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Chapter |. SKELETON DEATH

THE customsingpector thought later that perhaps he should have done something about it. But there was
nothing he could have done. Customs ingpectors can prevent contraband from entering the country, but
fear can passany boundary line, duty free.

The inspector was awar veteran. He had seen fear in many forms, but never such fear aswasmirrored in
the eyes of thethreewho cameinonthe S S. Gentina that morning.

Afterward, theingpector understood alittle, and felt anicy grip on hisown heart when he redized that
one of those three who stood before him had aready been doomed, that a strange, horrible desth was
going to strike before the sun st.

The policeman who stood at the dock was attracted at first by the costumes the trio wore. He was no
style expert, but it didn’t take a style expert to know that the clothes were old-fashioned. Then, ashe
stepped forward, his curiosity aroused, he forgot all about the clothes. He knew fear when he saw it.

There were two men and agirl. Their faces were bewildered, and they dipped aong furtively, huddled
together.
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The S S Gentina was not one of the aristocrats of the seas; it seldom carried passengers. Therewas no
huge crowd of welcoming relatives and friends to greet those who disembarked. Only roustabouts were
on thewharf.

But even these the three drew back from, their eyes betraying a panic that could not have been induced
by the sound of city traffic, the mournful toots of tugboats. The policeman stepped forward and spoke

gruffly.
"Here, you! Where do you think you' re going?'

The men stopped, faces suddenly white. Only the girl seemed able to speak, and her voice waslittle
more than a whisper—a soft whisper of durring consonants.

"We—we want to see Doc Savage," she said.

The policeman’sair of harshness dropped from him, and his voice was one of deep respect ashe
answered, "An’ shure, miss, that won't be hard to do. Just get ataxi, an'—"

The policeman stopped. His audience had vanished, had dipped by him so quickly that he was surprised
to find them gone.

A frown crossed his Irish face. Half irritated, he walked down the wharf and addressed the first mate.

The S S Gentina's officer shook his head. "Y ou know as much about ‘em as| do, copper. They kept
to their cabins most of the way across. Seemed to be afraid of their shadows, most. That girl’salooker
though, ain’t she? Comes from Genlee, somewhere in Africa, though I'll be blasted if | know whereitis."

The policeman scowled and turned back. Then he shrugged. The girl had said they wanted to see Doc
Savage. That wasagood sign.

THE taxi darted under elevated tracks, missed atruck by an eyelash and hated with shrieking brakes at
ared light, barely averting a collison with acar ahead. No words of caution came from the rear seet. The
driver was annoyed, vaguely. Usualy when he drove, strangersto the city held their breasths and ooked
darmed.

Then, dthough the driver listened closdly, he heard nothing that was being said by hisfares. Accustomed
as he was to eavesdropping, he was balked.

"You redly think this Doc Savage can help us?' one of the men passengers asked. His head was bowed,
his attitude that of resignation. The others barely gtirred. It was asif the question had been asked many
timesin recent days, asif question and answer were merdly part of an accustomed routine.

"He—he' sgot to, Richard!" the girl breathed. Her round face was flushed; her small hands opened and
closed convulsvely.

"And hewill, Virginia," the second man said, His voice was intended to be reassuring, but there was no
mistaking the undercurrent of doubt and worry.

"Hemugt," the girl said smply. Her round face was framed by black curlsthat fell to her chin; her lips
were soft, but there was more than ahint of determination in her fear-clouded eyes. A cape was about
her shoulders, despite the warmth of the day—a cape that enhanced the ruffled deeves, the wide, flaring
skirt of her gown.



The strained faces of the men tightened as she glanced at them. One, the smaler of the two, had the
pathetic appearance of abewildered watchdog. The other, tall, brown-eyed, smooth-shaven, was
younger, but his features appeared tired; his broad shoulders dumped.

The cab did to astop before ahotel.

"I’m Harlan Spotfield," said thetaller of the two men, as he halted before the room clerk. "1 want three
adjoining rooms for mysdlf and my companions.” A strangering, alarge cameo set on agold band,
flashed as he reached for a pen.

The room clerk glanced at the register after they had signed. "Harlan Spotfield. Virginia Jettmore.
Richard Castleman. All of Genlee, Africa," heread.

Spotfield turned, broad shoulders squared. "I’ m going to Doc Savage at once,” he said. "Y ou two go to
youah rooms. Stay there. If—if you don’t hear from me in two hours, you know what to do. Carry on.
Much depends on us. Many lives are at stake.”

Many tragedies might have been prevented, many people would have been saved much trouble, if the
three had used a smpler method of getting in touch with Doc Savage—if they’ d used atelephone.

At least one person would gtill be dive. But that redization was only to come later, long after the damage
had been done, when even Doc Savage' strusted lieutenants were beginning to know the meaning of fear.

VIRGINIA JETTMORE aready knew. Her wide, flaring skirt billowed and swung as she paced the
hotel room, small hands clenched, face frozen. She watched aclock ceasdesdy.

"Two hours—and no word." The girl’ s voice was emotionless, devoid of fedling, but its very flatness
carried an ominous note.

The little man Started. His head lifted, and the fear he' d shown before was nothing compared with the
stark terror hisface now reflected.

"It'sfollowed ud"

The little man roseto hisfeet, hiseyes darting wildly, like those of an anima seeking to escapefroma
trap; his mouth worked spasmodically, but no words came.

"Stopit!" cried the girl. "Moah than our lives are at stake! Wait!"
Richard Castleman sank back, the light of sanity dowly returning to hisfestures.

Virginia Jettmore walked to the phone, lifted the receiver. "Get me Doc Savage' s office, please," she
said. Her voice was steady, but the hand that held the receiver was white, the fingers twisted and
Srained.

A voice answered. For amoment, Virginia s face dropped its tenseness; then her words poured out ina
steady stream. She stopped, and her features changed.

The small man watching her needed no explanation to understand the words she was hearing.
The girl’svoice died away. With ahand that trembled violently, she replaced the telephone receiver.

"He—he never arrived!" shefdtered. Her face was an ashen caricature of human features surrounded by



the charcoad of black curls.
"And Doc Savage?' Richard Castleman’ s voice was barely awhisper.
"He s not theah, either, but is expected soon.”

The little man’ s shrunken shoul ders seemed to swell. His degp-set eyes glowed with ahidden fire. For a
moment, it was possibleto forget that he was small, insgnificant. Courage flared briefly in abody that
had been made for carrying out orders, not for initiative.

"I—I’ll go—and I'll reach Doc Savage!" he said.

MANY blocks away, abronze giant was driving dong dowly in abig car. Tendons like cables stood out
on the hands holding the steering whed. The bronze of his hair was alittle darker than the bronze of his
in.

Seated in the automobile, it was difficult for the casual observer to redlize the true proportions of the
bronze giant' s stature. Corded muscles meshed under his skinin amanner which made their tremendous
Sze scarcely noticesble.

People turned, to stare with awe and admiration. Doc Savage apparently was unaware of their scrutiny,
but his gold-flecked eyes missed nothing.

A voice came from aloud-speaker cleverly concealed somewherein the car.
"Doc! A girl just telephoned. Appeared frightened. Wouldn't say what the trouble was."

The bronze man stepped down on the accelerator; the big car shot ahead through city traffic. The
message had come from Doc Savage' s office over a special micro-wave radio beam.

There was nothing to tell Doc Savage that this call was any different from the others he received each day
asking for aid. A mgjority of those callsreferred to trivial matters. Every one knew his reputation, asked
him for help.

But it took something big—something beyond the ken of ordinary criminologists—to put Doc Savage on
thetrall.

There was one part of the laconic message that interested him, however. The girl had sounded frightened
and hadn’t said why. That was unusua, for those who answered his telephone were adept in drawing dl
detailsfrom cdlers.

A DOZEN blocks away, Richard Castleman was having his difficulties. There was areassuring sound in
the hum of motors, in the undertone of voices and traffic. Policemen stood at corners, and there was the
comfort that comes from brushing elbows with others.

Richard Castleman should have felt easier. He didn’t. One hand held a smdll sheet of paper—directions
for reaching Doc Savage' s offices written for him by the room clerk. The other hand was clenched; his
eyeswere bewildered. Every now and then his frantic gaze swept the crowd behind him.

Perhapsit had been imagination, but he' d thought he' d seen some one following him. It was hard to be
surein acrowd, but there was no use taking chances.



Thelittle man stopped a policeman, asked a question and darted on. He was beginning to bregthe easier
now. He had dmost reached hisgod.

Doc Savage s headquarters was in this same block—in the one skyscraper which occupied the entire
block.

A traffic light changed. The crowd swarmed across the street. For amoment, Richard Castleman was
standing almogt done. He glanced in awindow and saw areflection. Instantly, he threw back his head
and emitted ashriek of such terrible fear, that it carried above al street noises.

People turned to look, paralyzed, and what they saw left their faces masks of panic—Ieft themwith a
scene of such terror, that it recurred in nightmares for weeks.

Richard Castleman had turned, had thrown up his arms and started to run. Then his body seemed to
fade. Therewas afaint cloud that resembled steam, but where it started at, where it went, none later was
ableto say.

Where the man had been, astrange heap fell to the sdewalk.

A few hardier souls stepped forward, looked once, then added their criesto those of others. Some
fanted.

What had been aman was now only aghastly, grinning dried framework. It was asif the body had
belonged to a person dead for centuries, instead of seconds. Clothes that had been strong and
serviceable had crumpled away.

A big car drew up at the curb, and a bronze giant stepped out. Doc Savage had sped to his office to
investigate the strange cal received from the girl. As he saw the skeleton, apeculiar, eerietrilling note
filled the air—afantastic sound that seemed to come from everywhere and yet had no definite source.
Thetrilling was asmal, unconscious thing which Doc Savage did when under sudden stress—or when
greatly surprised.

Chapter II. A STRANGE WARNING

THE bronze man could not have prevented the murder. Richard Castleman was dead before Doc
Savage reached the scene.

At therear of the crowd, afigure turned and walked away, melting into obscurity, hidden by curious
forms as New Y orkers played true to custom and crowded forward with necks craned to see what had

happened.

No one but Doc would have noticed that vanishing figure. His gold-flecked eyes photographed the move,
caught afleeting glimpse of adinking form beforeit vanished in asea of struggling humans.

It would have been usaless to attempt pursuit. The crammed street prevented movement. And besides,
there was nothing definite to connect the disappearing figure with the strange pile of bones on the
sdewak. But the incident was impressed firmly on Doc’ sbrain.

Since childhood, he had gone through aroutine of exercises daily—a routine that not only had devel oped
him physicdly, but had trained his mind so that he could couple cause and effect more swiftly than the
ordinary man.



The average person would never have seen a connection between the laconic message Doc had received
and the murder in front of the building where the bronze man had his offices.

Doc did not know there was such aconnection, but his gold-flecked eyes were glinting strangely.

Easly, his huge shoulders cutting a path for him, Doc moved through the crowd and entered an office
building, ahuge Structure of brick and sted that towered high inthe air.

Doc stepped into aspecia high-speed eevator; it went to the eighty-sixth floor, rising with such speed
that an ordinary man would have sagged and gone to his knees. Doc Savage withstood the strain without
apparent effort.

As he approached his office, a door swung open suddenly. A shadowy figure appeared on the opposite
wall of the hall, adender well-dressed figure carrying along cane under one arm—and a
strange-gppearing pig under the other.

Without pausing, the bronze man walked straight ahead, and the door of the office closed behind him.

A ROAR of rage came from one of the two men who confronted him.
"Y ou gpe-faced missing link! Y ou misguided freak of nature! Where did you get that?
The two men were paying no attention to Doc—the words were not addressed to him.

The spesker was atal man with lean shoulders and thin hips, attired in afashion that was sartoridly
perfect—and who resembled the shadowy figure that had appeared on the hall wall, except that he had
no pig under one arm.

"Just agentle reminder of your upbringing,” said the second man. Hisvoice was small and childlike, and
came strangely from ahomely face composed mostly of mouth. Tiny eyeswere sunk in pitsof gristle.
Long, hairy arms hung below hisknees.

In appearance, he did resemble abull gpe. Hardly more than five feet in height, admost aswide, his
nubbin of askull looked asif it held scarcely athimblefull of brains. But that was mideading.

The two turned, faced Doc. "This—this—" The tall man broke off, asif at lossfor words. Which was
unusud. Brigadier General Theodore Marley Brooks, better known as"Ham," was one of the most
astute lawyersin theworld. The hals of Harvard still shouted his praises. "Monk—" he began again, then
gestured resignedly and stopped.

"Monk," Lieutenant Colondl Andrew Blodgett Mayfair, grinned, hishomely festureslighting up amazingly.
One of the greatest living industrial chemists, he had aperpetual quarrel with Ham. Much of it dated back
to an event which took place during the World War, when Brigadier Genera Brooks had once been
accused of stedling a pig—an offense he had dwayslaid & Monk’ sdoor.

" redlly got the goods on him thistime, Doc,” Monk grunted. "I got apicture of him walking around with
apig under hisarm."

At Monk’ sright elbow was asmall movie projector. It had been pointed toward the door, and when the
door had opened to et Doc enter, the scene had flashed on thewall of the hallway.

"He sfaked that picture!™ the dapper Ham squawled. "He' staken a picture of that pig, Habeas Corpus,



he aways has around him, and made it look like | was carrying him!*
"Y ou received amessage from agirl, acal for help?' Doc brokein.

Monk and Ham abruptly stopped their bickering. They knew the bronze man—knew every inflection of
hisvoice. And that voice indicated now that something serious was in the air—something probably
connected with the telephone call.

"We made arecord of the conversation,” Ham said.

Doc nodded, went to adesk and opened adrawer. Through arobot arrangement, every telephone call
received at his office was recorded, if no one was present to take it. And often when some one was
present the voice was recorded so the bronze man himself could hear the message.

In silence, the dapper Ham and bulky Monk watched as Doc put on earphones and listened. Twice Doc
repeated the record, missing no shade of inflection, no word of the message.

"She mentioned aHarlan Spotfield,” the bronze man said. "Call dl hotdls, starting with the best ones, and
seeif aman by that nameisregistered at any of them.”

Ham leaped to do hisbidding.

Monk’ shomely face lighted up. "1s something doing?"
"More, perhaps, than you think," Doc Savage said quietly.
Monk grinned ddightedly.

"Y ou can tdll the girl wasfrightened when she cdlled,” Doc Savage went on. "But her voice had
character. It was not the voice of one easily disturbed. She needed help, badly, it appears.”

"I’ velocated Spotfield, Doc," Ham called, "or rather the hotel where he’ s staying. He registered shortly
after noon with aMiss Virginia Jettmore and a Richard Castleman.”

"Good," said Doc. "It was probably Miss Jettmore who telephoned. Wewill go—"

He broke off suddenly. The door to the office had opened. A figure stood just outsde—a strange figure,
with face obvioudy disguised.

Words poured from the newcomer in arapid stream.

"Have nothing to do with Virginia Jettmore, or with those with whom she came," thefigure said. "The
skeleton death awaits dl who come in contact with those from the land of fear.”

The door dammed.

A roar of rage came from Monk; his apelike figure shot forward. Ham whipped his cane from atable,
raced after him. That caneredly contained along, dender sword, which Ham could use with deadly
effect. Its point was tipped with achemical that brought quick unconsciousness, but didn’t harm the
vicim.

Doc Savage sat quietly at his desk.



OUTSIDE, he could hear Monk lumbering down the hallway. Monk looked dow, but his bulky figure
covered ground with amazing speed.

Sounds of the chase faded. After perhaps five minutes of silence, discouraged footsteps returned.
Monk and Ham reéntered the office, their faceslong. "He got away,” Monk said laborioudy.

