazed” grunted Renny. “That's some way to start out. What's egting you?’

“Willard Spanner had a laboratory and room down on Staten Idand,” Long Tom said. “The police
searched it, but found nothing to indicate why he was murdered. Am | right?’

“Right,” Renny boomed.



“Yet Willard Spanner islisted in that gpartment house as having an apartment there,” Long Tom advised.

Renny lumbered forward. “There may be something to this angle after al. What number is this
gpatment?’

“Apatment 2712.” said Long Tom.

FIFTEEN minutes later, Renny and Johnny appeared at the service entrance of the gpartment building
carying alarge wooden box which bore the designation, “Apartment 2712 on its sides in black crayon.
Thar scheme did not go far without hitting a snag. It seemed that the gpartment house had a service
department which delivered packages.

“We were to indd| thisthing,” Renny rumbled, and tapped the box. “Don't bother ringing the apartment.
We got the keys.”

A sarvice devator took them up, and, grunting allittle, they carried their big box down the corridor. They
stopped at the door and listened, heard nothing, exchanged glances, then rang the bell. There was no

reply.

From a pocket, Renny removed a Szable aray of skeleton keys. These he had brought from Doc's
headquarters. He tried amogt twenty of them, and his long, sober face was regisering some anxiety,
before one of the keys threw the tumblers.

Indde was a modernidic reception room done in black and shining chromium. Renny eyed it
appreciatively. He was a connoisseur in modernistic apartments himsdlf, possessing one of the most
extremdy decorated gpartmentsin the city. He and Johnny skidded their box insde with little regard for
the polished floor. They closed the door.

Only echoes answered.

They passed through the firgt door. If the reception hdl had been modernigtic, this chamber was an
extreme in the opposite direction, being fitted up in early Twdfth Century syle. There were great
broadswords over the fireplace, the table was massve and hand hewn, and two suits of armor stood at
opposite ends of the room. Mounted boar heads set off the scheme of decoration.

“Not bad,” Renny said.
They advanced.

The two suits of armor moved smultaneoudy. Each turned a sted gauntlet over, reveding a svdl
automatic pistol which had been hidden from view.

“You walked right into it,” said a voice back of a ditted hemet.

Renny broke into a grin. It was a peculiar characteristic of Renny that when the going got tough, he
seemed to become more chearful. By the same token, when he looked most sad, he was probably
happiest.

“You took achance” he rumbled.

“Oh, we figured you wouldn't ring in the police,” said the man in the armor. “Doc Savage's men don't



work thet way.”

Four other men now came out of the rear regions of the gpartment. They carried guns. Two of them
searched Johnny and Renny thoroughly.

“Lock the door,” one suggested.
A man went to the corridor door and turned the key, then came back jugdling it in his palm.
“Get us out of thesetin pants,” suggested one of the pair in the armor.

Thiswas done.

JOHNNY and Renny said nothing, but studied their captors, and the appraisal was not particularly
cheering, for the 9x were not nervous, and their manner was hard, confident, while the clipped unconcern
of their speech indicated that they were no strangers to Stuations involving mental stress. They were the
kind of men who could be thoroughly bad; none of them looked soft.

“Wdl!” snapped one. “How do you like us?’

“You'd look better with a black hood over your head,” Renny said dryly. “That's the way they fix you up
before they put you in the dectric char!”

“Aha” The man waved an am. “He threatens ud”

Ancther said dryly, “We got Doc Savage in Cdifornia, and now we collar these three. Strikes me we've
about cleaned up our opposition.”

“The boss worked a sweat up for nothing,” said the fird. “This Doc Savage wasnt such hot
competition.”

“It was that damn Willard Spanner,” grumbled the firg man. “He was tipped off about the thing, and
asked to get in touch with Doc Savage. We had to smear him.”

“It wasn't SO much the smearing,” the second man corrected. “It was the way we had to grab himin
Frisco a noon, then croak him herein New Y ork a couple of hours later, when he tried to get away.”

Thefirg speaker nodded. “But he had malled dl of the dope to his New Y ork apartment, and we had to
bring him here and make him get the letter for us”

Renny did not ordinarily show surprise. But now his eyes were dl but hanging out.

“You came from San Francisco to New Y ork in less than two hours?” he exploded.

“Sure” sneered the other. “Ain' it wonderful 7’

“l don't believe it!” Renny rumbled.

Johnny put a question which had been bothering him. “Was this ever Willard Spanner's gpartment?’
“Heck, no,” the other chuckled. “We judt fixed that up as akind of sugar coating on the bait.”

Then the man snapped afinger loudly “Blast it! There's one of these guys loose yet! The one who looks
like he's about ready to die. Long Tom, they cdl him.”



The man who seemed to be in charge consulted his watch.

“Well take care of him later,” he decided. “They start unloading the Seabreeze in just about an hour.
WEell have to move fagt.”

The men now began handcuffing, binding and gagging Johnny and Renny, working with swift ease, a hard
tranquility in their manner, asif they were perfectly sure of their ground and expected no interruption.

They were more than mildy astounded when Long Tom said, from the modernistic reception room door,
“Everybody stand very ill.”

Behind Long Tom was the box in which Renny and Johnny had carried hm upstairs—againg just such an
emergency asthis.

THE sx sniger men in the gpartment had been cadm before, and their composure did not desert them
now, for they merdly turned around, saw the supermachine pistal in Long Tom's pae hand, were duly
impressed, and made no exditing gestures.

They dowly hed their hands out from ther sides, let their guns fdl on the carpet, and raised their hands
over thar head.

“Hold that pogtion,” Long Tom advised.

He went forward and freed Renny and Johnny, who in turn searched their prisoners thoroughly,
disarming them. The search was not as productive as they had hoped, the pockets of their captives
holding nothing but money; the labdls ingde their dothing had been cut out carefully.

“Tiethem up,” Long Tom suggested.

Thiswas done, curtain cords, wire off floor lamps, serving as binding.

Long Tom frowned at them, asked, “What was that | heard about Seabreeze? What's Seabreeze?’
“A race horse” said one of the men promptly.

Long Tom shook his head. “Y ou said something about unloading—"

“Surel” The other shrugged. “The horse just camein from the South on a train. We gotta unload him.”
Renny boomed, “That's aligl”

The man looked hurt. Long Tom lifted his brows inquiringly.

“The Seabreeze is a new ocean liner,” Renny said. 1 read about it in the newspapers. It comes in today,
and there's alot of gold bullion aboard. The Suff is being shipped over from Europe.”

“So!” Long Tom glared at ther prisoners. “What's going to happen to the Seabreeze?
No one sad anything.
“It'sjust a coincidence!” growled one of the gang. “ Seabreeze is a race horse.”

“Well see about that.” Long Tom waved at the door. “Were going down to the pier where this ocean
liner is docking.”



“ Somebody's gotta watch these birds,” Renny boomed.
“You can have the job,” Long Tom told him. “Y ou thought of it.”

They argued briefly and it ended by them matching coins, in which procedure Renny lost; so, grumbling
and looking very solemn, he took over the job of guarding the captives while Johnny and Long Tom went
to the pier where the liner Seabreeze was docking, to seeif it had any connection with the present affair.

Long Tom and Johnny were jaunty indeed as they rode down in an eevator and halled a taxi in front of
the gpartment building.

They would not have been as chearful had they chanced to note the actions of a man at that moment in
the act of parking his car down the Street a score of yards.

THE manin the car bent over hadtily, so that his face was concealed, and when he bobbed up to watch
Long Tom and Johnny out of sght, he held a newspaper before his features in a manner which was
casud, but effectively shidding.

When the man got out of his car, he had a topcoat collar turned up and his hat brim snapped down very
low. He waked rgpidly and entered the gpartment house, managing to keep his face averted from the
doormen.

In his free hand, the man was carrying asmdl case which might have contained a physician's toal kit.

An elevator let him out on the twenty-seventh floor. He waited urtil the cage departed, then glided to the
door of the gpartment to which Long Tom, Johnny, and Renny had been decoyed.

The man opened his little case. Firdt, he took out a rubber mask which fitted his face tightly. The thing
was literdly a fase face, padded so that it now appeared that the man had bulging cheeks, a crooked
nose and more than one chin.

The case dso disgorged a tin can with a screw top, and a funnd, the lower end or spout of which was
flattened out. The man inserted the flattened portion of the funnd under the door. He poured the contents
of the can into the funnd, and the stuff, a liquid, ran into the gpartment.

The man stepped back hurriedly, and it became apparent that he was holding his breath. He went to a
window at the end of the corridor, opened it and stood squardly in the giiff breeze which now blew in. He
breathed deeply.

He stood there fully five minutes, consulting his watch. Then he turned and went to the apartment door,
drawing a key from his pocket. Fortunately, the other key had not been left in the gpartment door when it
was locked from the other Sde, so the man with the rubber mask admitted himsdf readily.

The duff on the floor had evaporated. The man hed his breath until he had opened the windows, then
went outside and waited for the gpartment to clear of the gas which he had poured under the door.

Renny and the rest of the men in the apartment were now unconscious.

Chapter Xll. MAN IN THE RUBBER MASK
THE manin the rubber mask seemed to know a great ded about the effect of his gas, and how to revive



its victims, for he went to work on the late prisoners, firg unbinding them, and trandferring a number of
the ropes to the person of Renny.

It was not long before inhdation of certain bottled compounds caused the men to blink and moan
themsdlves awake. The masked man shook one of them vidlently.

“What happened?’ he snapped.

The sound of the voice—it was not a particularly unusud voice, yet didinctive enough to be reedily
recogni zed—snapped the man who heard it into wide wakefulness.

“The big chief” he exploded. “But what're you wearin' that mask for? You look like a goblin!”
The man in the mask ripped out, “1 asked you what happened here!l | didn't ask for any wise-guy Suff!”

The story of the raid by Doc Savage's three men came out—the narrators doing their best to gloss over
the parts unfavorable to themselves, but, judging from the angry snorts of their leader, not succeeding
vey well.

“Foold” the man ydled. “You do things just like a herd of donkeys! Where did Johnny and Long Tom
go?

The one tdling the bad news looked as if he had found a worm in his apple. He hesitated. He had
neglected to tdl about the Seabreeze dip.

“It'sbad,” he groaned, and told the rest of it.

The masked leader proceeded to have something gpproaching a tantrum. He swore, and kicked those
who were just regaining consciousness, so that they awakened more hurriedly and scrambled erect to get
the more sengtive portions of thelr anatomy out of foot reach.

“Y ou bunch of nitwitd” the man choked. “Y ou should have told me that fird! It may be too late now.”

He charged into another room, grabbed a telephone, and could be heard snapping the diding device
around madly. When he got his number his voice dropped. Those in the other room did not hear a word
he said, except for afind sentence which showed the man had been speaking in the strange private code
which the gang employed.

“The cake should be baked hdf an hour earlier,” was hislast sentence.

He came back into the room looking somewhat less mad than before, and said, “Maybe | managed to
et the bacon out of the fire”

“How?" he was asked.

“| contacted the boys and told them to go through with it haf an hour earlier than planned.” He consulted
his watch. “Tha means right avay. They may get it done before Johnny and Long Tom arive on the
scene.”

The man eyed his watch again. “Hdf an hour should see the job done.”

AT about the same moment, Long Tom was examining a thin wafer of a watch which had cost the
eectricd society which had presented it to him a samdl fortune. “We won't make that pier much before



the half hour,” he said to Johnny.

However, they had secured a driver who was willing to take chances, and by stopping a traffic policeman
and exhibiting their police commissons—they, too, held them, as wel as did Doc Savage—they
persuaded the officer to ride the running board.

The results were remarkable. Traffic split for them. Their horn blasted steadily. They chopped fifteen
minutes from Long Tom's time estimate.

“Theres the pier,” Long Tom advised.
Johnny craned hislong neck.

“The dtuation has certain aspects of a premongration,” he said.
Long Tom looked puzzled. “A what, did you—"

From ahead came a sound as if a share drum had been beaten hard for a short intervd. The driver
stopped the cab so suddenly that the whedls skidded. He heaved out of the seat, took a good |ook.

There was a crowd ahead, an excited crowd. At the snare-drum sound, the crowd showed an abrupt
tendency to leave the vidnity. Many policemen were running about. Police-car Srens made an unholy
muscC.

“Thisisasfar as| go,” thetaxi driver advised. “ There's a young war ahead!”

Johnny and Long Tom were aready getting out of the machine. They forgot to pay the driver, and hein
turn did not think of collecting. They ran forward. Men and women passed them. Two men led a woman
who was having hygterics.

"Thev killed fifty men or morel” the woman screamed. “The bodies were everywhere!”
Johnny registered incredulity, and gasped, “A Brobdingnagian exaggeration, let us hope.”

The snare-drum sound—surely a machine gun—rattled out again. Smdler fireams cracked. Shotguns
went off. Gas bombs made rotten-egg noises.

A burly policeman loomed up and ydled, “Hey, thisaint no show! Get back where it's safel”
Long Tom and Johnny showed ther police-commisson cards.

“What's going on?’ the feeble-looking dectricd wizard asked.

“Praed” sad the officer. “They're deaning out the Scabreeze!”

Going on, Long Tom and Johnny rounded the corner and came upon a surprisng sght.

THREE very large trucks were backed up to the pier a which the bright, new liner Seabreeze was tied.
The van body of the outer truck had been shot awvay over asmdl area, and it was evident that the interior
was lined with thick stedl. The truck tires were ragged where bullets had struck, but had not gone fla,
indicating they were of solid rubber.

The engine hoods and radiators also seemed to be armored, dthough the engines were of a type which
sat indde the cabs, and thus were difficult to shoot into.



A man—probably a news photographer—was getting pictures on top of a near-by building. A machine
oun snarled from behind one of the trucks, and he dashed for cover. A fresh burst of firing started.

Possibly fifty policemen were in 9ght. Others were arriving. They had set up a regulaion Lewis gun, and
its drumming uproar burst out.

Johnny got his bony length down behind a row of parked cars. Windows were shot from some of the
cars. Traled dosdy by Long Tom, he worked to the Side of a police sergeant. He asked questions.

“The Seabreeze is carying gold bullion,” the officer explained. “They're looting her. Must be thirty or
more of them.”

The sergeant drew the pin of a gas bomb, drew back and hurled it.
“Won't do any good,” he added. “Them birds are wearing masks.”
“Udng regular army tactics,” Long Tom growled.

“Well get 'em,” said the cop. “We got men taking their pictures with telephoto lenses. We're blocking
every street leading away from here”

It became evident that the ship raiders had thrown up a barricade of sand bags, probably unloaded from
the trucks, behind which they could crawl to load the trucks. Only rardly did one of them show himsdf
above the barrier. Each lapse of thiskind drew afusllade of bullets.

Long Tom unlimbered his mechine pigtal, as did Johnny. They joined the police besegers. There was
little else they could do.

“Consummately unbelievable” said Johnny, referring to the whole affair.

“It does seem to be about as big a thing as was ever pulled in New York,” Long Tom agreed. “Hey!
Something's gonna happen!”

The truck engines had been turning over steadily. Now they roared. The huge vehides began to move.

Thiswas the 9gnd for the police. Everywhere, officers legped up, emptying their guns. Crash and roar of
firerms was terrific. Bits of sding fdl off the trucks.

The giant vehicles did not turn up or down the street, as expected. They continued draight across the
wide waterfront thoroughfare. They were aming for alarge wooden door in a building. The firg truck hit
the door. It was of very thin wood, and caved in. The truck vanished ingde. The others followed.

AN indant later, it was evident that a stout sted door had been put up from the ingde of the building in
place of the wooden one. A grest roar of gunfire came from the building as bricks fdl out of the wals
here and there, exposing loopholes obvioudy prepared aforehand.

The police retreated. Occasiondly, one fdl, wounded.

The officers began to ydl for ladder wagons from the fire department, in order that they might scale the
roofs of the buildings

“There's a court behind that building,” a bluecoat shouted. “Try to get into thet!”



“They'retrying,” he was informed. “The gang has the wals covered.”

Some fifteen minutes passed. The vidnity began to take on the aspect of a battlefidd. Out in the bay a
tugboat maneuvered, alignt fidd gun, secured from the fort in the bay, on its after deck. Police in number
hed grown to severd hundred. White-clad ambulance attendants were thick.

Then something happened that knocked every one speechless. There was a rending crack—it redly
started with a whidle that might have been made by some body going at terrific speed. The throng gazed,
Supefied, at the sky, scarcely bdieving what they saw.

“A big bdl!” a cop gasped. “It come up out of the court behind that building and went away so fast you
danged near couldn't seeiit!”

WHILE they dill goggled a the heavens, there was another echoing report, and a second bdl saled
upward, visble at first, but rapidly gathering speed uniil it could hardly be followed with the eye.

No more bals arose. Shooting from the building had stopped. Policemen stormed the place.
“Theyl find exactly nothing, ismy guess,” Long Tom prophesied.

He was right. The officers found the trucks, badly riddled. They found one bar of gold which had
somehow been overlooked in the excitement. Consdering the magnitude of the theft, and the roaring
manner in which it had been executed, it was remarkable that only one gold bar had been overlooked.

Sx million dollars had been taken. The Seabreeze purser gave out that information. Not quite a dozen
men had been killed, dthough one excited tabloid newspaper placed the edimate a two hundred.
Altogether, it was the most spectacular bit of news which New Yorkers had experienced in a long

period.

Most sunning of al, perhaps, was the manner in which the thieves had vanished. When lagt seen, they
were fagt-traveling specksin the sky. Nor was another trace of them discovered.

Of course, every one now connected the stresks in the sky—at firg thought to be peculiar comets—with
the mysterious balls. There was one point which caused confusion. At fird, the balls had made streaks in
the sky. Now they made none.

Long Tom and Johnny discussed that as they rode uptown, baffled and alittle sheepish because they had
been of practicaly no assstance in preventing the robbery.

“l don't understand it,” Long Tom said. “Maybe the streaks weren't made by bdls, after dl. And wha
kind of things are these balls, anyway? How do they work?’

They got out of thelr cab in front of the apartment building where they had left Renny guarding the
prisoners. Paying the fare took afew moments. They turned to go in.

“Look!” Long Tom exploded.

Renny st in a car across the dtreet; his head and shoulders showed plainly, so that there was no doubt
about it baing Renny.

“What the heck's he doing down here?” Long Tom quipped.
The next indant, one of Renny's huge hands lifted and beckoned to them, indicating that they should



come Over.

They ran across the dreet, unsuspecting, hands fa from the armpit holsters which hdd ther
Supermachine pistols.

Two men came from behind a parked car on the right. They flourished revolvers. Three came from the
left, so with guns. They were members of the gang who had been in the apartment.

They said nothing. They did not need to, for ther manner was fully explanatory of ther intentions. Long
Tom and Johnny put their hands up.

A smdl man got up from the floor of the car beside Renny. Crouched down there, out of sght, he had
grasped Renny's am and waved one of the engineer's big hands, thus giving the summons which had
deceived Long Tom and Johnny.

Renny, it became apparent, was unconscious.

THE gang was usng three cars, dl large sedans of somber color. In not more than twenty seconds after
the firs man with a gun had appeared, the cars were in motion—Long Tom in one, Johnny in the other.