Doc sad, "Any one who planned an open threat such asthat, would have made sure hisline of retreat
was open. But it does not matter. Wewill go to the hotdl, call on Miss Virginia Jettmore and find out
what it'sal about."

Ham perked up. "What did he mean by ‘ skeleton death’ ?' he asked.

Carefully, Doc explained the scene he had witnessed when he arrived at the office building.
Monk’ s eyes grew wide. "But—but that couldn’t be done! There' sno way that—"

"Doc said it happened, didn’'t he?" glared Ham, glad to get back at Monk for the pig trick.
Monk swallowed, and shut up. Doc said nothing.

"What about that ‘land of fear’ that fellow mentioned?* asked Ham.

Doc shook hisheed. "We'll find out."

Crowds still milled about the sidewak as the three reached the street and started for Doc’ s car. An
ambulance had backed up to the curb, athough the grim cargo it was taking aboard was far beyond any
help asurgeon might give.

A police car was a0 at the curb, and two patrolmen were busy holding back curious spectators. A
second police car appeared at the corner, casualy cruised nearer.

Doc skirted hisbig machineto get in on the driver’ sside. The cruising police car speeded dightly.

The bronze man glanced toward it. Light was flickering on the shiny end of asnub-nosed machine gun.
The hideous roar of exploding shells rose over the sound of traffic.

Doc only had an ingtant’ swarning. But he had trained himsdf since childhood for just such emergencies,
for acting fast in moments of peil.

He' d had the key to the car door in the lock, had half turned it. However, there would have been no time
to open that door, to swing inside the machine where he would have been protected by bulletproof glass
and cold sed

INSTANTLY Doc dropped, and so perfect was the codrdination of his musclesthat he was aready
rolling under the machine before thefirgt volley of bullets struck where hel d been standing a split second
before.

Monk and Ham were on the far side of the machine, protected by itsimpregnable bulk.

A curse of anger came from the machine-gunner. But the gunner was no novice. His second burst of
bullets was directed down, so that they struck the pavement just under the running board of Doc’ s car, to
ricochet savagely toward the curb.



Had Doc remained under the car, that second hail of lead would have caught him. But he' d twisted, had
dipped out from under the car in the rear.

The policemen on the sdewalk had drawn their .38s. They stared bewilderedly for amoment at the
police car, then redlized the truth. The men in that machine were not dressed in the blue uniforms of
officersof thelaw. They werein civilian dress.

Monk whipped aweapon from his pocket. In appearance, it was something like an overgrown
automatic, but it had acircular magazine. This magazine held bullets, not of solid leed, but thin-shelled
projectilesthat contained achemical. Called "mercy” bullets, they did not kill, but only brought
unconsciousness to those they struck. The weapon had been designed by Doc.

The hairy chemist’ sweagpon came up, but the police car had spurted ahead. Doc stepped back behind
his own auto as another savage volley of lead rained toward him. The other men were firing now.

The policemen on the sidewalk fired. Instantly, it seemed, one of them doubled and fell asthe
machine-gunner turned hisweapon on them.

The crowd frantically sought hiding placesin doorways and stores. Not al succeeded. Somefel under
that withering blast.

Monk fired. A queer expression crossed the face of one gunner. He dumped across his weapon.

The second policeman, face ahideous mask of rage, raced into the street, his service pistol barking. He
had seen a companion shot down, the unforgiveable crime.

The policeman’ s marksmanship was not the best. He was excited, but alucky shot went home. The
police car, which had been picking up speed, swerved suddenly and crashed into atraffic light. The
impact was terrific. The shattered and now lifeless bodies of the men insde were folded up in crumpled
metdl.

Doc Savage glanced around quickly. The ambulance attendants, ignoring danger, were already at the
sdes of those who had falen. All that could be done for them was being done.

"Lookslikethat fellow certainly meant hiswarning,” Ham drawled.
"A blasted trap to make us run out and get killed!" growled Monk.
"l think s0," Doc agreed. "At leadt, it showsthat it is certainly timefor usto find what thisisal about.”

Unruffled, he got into his car, did behind the whed. The others stepped in after him. The attack had been
s0 sudden that few knew it really had been directed at the bronze man and his companions.

Doc' s car headed toward the hotel where Ham had learned Harlan Spotfield had registered with a girl
and a second man.

THE hotd clerk wasinclined to bevoluble.

"Yes, they're registered here. And a strange-agppearing trio. | never saw such clothes, outside of the
movies. But it wasn't that which impressed me so much." His voice dropped, became a confidentia
whisper. "They were dl afraid, degthly afraid. One of them went out at once. He never came back. Then
asecond man went out. He hasn’'t come back."



Doc nodded. "And the room number of Miss Jettmore?”

"1252."

The bronze man expressed his thanks and went to the house tel ephone.
Only the muted sound of aringing signa answered hiscdll.

Doc, 4ill holding the receiver, glanced a Ham. His cane swinging, hisattire the envy of the wedthy idlers
around him, Ham strolled to the desk, asked casualy, "Miss Jettmore didn’t go out, of course? Sheis il
in her room?’

"Oh, yes," said the clerk. His smirk conveyed the idea he certainly would have noticed if she'd gone out.
Doc replaced the receiver, walked to the elevators.

"No answer?' rumbled Monk.

The bronze man shook his head.

Asthey stepped from the eevator on the twelfth floor, Doc was dightly in advance. A casud observer
would have thought nothing of the way the three walked down the hallway. But one accustomed to the
ways of Doc and his adswould have known that this seemingly amless dignment was one of Strategy.

At Room 1252 Doc hated, knocked. There was no answer. He tried the door. It was locked.

A ring of keys appeared in one of hishands. The hotd management would have been astonished to know
that the door’ s burglarproof lock could be so deftly opened. But the door swung freein avery few
seconds.

THE bronze man swung the door wide, then stood motionless on the threshold. Nothing was to be seen
except the ordinary furniture of a high-priced suite.

Monk started to press forward, only to hat as one of Doc’s hands dropped on hisleft arm. Ham stood
50 he could see down the hdl, swinging his head to watch both directions,

Then Doc entered the room. A faint frown appeared on hisface.

Nothing seemed amiss; there were no signs of astruggle, or indications even that the room had been
occupied recently. But the bronze man’ s nogtrils caught the faint scent of perfume. It was hardly
discernible.

Slowly, Doc started forward, weight balanced on the balls of hisfeet.

A door opened—a door leading to a bedroom. An audible gasp came from Monk. Always susceptible
to beauty, he tood amazed at the vision that confronted him.

Small, her eyeswidein her rounded face, her black curls clinging close to her head, agirl stood inthe
doorway, looked at them strangely. Her glance passed over Monk’ s homely face to return to the
bronzed countenance of Doc.

"I'm Doc Savage," said the bronze man. "Thisis—"



A deep sgh parted the girl’ sred lips. One hand swung from behind her wide, flaring dress—ahand that
held abusinesdike autométic.

The gun siwvung up, pointed directly a Doc. One smdl finger pulled the trigger. The bullet hit Doc in the
chest and flattened harmlesdy againgt the bulletproof vest he alwayswore.

Chapter I11. SEIZED!

MONK leaped forward. The gun cracked again. The look of fatuous adoration vanished from Monk’s
homely face; hislong arms svung up—only to halt.

Doc had acted before him. Fast as Monk was, his bronze chief never failed to amaze him with the
lightning rapidity of hisactions. One of Doc's hands caught the girl’ s gun writ, took the wegpon from
her.

Ham had been at the door, but at the sound of the shot he, too, had whirled, had darted forward. He
wasjudt intimeto catch the girl’ slimp figure as it started to dump to the floor, eyes closed.

"Wonder awoman-chaser like you wouldn’t know enough to do this" he sneered.
Monk’ s mouth dropped open at the unexpected insult.

"Carry her to thelounge," Doc directed.

Helifted the girl’ seyelids, looked at the strange-appearing pupils of her eyes.

Monk, still grumbling, ambled into the bathroom, and returned with aglass of water. He would have
poured it on the girl’ sface, if Ham hadn’t prevented him.

"Want to get her pretty clothes water-stained and earn her displeasure?’ he jeered.

Monk bristled. "Shetried to shoot Doc!"

Doc sad, "She did not know the type of clothing we wear."

"Which showswe re up against anew set of enemies,” contributed Ham.

"l can’'t understand agood looker like her being mixed up with amurder gang,” Monk grumbled.

The homely chemist would have understood better if he could have witnessed what was occurring across
the street, in aroom on the fourteenth floor of another hotel.

A SQUAT man laid down apair of binoculars. He swore tonelessly. "I knew that trick wouldn’t work!™
he snarled.

His clothesweretallor-made. Sartorialy, he could have entered any drawing-room. His voice had an
artificid culture.

Therewas only one thing wrong: Everything he wore had atinge of green somewhere. In hissuit, it wasa
thin stripe. His hat was green. There were green dotson histie. A green thread wasin his socks. His
spats, aso, were green. Even the cigarette he smoked had a green band about the buitt.



"Why shouldn’t it work?" asked aman who sat close a hisside,

"Greens' Gordon spat, lost his veneer he' d prided himself on for years, and reverted to lower East Side
vernacular.

"Dat Doc Savageistoo smart,” he snarled, when his remarksfindly became sufficiently mild to be
understandable. "He gets away from the boyswid the Tommy; he gets away from the ga!"

"The girl was hypnotized?" asked his companion.

"Y ou asked for some mug who could put asingleideainto afrail’sbrain!™ rapped Gordon. "1 got yuh
one. Dat broad didn’t have one idea except killin’ Doc Savage. Y ou saw how it worked!"

His companion nodded. It was getting late in the afternoon. Therewas no light in the hotel room. None
was needed.

But even if the room had been lighted, Greens Gordon’s companion would have been hard to identify.
Hisface was blank; there was an artificid hint about hisfeatures. He was big and powerful, well-dressed.
He looked like nothing except a clothing-store dummy—an inanimate object without brains or nerves.

"That’ s twice within an hour Doc Savage has escaped deeth,” he said softly. "Perhaps he' s even atenth
asgood as|’ve understood heis."

"He stentimesasgood asyou' |l ever believe heisl" Greens Gordon barked sharply.
The big man beside him smiled—a grotesque smile that was without mirth.
"Y ou saw what happened this afternoon?" he asked.

Greens Gordon' s squat figure seemed to swell, then deflate, asif aballoon had been punctured. His
beady, close-set eyes clouded, only to flare with sudden decision.

"I could make amillion dollars, if I knew how to do what you did," he said huskily.
"And we Il make more than amillion dollars when Doc Savageis out of theway," his companion purred.
"But Doc Savage—"

The big man smiled thinly. ™Y ou know your part of the bargain. I know mine. And you do have an
executivemind.”

Greens Gordon' s squat body lost its seeming flabbiness. His head came up; beady eyes sparkled with
greed.

"There snothing | wouldn't do for amillion dollard" he rasped vicioudy, regaining his carefully
developed poise. "Doc Savage or no Doc Savage!™

"And you' ve prepared for the next step?' his companion asked acidly.

"Thereisn’'t aman in the woild who can dodge what is going to happen,” Greens Gordon said solemnly.
He was amogt his suave salf once again.

He raised the window before him, leaned out. His hand first was on thewindow siI. Then that hand
reached up, came down.



A man directly acrossthe street from him sighed gently and turned to the score of otherslounging about
the room.

"Theboss saysgo," he said quietly. Quickly, the group dipped from the room, headed silently for the
stairway that led down to the floor where Doc and his aids worked over the girl.

"SHE’ S coming out of it," said Ham.

Monk looked down at the white face of the girl, growled fiercely, "About time! If she'd had any smelling
sdtsaround here, we' o0—"

" Step back to the door," Doc Savage said suddenly.

Monk and Ham forgot their bickering. They obeyed without hesitetion. If the girl would only talk, at least
part of the mystery would be explained; and they knew that no one could do more toward getting
information from her than the bronze man.

The girl’s eyes opened, stared blankly. Doc Savage sat by her side.
"Y ou wanted to see me, Miss Jettmore,” the man of bronze asked.

Virginia Jettmore stirred restlesdy on thelounge. It was asif she was collecting her courage against some
hidden, amost overpowering fear. Gradualy, her eyeslost their wildness, regained thelook of sanity.

"Doc Savage?' sheasked camly.

The bronze man nodded. "Y ou called my office and asked if a Harlan Spotfield had been there," he
reminded.

Ham put his head out the door of the room, glanced quickly up and down the corridor. Nothing wasto
be seen. Silently he closed the door, drew nearer the lounge.

Monk showed his curiosity without shame. Frankly, he moved up until he was standing right behind Doc,
hishomely face dight with interet.

The girl looked long and searchingly at the bronze man.
"Have you ever known fear?' she asked.

Doc Savage s gold-flecked eyes|ooked at her without change of expression. Monk’s mouth dropped
open. Ham smiled dightly.

I’ve heard theword," Doc Savage said smply.

Virginia Jettmore nodded. "My father was not mistaken,” she stated. "He' d heard of you, said you were
just such aman. And we need you. We need your help. I'll tdll you the entire story."

She paused, breathed deeply, seemed dmost to relax. Monk and Ham were unable to take their eyes
from her. She glanced beyond them, stiffened suddenly.

The knob of the hotel-room door was turning, dowly and noisalesdy.

Doc’ s gold-flecked eyes narrowed. He did not turn his head; his gaze remained squarely on the girl’s



face. But his huge frame tensed.
The hotel-room door opened.

"Watch out!" the girl screamed.

MONK'’ S homely face had been dight with interest, hishairy figure leaning forward. It would have taken
an anthropol ogist to have analyzed the change that occurred when the girl cried out. Monk spun, long
arms sweeping up from below his knees, teeth showing in afighting snarl.

Dapper Ham’ s reactions were equally as swift, but entirely different. The lean lawyer’ sform pivoted, like
that of adancer, and asrapidly. Hisface didn’t change expression, but the end of his cane dropped off;
naked steel now gleamed in one hand.

The bronze man’s movements were blindingly fast. And he did many things at once. One huge,
muscle-corded fist shot out, pushed the girl back against the lounge so she would be out of range; the
second swung up as he spun, cameto hisfest.

Each of the three had recognized the warning asthe girl’ sface had altered; each had known danger was
near before she had cried out.

Men were crowding into the room—hard-faced, cold-eyed men. The hallway seemed packed with them.
A veritable avalanche of human forms surged forward.

No gunswerein their hands. Guns make noise. And some things can’t be hushed up even in the best of
hotels. But each man was swinging asmall, rubber blackjack, rubber |loaded with lead at the end. It was
probably one of the most dangerous wegpons that ever came in contact with a human skull.

| nnocent-appearing on the surface, those blackjacks could dent a sheet of solid stedl.

Monk and Ham had been fast. Few could ever equa them on speed. But fast asthey’ d been, they were
dow compared to the bronzed giant, whose fists aready were cracking jaws of their foes. And each time
afist swung, aman went down.

But hopedied inthe girl’ seyes. At least a dozen men were insde the room; more were pushing into it.
As one man went down, two more would step forward to fill his place.

When Monk went into action, he moved as the big apes did: dowly, but with greet precison and deadly
menace. Hislong arms swept up, wrapped around the first of hisfoes.

The man attempted to swing his blackjack, but he' d been too dow. His hands were pinned to his Sides,
and hisribs cracked under Monk’ s bone-crushing pressure.

Ham danced back and forth, like afencer, his dender sword darting in and out. Some men it seemed
barely to touch, but they fell, victims of that deep-inducing drug.

Two more men went down under Doc's powerful fists. Then the leader of the attackers barked a sharp
order. The gangsters spread out, drifted away from the door, leaving room so that more could enter.