A woman had been hanging with her head out of a near-by window. Now she began to scream. Her
dhrieks were s0 piercing that a baby in a perambulator up the street burst into loud crying.

One of the men stuck a gun out of a car window. The weapon sent thunder dong the Street. The
woman's head disappeared.

Ancther man in the car snarled, “We ain't killing women, you louse!”

“Who's killing women?’ the other snorted. “I shot out a window twenty feet from where she had her
heed!”

The cars did not travel swiftly enough to attract attention. After a dozen blocks, they stopped in an dley.
No one was in 9ght. A shift was made to three other cars of entirdly different color and modd. These
Separated.

Long Tom squirmed about as they began to bind his arms securely with bits of cotton rope. There was
little he could do.

“What are you going to do with us?’ he demanded.
“Flenty,” aman informed him.

Long Tom managed to grab awrist and twigt it, causing the victim to cry out in pain, and, as he flounced
about, his gun was didodged from his waistband, where he had suffed it.

Long Tom had been contriving at that. He tried mightily to get the gun. They beat him down and kicked
him soundly for the trouble he was causing.

A long time later, the car stopped in a woodland. Long Tom peered out and discovered that the other
two machines had dso arrived by other routes. Far away, through the trees, the dectrical wizard caught
sght of agleaming object.

"Whet next?’ asked one of the men.



“The chief says to get Doc Savage and dl of his men together,” replied the manin charge.
“Risky, an't it?’

The other shrugged. “We're going to do some tal question asking. Chief wants to know just how much
Doc Savage has learned about us, and whether he has left a written record of what he has dug up.”

Squinting at the gleaming thing through the trees, Long Tom suddenly decided it was a bal—a large
globe of some obsdian materid.

One of the men came over, took a bottle and a handkerchief from his pocket, poured some of the
contents of the bottle on the handkerchief and suddenly pounced upon Long Tom, damping the saturated
cloth to the eectricd expert's nodrils.

Long Tom held his breath as long as possible, but they punched him in the somach until he had to take
ar.

The firg whiff brought the odor of chloroform. He coughed, flounced. He managed to get a lungful of
fresh air. Endeavoring to make them think he had succumbed, he tried to fake oncoming unconsciousness
while holding his breath again.

“Rull of tricks, ain't you?' snarled the man, and hit him just above the belt.

Long Tom inhded the anaesthetic in gobbling haste, and, before long, fdt it take hold. His last impresson
was that of Johnny and Renny fighting againgt handkerchiefs being pressed againg their nogtrils.

Chapter XIlI. SINISTER ORGANIZATION

THE room was dark, so very dark thet it seemed filled with something solid. At one point only did a
trace of light show, a amdl fant glow which, on closer examination, would have been ascertained to be
the luminous did of awrigt watch.

After awhile, there was noise of a door opening, and a flashlight lunged out whitdly, picking up a prone
figure The beam collapsed. The motion of the watch-did light patch indicated the man was being lifted
and borne into another room, equaly dark, but into which jangling sound of a radio speaker penetrated.
He was dropped heavily, and those who had borne him stalked ouit.

Doc Savage's trained voice asked, “Who isit?’
The man who had just been carried in said, “Nock Spanner.”

From esawhere in the room, Monk's smdl voice spoke up, “How did they get you? And why'd you run
off from us at thet old ranch?’

“Oh, that? Nock Spanner made a disgusted noise. “I saw somebody and followed them. At firg, |
waan't sure it was some one. You see, | just saw a movement. Then, when | did make sure it was some
one skulking, it was too late to turn back and get you. | wish | had. They grabbed me alittle later.”

Ham sad from close by, “I am getting very tired of this”
Nock Spanner asked, “You dl tied up?’
“Like mummies” Monk growled. “And handcuffs gdore”



The radio ground out music steadily.

“What do you think they'll do with us?” Nock Spanner asked.
“Noidea” sad Monk.

“Have you—Ilearned if my brother is il dive?” Spanner questioned.
Monk hesitated, then admitted, “No.

The radio stopped jangling music; there was a dation announcement, then a news broadcaster with a
staccato manner of speaking took over the microphone.

“Our afar of the flaming comets seems to be taking on the complexion of one of the most gigantic
aimind rings of dl time” he said, the radio loud-speaker reproducing each word didinctly. “At least hdf
a dozen crimes of importance can be attributed to the Comet Gang so far today, the largest being the
fantagtic robbery of bullion from a ship a a New York City pier, only a short time ago. In addition to
this ajewery concern was rifled in Chicago, and banks robbed in various other cities. In each case, it is
certain that the robbers were members of what is now being called the Comet Gang, and escaped in the
fantadtic bdl vehidles, which scientists admit to be some new type of terrestrid ship capable of traveing
a terrific speed, and of handling with remarkabl e fadility.”

The radio commentator went on, and his broadcast became dryer and dryer as he ran out of concrete
information and began generdizing.

“He's been on the air steady, pretty near,” Monk grumbled. “Boy, am | getting tired of that voice!”

Nock Spanner said, “It is evident that we are entangled with a gigantic arimind ring which has perfected
thisterredtriad ship, or whatever you would cdl it, and are usng it as a get-away vehidein the commisson
of huge crimes”

Theradio in the other room suddenly went Slent.

“They cut the speaker into thar private transmitter-and-receiver hookup when they communicate with
esch other,” Monk said in a stage whisper. “Ligten to what they say. They've sure got an organization!”

SHORTLY afterward, the radio in the next room went into operation. Evidently a cal had been picked
up on a supplementary receiver, and the large speaker cut in for convenience in operation.

"Thisis W20LA coming back a my friend in Cdifornia,” said the fant speaker voice. “Thisis W20LA in
Corona, Long Idand, New York City, coming back to Cdifornia. | just got dl of the tubes in the box,
old man. Your sysem for doing it worked splendidly. All three tubes are thoroughly boxed. Yes, gr. |
am going to deliver them now. So long—and seventy-threes, old man.”

That was dl from the radio.

Monk muttered in the darkness. “I'm getting able to pick out the generd meaning of their code,” he
grumbled. “Take that conflab just now. It meant they've got something done in New York, something
involving three—"

He le&ft the words hanging. Silence was thick. The ticking of the watch with the luminous did was audible.
“Go ahead—say it,” Ham suggested. “That radio tak might have referred to Renny, Long Tom and



Johnny.”

“Yeah,” sad Monk, “that's whet | was thinking.”

Nock Spanner snarled, “Aint there any way of getting out of this?”
“l wouldn't worry too much,” Monk told him.

Spanner swore joyfully. “Then you have a plan?’

“No,” Monk told him. “But Doc, here, is something of a magician.”

Spanner muttered, “If the police only knew where to look for us. Why in Sam Hill didn't we leave a note
or something, tdling what we had learned, or what we intended to do?’

Monk advised, “Like lots of good idess, that one comes too late”

Time passed. It could not have been much more than an hour and a hdf. They heard a cracking noise
characterigtic to the arriva, departure, or passage of one of the myderious aéria globes. Then there
camneavoice.

There was something familiar about the voice. It took them a moment to place it. Then Ham gasped
increduloudly.

“That voice—the same one was on the radio from New Y ork not over two hours ago!” he said sharply.

No one sad anything for a while; then they heard the voice of the newcomer again, and within a few
moments, other voices and the tramp of feet. These approached. Scuffling qudity indicated men carrying
heavy burdens. They came indde.

They bore Johnny, Long Tom, and Renny, dl of whom were unconscious. The trio were deposited in the
darkness.

“You birds enjoy yourselves,” avoice said. “Were going to hold a party later.”
The men departed.

DOC SAVAGE heaved up and grained mightily againg the handcuffs which held his wrigts. There was
no hope of bresking them. It was doubtful if, even with his incaculable strength, he could have broken
one of them, for they were very heavy.

And three manacles hdd hisarms. In addition, there were many turns of rope. It was againg this that he
struggled, and he was loosening it, getting alittle play into his arms.

A dirring indicated that either Johnny, Long Tom, or Renny was reviving. It was Johnny's voice which
firs broke the slence.

“I'l be superamagamated!” he mumbled.

The word was a favorite of Johnny's. He used it to express disgust, despair, surprise, or any other violent
emation.

“Fed dl right?” Doc asked.



The ropes on the bronze man's ams had loosened somewhat, enabling him, by sguirming mightily, to
reach the row of buttons on the front of his coat. He tore one of these off, got it between his fingers,
dipped it down between his manacled ankles, and began to work with it.

Johnny mumbled gloomily, “1 fed like a vaetudinarian.”
“A man who can think of aword like that can't be so bad,” Monk told him.

Doc Savage had managed to unscrew one hdf of the button from the other hdf; a threaded joint
permitted this, dthough so illfully done that no casud examinaion would have disclosed it. He carefully
tilted the button and let the uff in the hollow interior trickle on the handcuff links He did this most

paingakingly.
Nock Spanner growled hopeledy, “Ian't there some chance for us?’

Long Tom and Renny had both regained their senses now. Voices anxious, they made sure Doc and the
others were unharmed. They noted the luminous did of Nock Spanner's waich and asked the time. He
told them.

“Holy cow!” Renny boomed. “We were brought from New York out here to Cdifornia in not much
more than two hours!”

Nock Spanner demanded desperately, “Didn't you fellows leave some sort of atrall by which the police
may find us?’

“No,” Renny said.

Doc Savage had taken four more buttons off his coat, carefully unscrewed them, and emptied the
contents on the cuff links. Try as he would, he could not reach the others. He waited. The radio in the
next room had not been switched on. Silence was deep.

Once Monk pondered doud, “I wonder what happened to that gil?’
“And Leases Moore and Quince Randwell,” Ham echoed.

IT must have been more than an hour later when voices became audible in one of the adjacent rooms.

“There's nothing more to hold us up,” avoice said. “The bals are perfected to the point where they don't
leave luminous trails a night, as did the fird ones. We can go and come, and no one on earth can stop
lﬁ”

Monk, in the intense darkness of the inner room, muttered, “ So that's why there were streaks in the sky
a firg, but none anymore.”

“What about the prisoners?’ a voice from outside queried.
“Well get rid of them now.”

Stunted's voice spoke up, saying, “I tdl you jaspers, | don't like the idea of shootin' down anybody in
cold blood.”

“Aw, don't be asssy!” he was advised.



The door had been locked. Now the fagtenings rattled, and the pand opened. Men came in cautioudy,
soraying light from flashes. They cast the beams about.

“Look!” one of the men howled suddenly. He raced the white funnd of his flashlight. Stunned profanity
came from those with him.

Doc Savage was missing from among the prisoners. The bronze man was not in the room.
Stunted ran over and howled a Monk, “How long has he been gone?’
“l dunno,” Monk said, truthfully.

The man with the queer eyes dashed insde, heard what had happened, and snapped out a revolver.
Stunted shoved againgt him heavily.

“Use your head!” Stunted snapped. “With those birds dive, Doc Savage will come fooling around, trying
to get 'em loose. That way, well have a chance a him.”

“You have got abrain, after al,” growled the cross-eyed man, and pocketed his weapon.

The man went over to the spot where Doc Savage had been lying. He stooped, picked up a bit of metd,
and examined it. The thing was a portion of a handcuff link.

The man touched a finger to it, then cried out in sudden pain and wiped the finger franticaly on a
handkerchief. He threw the handkerchief away.

“Wha isit?’ Stunted demanded.

“Some powerful chemicd of an acid nature,” the man growled. “That infernd bronze fdlow must have
hed it hidden somewhere on him, and put it on the handcuff chains. It weakened them until he could
break them.”

Stunted mumbled, “ That's a new one on me”

DOC SAVAGE could hear the voices—rather, hear the murmur of them, for he was not close enough to
diginguish the words. He was in the gloom just outside the old ranch house. He had been free something
like ten minutes, but had not Ieft the vidnity for more than one reason. It was essentid tha he free the
others. And he wanted alook at one of the fantagtic bal conveyances.

There was one of the mygerious vehicles off to the right; its rounded hulk was vagudy digtinguishable.
Fog was making the night very dark. Doc eased toward the thing.

The 9ze of the ball became more impressive as he drew close. He touched its smooth surface. It fdt like
glass He moved around it, noting the polished nature of the covering, probably made thus to reduce
friction. Even then, the heat generated must be tremendous.

He camefindly to a door, barely large enough for him to wedge through. The door operated like a plug.
The walls were thick—amogt four feet, he judged.

Ingde the thing, a smdl dectric bulb glowed, furnishing illumination enough to get an ideaof how the shl
of the vehide was congtructed.

The outer surface, some compound resigtant to friction and heat, no doubt, was only a skin, and under



that was layer after layer of asbestos, interlaced with cooling pipes and wires and tubes and myderious
channds having to do with the operation of the contrivance.

The interior chamber was roughly circular, literdly a bit of open space completdly surrounded by
mechinery. There were devices on the walls, even the caling. Remarkable indeed was the fact that the
control room seemed to have nether top nor bottom, as far as arrangement of the mechanian went.
There were polished pipes, crisscrossing, their purpose hard to explan.

Doc examined the machinery. The firs device he came to was an dectricd mechanism for producing
tremendous degrees of cold, a contrivance utilizing liquid ar as its cooling eement, in place of the more
common anmonia

This, then, was what kept the bal cool when in motion.

The liquid air-cooling device was a commercid product in part. Trademarks of the manufacturer were
diginguishable. Doc read the plate.

REFRIGERATING, INC.
New Y ork

The bronze man passed that up as not being of chief interest. How was this device propelled? What gave
it the fantastic power to rip through space without benefit of propellers, or, as far as could be seen,
rocketlike discharges.

Certain it was that the luminous exhaust which some of the bals exuded when in motion was not
discharge of a rocket nature, as some had &t first thought.

DOC SAVAGE began going over the largest and mogt intricate mass of apparatus. He had dready
gathered an infinite respect for the brain which had conceived dl this. That respect became infinitdy
greater as he surveyed a set of huge motors which utilized a compressed gas as fud. The things were of
fabulous horsepower for ther Sze. There were, as far as Doc knew, no others like them in existence.

The exhaust of the motors explained the streams of sparks which some of the balls left. The burned gas
came out of the exhaust in the form of flame. In this bal, the exhaugt led through a digester which cooled
it. Without the digester, the ball would leave atrall of the dtill-burning vapor.

The motors operated compact generators which undoubtedly ddivered great voltage. Wires from the
generators led into a metal-covered receptacle which undoubtedly held the secret of the whole incredible
propulson method. This was locked. Doc went to work on the locks.

He had operated only a moment when he heard voices outside. Men were approaching.
“WEell clear out of here before Doc Savage can come back with help,” Stunted's voice said.

Doc's flake-gold eyes whipped about. Interior arrangement of the bal was fabuloudy compact. Only a
locker device to the left seemed to offer conceament Doc lunged for it, got the meta door open.

The place had evidently been intended as a storage place for loot. It was empty, now, but ydlowish
marks on the rough meta showed where heavy gold bars had reposed—no doubt loot from the liner
robbery in New Y ork.



Doc closed the door. There were dits for ventilation, and through these he could look, if he were not
discovered. He waited.

Men clambered up the narrow channd that led through the thick hull. The door was evidently heavy, for
they closed it mechanically, then spent some moments with wrenches, connecting the pipes from the door
to the cooling machine. Stunted was among them.

Under an am, Stunted carried Monk's pet pig, Habeas Corpus. He had muzzed the porker to
discourage hiting tendencies.

“Let'sgo,” Stunted said.

PROFUSE and drange experiences had come Doc Savage's way in the past, induding many that
bordered on the incredible, the fantastic. But this was one which was to stand out dwaysin his memory.

His great metdlic frame seemed to grow suddenly and mysterioudy light. He lifted an arm indinctively,
and the effort was incredibly easy. And once the arm was up, it did not drop back to his sde. It seemed
to possess no weight. The effort made him gtart a little, so that he lifted from the floor. He hung there, in
mid-arr. It was necessary to push himsdf back to the floor.

Out in the control room, things were happening which would have driven a superdtitious person into a
frenzy. Men were waking on the walls, the celling, adjusting the controls, and throwing switches.

The crisscrossing tubes, which had seemed so usdless before, now advertised ther use. They were hand
rals, employed in going from one place to another. A man ran up one, spider fashion, body seeming to
float in the air, then released his grip and floated where he was.

Doc Savage moistened his lips. He rarely showed excitement, but he was animated now.

Here before his eyes he was seeing demondtrated the product of a fantastic sdentific discovery, a
discovery so advanced that even the bronze man, for dl of hislearning, was somewhat dazed.

If he correctly interpreted what he was seeing, the creator of this aérid device had discovered how to
nulify that type of force generdly designated as momentum, as wel as various forms of attraction,
gravitationd and otherwise.

No unschooled person could hardly have been more amazed then the bronze man. Here was inertig,
gravitationd attraction in dl or mogt of its forms completdy gifled. Some incredibly keen brain had
penetrated one of the scientific fidds probably least known to man. Modern science in generd was not
even quite sure what gravity was. Here was one who had mastered the subject.

The bal mugt be in mation. The machinery was making a great uproar. Shouted orders could not be
heard. The men were communicating by gestures. One man in particular watched a bank of eectric
thermometers which registered the outer temperature of the shell and warned of increasing friction heet
generated by their passage through the air. This man made a sudden gesture when the needles crept too
high, and the speed of the bdl was evidently dowed.

Other men glued eyes to periscope devices which evidently permitted them to look outsde. Two more
worked frantically with radio direction finders, evidently keeping track of their postion by spotting
well-known broadcasting stations on the earth below.

It was superscientific trave in its superlative degree, and Doc Savage could only stare and marvel. He



was getting a vague idea of how the bal was made to move. No doubt gravitationd force was nullified on
top, on one side, creding in effect a vacuum in the lines of force which sucked the bl aong.

It was a vague theory, capable of many refutations according to known scientific data, but it was the best
solution the bronze man could assemble until such time as he had an opportunity to ingpect the power
plant itsf.

The bal seemed to be ariving a its destination. Men made gestures. Others jerked levers, opened
switches, and turned vaves.

So completdy was momentum nullified that even their stop, abrupt though it mugt have been, was not
apparent. The noise of the mechaniam ceased.

Doc Savage was conscious of an abrupt return of the norma heaviness of hislimbs He was conscious of
omehing ese, too—a terific force which hauled him againg the locker door, so that the door,
unfastened as it was, fdl open, and he came crashing out into the control room.

Too late, he understood what had occurred. The bal had stopped in a different postion, so that the
locker was now on what had become the caling. With the mechaniam turned off, he had smply fdlen
Out.

Chapter XIV. OSAGE RENDEZVOUS

STUNTED saw the bronze man firgt. Stunted, knowing what would happen when the bl stopped, was
holding to one of the crisscrossing bars. He let out a howl, dropped from his perch, and lunged for his
sawed-off autometic rifle, which he had tied to a stanchion with a bit of stout cord.

"The devil himsdf!” Stunted bawled.

Two other men had gotten the hatch open and were making it fast. The opening was now on the sde.
They swung around, but were in a bad position to fight.