It seemed impossible that only three men could escape the overwhelming number of blackjack-swinging
killers.

But Doc and his men were accustomed to fighting againgt heavy odds, A fighting grin wason Ham's



dender face; Monk’ s homely features were dight with the lust of battle.

Only Doc Savage seemed emotionless of dl those in the struggling mass. And there was nothing
emotionless about the way he wasfighting. His huge, corded hands snapped out, caught apair of his
foemen by the necks, snapped their heads together. They dropped, unconscious.

Hands reached out, grabbed the bronze man by the knees as one of the men who’ d been knocked down
early in the struggle came to and started to rejoin the fight. Another jumped at Doc from one side.

And behind him a huge man—amost as big as Doc Savage himsaf—swung ablackjack for akilling
blow.

MANY things happened a once. No one witnessing the fight would have believed Doc could have
escaped. The blow from the blackjack was hard enough to have cracked even his skull. But he was't
there when it came down.

Despite the efforts of the two men trying to hold him, the man of bronze broke free easily, ducked and
jumped backward. The blackjack went over one shoulder.

Doc's powerful hand shot up, caught the giant by the wrist, threw him over one shoulder. The man
crashed through the open door into the bedroom. Doc dived after him. The door smashed closed. The
sounds of aterrific struggle came from insde.

The leader of the atackers grinned. Doc Savage might be amighty fighter, but the giant he was battling
had once been fairly high in the ranks of heavyweight boxers—and besides that he had agun and orders

to useit if necessary.

Asif in answer to the gangleader’ sthought, apistol shot came from the next room. There was a sound of
afaling body there, then silence.

The fight had been going against Monk and Ham. Their enemies had managed to circle behind them. In
spite of the tremendous battling abilities of the two, they were borne to the floor by the sheer weight of
numbers.

Blackjacks came up, crashed down.

"Get goin” mugds" barked the gangleader. "Tie and gag that girl! We ve got to get outta here! Somebody
probably heard that shot!"

His orderswere carried out briskly. The door to the bedroom opened. A giant walked out—a giant with
abattered face, but with asickly grin spreading across scarred features. His nose was twisted to one
Sde

The gangleader amiled. "Kill him?" he asked softly.
"I don’t think he' [l do much fighting for sometimeto come," the giant rumbled.

Men dready had the girl bundled up in coats. A gag wasin her mouth. Others had darted into the
hallway, were guarding al approaches.

A sarvice elevator stopped. Efficient gunmen overpowered the operator. The gang pressed inside, the girl
effectively concealed in the close-pressed mass of humanity.



Those of the gang who had been knocked out were dragged along unceremonioudy.

But in the hotel room Monk and Ham were stretched out unconscious. And in the bedroom abig figure
lay face downward—afigure that breasthed gaspingly and strenuoudly.

Chapter IV. THE STRANGE HOUSE

THE eevator shot without a stop to the basement. Here the few hotel employees who attempted to stop
the gang were knocked out mercilessly with blackjacks.

A hugewhite truck was drawing up to the back door—atruck with the words "Lightning Laundry”
genciled on the sides.

Asthe gangsters rushed out, the rear door of the truck dropped down. The men dived inside, pulling the
girl with them.

Without loss of time, the truck pulled away. A block distant it shot into anarrow alleyway. When it came
out, the license plates had been changed; its color no longer was white, but black, and the sign on its
Sdesread "Long Digance Hauling."

The change had been easy to accomplish. The white color and laundry sign had been merely paper
hooked to the sides of the truck. The disguise wouldn't have passed close ingpection, but no one had
been given an opportunity to ingpect it closdly.

Motor-cycle cops and radio carsroared by, headed toward the hotel, sirens open. None bothered about
the truck.

Inside the truck it was hot. There were no windows, very little light. For the most part, the men tried to
stay in one spot.

The giant was an exception. Clumdly, it seemed, he was moving back and forth in the van. Hehad a
handful of what appeared to be pebbles, but they were aqueer type of pebbles. Small, scarcely larger
than peas, they were made of a substance that must have been of extremely great density, sSince they
were heavy.

Curses marked the path of the lurching giant as he tripped over legs, bumped into others. The handful of
pebbles diminished.

"Sit down, Bunko!" the gangleader growled at last.

The big man moved close to him, found a seat. The van was making good time now, had evidently got
beyond the range of traffic lights onto an open road.

The truck made aturn, seemed to be climbing a hill asits motor labored and dowed. Then it stopped,
only to move again after ashort interva.

The back was dropped, and men piled out. The truck was in ahuge basement, dimly lighted. Near by
was an elevator.

Most of the men stayed below. A few got into the elevator, the girl with them.

"Come aong, Bunko!" rapped the gang chief. "The boss may want to seeyou, an’ | can giveyou ajob



upgarsfor awhile”

Wordlesdly, the big man got in the elevator. It sped upward. There were no marks on doors to show
how many floors were passed, but some seconds el gpsed before the e evator came to ahalt.

The gag was taken from the girl’ s mouth; she was pushed out of the eevator. Her hair wasin disorder;
she was bound tightly and had no ideawhat might happen to her, but Virginia Jettmore' s eyes had lost
some of their earlier panic.

Whatever it was that had made her so fear-stricken, she certainly did not appear particularly frightened
by the gangsters.

Doors appeared on all sides. Some were closed, afew open. Here and there a hallway would run for a
few fedt, only to stop at another door. The halwayswere set at angles; nothing seemedtorunina
draight line.

The gangleader pulled the girl toward one of the doors, opened it, thrust her inside.
"Bunko, you and Gats stay here on guard. I’ [l be back.”

"GATS" was smdl, wizened. He would have appeared akindly, middle-aged man, if it hadn’t been for
the crud lines about hisface. All the viciousness of alife of crimewaswritten in those lines. He regarded
his companion scornfully.

"Pullin’ agrandstand stunt to get in with the boss, just because you're big!™ he sneered. A revolver
gppeared in one of his hands suddenly. "'l could have fixed that bronze guy mysdlf with this. But no"—he
spat disgustedly—"you look big, so you got the chance; and then you had to use agun yourself before
you finished him!"

The giant shrugged, leaned back against the wall.

Gats srevolver dipped back into a shoulder holster, but his evil eyesretained their glint; histhin lipswere
twisted. Hetook a key from one pocket.

"Think I’ll go in and see how our pretty lady is making out!" he snapped. ™Y ou stay out here and tip me
off if any one sartsto come. | think maybethat girl’ll enjoy akiss"

The giant’ sface didn’t change expression. His battered features remained without emotion, but he put out
one big hand, caught thelittle man by anarm.

"Wewastold to guard her," he remonstrated mildly. "I don’t think I d do that."

Gats struggled to get free, found himself powerlessto release hisarm. Cursesrolled from hislips; he
reached for hisgun, only to halt, an expression of surprise crossing his sn-marked features.

Apparently without visible effort the giant’ s second hand shot out, caught Gats'sgun wrist.
"I'll kill youfor thid" thelittle man raved. "I’ ll—"

He broke off suddenly. The eevator door was opening. The giant released his hold, idled casually against
thewadll. Thelittle man straightened; his eyes became blank.

Two men stepped out of the elevator. One was squat and powerful, atouch of greenin every article of



his attire. The other wastdl, broad-shouldered. A mask completely covered hisface.
Greens Gordon glanced at the two guards briefly.

"Thegirl dl right?" he snapped.

"Yeah," Gatsreplied dourly.

"See that she staysthat way," Gordon ordered briefly.

With his masked companion, Gordon vanished down ahall, entered aroom, closed and locked the door
behind them.

"See, | saved you from gettin’ introuble,” the giant remarked.

Gats sfacelogt itsimpassivity. Once more, thekiller look wasin his eyes.

"Big guy, you' ve earned yoursdf aone-way ride," he grated softly.

"And if | spoke up maybe you would have become askeleton,” the giant said, camly.

THE effect of those words on Gats was instantaneous and hideous. He lost his arrogance, quailed with
sudden fear.

"The—skel eton—death!" he gasped, features ashen.

Gats gul ped, paused. Sowly, hisface regained its color, but he ran histongue over dry lips, looked
nervoudly in each direction. He seemed to have forgotten histhrest to kill the giant.

"Beagood guy an’ get meadrink of water, will you?' he asked. "I’ll stand guard, an’ somebody’ s got to
be heredl thetime."

The giant didn’t ask why Gats couldn’t go for water while he remained on guard; he merely nodded,
walked toward a door.

Behind hisback, thelittle man’ sface had changed; hislips became asingletight line. Murder was written
in every wrinkle of his crime-ridden features.

The giant disappeared from view, went down asmall passageway. And once out of sight, hisactions
changed.

Gone was his seeming indolence. He moved quickly, raced down the hall. Doorswere on al sides of
him. The passageway ended in ablank wall. He retraced his steps, tried various doors. Some opened;
somedidn’t.

The water cooler was located easily, but the giant took histime about drawing the drink Gats had
requested. He seemed curious. Once, he heard the faint mumble of voices, leaned his head against awall;
but the sound was too indistinct to make ouit.

Animpatient hail came from the outer |obby. The giant filled apaper cup hurriedly, waked out.
Gats gulped the water down hadtily. His eyeswere glowing feverishly.

"Ain't heard asound outtathe girl," he said, brushing hislips. "One of us oughtatake alook, an’ snce



you'reafradto havemegoin, you doit."
Hetook the key from one pocket, unlocked the door. The giant walked inside.

Acrossthe room, tied to achair, was Virginia Jettmore. Her face was scornful, although her full lips
trembled just alittle.

Behind the giant, Gats whipped out hisgun, lifted it until the muzzle bore directly againgt the big man's
back.

"The boss said not to let anythin” happen to thisgirl, Bunko!™ the little man rasped vicioudy. "It seemsto
me you' re about to bother her, so I’m going to kill you!™

GATS never did know just what happened. He was tightening hisfinger to fire. Then, so suddenly it
seemed no human could move that fast, the giant had turned. One hand snapped out and afinger caught
inthe trigger guard of the revolver, preventing Gats from shooting.

A second fist came up. It opened palm wide and strong fingers pressed the nerve centers at the base of
Gats sbrain.

Gats sank to the floor, abewildered expression on hisface. His eyes had the appearance of a person
shell-shocked, or under the influence of some strong narcotic.

The giant took the gun from Gats' s hand and extracted the shells. The gun hereplaced in one of Gats's
pockets; then he pulled the little man from the room and closed the door behind him.

"What type of houseisthis?" the giant rapped.

"A crazy house." Gats s voice waswithout expression or inflection. It was asif he was spesking while
filled with truth serum.

"What do you mean, a‘ crazy house' 7'

"It has two hundred rooms, a thousand doors, a dozen degth traps.”
"How do you get out of it from here?’

"The elevator. Or the sairs."

"Where are the stairs?’

"They’re hard to find. Y ou go down the passageway to the right, enter the third door, turn to your left, go
into what seemsto be acloset, lift up atrapdoor an’ go down aladder for five steps, then turn and step.
You'll bein another passageway; follow that and—"

On and on, theingtructions ran. They presented a queer picture of a queer house, truly acrazy house.
One such asmight exist only in amadman’ s brain—or in Coney Idand.

"Who built this place?" the giant asked, &t last.

The little man shook his head. " Some nut who died. Greens Gordon bought it. The nut used it asa
playhouse, played tricks on his friends. Greens has found a better use for it."



The giant nodded, asif satisfied. Once more his hand came up, cracked the little man at the base of the
brain. Gats's eyes closed; he dumped forward, unconscious.

Thefirst blow had merely temporarily paralyzed him. He could talk, but his answers were dictated from
his subconscious mind. He had no redlization that he was speaking. The second blow had left him
sensdless.

The giant propped the little man’ s body againgt the wall, sat him up, S0 it appeared he was only resting,
head down, asif desping.

Then herose, with catlike treed, retraced his steps to the door from behind which he' d heard voices.

His eyeswere glowing strangely, gold-flecked eyes that missed nothing—the eyes of Doc Savage.

Chapter V. A WARNING ALARM

THE gangster giant had fallen an easy prey to Doc Savage when the two had crashed into the hotel
bedroom. Finding a gun on the man, Doc had fired it, correctly deducing what the gangleader would
believe.

It had been asmple matter then for the bronze man to trade clotheswith hisvictim. A master of
make-up, he' d even transformed hisface, so that it looked like that of the man he' d overcome. The
deception had not been noticed in the speed of the get-away and the semi-gloom of the big van.

One of Doc’s ears now went against the door. Voices could be heard, but not plainly. The door was
thick, exceptionally thick. Even Doc’ s hearing, acute asit was, failed to pierce the way.

There was athin strip of space between the bottom of the door and thewall.

The bronze giant reached insde his shirt, into the emergency kit he aways carried strapped to his body.
He brought out along wire. At one end was asmal, pin-sized opening, covered with aconvex glass. At
the other was asmall knob, scarcely aslarge as an ink bottle and built dong the same lines.

Stooping swiftly, Doc did the smal end of the wire under the door. He glanced at the top of the knob at
the other end, moved the wire severd times, then nodded with satisfaction. One huge thumb pressed a
small button on one side of the knob. There was afaint, scarcely discernible hum.

Doc draightened. The cap he' d taken from the gangster had pushed back on his head, revedling bronze
hair. He pulled the cap down, walked quickly back to where Gats lay dumped by the door.

No one else appeared near. Doc opened the door of the girl’ s room and stepped inside.
Virginia Jettmore' s eyes opened wide; her fists clenched.

Silently, Doc started stripping the shirt and trousers from the unconscious gangster. A wondering ook
crosed thegirl’ sface.

Doc walked to her, cut the ropes that bound her hands and feet. "Slip out of that dress and put on these
clothes" hesad briefly.

A dartled expresson flared inthe girl’ seyes. "But who—"

"Doc Savage," the bronze giant explained, his voice more gentle. "We must get out of here, and we



certainly could not do so in that dress you are wearing.”

The girl smiled suddenly—a smile that drowned for amoment the fear that aways seemed to be with her.
"1 should have known," she Sated. "But what—"

"I'll explainlater.”

Doc turned hisback. A few seconds later, the girl tossed her dressto him. Unemotionally, Doc
redressed the gunman in the girl’ s old-fashioned clothes.

"Do you know how to use agun?' Doc asked.
The girl nodded. Doc retrieved Gats s gun, reloaded the wegpon and handed it to her.
"Wait here," he commanded. "I’ll be back in afew moments. Do not usethisunlessit is necessary.”

The bronze man moved quickly. Closing the door softly behind him, he raced down the hdl, picked up
the wire and the strange knob he had placed there afew minutes before. The voices of Greens Gordon
and hismystery companion gill rumbled from within the room.

A sound came from farther down the hall—a sound such as might have been made by a heavy footstep.
Doc moved forward, swiftly but noisdesdy.

He didn't see the scarred face that peered out of aroom behind him, peered for an instant, then ducked
back. It was the face of one of the men who had made the attack at the hotel—the one in fact who had
swung his blackjack and knocked Monk unconscious.

MONK was no longer unconscious. He almost wished he was, his head hurt so badly.
"] told you hewasn't dead,” came Ham' s smooth voice.
"| thought | wasin heaven until | opened my eyes and saw you," Monk grunted feebly.

He got up with difficulty, rubbed the huge knot on the back of his head and blinked rapidly. He was
ringed by bluecoats and detectives. Ham was wavering dightly, but was on hisfeet.

"Where' sDoc?' Monk mumbled.
Ham gestured airily, but hisface was grave. "Gone," he said briefly.

"For the tenth time, | want to know what happened herel" rapped one of the detectives. "I’ mtired of
evasons, even if you do happen to be Doc Savage' sfriends!”