Doc lunged at Stunted. The latter was having trouble with the cord that held hisrifle He had used a cord
too strong for him to break. He gave it up, retreated, and threw awrench a Doc.

The bronze man dodged it, leaped upward and caught the crisscrossng bars. He made for the men at the
hetch.

Doc was a mader a this method of fighting. Where the others had to move dowly, supporting
themsdves, the bronze man whipped about with infinite agility. One man at the hatch dropped away. The
other held his ground, maintaining a grip with one hand, trying to fend Doc off with the other.

That was a migake. An indant later, he dammed heavily down on the metd plates beneath. A bronze,
dublike fig had knocked him sensdless.

From his vantage point under the haich, Doc saw that he had a moment's respite before any of them
would be in a postion to use a gun. The bronze man was curious about where the bal had landed. He
decided to look, and bobbed his head up.

What he saw changed hiswhole plan. He had intended to fight, overpower the men, take the bdl, fathom
its secrets. But he could never do that because, outside, there was a high concrete fence, and indde that,
four other bdls and something near two score of men. If the bronze man escaped, it would be amiracle.



A bullet smacked the rim of the hatch as he vaulted out. Stunted had gotten hisrifle loose and fired it. The
pig, Habeas, squedled ghrilly.

Doc poised on the hatch edge, hanging by his fingers. There were men below, many of them. It was too
dark for them to make out details, however.

Doc Savage exerted dl of his powers of voice imitation and sent out a sharp, excited shout.
“Something's gone wrong!” he ydled. “Thisthing may blow up! Get away! Run!”

It was Stunted's voice which he imitated, and the shout held an edge of terror and warning which sent
those below surging back.

Doc dropped down. The ruse would give m not more then a second or two. Less than that, it
developed, for Stunted's redl voice swore out from indde the ball, advisng his fdlows of the deception.

Daoc ran for thewdll. It was high, too high for im to legp. But it had been poured in a rough plank form,
the planks stepped in toward the top for a narrowing effect. It could be dimbed.

The bronze man leaped, caught hold, climbed, dipped, then gained the top just as a spatlight caught him
and guns began crashing. He went over safdly.

The other side, he discovered, was camouflaged with brush and transplanted vines. He carried some of
the suff with him as he went down. Then he ran. It was infinitdy dark. He kept hands out before his face,
in case he should run into something. Behind, they were organizing a pursuit party.

Then, to the left, afeminine voice called, “Over here, whoever you arel”

It was the girl, Lanca Jaxon.

DOC SAVAGE found her amoment later. “We had better leave here” he told her.
"Oh, it'stheir big bronze trouble!” She sounded relieved. “You are supposed to be dead!”
“According to whom?’ Doc asked.

“Leases Moore and Quince Randwaell,” she replied. “Liden to that uproar! We're going to have some
trouble”

The shooting from indde the concrete compound had logt its confused note. A great many hand
searchlights had appeared. Men were assambling outside the inclosure.

Doc found the girl's arm, and they began to work through the undergrowth. Timber here was thick, many
of the trees large. Fdlen logs made travel difficult.

“Three of the bals just arrived,” said the girl. “I guess you werein one of them. Where are your men?’
“Prisoners” Doc sad. “I suspect they arein the other bdls”
“How did you get away?’ she asked.

Doc told her, very briefly, making it sound rather smple, and finishing his recitd with a question, “What
are you doing here?’



“Leases Moore and Quince Randwell let me out of their bdl,” she replied. “They were afraid | would
make trouble at the wrong time.”

“Where do they hook into this?’
Thegirl laughed harshly, without humor. “They were dated for suckers.”

Doc was ahead now, his superior agility and keener senses miking for faster progress. Even at their best,
they could hardly hope to distance those behind.

“The man who invented the bals got Leases Moore and Quince Randwell to finance him,” said the girl,
resuming. “Ther idea was to do what they are doing: organize a gang and use the speedy bdls for
get-away vehicles in the commisson of big robberies. But Leases Moore and Randwell were greedy.
They demanded too big a cut. The gang grabbed them and hed them. They were prisoners when you
found them.”

“And you?' Doc prompted.

Brush through which they traveled made swishing noises. There seemed to be no night birds. Evidently
these had been frightened away by the arrivd of the bdls.

“They've been holding me out here for ax months” the gl snapped. “I own the land around here.
They'reusng it. And they've ordered dl of the materias with which to build those bdls in my name, the
ideabeing that | was the goat in case the law found out where the congtruction work had been done.”

She gasped as a bough whipped her.

“It'stoo bad | didn't know who your two men, Monk and Ham, were when | tried to escape in that car
yesterday,” she said. “We might have gotten away. Asit was, | ruined their break.”

A bullet whistled through the branches, meking sharp, ugly sounds, and the shot noise itsdf followed,
thurmping and echoing from the surrounding hills.

“Thisis the most deserted place in Oklahoma,” the gil murmured. “Nobody will hear that shoating.”

THE girl was breathing heavily now. She had falen before, but she was fdling more often now, and more
heavily. She was dower getting up.

“l haven't dept for days,” she said. “I guess I'm tuckered out.”

Doc Savage picked her up, found what fdt like a large tree, and moved out until, by jumping, he located
a branch. With the grip of only one hand, and 4ill carrying the girl, he svung up. He mounted with

urprising speed.

“Takeit easy,” Lanca Jaxon said, uneaslly. “This Suff might do on a circus trapeze, but | don't care for it
here”

“Wewill wat here” Doc told her quiglly. “If they miss us—excdlent! If not, well try something else”

The bronze man waited, ligening. With his free hand, he tested the dryness of the bark on the tree. Then
he sniffed the air. It seemed that there had been arain recently. That meant they had Ieft footprints.

The rgpidity and sureness with which their pursuers approached indicated they were following atrall.



“They'll come right to thistree,” the girl breathed.
“Let me have your shoes,” Doc requested.
She began, “Now, what—"

Doc whipped the shoes off her feet without more argument. Carrying them, he dropped downward and
expended some moments locating the exact limb which he had seized from the ground in garting his
dimb. From there, he went on.

He used the girl's shoes, one in each hand, to make tracks beside his own footprints. Light and time for a
finished job was lacking. He did the best haste permitted.

Men with searchlights and guns came up rapidly. They drew near the tree which held the girl. Just before
they reached it, Doc grasped a dry limb and ddiberately broke it. The cracking noise rattled through the
timber.

“They're ahead!” Stunted roared, and the gang charged past the tree which hedd Lanca Jaxon, without
dreaming of her close presence.

Doc found another tree and climbed it. He took a chance on the spreading boughs interlacing with other
trees. They did. He went on. Reflected glow from the pursuing lights occasiondly dashed padey among
the treetops. Udng that illumination, Doc picked the spreading limb of another tree, and with a
tremendous swing through space, reached it. A professond gymnast would have been proud of that feet.

Shortly, the gang came upon the spot where Doc had gone doft. They wasted much time probing the
treetops, then spread out dowly, searching fruitlesdy. But, by now, Doc was ssfey away.

The pursuers were persistent. It required fifteen minutes of hunting to disgust them, and then dl did not
favor giving up.

“Aw, well wait for daylight,” advised the voice of the man with the uneasy eyes.
They turned back.

Aware that they might have left spies behind, Doc Savage was more than ordinarily cautious in returning
to Lanca Jaxon. So dlent was he that she gasped out sharply when he dropped to the limb beside her.

“They've given up!” she breathed. “When they passed under me, | thought sure—"

“l did not get to ask you the most important question of dl,” Doc told her. “Who is the individud behind
dl of this—the inventor of the bals?’

“I don't know for sure” she said.
“You have an idea?’

“That man with the dhifting eyes” she said. “I have overheard things. If he is the big chief, not dl of the
gang know it.”

“What did you overhear that led you to that idea?’ Doc asked.

“The man with the crossing eyes was arranging with some of the others about murdering the one they cdl
Stunted,” she said. “He's to be killed whenever they have a chance to make it ook like you did it.”



“So they're going to kill Stunted,” Doc murmured.

A moment later, the bronze man was gone into the darkness.

DOC SAVAGE traveed swiftly, overtaking the paty which was retuning dowly toward the
camouflaged compound which held the four weird ball craft, and the workshops where they had been
manufactured.

The men were traveling without haste. All of them seemed to be tired. They walked around logs rather
then over them, and ther conversation was gloomy.

“Thisis sure aswdl kettle of fish,” Stunted said gloomily. “Right when we're set for a clean-up.”
“Quit grousng!” snapped the man with the queer eyes.

Stunted stopped. He put out his jaw. His sawed-off automatic rifle shifted dightly under his arm.
“So you're dill tryin' to push me around!” he gritted.

The other snapped, “Pipe down, you sawed-off runt!”

Stunted had ordinarily seemed a chearful soul, indined to keep control of his emotions even when
aggravated to the point of desring to shoot someone. But now he seemed changed. He glared. The gun
moved under hisarm; his hand dropped back to the trigger.

The other men saw the signs. They sprang forward, growling angrily, and got between Stunted and the
men with the uneasy eyes.

"Cut it out, you two!” one ordered. “You're going to ride each other until one of you winds up picking
leed out of himsdf!”

Stunted, glaring, said nothing. Shortly afterward, he permitted himsdf to be urged on ahead. Some of the
group accompanied him. Others remained behind with the shifty-eyed man. These dropped wel to the
rear, and there was something deliberate about their behavior.

“We got a chance to talk now,” one muttered. “Them guys ahead won't hear us. What're you gonna do
about this bird Stunted?’

“I'l get hm!” gritted the man with the roving eyes. “But | gotta be careful.”

“Did you talk to the chief about digposing of Stunted?” aman asked.

“l did!” The other's eyes crossed and uncrossed evilly in the flashlight glare. “And what do you think?’
“What?'

“The chief said that if anything queer happened to Stunted, held croak me” gritted the conspirator.
“That's one for the book!”

“Uh-huh.” The cross-eyed man turned his flash off. “It's kinda queer. Stunted seems plumb worthless to
me. Him and his sawed-off rifled Blah!”



THEY were dlent a while, ligening, evidently to make sure no one was near, then they dropped ther
voices alittle and began to discuss something which was obvioudy of greater importance.

“You found out for sure who the big chief is?” aman asked.

The one with the restless eyes cursed.

“No. He wears that mask dl of the time. Y ou know—that rubber hood of a business”
There was ameaningful pause.

“Our plan ill goes, en? one growled.

“Sure” The uneasy-eyed man swore again. “We croak this head guy. We do it in a quiet way, see? Then
we just tdl the boys that I'm redly the guy who invented the balls, and they won't know the difference. Il
et the chief's cut. Y ou gents get yours.”

"Svdl!” said one. “When?’
“Soon as we can.”
They went on, waking rgpidly now, asif their tiredness was gone, overtaking the others.

Doc Savage dung to them like their own shadows. He had been close during the conference, and what
he had heard was interesting, refuting asiit did the girl's conviction that the man with the peculiar eyes was
the actud mastermind.

They drew near the compound. A shrill, anxious chdlenge ripped out.
“Whoisit?’
“Us” sad the man with the uneasy eyes. “Retune that capacity darm to compensate for our arriva.”

Doc Savage heard that and moved even closer to the others in the darkness. One of the ddicate
capacity-balance darms was in operation here, it seemed, and by adding or subtracting capacity at the
controls, the operator managed to maintain a balance which would show the arriva of even a angle man
inthe vianity.

Doc's plan was to get close enough to the others that his own presence would be dlowed for. He
seemed to succeed.

The men filed through an opening in the high compound wall.

Doc did not follow them. That was too risky. The bronze man tackled the high wdl, and covered by the
noise of the others arrival, managed to surmount it.

He lowered himsdf dowly down the other side, utilizing the indentations Ieft in the concrete by the origind
plank forms.

Chapter XV. PLANS SINISTER

THERE was some fant light insde the compound. Men who had been working had moved over to the
entrance—a gatelike affar flanked on one sde by a building and on the other by a round tank. Evidently
they were interested in how the search had come out, and being informed on that point, they scattered



and busied themsdves making the bdls secure.

Doc Savage glided back through the shadows, reached one of the bals, and got under it, undiscovered.
He was interested in getting indde, in examining the mechaniam.

A stepladder evidently led up to the hatch. He dimbed it, being careful that the ladder did not squeak. At
the top, he explored with hisfingers, but fdt only the smooth, rounded, obsidian chillness of the hull. The
hatch was there, its outlines bardly traceable. But it was fastened, and there seemed to be no lock visble,

Feet scuffed the hard earth. Doc dropped from the ladder, scrambled behind the bdl and crouched
there. Men were gpproaching.

Stunted led them. The short man's chest was out and he looked pleased with himsdlf. He came to the ball
and dimbed the ladder. Hashlights were turned on him.

From a pocket Stunted took what was unmigtekably ordinary copper wires, a telegraph key and a
battery, hooked in series. He touched the wires to two portions of the bdl hull, where there were
evidently contacts, hed them there; then, covering the key with his coat so no one could see just what
combination he tapped out, he manipulated the key.

The hatch was evidently operated by some eectricd combination, for it opened. Stunted clambered
indde, replacing his unique battery “key" indde his dothing.

He came out a moment later with a box larger than a suitcase. He handled this with great care. He
passed it to those below.

“Watch it!” he snapped. “This is the heart of the invention. Take that awvay and there aint nobody can
figure out how these bals work.”

He descended the ladder, closed the hatch—which locked itsdf—then visted the other bdls, and from
each removed asmilar case of mechaniam.

“What's the idea of taking these out?’ he was asked.

“Dont we dways do it?" Stunted demanded. “ Supposin’ that Doc Savage would get ingde one of them
bdls? That'd be a swel howdy-do! Well put these pieces of apparatus where we can watch 'em every
minute”

Very gently, they carried the boxes to the large building beside the gate. All lights in the compound were
now extinguished by way of precaution againg being sghted by some nocturnd plane. They seemed
aurprigngly carelessin the matter of a guard, too, evidently placing full dependence in the capacity darm.

Doc Savage was not foolhardy enough to try to get into the building by the door. He moved to the right,
fdt dong the rough concrete wal and found an open window.

Anindant later, he was indde.

IN the murk, a generator made ghrill hum. Over to the left, something hot glowed. Doc studied it, and
decided it was a forge with a banked fire.

Directly ahead, ranging along the Sde of the interior, was a partition perforated with doors, and some of
these apertures were lighted. The men were toward the front.



Doc approached them. There was enough machinery to hide him—big drill presses, lathe beds, and other
metaworking devices. Little expense had been spared in equipping the shop for the manufacture of the
bl conveyances.

Stunted was saying loudly, “Everybody stay here and everybody stay awake. You can deep later.”
“What's up?’ some one asked him.

“The chief is coming,” Stunted said. “He told me to tdl dl of you that he wanted you on hand when he
got here. He's gonna outline our next job, and it's to be bigger than anything we've pulled before.”

“Since when did you become the chiefs mouthpiece?” demanded the man with the shifting eyes.
Stunted grinned.
“Doesit hurt?" he asked.

He was sworn at. Some one, evidently an admirer of Stunted, laughed. The man with the uncontrollable
eyes got off by himsdf and mumbled.

Doc Savage eased closer. He was seeking hisfive aides and Spanner. A moment later, he saw them—dll
except Nock Spanner. Monk and Ham were tied together, probably because one of the gang had
overheard them squabbling, and had mistaken their voca hate as genuine.

Renny was by himsdlf, trying to work his big figts through handcuff links. Long Tom and Johnny were
bardly discernible.

All five prisoners were in the room with the gang. Possibly twenty of the latter were present, every one
armed. If Doc Savage had any impulse to charge in and attempt a rescue, he suppressed it carefully. He
took chances, but never suicidal ones.

He moved back from the door as the lesn man with the restless eyes came out of the lighted room,
accompanied by two others. They lighted cigarettes, then strolled off.

“Stick around,” Stunted called.
“WEell be in the radio room,” one of the trio growled.

Doc Savage noted the direction they were taking—toward the monotonous hum of the generator. He put
on speed himsdf, cutting in ahead of them, reeching the door of the room where the generator ran. He
sought the corner by the door, and got down behind what was evidently a spare motor-generator unit.

The man with peculiar eyes came in. He cast a flash beam about.
“They're dl with Stunted,” one of the pair with him grunted.

“Watch the doors.” The cross-eyed man went to the radio apparatus and turned on a light with a green
shade. The radio was very modern. The man seemed to know a great ded about it, for he adjusted
knobs and watched meters intently, then picked up a microphone.

The other two were at the door.
“No one coming,” they advised.
Ther leader's eyes crossed and uncrossed, and he spoke into the microphone, saying,



“Helo—hdlo—hdlo,” three times very rapidly, with pauses between, asif it were asgnd.
Out of the loud-speaker came alisping, hissng voice.
“How are things coming?’ The voice made “things’ sound like “thingsh.”

“Sow,” said the man with the roving eyes. “But well get the big shot tonight. He's due here before long,
Stunted just said.”

The ligoing voice came over the radio again. Doc knew it; he could not be mistaken. The spesker was
Quince Randweil, who mugt be cruising the skies somewhere near by in the stolen bdll.

“Leases and me just loaded a few hundred quarts of nitro,” said Quince Randwaelil.
“What's the idea”?’ demanded the man at the radio.

“If it comes to that, we can blow that dump down there off the map,” imparted Randwell. “Here's wha
well do if everything sefails Y ou and the guys working with you clear out and leave the others. Before
you go, turn this radio transmitter on, and leave it turned on.”

“l don't get this” said the man with the roving orbs.

“Well use a direction finder on the radio,” sad Randwell. “Thatll guide us to you. Then well use this
nitro. Thet'll clean up the gang and wipe out their chief.”

“But itll mess up the bals” the other objected.
“Weve got one,” said Randwell, shortly. “ That's enough. We can duplicate it if we have to.”
“O. K.,” agreed the man a the radio.

He lad down the microphone, switched off the apparatus, laughed once and walked out, followed by his
two companions.

DOC SAVAGE gave them timeto join the others. He had plenty to think about to keep him from being
impatient. These men were not conspiring done, as it had a fird seemed, but were associated with
Leases Moore and Quince Randwell. Moore and Randwall, in turn, were proving more canny than
hitherto.

Doc Savage Ieft the radio room. He did not go too near the door beyond which the gang awaited—the
room which held the prisoners. The bronze man stationed himsdlf to the side of the gate, againg the tank.

Thetank was large, and smdled asif it held gasoline, possibly fud for engines that ran the machine tools.
The night had quieted down remarkably, and the cries of nocturna birds had resumed.

There came afant scraping from the gate.
A voice—it was the man with the peculiar eyes—demanded, “Who isit?’
“Me” sad another voice shortly. “The chief.”

There was a short scuffling sound, a blow, ugly but not loud, followed by a cry, a wispy, hideous thing
that never redly got started.



Doc Savage whipped from his cover, took haf a dozen steps, then hated. Sane reason had told him he
wes late.

By the gate, a man laughed. The sound was strained. Some one lighted a cigarette.
A man put his head out of the workshop door and yelled, “Was that the chief?’
“Hdl, no,” said aman a the gate.