Ham turned to him gravely, eyebrowslifting dightly.

"Why, my dear officer, | thought | had explained." One eydlid twitched dightly as he glanced at Monk.
"Doc Savage, this ape here and mysdf, cameto this hotd to see friends. We were set upon. Therewasa
fight. When | regained my faculties, | learned from you that a girl had been kidnaped, and that Doc
Savagewas gone. That'sal | know."

"Y ou know much more than that, and you're going to tell it!" the detective snapped harshly. "Maybe Doc
Savage took the girl himsdlf, for dl 1 know. HE samysterious guy sometimes, even if the commissioner



doessay he'sdl right.”

Ham looked dightly bored.

"Start talking," snarled the detective.

"You've heard al we ve got to say," Ham addressed the detective.

The officer scowled, seemed about to get mad, then thought better of it. There wasfinality in Ham's
voice. He knew there was no usein trying to get more information if Ham and Monk didn’t want to talk.

"There' s something damned funny about this," the detective muttered. "But if you won't talk, | guessyou
won't." He shook hishead dourly. "The papers are going to make alot out of this. First amug gets
wiped out on abusy street, turnsinto a blasted skeleton, and then a good copper gets burned down
when afake squad car comes along afew minuteslater; an’ now adame gets kidnaped!™

"We ve dtill got the guy we found in the other room," reminded one of the other detectives sanding by.
"Let me get him down in the basement at headquartersand I’ [l find out what it’ sl about.”

"Sorry." Ham shrugged dightly. "He' sone of our helpers. He goes with us."

For amoment, another explosion gppeared certain. Monk tensed visibly. Then the detective gave up,
threw his hands out in agesture of resgnation.

"I’ve been told to codperate with you guys," he half yelled. "But sometimes you makeit blasted hard, not
telling uswhat it' sdl about!"

Monk himsdlf was rather inclined to agree. He said as much when he and Ham had half carried the il
groggy giant out, placed him in Doc’ s car and started back for the bronze man'’ s offices.

"We don't need this guy. And what do you mean by saying he's one of our hel pers?!

Ham smiled dightly. "I didn’t lie, asyou so cruddly suggest,” he said, with mock politeness. "Y ou seethe
clothesthisfdlow iswearing, don’'t you?"

Monk looked, growled under his bregth.

"They're Doc’ s clothes, of course,” Ham went on dryly. "That means Doc is wearing this man’ s clothes.
So thisfellow isone of our helpers. Besides, Doc would want him to go to the hospital.”

Monk’s homely face lighted dightly. Doc had long maintained a secret hospital in up-State New Y ork.
Here criminas were sent by Doc. Their brains were operated upon. When they recovered, and were
returned to the outer world, they remembered nothing of their past, started life anew as good citizens.

Ham whedled Doc’ s big car into a basement entrance of the office building, went to atelephone. A few
minutes later, an ambulance came. When it | eft, the giant gangster went withit.

Ham glanced at hiswatch, and aworried expression crossed hisface. "It'samost the hour,” he said
laconicaly.

"And Doc'snot here" Monk grumbled inanely. "Shdl we send the message?’

Ham shook his head. " Our instructions might be followed, but we don’t know yet that thisis serious
enough to warrant our going ahead.”



A scowl crossed Monk’ s homely face. "Doc has taken an interest in it, hasn't he?" he asked rhetorically.
"And that girl—"

"l see. Thegirl." Ham nodded with pretended gravity. " So you think she might be influenced by gold, do
you? Why, you hairy ape, if you were King Midas himsdlf no girl as good-looking asthat one would ever
be able to see you!"

"Howlin'scaamitied" piped Monk, in his childlike voice. " She oughtalike me after lookin’ at afashion
plate like you, you shyster!”

Monk and Ham entered Doc Savage' s offices, still arguing. Ingtinctively, they glanced about the room.
A smdll colored light was showing on apand, directly over the bronze giant’ s desk.
Without aword, the two darted into the next room, and stopped before a strange-looking machine,

"Doc hasfound something!" Monk rumbled, excitedly.

A CASUAL observer might have wondered whether Doc had found anything or not. The bronze man
was standing in amaze of passageways of the crazy house, many milesfrom his office, his gold-flecked
gyesdert.

Cautioudy, he opened one of the many doors and peered through. Three men were standing there. Their
bearing was arrogant, but uneasiness was aso manifest in their manner.

Doc closed the door noisalesdy, started back down the hallway. He moved dowly, mentally locating all
the doors and passageways Gats had mentioned when he' d told how to get out of the house. He would
have moved much more swiftly had he seen the scarred face that |ooked after him.

Cogta Triahad once been in amine explosion. It had left hisfeaturesterribly marked, but no more
marked than his soul. If there was agood trait about him, none of his companions had ever discovered it.

Greens Gordon had found him in abreadline, had hired him. Greenswas not a philanthropist; he hired
only men who were as evil as he was—and that covered plenty of ground.

During prohibition, Greens had been one of the leading offenders. He' d risen high in the ranks of
gangdom through the use of the"ride" and of dexterous Tommy men.

Starting with alower East Side gang, he' d reached the top of his profession—and that profession was
making easy money, no matter how many murders were involved.

With repeal, Greens changed histactics, but not hisways. He' d gone into rackets—not dways big
rackets—but preferably those that were fairly safe and netted a good return. Always, he' d kept hiseyes
out for the chance to make millions.

Not even Greens Gordon trusted Costa Tria, but he was a good man to have around. He ingtilled fear in
recacitrant members of the gang; he respected no one except his chief.

And not always his chief, as Greens Gordon would have understood if he' d seen Tria s cautious
approach to the room where Virginia Jettmore was supposed to be bound and helpless.

Trid sscarred featureswere split in an evil grin; his close-set eyes gleamed with satisfaction as he saw
that no one was before the girl’ sroom.



Doc Savage repassed the room where Greens Gordon and his companions were talking. He paused
briefly, then walked on.

No sound broke the stillness. The house might have been deserted. Few could have redlized the number
of gunmen who were hidden here.

The bronze giant stopped suddenly and tested the air. Not even awild animal had more keen olfactory
organs than Doc Savage, thanks to the bronze man’ s scientific system of exercises. He caught an odor
that had not been there afew minutes before.

Without change of expression, Doc's speed became that of a sprinter. He burst into the lobby where he
and Gats had been standing guard. No one was there, but the alien odor was stronger. The door leading
to the girl’ sroom was closed.

Doc thrust it open, paused motionless on the threshold. A smdl figurein wide flaring skirtslay on the
floor. Gats had not moved.

But the girl wasgone!

THERE was no sign of afight in the room; only the fact that the acrid odor was stronger showed that any
one besidesthe girl and Gats had ever been there.

But that was enough. Doc stepped back in the passageway, listened intently. Nothing could be heard and
there were many doors which might have been used in aflight.

The passageway seemed the most logica course, however. Doc followed it rapidly. Occasondly, he
caught afaint smell of the dien odor and knew he was on the right path.

Heincreased his speed, ducked under low-hanging arches, through long, narrow aides.

Faintly, the man of bronze heard voices. One was whining and servile, with an underlying threatening
note.

The other wasthat of Virginia Jettmore.

Doc’sframe seemed hugein the clothes of the giant. Tremendous tendons dmost it the seams of the
coat hewore.

Then hethrew a door open, flashed into aroom.

Cogta Triaknew doom when he saw it. He knew that this man with piercing, gold-flecked eyes was not
"Bunko." He knew that his scheme had failed. For Tria, while he didn’t know why Gordon had ordered
the girl kidnaped, knew the gangster wanted her badly enough that he' d pay much money to have her
returned if she disappeared.

The scar-faced man had intended to shake down his own chief. He couldn’t do that now, but there was
onething he could till do.

Virginia Jettmore gave alow cry of joy. She had been tricked by Costa Tria, and had feared she was not
to escagpe from him.



WHEN Doc had |eft her dlonein the room, her terror had returned. The giant who had cut her bonds
had told her he was Doc Savage, and she had no red reason to think that he wasn’t. But he hadn’t
looked as he had when he' d appeared at the hotel, and his actions had been suspicious.

Asshe' d stood in indecision, aman had opened the door—a man with a hideoudy scarred face.
Automaticaly, Virginia Jettmore had lifted the gun she held in one hand.

Cogta Tria hadn’t known she didn’t know how to use the gun. He had given what he d thought was a
resssuring grin.

"It'sdl right, seforita," he had whispered. "Fear not. Y ou are surrounded by enemies, but | will save
you."

Virginia had hesitated and Costa Tria had leaped. Before she could cry out, adirty hand had been
pressed over her mouth; clawing talons had yanked the revolver from her hand and she had been forced
to accompany her grinning captor.

But Costa Triawas no longer grinning now. Hisface was amask of rage. The bronze giant |eaped
toward him.

The scar-faced man took advantage of the one second he had in which to act. In that second before Doc
Savage' s relentless hand snapped up, knocking him unconscious, he moved. For Costa Triaknew more
about this crazy house than any one el se. He knew every room and every trap.

He stepped back and crushed a heel down hard on asmall square of the floor.

Alarm bdlls crashed out deafeningly. Pointers on certain well-concedled, but aways watched alarm
boards, showed the room from which the sgna had been given.

Chapter VI. DEATH TRAP
VIRGINIA JETTMORE was breathing fast, and fear had returned to her face.
"He—hetricked me!" she gasped. "Now they’ Il kill us both!"
"Wait!" Doc ordered crisply.

It was growing dusk. Already, it was hard to see without eectric lights. The bronze man jumped to a
window, pushed it up, and looked out. The next ingtant, the girl gave atartled exclamation.

Doc’ sbody had vanished out the window. Virginia Jettmore ran to the opening and peered out after him.
Dimly, she could see him moving up the sde of the building.

To her it appeared there was nothing he could cling to, but Doc’s powerful fingers sought out crevices
and sllsand swung his body up amost asrapidly asif he were mounting aladder.

A moment more and the man of bronze had reached the roof, vanished from view. Almost before
Virginiaknew it, he had regppeared, descending as swiftly as he' d climbed.

"Come," Doc said.

The darm bells had stopped ringing. An ominous silence gripped the great building. Overhead, two wires
were crossed. Doc had shorted them, stopped the flow of eectricity into the house.



With the girl at his side, Doc stepped back into the passageway, started toward the lobby where the
elevator shaft waslocated.

Cautioudy, the two advanced and rounded aturn, only to hat. Creeping toward them, submachine guns
intheir hands, were three men.

Doc grabbed the girl and swung her into anear-by room. The rasp of her shoes made a sound on the
floor.

Br-r-r-r-r!
A machine gun cut loose, tearing the wood around the door.

Doc pressed asmall tablet into the girl’s mouth. "Hold your nose and you will be gble to bresthe dl
right,” he said softly. He placed one of the tabletsin his own mouth.

A gangster swore harshly. "Fool! Don't shoot until you see something to shoot at!”
"|—" the other man began, only to pause.

Doc reached into a pocket, pulled out asmall glass cylinder and tossed it out into the hall. It made a
tinkling sound asit broke.

"Hold your breath!" one of the gangsters shouted.

DOC waited camly. Seconds passed. A heavy body fell to the floor in the hallway; a second went down
and then athird.

Doc had been accustomed to using atype of anaesthetic in his gas bombs that acted instantly and could
be avoided by holding the breath for afew seconds. That secret had been printed in the newspapers, and
criminasknew about it.

S0 he had subgtituted a gasthat remained in the air longer, until it wasimpossible for any normal person
to hold the breath longer and gtill was effective.

The tablet Doc had given the girl and had placed in his own mouth had been invented by the bronze man
long before. They gave off oxygen, absorbed the waste materid expelled in the breath, and permitted
bresthing without using either mouth or nose.

Quickly, Doc led the girl from the room.

It was completely dark now, but Doc’s marvel ous sense of direction kept them on the right course.
Gangsters could be heard moving through the halls, as they advanced toward the room from which the
adarm had come.

Severa could be heard approaching, directly ahead.

"Keep il and follow my lead,” Doc whispered. "In the dark it isunlikely that we will be recognized. We
can dip by these men, make our way out."

The girl nodded her understanding.
"Shoot tokill," rumbled astrident voice. "The boss wants the girl wiped out. She'll probably be with



some one, for some one freed her. Blast him down, too."
Virginia Jettmore' s hand tightened on Doc' s arm. He moved forward steadily, keeping closeto awall.
"How about lights?' akiller whined.

"We Il use our flashlights when we get close to theroom,” camethe reply. "We know this house better
than they do. No use giving oursalves away."

A dim hum came from somewhere far down in the building. Lightsflickered overhead for amoment, then
came on with asteady glow.

Doc and the girl halted. Facing them, not three steps away, was amassed mob of gunmen, dl with
wegponsin their hands.

The girl bent her head. She had donned Gats s hat; her long, black curlsdidn’t show. And Doc acted
ingantly.

"Wedidn't see‘em down that way," he said, in Bunko'svoice. "They must ‘a dipped through.”
"Somethin’ wrong here—" began one of the ganggters.

"Thisway! Thisway! | seethem!" came a voice from behind the massed mob. The voice sounded like
that of Greens Gordon.

The gunmen whirled. Moving with the speed of light, Doc grabbed the girl, dammed her into another
room, closed the door behind them. It would take the gunmen only afew secondsto learn that they had
been tricked, that Doc had used ventriloquism to make them think Greens Gordon had called them.

It took lessthan that. A roar of rage came from the passageway. Guns snarled. Hot |ead tore through the
door, raked the room. Then heavy bodies smashed againgt the flimsy structure. It was only amatter of
seconds until it would give way.

"Wearelogt," breathed the girl.

DOC drew aflashlight from one pocket, surveyed the room they werein. A dozen doorsled fromit.
One might lead them to safety; another might bring their doom.

Doc’s scrutiny was lightning fast. Then he pressed the girl toward asmall opening, pushed adide back
and urged her ahead.

They left thetrap.

"All the other doors and doorknobs were dusty,” Doc explained curtly. "This one a one showed evidence
of having been used.”

For a space they moved ahead, bent half double. Suddenly, Doc hated the girl. Fear-stricken voices
could be heard. They came clearly through the thin pandling.

"It sout!" said thefirst voice.

"Y ou mean—" began a second voice.



"] mean the skdleton death isloosal 1t waswith the boss! These two we' re huntin’ must be worth alot!"

There was sllence—silence so deep, it dmost seemed the two listeners could hear the speaker’ steeth
chatter.

"I'vetaken lots of guysonrides,”" thefirst voice went on, "but | never was scared before. | am now. An’
with that thing runnin’ loose, no telin’ who'sgoin’ to get it. It might make amistake!”

Doc moved ahead, the girl behind him. They stepped from the passageway into aroom so dark it was
impossible to see astep ahead. Their feet came down on athick rug.

And across the room alight flashed on suddenly. It showed a hideous, grinning skeleton—a skeleton that
held agun in one hand. It was enough to make overwrought nerves give way.

EVEN those in the building who had not confronted a grinning skeleton were nervous. Greens Gordon
was one of them. Hewas pacing restlesdy, his heavy-set figure swaying.

"l can't understand it. That bronze devil must ill bedivel”

His companion looked up languidly. Tal, broad-shouldered, with a peculiar face that plainly showed the
marks of artificia make-up, hisvoice was colorless.

"Perhaps | underestimated this Doc Savage. He escaped your trap at the hotel, you say?'

"Escaped and must have got herel™ Gordon grated. "1 got my dope direct from theinsde. The third man
found laid out at the hotel wasn't Doc Savage. That meansit must have been one of our men. This
Savage must have dipped out here. | am sure he was the one who put out the lights afew minutes ago.
Lucky we have an emergency sysem.”