“Cut out the smoking,” said the workshop voice. “Might be seen from the air.”
“Sure, surel”

The head withdrew into the workshop.

A moment later, Doc Savage heard three men coming from the gate toward the tank. They were infinitdy
furtive and waked as if burdened. Doc retreated dowly before them, and as they came around behind
the tank, one displayed a flash beam cautioudy.

It was the cross-eyed man and histwo conspirators, and they carried the limp form of a fourth. The latter
wore along topcoat and a dark suit.

Seen in the flashlight glow, the limp individud's face was covered by a grotesque mask of flexible rubber;
it could be seen plainly that the mask was padded so as to dter the apparent contour of the wearer's
features.

“It's the big shot—the brains,” the flaghlight wielder grunted. “Let's have alook at that kisser of his”

They yanked off the rubber mask. Then they stared. They looked as if they were about to fdl over. One
dropped the flashlight.

The uncovered face was that of the girl, Lanca Jaxon.

Chapter XVI. DEATH RODE THE SKY

THE cross-eyed man didn't hear Doc Savage coming, didn't dream of his near presence, probably never
did know exactly what happened. His two companions knew. It helped them little, for there was not time
to do anything abouit it.

They heard ajarring thump, and awakened from their surprise to see their chief collgpsing under a tower
of bronze. Then went for their guns. They carried the weapons in the open, in low-dung holsters, and
old-time Western badmen could not have gone for them in more accepted style. One gun bardly left its
holgter; the other stayed in the legther.

The two gruggled a bit, madly. Their tongues ran out, and their faces purpled, even if they were not being
choked. Nothing they did loosened the dutch on the backs of tharr necks, a grip of awful fingers which
kneaded about asif searching for something down close to the spind cords. After a while, the pair went
limp.

Doc dropped them. He yanked the topcoat off the girl. The topcoat was big, loosely made, and Doc was
just able to get into it. He picked up the mask. The rubber was of good qudity, and it stretched. He got it
down over his metdlic features. He had some difficulty with the eyeholes.



Thegirl was limp when he picked her up. But there was life in her. She had been struck over the head,
probably.

A man came out of the tool house. He was not excited.

“| heard something ese” he said. “Wasit the chief thistime?’
Doc Savage sumbled toward him with the girl.

“Quick!” yelled the bronze man. “Doc Savage isin herel”

The other jumped as if a firecracker had gone off under his feet. He hit the ground with a gun in ether
hand, running. The fdlow had nerve.

“Wheréd he go?’ he bawled.

Doc Savage was not usng his normd voice, but a shrill, nondescript tone which might easily be mistaken
for the unknown leader. He did not risk speaking now, but wheded and levded an arm toward the gate.

More men came out of the workshop, their wild exodus somehow remindful of the comic movies wherein
alionisdiscovered in afilled room. They saw Doc Savage, and since the bronze man was crouching to
shorten his apparent stature, they mistook him for the mysterious leader whom they were awaiting. Doc's
levdled arm sent them toward the gate.

“Whered you get the girfl?” one maen yelled.
“She was with Savage,” Doc said. And that was no lie

Doc Savage looked into the room which held the prisoners. There were two men on guard, both pressing
close to the one window, watching the pursuit conducted by ther fellows.

Thetwo were lax a the moment, whereas, a bit later, they would have been dert. But the moment was
aufficient. Doc put the girl down, rushed them. They saw him just as he descended upon them. It was too
late.

During the brief struggle, as the bronze man accomplished the by no means easy feat of holding a man
with each hand and miking them senseless smultaneoudy, Monk began to thrash about on the floor, and
the pig, Habeas Corpus, came out of a corner, where he had been secreted.

Monk and his pet had recognized Doc.

WHEN the two men were unconscious, Doc lowered them. He legped to the prisoners and began
working on their bindings. He loosened their legs first. Wrists would have to wait, for they might need to
move fadt.

Monk got the gag out of his mouth. He was only handcuffed at the wrists, and hence could move his
fingers

“Wha happened?’ he gulped.

“Help me loosen the others,” Doc rapped.

Renny, ankles loosened, heaved erect.



“What do you think?’ he boomed. “What do you think about that Nock Spanner?’
Monk growled. “Aw, you can't hardly blame Spanner.”

“They promised Spanner thet if hed tdl them what dl we had learned about them, they'd turn him loose,”
Renny growled. “So he told them we hadn't learned much of anything, and they did turn him loose, back
therein Cdifornia, before they brought us herein them infernd balls”

“Spanner wanted to save his neck,” Monk defended. “Y ou can't blame him. That runt, Stunted, made the
ded with Spanner. | think Stunted didnt want any more killing than was necessary. | think he got
Spanner turned loose”

Ham got up and wrenched his gag out, then snapped, “I've been wondering if that Nock Spanner
couldn't redlly be the chief of thering?’

Doc Savage made no comment on that, a circumstance which caused Monk to look suddenly suspicious.
"Where did they put the apparatus that is the heart of those bals?” Doc asked.
“They've got abig iron safe in the next room,” Monk explained. “Locked 'em up in there”

Doc Savage left the prisoners to free each other and lunged into the adjoining room. He found the safe. It
was big, modern, and the lock was evidently Smiler to the dectrica devices on the bdls, for there was no
knob visble

The bronze man began to work at the door, seeking a method of opening it.

It was a baffling problem. He had no specid tools. The vault was as burglarproof as science could
devise.

Doc backed away and went into the workshop, searching for a cutting torch. There was dmogt certain to
be one around. Eventudly, he did locate one, but the tanks were disconnected and he had to assemble
them, and the torch he had selected did not function properly.

He was working madly when two shots ripped out noisly and a man shouted. Doc lunged to the door.
Three men had returned through the gate and discovered that something was wrong.

An ingant later, Renny's big hand appeared in a window. It held a gun, evidently one taken from the
guards. The gun went off four times so swiftly thet it required a sharp ear to didinguish the reports.

One man fdl down, then dragged himsdf out of sight, shot through the legs. The other two bounded back
through the gate.

There was shouting from the woods. It did not come from very far away. The searchers were coming
back. Againg such a force—amost forty men—Doc and his group had little chance. The bronze man ran
out into the open.

“Well have to get out!” he shouted.

Renny bounded into view, dill carrying the revolver. Long Tom, Johnny and Ham followed, supporting
between them the girl, Lanca Jaxon, who seemed to be regaining consciousness. Monk did not appear.

“Monk!” Doc cdled.

There was a pause and no answer.



“Monk!”
Doc madeiit louder.
The homdy chemist popped through the door. He had his pig.

He gulped, “If 1 only had a minute or two more—"

“Come on” Doc dlipped.

THEY did not run for the gate. The men outsde would make exit by that route difficult. They moved
back to the rear, and climbed the wall. Doc assisted in getting the girl up and over. She was able to hdp
hersdf alittle Five revolver bullets made the find stages of ther dimb exciting.

Going down the other side, they carried much of the camouflaging aong. Renny produced a flaghlight.
“Found it on the floor!” he boomed. “It's sure gonna hep!”

“It will,” Doc agreed. “It may save our lives”

They used the flaghlight as little as possible at firgt, not wishing to draw more bullets.

Thegirl dropped dongsde of Doc Savage. She fdl down frequently. Her voice was hoarse.

“I made a bad move,” she said. 1 got tired of waiting in that tree. | was worried about you.”

Doc advised, “You should have stayed there”

“l know it” She took a header, got up a once. “l cimbed out of the tree and went toward the
compound, and pretty soon | heard some one. He used a flashlight and | saw it was ther chief, wearing
his rubber mask. So | got a stick and clubbed him.”

“Kill im?" Doc asked.
She gasped out, “No! He was dill divel | fdt of his pulse”
Doc queried, “Then wha?’

“l put on hisregdia” she said swiftly. “1 thought maybe | could get in and help you, or free some of the
other prisoners before they got wise. | can make my voice hoarse. Ligen.”

She made her voice hoarse, and it sounded dmaost masculine as she continued, “I got as far as the gate,
and was coming in when some one must have struck me down.”

“| saw that part,” Doc told her.

She sobbed once.

“I've made an avful mess” she walled. “I've got men killed and everything.”
“Got men killed?”

“Two of them,” she elaborated. “The fird was one of the gang, whom | bribed to send a message to
Willard Spanner. You see, | knew Willard Spanner, and knew that he was a friend of yours, and |
wanted you on this affair, and thought 1'd get you through Spanner.”



“So that's how it was.” Doc helped her. Pursuit was overtaking them.

“They mugt have spied on the man who took the message, made him tdl about it, then killed hm ” she
sad. “Then they killed Spanner, fird saizing him in San Francisco, then taking hm to New York and
meking him get a letter tdling the whole story, which he had mailed to his New York address, in case
anything happened to him. He marked the envelope so it would be turned over to the police if he did not
appear to damiit. | heard them talking about it.”

Monk howled, “Were gonna have to travel faster than this”
Doc Savage stopped very suddenly. “Ligen!”
They hdted.

“I heard it, too,” Monk muttered.

Chapter XVII. HOLOCAUST

“IT” was afant moan of anoise, and seemed to come out of the sky far above, persasting only a moment
before it died away.

Doc Savage, ligening, made a faint, exatic trilling noise, a sound which he made under profound emotion,
urprise, sometimes puzzlement. It was an indidinct tone, eerie in qudity, and covering a large range.
Then, with a snapping leep, he was a Monk's side.

“What's wrong?’ Monk gulped.
"What were you doing back there when we caled you?’ Doc rapped.

“Why—uh—I was in ther radio room.” The imperdive tone of Doc's demand had taken the homdy
chemid's breeth.

“Why?" Doc barked.
Monk let his pet pig fdl. Something was up.