"And now thegirl has escaped,” thetall man said softly.

Greens Gordon jerked up, his eyestaking on alook of fear. "Now don’t hold that against me," he said
quickly. "Why do you want her so bad, anyway? Why didn’t you let uskill her?'

His companion smiled thinly. "For your first question, it'ssmply that | do not want her to talk to Doc
Savage and tell him what little she knows. And | wouldn't let you kill her, because we may have need of
her later to get the secret we must have.”

"We Il catch them; they can’t get out of the building!" Gordon rumbled.

"Y ou’ d better be sure!” the other snapped, vicious suddenly. "There must be no mistake when millions
areinvolved! If thereare—"

Gordon’ sface ordinarily was ruddy-complexioned. Now that color faded until his skin resembled old
magazine paper.

A radio broke in abruptly—a low-wave-length radio tuned to police cals.

"Cdling al cars," came the announcer’ s emotionless voice. "Be on the look-out for ablack moving van
with the sign * Long Distance Hauling’ on the sides. Such atruck was used this afternoon in the escape of
the gang who kidnaped a young woman guest from the Duras Hotel "

The big man looked at Greens Gordon quickly. The racketeer’ s face expressed blank astonishment.



"Thereisbelieved to be aconnection between this crime and the skeleton killing earlier inthe day,” the
radio voice went on. "An autopsy report indicates the man whose skeleton was found gave the
appearance of having been dead for centuries.

"The pressismaking abig play on this case. The girl who was kidnaped and the man who was dain, both
arrived here to-day from Genlee, Africa. A third companion has disappeared. It is essentid to clear up
the mystery a once. The commissioner has authorized meto say that—"

The voice from the radio went on and on.
Greens Gordon'’ s barrel-shaped figure seemed to shrink. His companion looked a him coldly.
"| thought there was no lesk?" the big man said.

"|—I—" gasped Gordon. "I can’t understand it! All tracks were covered perfectly! There was nothing
to show how my men got away, or that there was any connection between the cases!"

A burgt of machine-gun fire came from some place in the building, not far away.

"You have erred so far,” the big man said quietly. "Doc Savage is here. In some way, his men have
learned at least part of the truth, have reported it to the police. It istime we acted. Come!™

The big man roseto hisfeet and pulled a queer-shaped object from hisvest. In appearance, it seemed
only likeasmdl horn, or adiminutive funndl.

Greens Gordon frankly shook with terror as he glanced at it. Like aman hypnotized, he opened the door
and led theway to the hall. He knew skeletons might soon appear—new skeletons.

THE skeleton that confronted Doc and the girl was not anew one, but it might aswell have been. The
effect on the girl was the same. She dumped forward limply.

Doc caught her as shefdll and dapped her smartly across the face. The bronze giant was never crue, but
he knew the only way to handle a case such asthis. Kind words would have brought only additional
hysteria. A shock was necessary, and he provided that shock.

Virginia s eyes opened and stared once again at the hideous object that barred their path. A moan came
from her lips.

"It isnothing,” Doc Savage said, as roughly ashe could. "A trick, apart of this house that has been cdled
crazy."

The bronze man pushed her to her feet, made her stand alone while he advanced toward the skeleton
and touched it.

"Thiswas put here by the former owner of thishouse," Doc explained, not unkindly. "It is standard
equipment in the so-cadled ‘ crazy houses' of the amusement parks. It means nothing.”

With avisible effort, the girl regained control of hersalf, but she could not turn her eyestoward the
skeleton.

"It reminds me—" she began.

"Let that wait," Doc interrupted. "We have more important business now. We must get out of here.”



Alone, Doc could have made his escape from the house without difficulty. He could have opened a
window and have descended the sides of the walls. The girl made the problem more difficult.

The sdes of the house were smooth. While Doc could sustain his own weight easily, it was doubtful if he
could get grip enough to carry the girl on hisshoulders.

The bronze man paused. The entire house was now alive with noise. Men were searching each floor.
Occasionaly, apigtol shot showed the high tension of strained nerves.

But the house had many rooms. It was going to take some time to make a thorough search. Gats had
gpoken of traps. The skeleton might have been one, but it had been harmless. It was difficult to know,
however, just which way to head.

And there was aways the unknown danger: The danger of the skeleton death.

It was impossible to reach the eevator; the lobby undoubtedly was well guarded. But there might be a
chance through use of the stairway Gats had mentioned. They moved on.

For the girl the next fifteen minutes dways remained anightmare. Already shaken, in deadly fear, she
followed Doc dmogt as an automaton. Some doors refused to open. Others opened to revea only blank
walls. They led nowhere.

Doc rarely used hisflashlight; there was too much danger of it being seen. They entered abig room. It
was peculiar in that it had only two outlets, the one by which they’ d come and the oneiin front of them.

There was nothing to do but go ahead. Where they had been moving swiftly and without hesitation,
however, the bronze man now moved cautioudy. The girl sensed the change and crept closer to him, her
hand on hisarm asif for the courage it gave her.

Doc opened the door and stepped through. Doc placed afoot down gently, tested with hisweight, then
moved ahead—and the floor went out from under him.

Therewasadghill cry of terror from thegirl.
The next ingtant lights flashed on. They could seethetrap into which they’ d falen.

Their bodies were speeding downward at aterrific pace, speeding on agreased incline. And below them,
plainly visible, sted shafts were awaiting them, sharp headed spears pointed directly toward them, ready
to pierce the strongest body.

THE inclinewaslong, but itslength was diminishing by yards with each passng ingtant.

After that one startled scream, Virginia Jettmore had lgpsed into a dead faint, her body flashing rapidly in
alimp heagp behind the huge form of Doc Savage asthey bore down on the stedl shafts that would impale
them.

Few men in the world could even have thought during that swift downward plunge. Only one could have
thought and then have acted.

Doc Savage' s muscles moved even before his conscious brain redlized the peril. The long hours of
practice hel d taken, the many dangerous spots he' d been in—all codperated in the instinctive movement
he made now.



Hislong frame swung sidewise; hisfeet pressed one side of the dide, his gigantic, muscle-corded
shouldersthe other.

Clothing ripped from his back. His shoe soles stung with the sudden heet of friction.

A mountain climber goes up acrevice by bracing his back against one side, hisfeet againgt the other. But
amountain climber doesn’'t have adead weight pressing against him; he’ snot on agreased incline.

The sted shafts shot nearer, grew larger, deadly and unyielding.

The bronze giant strained. His corded tendons called upon strength they never had been called upon to
use before. Crimson stains were | eft as fragile cloth gave way and skin aone took up the battle.

The downward plunge was dackening, dowly, but neverthel ess with adefinite decrease in speed.

Doc Savage' s huge body went rigid. All the hours of intengve daily training, dl hislife of scientific living,
went into asingle surge.

Hisframe haf lifted from the greased dide—buit it stopped moving. Hisfeet held steedy on one side, his
shoulders on the other. And the girl’ s body also stopped as she rested against his huge form.

The sdes of the dide hadn’t been greased. The pressure Doc exerted had been sufficient to hold, to
leave him pinned rigid between the two sides.

He reached out, touched the closest of the stedl shafts. The spears were needle sharp.

THE girl’ seyes opened, stared blankly. Cautioudy Doc moved, testing the spears. Only afew of the
stedl pointswerereal. The outer oneswere of paper and bent readily under histouch.

The origind owner evidently had played his grim game with fal se spears. Greens had substituted some of
deadly sted where adiding body would strike.

Lifting the girl to one shoulder, Doc stepped down, bent the paper spears back and opened atrapdoor.
Gunmen were rushing forward. They had heard Virginia Jettmore’ s one frantic scream.

Carrying the girl’ sweight easily, the bronze giant dodged those who were gpproaching.

They were on thefirst floor now. Freedom should not be far away.

Doc sped down ahallway, only to stop as he saw two men guarding adoor that led outside the big
house.

Thegirl girred. "I—I’'mal right now," she bresthed. "Forgive mefor fainting.”

Doc put her on her feet and glanced ahead. Beyond the two men were bright lights. The entire area
around the house was lighted; gunmen were watching from al sides.

The bronze giant grinned dightly.
"Stay here for amoment and keep till," he cautioned.

Then he was moving forward. The two guards at the door turned to survey him suspicioudy. They were
garbed in chauffeur’ suniforms.



"See any one go thisway?' Doc asked.

The two shook their heads and their automatics came up. Doc paid no heed, strolled toward them. Then
his hands shot out and did something to their necks—to their spind nerve centers. The two dropped.

Virginia Jettmore rushed forward and would have darted from the house, but the bronze giant stopped
her. Then he stripped the uniforms from the two chauffeurs.

The girl’ seyesflickered understandingly. Without hesitation, she changed into the uniform of the smaller
man. Doc shifted as quickly, then dressed the two fallen men in the clothing he and Virginiahad
discarded.

With steady boldness, they walked into the lighted area, sauntered toward a big auto that stood outside a
gate. Cardesdy, they stepped inside. Doc pressed the starter and amotor hummed.

Behind them they heard ayell of victory. Doc glanced back.

The two men he’ d overcome were struggling to their feet, trying to give chase. One cried out in terror, a
ghriek of agony that echoed and reéchoed through the night.

As Doc watched, the bodies of the two melted away. Two skeletons dropped limply in the doorway of
the big house.

Chapter VII. AKILLER'SDISGUISE
"AND now suppose you tell mewhat it isal about,” Doc said quietly.

The car purred swiftly through the night, swung around a corner, headed back toward the city on amain
highway.

Virginia Jettmore sfingersrelaxed, she straightened in the seet, wet her lips. "Y ou’ ve heard of Genlee?!

Doc Savage nodded. "A settlement in Africa. Founded by agroup of Southerners who fled the States
when they saw the North was going to win the Civil War and did not intend to surrender.”

Thegirl looked surprised. "I thought we were forgotten; | didn’t know any one remembered that."
Thebronze giant smiled dightly.

"Theah were about twenty familiesto begin with,” Virginia Jettmore went on. "Thesh were accompanied
by some of their old-time retainers. They went to Africa, formed the town of Genlee. Originaly, it was
named aftah Genera Lee. But time and custom brought the contraction of the name.”

"And time brought an increase in the population of your town, but the ways of the old South were always
observed, even in costume and custom,” Doc Savage prompted.

"Yes," the girl said. She hesitated. "Y ou know | never was away from Genlee until thistrip. My fathah
was born theah, became the leader of the colony when grandfathah died. All went well—" She paused.

"Until the skeleton death began to strike?"

The girl nodded; her cheekslost their color. Once more her lipstrembled. Her eyes became those of a
harried animd.



"It was awful!" she breathed. "At firgt, only one died. No one could understand. Then moah. It came so
no onewould wak in thefidlds at night. It was even hard to get anyone to walk theah in the daytime.

"Fathah became old overnight. His hair turned white. We were dl afraid." Her handstightened, and tears
glistened in her eyes.

"I can’t tell you how afraid we became. It's hard, heah, to picture the scene. Friends you knew, people
you' d grown up with, suddenly disappearing. Only a skeleton being found. Sometimes it was hard for us
to know whose skeleton it was. We d haveto call theroll to find out.”

"And then—" Doc asked softly.

"Then fathah heard of you," the girl said smply. "Something had to be done. The colony was threatened
with extinction. Harlan Spotfield is his right-hand man. Fathah picked Harlan to come. But | ingisted on
coming, also. Fathah objected, but | made him see you might want to talk to some one of the family. And
of coursg, if | came Richard Castleman would naturaly be aong. He d taken care of my schooling, had
been with me since | wasan infant."

"It wasasmdl man who waskilled in front of my office," Doc sad.

"Richard Castleman,” the girl replied, dully. "Hewas smdl; Harlan Spotfidd islarge.”

"And Spotfield has disappeared. Don't you think that is strange?’ Doc asked.

The car they were driving was back ingde the city, was moving swiftly now aong well-lighted Streets.
Virginia Jettmore considered a moment, face blanching.

"Y ou—you don’t think Harlan has been doing dl this, do you?' the girl ventured.

"I'dliketo talk to him," Doc said noncomittaly.

He wheded the car toward the basement entrance of his office building.

THE girl became silent. Despite her fears, she was showing an interest in her surroundings. She had seen
many strange things during the day, but none that |eft her more surprised than when the door to the
basement garage rolled back automeatically asthe car neared it.

"A photo-electric cdll,” Doc explained briefly. "When the circuit is broken aswe near the door, it sets
meachinery in motion that opens the door.”

Thegirl’slook of wonder didn’t change.

Doc glanced back at the incline that had appeared in front of them. Onefoot crashed down suddenly on
the brake. The next instant he had shot the car into reverse, dammed it back roughly, only to stop, leap
out and race desperately into the basement.

A smdll, oblong object, apparently of sted, rolled down the incline ahead. Doc snatched a
peculiar-gppearing cloth from a bench, grabbed the oblong object, wrapped it in the cloth, tossed it in
one corner.

Therewas amuffled explosion.



Scarcely breathing rapidly, the bronze man returned to the car and drove it into the basement. The door
closed behind them.

"What—what wasit?' the girl gasped.

"Our enemies evidently telephoned ahead to some of the gang in the city,” Doc said grimly. "A bomb had
been attached to the door. Asthe door opened it pulled a plug and started the detonation machinery of
the bomb, so it would explode just in time to go off under our car. Had it done so, we would have been
blown to pieces.

"I wrapped the bomb in a particularly powerful type of stedl cloth. It prevented any damage and muffled
the explosion." The man of bronze didn’t add that the cloth was of his own devising, for usein bulletproof
undergarments.

Heled the girl to the high-speed devator that led to hisoffices. A few moments later, they stepped into
Doc’ srooms.

Monk and Ham legped to their feet. A grin of frank admiration was on Monk’ s homely face. Ham,
dapper asusud, bowed dightly. "1 knew Doc would bring you back with him," hesaid.

Doc started toward the next room. "Did you develop the film?' he asked crisply.
Ham and Monk became serious. "It’sdrying now, Doc,” said Ham. "Should be ready in afew moments.”

The bronze giant stopped in front of a queer-looking machine. "The conversation camein fine," Monk
rumbled. "We played back one of the records and gave alittle of the information we heard to the
police—but not too much.”

DOC nodded, opened apanel and extracted severa records. Theinterior of the machine was highly
technicd. The outside appeared something like that of an extremely sengitiveradio.

In effect, the machine redlly combined aradio and atelevison receiver, but it had some novel features.
All soundsit received were immediately transcribed on arecord not unlike that of a phonograph. Andin
front of the televison disc wasasmall, efficient moving-picture camera. The smdl wire and knob Doc
had used at the door of Gordon's office had been the television sender.

"Doc had asmdl teevison and radio sender with him," Ham was explaining to the girl. "He got close to
the room where Greens Gordon and somebody el se were talking, and probably put the lensfor the
televison sender under adoor. Everything it saw was transmitted here on avery low-wave length and
photographed. All words that were spoken were radioed here and transcribed on records.”

The bronze giant walked to an ordinary phonograph, placed arecord onit, started it. Monk, Ham and
the girl leaned forward intently as voicesfilled the room.

"The escape from the hotd waswell managed,” came aflat, unfamiliar voice.
"I’m going to do my part. It'sup to you to do yours," came the tones of Greens Gordon.

"Thetruck ideawas good. No onewould ever think of looking for ablack moving van labeled ‘Long
Distance Hauling’ when only alaundry truck appeared a the hotdl," the flat voice went on.

"I'm smart,”" Greens Gordon continued complacently. His voice changed. "But | wish you' d tell me what



it'sdl about. You tdk of millions—"
"And | mean milliond Thisplanissure-fire. It will belega; wewon't be taking chances."

"If you cal murder—skeleton murder—Iegal,” Gordon said dryly. "And we took chances enough until we
got Doc Savage out of theway."

"And | hopeyou'reright, | hope heisdead!" said the other. Histoneslogt their flatness, became dightly
animated.

"Eachtimel seeyou, you look different,” Gordon was going on plaintively. "At least, you could tell me
something about this skeleton desth. Why, with that—"

"The skeleton death ismy secret!" snapped the second voice. "Y ou’' ve seen what it can do. If | wished to
turnit on you right now—"

"Don't!" haf screamed Gordon. "Buit listen." He spoke quickly. "With that weapon we could take banks,
jewelry stores, even the treasury itself, | guess. No one can stand againgt us. Fear would work where
bulletswon't.”

"I have other plans" the other said flatly.
The record came to an end. Doc turned to Virginia Jettmore.
"Spotfied?' he asked briefly.

The girl’ seyes were wide open, blank. The black curls made her ova face seem even a deader white.
She moistened her lips, haf sobbed, "'I—I don’t know. It—it sounded something like him, and yet—"

WHOEVER it was, hisargument with Greens Gordon continued. No additiona information was given on
the second record. Gordon wanted the strange weapon to use as he knew best how to useit: to ingtill
fear where fear would mean quick cash. The other was as bluntly refusing.

There could be but one ending: It came when Greens conceded sullenly that he would follow orders
implicatly.

"I'm glad you agree," cametheflat voice of his companion. "Now that we fully understand each other, I’ll
tell you something se. Thisfirst plan of minewill only be agtarter. It will furnish us—without much
risk—fundsfor amuch greater undertaking.”

"And that?' Gordon asked eagerly.

"That," said the other dlkily, "will be the complete domination of whatever area of influence we want.
Perhapswe Il become statesmen, rule the world. At any rate, we' Il seeto it that the skeleton death brings
us power and riches beyond the dreams of the most autocratic dictator. We may turn it on the President;

we may—"

The voice came to asudden end. Doc had been forced to stop his smal portable television radio sender
at that point.

Monk and Ham looked at each other, dl raillery forgotten for the moment. Their faces were deadly
serious. Even Doc' s gold-flecked eyes had narrowed.



"See about thefilm," he said, crisply.

Histwo aids turned to obey. For thefirgt timethey realized the magnitude, the tremendous possibilities
before the owner of the secret of the skeleton death.

Doc spoke quietly to the girl, told her to take aseat until he returned. Swiftly, he walked to the smdll
gpartment he kept behind his elaborate offices. Here he removed all traces of the make-up that had
caused him to be mistaken for the gangster Bunko.

AS Daoc returned, Ham was threading a movie projector with along roll of film. The room was darkened
and images appeared on a screen.

"l want to get alook at the man who proposes wholesale murder so camly,” Ham said quietly.

The movie camerathat had been set before the television screen had been an exceedingly swift one. The
pictures, as they appeared now, seemed amost in dow motion.

Greens Gordon could be seen clearly. He was pacing back and forth in an ornate office. Occasiondly,
his face showed anger; more often, it was set in agambler’ s mask.

But it was his companion that held the atention of the four who were watching the film. The man was
standing quietly, his back turned to the camera

Long momentsrolled by. An impatient exclamation came from Monk.
"Daggonit, isn't that bird ever going to turn around?'

Greens Gordon had stopped. He stared directly a his companion. Evidently atense moment in their
conversation had arrived. His companion’ s shoulders shrugged; one hand went out in an oratorical
gesture.

Then heturned.
Therewas only aquick look, then the screen went blank. But that quick look had been enough.

His features were those of Ham!

Chapter VIII. AN UNEXPECTED VISITOR

HAM legped to hisfeet. He shook afist at the now blank screen. Monk’ s mouth opened; a surprised
expression crossed his homely face, to be replaced by adow grin.

"Why you shyster," heroared, in histhin voice. "And dl thistime | thought you waswith me! But no, you
was plotting murder with that green-striped racketeer!”

Ham sputtered.
"But—but that man looked just like your friend heah,” Virginia Jettmore exclaimed.

"We are dedling with arather intelligent foe," Doc Savage said dowly. "Heintends that no one should
know what helookslike."



"But why pick on me?' Ham shouted.

"Because he knew you' re a clothes horse anyhow!" Monk put in quickly.

"Because heknew |, a least, looked as though | might be a serious enemy!" Ham howled.

"Did hisfeatures and build impress you as those of any one you know?"' Doc asked the girl

"Y ou—you mean Harlan?'

"Harlan Spotfield, or any one else you might have known or seen at any time," Doc replied quietly.

For amoment, it seemed as though the girl did not intend to answer. Her eyes grew even larger, her lips
trembled.

"Harlan’ sabout that Sze," she said at last, weakly.

"The guy who was supposed to come see Doc in the firgt place?" asked Monk.

Virginia Jettmore nodded dowly. "Fathah trusted him. But if it isn't Harlan, who ese could it be?”
"We Il get him and see—" Ham said.

Doc held up ahand for silence. Some one was approaching down the hallway—some one walking with
fatering seps.

The next ingtant, the door opened, and Harlan Spotfield stood facing them!

VIRGINIA JETTMORE screamed faintly. There was some reason for that scream. Spotfield's
appearance was evidence enough of rough treatment. But his eyes were the most terrifying feature. They
seemed almogt to bulge from his head; hislipswere opening and closing weekly.

"Virginia" he croaked.

Thegirl looked at him, one hand to her mouth. Then she started forward, eyesfilled with sudden relief.
"Harlan! Harlan! Areyou hurt?'

"Stop!" said Doc crisply. His voice was not raised, but the girl hated ingtantly.

The disheveled man in the doorway stared at the bronze giant with unseeing eyes. He raised one hand. It
seemed heavy, weighed by the large, old-fashioned cameo ring he wore.

"Comewith me, Virginia," he pleaded.

"But—but thisis Doc Savage," exclamed the girl. "Heisthe one fathah told usto get. Why should we
leave now, just when we' re heah—all but poor Richard?' Her voice fatered.

A drange gleam came into Harlan Spotfiedd’ s eyes. "Have you told Doc Savage what we want?"
"Why—uwhy, of course," sammered Virginia.

For an ingtant, it appeared that Spotfield would faint. His big body sagged; he reached one hand back for
the doorsil.



Doc Savage dropped down in his chair behind his desk, gold-flecked eyes emationless as he watched
the tableau. Monk’ s mouth frankly hung open. Ham’ s entire attention was on the girl and Spotfield. None
saw Doc pressatiny key.

Spotfield repesated dully, "Y ou’ ve told Doc Savage the whole story?"
"Yes" sadthegirl, somewhat impatiently thistime. "Why not, Harlan?'
"Thenthey’Il kill ud" he screamed.

So suddenly that Monk and Ham were caught flatfooted, Spotfield whirled, yanked open the door,
attempted to flee.

Hisbody fell forward. He caught himsdlf with difficulty. A yell of purefright broke from hislipsashis
hands pawed the air franticaly.

Hisfeet had not moved. It was asif they had been sedled to the floor.

Monk lumbered forward; hislong armswrapped about the struggling form of Spotfield. Hetried to lift
the man up, tried to turn, to carry him back farther into the office.

He couldn’'t movel

A STRANGE expression crossed the homely chemist’ sface. Ham and the girl looked on in amazement.
Monk looked down at hisfeet, sought vainly to lift them. Then he peered at Doc, grinned wisely.

"I should have known you' d figure out something like this, Doc," he said, admiringly. "I don’'t know why |
didn’t think of it."

The bronze man’s eyestwinkled dightly. He pressed another button. Without difficulty, Monk carried the
gtill-fighting Spotfield over in front of the desk, smashed him down on it solidly. Ham jumped to the other
Sde.

"Why did you try to run?' Ham barked.

Spotfield seemed not to have heard the question. His eyes were fixed on Doc Savage sface, his
expression that of aman who had run into something he! Il never be able to explain.

"How did you do that?" he demanded bluntly.
"Ingpect your shoes," Doc advised quietly.

Wonderingly, Spotfield crossed hislegs, looked at the sole of one shoe. It appeared covered by afine
metd.

"When you entered the door,” Doc said, "you stepped on tiny, dmost invisible sted shavings. Those
shavings were short, but needle sharp; they pierced the leather of your shoe ingtantly and covered it likea
paste. It would be necessary to remove the leather soleto get rid of them, they are imbedded so firmly.
The rest was Smple—merely an dectric magnet.”

"Of course." Intelligence dawned in Spotfied’ seyes. " A powerful €ectric magnet under the floor, and
right by the door, would grip the stedl, and since thousands of those small shavings arein my shoes, the



force was enough to keep me from moving. All you had to do was to set the magnet to working.”

"True." Doc’s manner changed. He shot his question abruptly. "And now, pleasetell uswhere you have
been, and what your connection iswith the skeleton death.”

Spotfied’ sface changed color; for afleeting instant he glanced at the girl.
"It sterriblel" he moaned. "Did Virginiasay | had anything to do with it?'
"|——" the girl Sarted.

"All who came here from Genlee were connected with the skeleton death, of course, if only becauseit
wasfollowing you," Doc broke in smoothly. "No one has accused you yet of being responsiblefor it, but
you must admit you have much to explain.”

Spotfield nodded hishead dowly. "Y ouah right, suh.” Hetook along breath, spoke swiftly.

"WHEN | |€eft the hotd where I’ d Ieft Virginiaand Richard, | started for your office. | know now | should
have taken a cab. But | had been penned up too much on the boat, | needed exercise, so | walked.

"As| neared your office, two men stepped out, asked me for amatch. As| reached for it, agun was put
into my side, | wasforcedinto acar.

"The next thing | knew, | was taken before aterrible-looking cresture, aman dressed mostly in green.”
"Greens Gordon!" interjected Monk.

"This man asked me many questions,” Spotfield went on. "Why, | do not know. But | wasforced to tell
him who had come with me, and the purpose of our trip. They—they beat me up somewhat. Then | was
put in aroom. Later, athug told me Richard had been killed, Virginia kidnaped, and that no one was
going to get to Doc Savageto tell him our errand.

"But something evidently went wrong. A haf hour ago my eyeswere tgped, my armsbound, and | was
brought to a place neah your office, and told | must get Virginiaand bring her back with me, or | would
bekilled."

He stopped. His eyes dilated, and his face became amask of terror. "Killed | say!" he half screamed.
"Killed by the skeleton desth!™

Virginia Jettmore' s features were an ashen color.
Ham was staring at Spotfield’ s terror-stricken figure queerly. Monk quite frankly showed his disgust.
"So you' d take agirl back where she might get killed, just to save your own skin," he accused.

"But it’shorriblel" Spotfield jabbered. Y ou don’'t know how it tears the flesh from your bones, leaves
you nothing but—but—"

"Y ou reached Doc. He |l take care of you,"” Ham reminded dryly.

Spotfied controlled himsdlf with difficulty. "I—I hope so0," he gasped weskly. "But the men heisfighting
areterrible, and they promised me death." Hisfists clenched; the cameo ring loomed pink against the
white of hisfingers.



Doc apparently had lost interest in the tale. He was looking a what appeared to be asmall compasson
his desk. There was athin pointer inside a glass-covered disc.

But there were no marksto indicate directions on the dia, and the pointer did not hold steady to agiven
direction, aswould acompass.

Instead, the pointer was moving dowly, swinging aong toward the corridor door.

"Y our enemies are coming, Spotfield,” Doc said quietly. Spotfield legped to hisfeet, shrieked horribly.
The next instant he had darted through adoor, into an inner room of Doc’ s office, cowered behind a
desk.

MEN crowded in the halway outside the office. They were advancing cautioudly, their rubber-soled
shoes making no noise on the hard corridor floor.

In the lead was Gats, agun in one hand. Behind him pressed a dozen more men, smilarly armed.

A tdl, broad-shouldered man beside the wizened gangster elbowed to thefore. In hishand wasa
funnel-shaped thing. He didn’t speak. He kept hisface partly hidden.

The group stopped, ranged themselves on either side of the door to Doc’ s office.

"Remember, don't fireunless| givethe sgnd,” the big man said flatly. "This should do the work, but if
any onerushesout, blast him!"

He swung the office door open, extended the funnel around the edge.

Chapter I X. AN EFFICIENT COMPASS

MONK and Ham were watching Doc. They did not move. There was areason for that. Doc had seen
the door open. If he' d wanted them to act he would have said so.

Virginia Jettmore gppeared dmogt in atrance. Harlan Spotfield' s despairing shriek was dtill ringing in her
ears. She expected nothing but death.

But, dazed by fear as she was, she still was aware that Doc had pressed a button and that confident grins
had crossed the faces of the dapper Ham and the homely Monk.

She took confidence from the expression on the faces of the others, only to wonder if something was
wrong. Doc had pressed a second button. Questioning looks crossed the faces of hisads. Ham opened
his mouth to speak, only to clamp hisjawstogether.

A voice was spesking from outside the doorway.

"Y ou defied my warning,” cameflat, blank tones. "Y ou were told to stay out of this case, Doc Savage.
Y ou disobeyed. Now you die."

"Medodramal" snorted Monk.

Doc made no comment. He was looking intently toward the doorway, toward the peculiar-shaped funnel
that had been pressed around the sil.



Therewasafaint hiss. A cloud formed in the outer part of the room—acloud visble only for an ingtant
beforeit vanished.

The door crashed closed. Running footsteps could be heard in the corridor.
Monk and Ham looked at Doc. He shook his head.

"Let them go," the bronze man said camly. "We know where to go when we want information; besides,
they gave usmorethan alittle of it just now."

"What?" blurted Monk. "All they gave uswas proof that they intend to kill you!"

"And proof of the principle behind the skeleton death, although al the details are not clear just yet," said
Doc.

VIRGINIA JETTMORE was amazed.

Even Ham and Monk appeared surprised, athough they had witnessed Doc’ s apparent feats of magic
too often to doubt his statement.

"I understood your first move,” sad Ham.

"Sure," added Monk. "That first button you pressed dropped the invisible shield, but what wasthe
second for?"

Doc shook hishead. "Later," hereplied briefly.

The bronze giant’ s office long had been protected by an invisible shield, to be dropped at will. In redity,
it was smply bulletproof glass strong enough to stop the most powerful bullet, yet so clear it could not be
seen.

Doc turned to the room into which Spotfield had darted. Spotfield was crouched behind the desk, hands
clenched in hishair, the cameo ring jutting out strongly. Helooked up as Doc entered. His eyes popped.

"Y ou—youeh il dive?'
"A dumb question,” rumbled Monk over one of Doc's shoulders.

"Then you redly can save me!" shrilled Spotfield. He jumped up, came forward to drop amost at Doc's
fedt.

"Y ou will comewith us, will comewith Virginiaand meto Genlee and save it from destruction?'
"What is behind the attempt to wipe out Genlee?' Doc countered.

Spotfield shook his head. Slowly, his ashen features regained their color. "1—I don’'t know."
Doc waked back to his desk, glanced at the compass.

"Y our enemies have left the building,” he said. ™Y ou and Virginiastay here. Monk, Ham and mysdlf will
see what more we can find out from Greens Gordon before we know if it’s necessary to go to Genlee."

Ham nodded wisdly. "Gordon holdsthe key."



Spotfield had regained some of his aplomb. He walked to Doc’ s Sde, glanced at the small compass as
Doc picked it up and dropped it in a pocket.

Doc gppeared to pay no attention. He led Spotfield and the girl to his private apartment back of the
offices. There were books, aradio, easy-chairs and solid doors.

"You will be safe here," he said. "Keep cam until we return.”