“Uh— thought 1'd send out an SOS,” he explained. “ Somebody might have picked it up and natified the
cops. We need dl of the hep we can get. | intended to tdl you about it.”

“Did you leave the trangmitter on?’ Doc queried with a studied calm.
“Sure. Why?’

It was a long moment before the bronze man answered, and during that interim, it was noticeable that
sounds of pursuit had ceased, indicating those behind had dso heard the moaning sound in the night sky
and correctly interpreted its meaning.

“Leases Moore and Quince Ranwel had an arangement with ther friends in the gang to drop
nitroglycerine on that inclosure if the radio was turned on and left on,” Doc said.

Monk said cheerfully, “Wdl, that oughta wipe the place off the map. Good riddance, 1'd cdl it!”

But Doc Savage seemed to have other ideas. He listened. Shouting of their pursuers was faintly audible.



“Leases Moore and Quince Randwell are above usinthar bal!” aman yeled. “Wed better get back to
the pen.”

“Surel” barked another. “Well rig our own bdld It1l be daylight soon. Then weéll chase this Doc Savage
inthe bals and use gas on him. We may be able to spot Moore and Randwell, too.”

Doc Savage left his own group suddenly, and went toward the pursuers. He moved swiftly. Sounds told
him they were going back.

“You fdlowd” he cdled sharply.

They stopped. Silence held them. Then one shouted suspicioudy.
“Whatcha want?’

“Thisis Doc Savage,” Doc told them.

“We know that voice,” one barked. “Whatcha want?’

Doc hestated. He had faced this problem before—whether to guarantee his own safety and the safety of
hisfriends by permitting others to die. But it was againg his policy, a palicy to which he adhered rigidly,
to see humen life taken needlesdy if there was any possble method of avoidance. He reached the
decison he had known he would reach.

“Do not go back to tha compound,” he shouted. “Leases Moore and Quince Randwell may drop
nitroglycerine on it!”

Stunned slencefdl over the darkened timberland.

THE quiet held for some moments, and toward the end of the interval, Doc was not looking at the spot
where the foes stood in the darkness, but at the sky above the compound.

The compound was lighted brilliantly now, illuminaion having been switched on during the excitement.
The lights were very bright. They threw a glow upward some distance.

A gleaming object was outlined above the compound. It poised there, bobbing up and down a little, its
presence marked only by the vague rays from below. The bdl vehidle of Leases Moore and Quince
Randwall!

“Itsatrick!” aman dhrilled. “The bronze guy istrying to keep us away from the pen!”

They ran back, and dthough Doc Savage cdled out again, it had no effect. Doc fdl slent, and stood
there, unpleasant expectancy gripping him.

Renny came up, splashing aflashlight beam.
“Didn't do much good,” he said dryly.

Doc made no reply; the others of his party gathered nearer. The bal was dill above the compound,
swaying up and down, asif the control device was not perfected to a point where the thing could be held
absolutely stationary.

Then arifle smacked. Others followed. A machine gun made rapid suttering sounds.



From within the compound, they were shooting at the ball, sriving to drive it away. The gunfire became a
continuous volley.

Suddenly, a round spot of light appeared on the undersurface of the bal. A port had been opened.

Below the bdl, dropping swiftly, came something smdl and black. It fdl lazly. In Sze, it was like a beer
keg. Ancther of the articles appeared, then a third—a fourth—a fifth. All five of them were in the
ar—when the firg hit the ground.

The world turned blagting white as the nitroglycerine struck, and the earth heaved and tumbled and trees
fdl over. Bushes logt their leaves. The wind of the explosion, reeching as far as where Doc and his party
stood, upset them, and the ground, shaking, tossed them about asiif in an earthquake.

From the compound, there was no screaming. Possibly no man lived to scream dfter the blasts. Hame
and débris were in the sky, and the ball, fantagtic thing that it was, had backed up into dark nothingness
untl it was now invisble

Dérisfdling back made a great roar; it added more fud to the flaming compound, and davering copious
quantities of black smoke kited upward.

“The gasoline tank!” Lanca Jaxon said hoarsdly.
After that, no one said anything.

The bdls in the compound had been shattered. They could not see them. The smoke spread,
mushrooming, and the light of the flames jumped above it and played like scarlet goblins on a black
toadstool.

Doc said, “We had better see if we can do something.”

But before they could move there came a sobbing noise from above, as of agigantic bat in swift passage,
and the ball of Moore and Randweil was suddenly above them.

“They're gonna attack ud” Monk shouted.

THEY were sanding in an open space, planly lighted by the flames. They had been seen. Doc sent out
an am and started them for the cover of the nearest tree. The gifl was past running swiftly, and he carried
her.

As soon as they were under the foliage, such of it as 4ill stuck to the trees, the bronze man urged them
sharply to the left. Fdlen limbs were thick on the ground.

“Get down under this suff and crawl,” Doc directed.

They did that. A minute passed. Two. Then the earth heaved under them, a fabulous crash set ther
eardrums ringing, and there was white firein the air, asif lightning had struck. Débrisfdl dl about, making
sounds like fast running animas.

“Nitro!” Renny howled. “They're trying to finish ud”

The branches under which they lay had shifted a little, and Doc Savage, looking up, could see the ball,
the open hatch like a round, evil red eye. It bobbed toward them, something hideous and incredible in its
movement. They could hear the noise of mechinery insde.



A man had head and shoulders over the haich opening. He was a plump, rounded man—~Quince
Randwell, no doubt, and he was looking down. They could see him waving an am behind his back. He
hed seen them, was directing Leases Moore, & the contrals, to bring the bal directly over them.

Then Quince Randweil drew back for a moment, and when he showed himsdf again, he was gripping a
container of nitro as large as a beer keg. He had some difficulty holding it, and, leaning down, made

reedy to drop it.

Monk said in adry, dill voice, “Ham, if we're gonna die now, | want to gpologize for riding you.”'
Ham mumbled, “You big ape—"

Doc Savage rapped, “Renny! That revolver you are—"

A revolver went bang! beside them. There was a louder report overhead, so infinitdy much louder that it
beggared description.

Doc Savage, who was looking directly a the bal and Randwall, knew the nitro Randwell hed had
exploded. One ingant the ball was there; the next it was not—and the bronze man's eyes hed only pan,
and knowledge of terrible danger from exploding parts of the aérid vehicle.

He did not know how long afterward it was that some one spoke. It was Renny's voice.

“l didn't intend to do that,” Renny said.

He was shifting his revolver from one hand to ancother, asif it were hot. He looked a Doc.
“What else could | do?’ he mumbled.

“Nothing,” Doc told him.

“l didnt intend to hit the nitro,” Renny groaned. “Honest, | didn't. | figured on shooting past tha
Randwell bird and scaring him into dropping the duff before he reached us. But no man can shoot
draght in thislight.”

“You didn't do bad,” said Monk, who was indined to be the bloodthirsty member of Doc's crowd.

“No man can shoot draight inlight like this” Renny grumbled again. “I shouldve let Doc do it. You were
asking for the gun just as | shot, weren't you, Doc?’

“Yes” sad the bronze man. “Come on. Let us see what we can do a the compound.”

THEY could do nothing. That was evident when they came close. The blast of the nitro had been terrific,
and had shattered not only the four balls, but the workshop and the tank as well.

One missle mugt have landed directly on the workshop—possibly more; for hardly a trace of the place
remained other than twisted sted and blasted woodwork. Even the compound walls had been broken
into surprisngly smdl pieces.

Doc Savage gave particular attention to where the safe had been. Hope that it had survived faded, for he
disinguished one sde and back standing where the flames were hottest. The floor of the workshop had
been low, and the ruptured gasoline tank had poured it contents into the depression.



There was no hope that the “hearts’” of the weird aérid balls, the mechanism which was the secret of ther
amazing performance, had survived.

“Holy cow!” Renny said gloomily. “It looks like nobody is ever gonna know how them things worked.”

Doc Savage nodded dowly. He would investigate, of course, but it was doubtful if the secret could be
solved. Some new theory mugt have been sumbled upon, by accident. But he would work on it, work
hard for the next few months, he resolved.

Monk took his eyes from the flames and looked pained, asif something had just sung him.
“We should have thought of it beforel” he exploded.
“What?" Renny boomed.

“Lanca Jaxon, here, knocked out the mastermind, the bird who invented these bals” Monk explained.
“She said she left him unconscious. Maybe he's around somewhere. If so, we can grab him and make
hmtdl—"

“No use” Lanca Jaxon said, hoarsdly.

“Why?" Monk eyed her, puzzled.

“| left him close to the compound wall,” she said. “He was killed with the rest. | am sure of it.”
Monk returned to gloomy depths, but dmost a once started again, seized by another thought.
“Who did you knock sensdess?’ he asked.

“Stunted,” said the girl. “That runty fellow—Stunted.”

Renny made some comment that had to do with the way things had come out. His voice was a throaty
roaring as Doc Savage ligened to it.

Thet roaring! 1t might have been a forewarning of what the future held, an omen of the terror and mysery
and avful destruction that was to come; an advance echo, as it were, of the fantadtic, eerie thing that was
to give Doc Savage and his aides some of their most gridy minutes. The Roar Dewvil!

The Roar Devil—they heard it firg in the mountains of New York State. Sound of it defied those
terror-stricken souls who tried to describe it. And the earth trembled, heaving as from tread of a solar
colossus, and dams burst, and men died.

The Roar Devil.

They heard it. They fdt it. But it was never seen. Or was it? Hideous, inexplicable things had happened
to certain men in a position to discover this fantagtic horror.

But Renny, not having been gifted with the ability to fahom what the future held, went on with his
roaring-voiced conversation.

THE END