"I’m curious about that compass,” Monk grumbled as the high-speed eevator dropped to the main floor.
"l wasin close contact with many of the gang right after they kidnaped Virginia Jettmore," said Doc.
"Sure, but what of it?"

"Y ou have heard of radidite?

Monk and Ham shook their heads.

"It sarare stone discovered recently in South America," Doc explained. "Seemingly it has some of the
properties of radium, henceits name. But it has no medicinal qualities, and its rays do not burn. However,
certain substances, or meta dloys, are highly sendtivetoit.

"There are few pieces of radidite in the country, except those | have obtained. | smply dropped asmall
piece of it into a pocket of each man inthe gang | could get close to. The compass has a needle of
sengtized dloy insde apartid vacuum. Consequently it swings toward radidite, and indicated to me that
some of the gang was approaching.”

"And how efficient isit?' Ham asked interestedly.
Doc drew the compass from his pocket. "I have never had occasion to try it over long distances, but—"
He held the compass out. The needle had swung instantly toward the northeast, held steady.

"At least it works for some miles. Theindicator is pointing toward Greens Gordon’ s hang-out. All the
gang must be back there by now."

BUT the man of bronze was mistaken for once. He didn’t seethe small figure that stepped out from a
cigar Sore, dipped into the crowd behind them as they | eft the office building.

Their shadow had not been with the gang when the kidnap raid had been staged. Therefore, there was no
radidite in his pocket, nothing to attract the compass.

Theman’sface was vicious, he kept hishead down, asif anxious his features should remain hidden. He
saw Doc and his aids enter arestaurant. He darted to a tel ephone booth.

"Your menfailed," he said when he got his number.
Greens Gordon swore horribly. "How could they? They used the skeleton death?”

"Doc Savageisdive," thelittle man reported laconicdly. "He and those guys called Monk and Ham are
Qgetting something to eat.”

There was amoment of silence. "And the others? The girl and the big man who was sent to Savage's



officeto get her?'
"They mugt il bethere™

"Good! Give methe name of the restaurant where the bronze giant and his men are. Keegp an eyeon

Not long after, Greens Gordon received a second call.

"Doc Savage and his men have left the restaurant and have entered acar. They are headed northeast,”
came the report.

A dy grin crossed Gordon's heavy face. "Good," he said. "Comein. W€ |l take care of Savage s office
later.”

But Gordon' sface looked amost black as he hung up the telephone receiver; his heavy eyebrows drew
down, and his mouth twisted up.

"They’re on their way here," he said to the gunman near him.

Gats sface glit in asavage snarl. "L et me take a Tommy gun and go down theroad apiecel” he
barked. "They’ |l never get here!™

Gordon shook hishead. "Their car is bulletproof. No, thereis a better way." He rapped instructions.

A few moments later, men were racing down the road from the huge house where the racketeer had his
headquarters. Some carried wire. Two carried huge weights. Two others carried heavy cans.

Half amile down the road, they worked swiftly. The wire, dmost invisiblein the night, was stretched
acrosstheroad, over limbs of trees. At each end, one of the big cans was attached. The weights were
used as counterbal ances.

A warning whistle sounded. Faintly, down the road, could be heard the hum of a powerful motor.
The men raced to the fields on either Sde of the road, and hurled themsalves to the ground.

That car should be bearing Doc Savage, and when it struck that wire, no man cared to be close by.

DOC SAVAGE wasin the car, hisbronze features dimly outlined in the glow from the dashboard light.

Monk and Ham were sitting in the rear seet. In their hands, they each carried a queer-shaped mercy
pistol, an oversized automatic with circular drumsthat carried bullets that brought unconsciousness, but
not degth.

"WEe're getting close," Doc warned.
Doc was holding the compass in one hand. His gold-flecked eyes glinted suddenly.
The needleindicator no longer was standing till; it was darting from one side to the other.

The bronze man looked ahead. The car’ s headlights aready had been turned off, but there was moonlight
enough to show theroad ranin astraight line, directly toward a huge blur that was Gordon' s crazy
house,



Their destination was till dmost amile away. It was certain that the low throb of the motor couldn’t be
heard that far.

"Get ready to jump!” Doc rapped.

Monk and Ham opened doors on either side of the car, stood ready to leap. There had been anotein
Doc’ svoicethat had told them all they wanted to know. Action was near!

"Jump!" ordered Doc,

In the same ingtant, the bronze man opened the door beside him. He opened the gaslever dightly and
stepped from the machine, landing lightly on the ground.

The huge car roared on. The steering gear was such that it would take a strong wrench to change the
direction, and the road was smooth.

Like shadows, Doc and hisaids drifted to one side of theroad, into afield. They half ducked and stood
waiting.

They didn't havelong to wait.

Therewas aterrific flash of fire, followed by ablast of air that knocked them from their feet. Their
eardrums were dmost deafened by the concussion.

The speeding car had struck the wire, had pulled it tight. The cans attached at either end struck
smultaneoudy on each sSde of the machine.

And the cans had contained nitroglycerin. The car had vanished. It was doubtful if more than a scrap of
metal would ever be found to show that it had existed.

Greens Gordon, safein his headquarters, chuckled without mirth. His men rose shakily from either side of
the road, made their way back to headquarters.

But behind them, dipping easily and noisslessy, came Doc and hisaids. Once more Doc' sdloy needle
compass had saved their lives.

Chapter X. GATSSEES A GHOST

FROM outside, the building appeared huge, but it gave no indication of the trick rooms and pitfalls of
deeth it contained withinitswals.

Doc surveyed it swiftly. The gangstersthey had trailed vanished through adoor that lead to the cdllar.
Only an occasiond light showed higher up in the Sructure.

"Wait!" the bronze man said briefly.

Without a sound he vanished, dipped closer to the building. Greens Gordon'’ s office was on the top floor.
The problem was going to be to reach that office without detection.

Doc circled. Guards stood at the front door. The bones of those who had fallen there had been removed.
No other entrance camein view, except that through which the gangsters had disappesred.

But there were many windows within easy reach. Doc tested one of these cautioudy, his big frame tense.



Herased it afraction of aninch.

No aarm bell sounded, but that did not mean that the window might not be connected with a burglar
dam.

The bronze man ingpected the sl rapidly with atiny flashlight. There were no wires, nothing to show it
was attached to asignd; but still Doc seemed to hesitate.

Often, he sensed danger where no danger appeared to be. And a sixth sense now was sounding caution.
Heretreated dightly and waited.

The dense darkness ingde the room was cut for an ingtant by alighter beam. Only supersengtive eyes
could have noticed that beam, so quickly wasit gone.

Doc smiled dightly, stood absolutely till, his body merged with the darkness of atree. A shadow passed
infront of the window; eyes stared out.

Some one cursed dightly. The window was pushed back down.

For ten minutes, Doc stood motionless; then he again approached the window. And thistime he acted
without hesitation.

Hedrew athin dide from his pocket, pressed it in the minute space between the bottom of the window
and the sill. Sowly he pushed this back and forth, sengitive fingers tuned to catch the dightest vibration.

Exactly in the center of the window he stopped, pressed the didein tight, then bent it so it would hold
firm.

When next the window was opened no aarm would be given. The secret had been easy to discover,
merely asmall spring button on the window gill. With the window down no signal showed, but when the
window was raised, even half an inch, the spring button came up, flashed an darm. Doc had smply fixed
adide over the button so it could not raise even with the window up.

Swiftly the bronze man turned, raced back toward the spot where Monk and Ham were waiting.

And from awindow near the one he' d fixed, eyes stared at Doc’ s back. Gats had not been entirely
satisfied when he' d answered the darm and found nothing. He' d gone to an adjoining room and peered
out.

Now his beady eyeswere protruding; his wizened face was horror-stricken.

Doc Savage must be dead! His auto had been blown into athousand fragments! Yet if it hadn’t been
Doc Savage sface he' d seen for afleeting instant, it must have been that of aghost.

Gats trembled, then clenched hisfists and caught hold of his nerves. Ghosts didn’t bother to comein
windows, they could comeright through walls.

Doc Savage was dive! Thelittle gunman turned, raced to the room where Greens Gordon sat.

ALL wasquiet as Doc, followed by Monk and Ham, returned to the window. It was but the work of
seconds to raise that window, dide into the house.

"Becareful," Doc cautioned, in alow tone. "Thisisatricky building. Take no chances.”



Ham murmured assent.
"Dangit," Monk muttered, "I wish Habeas Corpus was dong. He d help us.”
"That pig!" snorted Ham.

Doc placed ahand on awrist of each of them suddenly. The low-voiced squabble stopped. They all
good, ligening intently.

Nothing wasto be heard. There were not even the ordinary noisesthat come when agroup of people are
in ahouse, even when they are not talking.

It was dmost asif the house was vacant, or asif every onein it was tense, waiting for an expected storm.
"Getting in was dmost too easy,” Ham volunteered at last.

"Right," Doc agreed, his voice scarcely more than awhisper. "It lookslike atrap. We will go back, if you
wigh."

Monk growled briefly. "We can take care of ourselves,” he rumbled.
Doc said nothing more. He turned on the tiny beam of his flash and advanced swiftly.
The door of the room opened noisalesdly, and the three entered asmall corridor. It, too, was dark.

That was unusud. When Doc had been in the house earlier in the evening, there had been dim lightsin the
corridors, even though amgority of the roomswere unlighted.

Rapidly they moved ahead. Doc was heading for the stairway so clearly described to him by Gats. It
would have been inviting death to have attempted to seize the elevator.

They entered anarrow tunnd, the celling so low they were forced to bend over. Ham was directly behind
the bronze man, while Monk brought up therear.

A surprised grunt came from the hairy chemist. At the same instant, something crashed out of the
darkness and knocked the flash from Doc' s hand.

"Got ‘em!" roared ajubilant voice.

A machine gun clattered angrily. Bullets raked the narrow tunnel.

DOC had heard Monk’ s surprised grunt. He didn’t know what had caused the hairy chemist to cry ou,
but the tone of Monk’ s voice was indication enough of danger.

Even before the flashlight had been knocked from his hand, the bronze man had hurled himself
down—and forward. Ham was dmost as swift.

Lead whistled over their heads. A shriek of agony came from behind them.

Doc’ s plunge had been dmost like the dive afootball player would make for atackle. His armswrapped
around the knees of alittle man standing with feet wide apart, amachine gun in his hands.

Thelittle man went backward, bullets from the gun cutting aline dong onewall and through the celling as
the weapon continued to spout. Then it shut off suddenly. Doc had grabbed the gun from thelittle man’s



hands.
The gunner screamed for help. A dozen voices answered. The room seemed filled with milling men.
"Lightd Lightd" some onewas shouting franticaly.

Doc swung the machine gun like aclub. Men went down. No more shots were fired. Thosein the room
knew that something had gone wrong, and were afraid to use their automatics for fear of hitting one
another.

The bronze man heard Ham’ s voi ce as the dapper lawyer wiggled out of the passageway and went into
action.

A switch was pressed. A big light went on in the middle of the celling. For an ingtant, therewasa
confused picture of men sprawling on the floor, others on their feet, gunsin hand.

Then there was a crash. Thelight went out. Doc had hurled the machine gun at it, had burst the globe.

Automatics cracked. Bullets went through the space the bronze man had occupied amoment before. He
was no longer there. He had |egped toward the door an ingtant after hurling the gun at the light.

A roar came from the mouth of the passageway. A body was picked up, smashed with deafening force
againgt an oppositewadll.

A sghof relief came from Ham.

The shrill cry that had followed thefirst burst of machine-gun fire hadn’t sounded like Monk, but the
dapper lawyer had feared hishairy friend had been caught.

Monk had been knocked down. Some one had mixed signals. A gunman had stepped up behind Monk
as he' d entered the passageway, had struck him over the head with the butt of his automatic. The hairy
chemist had dropped, momentarily stunned. He' d escaped, but his assailant had been mowed down.

Doc thrust the door open, jumped into the passageway. Fighting was still going on behind him, but a
moment later Ham and Monk also werein the hal. The gangsters hadn't seen Doc' s signdl, though the
bronze man and hisaids were till in the room.

All Doc had done wasto draw back his coat deevefor asecond. Theilluminated did of hiswrist watch
had shown. Monk and Ham had understood.

Swiftly, the three raced down the hall. They rounded aturn. A dim light was on, and aguard stood near
the elevator shaft.

The surprised gunman lifted hiswegpon, tried to shoot. The next moment he dropped, limp. Doc had
sprung ahead. His powerful fingers had brought swift unconsciousnessto the other.

THE bronze man and hisaids didn’t know it, but the overcoming of the guard had been witnessed. A
squat, heavy-set figure dressed in green had been approaching, only to dart back as he saw the three
men near the devator shaft.

Greens Gordon’ s face was dmost the hue of his clothes. He' d been both surprised and angry when he'd
received Gats s message and had learned Doc was still dive. He had issued quick orders and had
supposed they had succeeded when he' d heard the shots that had signaled that the bronze man and his



lieutenants had walked into the ambush.

He had particularly wanted them out of the way. For while he' d been waiting for the machine-gun fire,
he' d recaived atelephone call. A flat, emotionless voice had asked if Doc was dead.

Greens Gordon had said "yes."

His complexion grew even more greenish as he thought of it. The man &t the other end of the line had
seemed pleased at the news, but the racketeer knew quick, violent death. The skeleton death might
follow if the other learned he had failed.

The skeleton death was walking even now. That was one thing that made Gordon fed so faint. The
flat-voiced man had spoken calmly of taking care of "that other little matter.”

Gordon knew what that other little matter was.

The racketeer knew, too, that arrangements had been made for them to leave the city, that the path was
supposed to be clear. But that had been based on the assumption that Doc Savage was dead.

Gordon glanced around the corner. Doc and his men were getting into the elevator. A gy grin crossed
the gangster’ sface asthe devator shot upward, agrin that hardened suddenly into grim determination.
Hewaswilling to dare alot with millions of dollars as the reward—and the skeleton degth the penalty for
falure

THE corridor was clear as Doc, Monk and Ham burst out of the elevator on the top floor. But where the
house had been 4till as death when they had entered, now it wasfilled with the noise of shouting men and
running fest.

Doc led the way swiftly to Gordon’s office. The door was closed, but unlocked. A moment later and the
three were insde with the door closed behind them.

"Search swiftly," Doc urged. " Somewhere here we should find what we want, some clue to the skeleton
desth and why it isbeing used.”

Gordon’ sroom was large, with athick rug on the floor. In one corner was asafe. Doc went to it and
gtarted working swiftly with the combination. Monk and Ham rifled through papersin the desk.

"There' s enough evidence hereto put Gordonin jail for life asaracketeer,” Ham observed.

Doc said nothing. He spun the did of the safe, his sengtive fingers catching the fedl of thetumblers.
Within the space of seconds, the supposedly burglarproof safe was opened. A mass of papers and
money cameinto view.

The bronze man ignored the money. He scanned the papers swiftly.
"Nothing there?" blurted Monk, watching Doc's expression.

The bronze man shook hishead. "Not yet. Look swiftly. We'll be discovered soon, and there'sonly one
door out of this place.

Monk lumbered to the door. "I’ll stand guard,” he offered.

Hetried the knob and a surprised expression crossed his homely features.



"Doc!" he bellowed.

THE bronze man looked up, watched as Monk put al his enormous strength into afrantic effort to open
the door.

Doc' s nostrils sniffed. He leaped to hisfeet, rushed to Monk’ s side, his bunch of skeleton keysin his
hand. He tried one, shook his head.

"L ocked from the outside, then plugged,” he said camly.

Monk’ s features became dightly apprehensive. The bronze man tried the door, put hisbig shouldersto it
and pushed. The door creaked, but did not give. It was of oak, and stoutly constructed.

Now Ham' s nose moved. His eyebrows raised inquiringly as he looked at Doc. The bronze man
nodded. A strange heat was invading the room; an ominous silence had gripped the big house.

Monk’s eyesflitted rapidly around the room, adazed expression on his lowering brow. There were no
windows. The door by which they’ d entered was the only way out.

Doc crossed the room to the side of the safe. Ham' s mouth opened dightly, to close asaglint of
admirationfilled hiseyes.

Easly, dmost asif he wasn't performing afeat that would have shamed a professiona strong man, Doc
lifted the safe, carried it in hisarms hafway across the room. He stopped, swayed back and forth dightly.

There was a thunderous crash. The safe smashed into the door, hurled with al the strengthin Doc's
amazingly powerful body.

The door gave, burst open.

Hamesflicked evilly into the room. The passageway to the elevator was blocked by awall of fire!

Chapter X1. THE CHASE

SMOKE funneled from the cracks in the woodwork. Intense heat fanned the air. Doc Savage turned
away from the elevator, and moved down the corridor. There were two doors. He ripped one open.
Flames belched out. Below was a deep pit.

Doc closed the door quickly and tried the other. A large room loomed before him. Fire legped from floor
and walls. At the other side of the room was a second door.

The bronze man whipped back down the corridor. As heran, he pulled three tightly wrapped packages
from an inner pocket. He unfurled these on the run.

"Quick," he rapped, "put these on! WEe ve got to go through that room!"

Monk and Ham took the strange packages from their chief. They proved to be queer-looking garments,
like union suits, but large enough to go on over their clothes. They seemed to be made of cellophane,
were trangparent and thin. The substance was a strange type of asbestos, perfected by Doc. With each
suit was ahood that fitted tightly. Monk and Ham struggled into them. Doc donned his.



"Got breathing pills?* Monk inquired. He knew the suits had to be air-tight to keep out the flames and
ever mounting heet.

Doc handed pelletsto hisaids. Monk popped hisinto his mouth and started to pull on histransparent
hood. Ham did likewise.

Doc motioned the two to follow and ran lightly down the blazing hall. Conversation wasimpaossible. All
communication had to be by motions. But Doc and his men were al adept at severa formsof sign

language.

They reached the room. Angry flameslicked at them. Smoke obscured their vision. The heat waslike
that of ablast furnace.

They didn’t fed the heat. The suits, constructed by Doc’ s cunning skill, resisted amost any temperature.
They were built so that an air pocket was formed between the clothing and the body, and were in effect
like greet, flexible vacuum bottles.

Doc strode ahead, ripped open the door on the other side of the room. They came upon another crazy,
twisting hallway. Doors studded the walls. Some showed narrow, flaming closets. Obvioudy, the
gangsters had thoroughly saturated the entire building with gasoline.

Blue and red tongues of fire forked from the cracks of the floor ahead. Doc walked cautioudly. Strips of
flooring, tinder dry, blazed like sulphur matches. The hdl wasagiant flue. The flames roared throughiit.
But they could hardly hear the roaring from within their fireproof suits.

Suddenly the floor beneath Doc gave way. With aripping crash, he plunged into aflaming abyss, and
vanished from view. Smokefilled theair.

Monk and Ham could not see Doc, nor could they call. Without an ingtant’ s hesitation, they legped into
the gaping, blazing hole.

THERE was aswift, red flash. Then Monk and Ham landed on solid flooring. Doc stood there waiting.
They werein another passageway, and at one end, through the flames could be seen awindow.

Doc ran toward that window. It wastheir only chance. Monk and Ham followed, but their faceswere
perplexed. They knew Doc could descend the side of the building easily, but they couldn’t. Then their
faces cleared. The bronze man had signaled swiftly.

The windowpane had been broken by the intense heat. Doc dropped through the opening, caught the sill
by hisfinger tips. Ham crawled out behind him, grabbed Doc' s body and did down until he was holding
by Doc’ s hedls. Then came Monk.

When he had descended until he was holding on to Ham' s hedls, Monk’ sfeet reached the window sill a
floor below. He released his hold, got afirm grip with one arm and caught Ham as he dropped. Doc
descended easlly.

Thethree in turn repeated the procedure until they were close enough to the earth to drop unharmed.

Policemen seized the three as they struck the ground. The chief inspector came upon the scene, and Doc
spoke afew words with him.

"Of course, Doc Savage," theinspector said. "Take my car. It' sasfast asthey make ‘em.”



Doc got in, Monk and Ham following him.

The queer compass was in one of the bronze man’ s hands. The needle swung toward the city. It moved
dowly until it was headed directly toward the spot where Doc’ s skyscraper office was located.

AND theneedledidn’'t lie. A powerful car was speeding toward the bronze man' s office. Shifty-eyed
men huddled in the dark tonneau. They were eyesthat |ooked on death as commonplace.

The car stopped before agreat skyscraper. Men leaped from it and hurried into the building. One was
big, with broad shoulders.

Waiting in the car, Greens Gordon wiggled nervoudly.
"Shouldn't take them long," he grumbled.

It didn’t. Five minutes later, agroup of men burst out of the building. A girl walked in their midst. Her
face was white, her eyes wide with terror. She looked like one who had just walked close to degth.

The scrawny hand of Gats seemed to hold her by an elbow. It was asif he was courteoudy escorting her
over thesidewalk. A casual observer would not have seen the automeatic he pressed againgt her ribs.

But a policeman, eyes more dert, did see. For amoment he stood paralyzed, unable to redlize what was
occurring.

The car door dammed, the motor purred.

The policeman cried an order to hdt, lifted hiswhistle and sounded apiercing blast.
Unhurriedly Gatsturned in his seet, fired once. The policeman crumpled.

"You shouldn't ‘a donethat!" Gordon rapped.

"It squitedl right,” said thetall, broad-shouldered figure beside him. "No one can catch us; no one will
follow us. Should they even try, arrangements have been made to care for them; and in any event no one
will be able to trace our course.”

The big man might not have felt quite so sure had he known that even then asmall, peculiar compass was
following the route of their car.

"Do you suppose they got the girl?* growled Monk. Hissmdl eyeswere gleaming. Therewas no
mistaking the meaning of the swing of Greens Gordon's car toward Doc' s office.

"| should have stayed there," Ham said disgustedly.

"It would be dmost impossible for any oneto get inside where the girl and Spotfield are—unless the door
was opened for them," Doc said.

The bronze man’ s voice was quiet, but Monk went silent suddenly. Then he gasped and said one word:

"Spotfidd!"
"We do not know," Doc reminded him.

Ham had been peering at the queer compass. Now he pointed quickly. The needle was swinging.



"Whatever was to be done at the office is over with!" he snapped. "They’ re heading north. Can we cut
them off?'

"We cantry," the bronze man said. He stepped down hard on the accelerator. The motor whined louder;
the landscape became only adim blur.

They roared into the city’ s outskirt factory districts. Great buildings floated past them. The road no longer
was open and clear. Traffic thickened. Street lights glowed yellow above corners. The needle on the
compass svung dowly, following the course of their quarry. It quivered not at dl.

"We're getting close," Doc said quietly. " Get your superfirers ready.”
Monk and Ham pulled out their queer, pistol-like guns|oaded with mercy bullets.

The car whipped around aturn and straightened out. The needle pointed straight ahead. There were only
three carsin sght. Doc looked closdly at theindicator. It moved so dightly normal eyes could not have
seenit.

"Third car ahead,” Doc said shortly.

He stepped hard on the gas. They crept up, passed the first car. The second machine turned off. Still the
needle pointed ahead.

A sharp red burst of flame came from the back window of the fleeing car. A rifle bullet splattered on the
bulletproof windshield.

Those ahead knew only that a police car was following them. They did not suspect that Doc was at the
whedl.

"| told you it was dumb killing that cop!" Gordon roared a Gats.

Thelittle gunman said nothing. His eyeswerefilled with the murder lust asthey looked over the Sghts of
ameachinegun.

"It isessentid that we stop them,” came the flat voice of the broad-shouldered man.

DOC and his aids were stopped. But it wasn't through efforts of the gangsters. A truck, heavily loaded,
rumbled from aside Street. For an ingtant, acollison seemed inevitable. Then Doc swung the ingpector’s
car Sdewise, pivoted in aspin, and averted the crash.

It was only amatter of secondsto straighten out, but in that time the gangsters: machine di sappeared.
The compass, however, picked up the course.

Doc stepped up the speed of the car rapidly, only to pause. The needle no longer was holding straight. It
was bobbing from sideto side.

"One of them hasleft the maching" Doc said. "Wewill have to wait afew moments.”
"Why?' Monk demanded.

"Mogt of them stayed in the car,” the bronze man explained. "In afew moments the additional pull of the
mgority of thelodestoneswill give usour direction.”



"But we ll losetime!” Monk wailed.
"Unfortunately wewill," the bronze man said. Hisvoice was cam, but his brow waswrinkled dightly.

One minute, two minutes went by. The needle stopped its wavering. Doc sarted the car. Again they
careened around corners, but Doc seemed to be driving dower now. Suddenly, the indicator
draightened out entirely.

"They’ ve stopped!" Monk shouted. "WE Il get ‘em now!"

Doc said nothing. The wrinkle had disappeared from his brow; he was smiling dightly. They cametoa
corner. Doc shot by it without dackening speed.

"Hey, why didn’t you turn?' Monk howled.

A terrific explosion was hisanswer. A good fifty feet of pavement legped into the air on the Sde street.
Had they turned, they would have caught the full force of the blast.

"The needle steadied much too suddenly,” Doc said camly. "They knew we were close behind them and
wanted us to turn that corner, for they had dropped a short-fuse bomb."

The bronze man circled swiftly. He made no attempt to cut back behind the other car.
"But—but—" Monk started.

Doc Savage sfacewas grim. "I should have seen it before. Thereisonly onelogica place they can be
heading toward. They are on their way to the arport.”

Monk’ s big fists tightened. The others had a good start; their machine wasfast.

Street lights whipped by on ether Sde, then they reached amore-traveled highway and were forced to
dow down s0 as not to endanger others. The red flash of atail-light showed before them as they shot
onto aside road toward the airport.

The ingpector’ s car skidded wildly asit made a sharp turn into the airport. Two big transport planeswere
lumbering acrossthefidd, their powerful motors wide open.

Monk was out of the car even before Doc stopped, and was racing across the field, his superfirer in one
hand.

The transport planeslifted easily.

"Too late!" Ham groaned.

DOC nodded grimly. On one of the runways, near at hand, was the car they had been pursuing. It was
empty now. The glass had been broken out of the rear where guns had been fired back at the bronze
man and hisaids.

Monk returned, glum-faced. "It’ Il take us afew minutesto get aship, and get it warmed up,” he growled.
"Andit’Il be harder finding them at night.”

"I think | know where they are heading,” Doc said. "But it will do no harm to go to the administration
building and see what destination was given when the planestook off. Gordon undoubtedly telephoned



ahead and arranged for them.”

He started across the field at a dogtrot, Monk and Ham at his side. The airport was not alarge one, and
its business offices were at the far end of along hangar. No onewasin sght.

At alighted door, the bronze man stopped. He knocked briefly, then tried the knob. It was locked.

Doc’ s grest, bronze-corded fingers tightened on the knob. The door burst open asif abull had rammed
it.

Monk groaned. Ham legped forward impulsively.
In one corner of the room there was a huddled form. Crimson oozed from aholein thetemple.

Greens Gordon’ s gang was taking no chances on leaving some one who might give aclueto any one
tracing them. Gats' s gun had spoken again. The airport manager was dead.

Chapter XIl1. A MIDNIGHT INTRUDER
"AND we till don't know what it's about,” Monk moaned.
Ham said nothing, he waslooking at Doc expectantly.

"Back to the officel" Doc rapped. "We must act fast. While going through papers at Gordon’s office, |
learned he owned ayacht. It isnot in hisname, but it is anchored off Miami. Undoubtedly they will fly
there, destroy the planes and board the yacht."

Monk’ s homely face lighted, then paled.

"Butthegirl—"

"They probably havethegirl, and Spotfield, too,” Doc said. "Otherwise, they never would have | eft the
aty.”

Swiftly, they ran for their car. It wasn't often that Doc and his men were left with so few cluestogoonin
amgor case. The very fact that they were left with few cluesindicated to them that something of far
more than usua import was behind al that had happened.

"If that bunch of vultures ever getsto Genleg," Monk muttered, "whatever it isthey want there, they’ll
oet”

"The*land of fear," Ham quoted softly.

Doc said nothing, he was pushing the police ingpector’s car dong asfast asit would go, weaving through
traffic more expertly than ataxicab driver.

Stll slent, he wheded the big car into the cellar garage of the skyscraper. The three raced to the
elevator, shot upward.

Doc stepped into the office first, looked around. There was no sign of astruggle; everything seemed in
place. He moved ahead, toward the apartment suite where Virginia Jettmore and Harlan Spotfield had
been |ft.



A gasp came from Monk. Ham' s lipstightened. They had been expecting it, but the discovery gill wasa
shock. The door to the apartment was dightly open. Thelock had been shot out.

The hairy chemist would have raced into the room. Doc restrained him with agesture, glanced a a meter
on thewall. Then he nodded, opened the door wide.

The room was vacant.
"They—they got her," grunted Monk. Hisfists clenched; anger showed on hishomely face.

The bronze man said nothing. A faint dip of paper, barely visible, had been tucked beside acushionin
one of the big chairs. Hereached for it, read it swiftly, then handed it to Ham.

"Gosh," the dapper lawyer muttered. " She says the gang brokein, told her Doc was dead and that they
were going to take her to Genlee. Says she got achance to write this asthey went in the inner room after

Spotfidd.”

"Spotfield, he' sthe onewe want!" Monk half shouted. "What does she say he did?"

"That’ sdl the note says," Ham said. He looked puzzled.

"Perhaps we should look in theinner room," Doc suggested quietly.

With catlike tread the bronze man waked forward, his aids behind him. He thrust open the door.

A weird, trilling note filled the room. It seemed to come from nowhere. It was musica but tuneless.
Something had happened that was unusual even to Doc Savage.

A skeleton was huddied in one corner of the room. Just apile of bones and agrinning skull. And on one
bony finger was an old-fashioned cameo ring—aring of old Southern design.

"SPOTFIELD!" gasped Monk.
"And | had him picked asthevillan!" said Ham.

Doc moved forward, studied the bones. They were dry and old, asif the victim had been dead for years.
But that, as Doc knew, was the way the skeleton death worked. The bones were those of alarge man.

"Heredly did have something to be afraid of," said Monk, and the hairy chemist’ s voice contained an
unusua note for him—anote of awe.

The position of the skeleton showed that the big man had evidently seen his doom approaching, had
raced, terror-stricken, to acorner in afutile attempt to escape his doom.

"But since Spotfied redly was innocent, then who—" started Monk.
"Wemust find out,” said Doc. "And | want to show you something interesting.”

He led them back to the outer door of the apartment, pointed to the indicator. "This door |ooks as though
it had been shot out, doesit not?'

Ham nodded.

"But thisindicator shows different,” the bronze man went on. "If the door had been forced from the



outside, the meter would show a charge of eectricity. But it does not. So it was opened by the inner,
insulated knob."

"Thenthe girl isin with the gang!" moaned Monk. Hishomely face registered genuine sorrow.
"Stranger things have happened!" Ham rasped.

"There are many strangethingsin thiscase," Doc said. "Both Virginia Jettmore and Harlan Spotfield said

there was nothing of valuein Genlee. Y et a skeleton deeth that apparently originated there followed them
to New Y ork. The man behind it was able to enlist the aid of Greens Gordon. He spoke of millionsto be
gained. How?'

Ham shook his head. "1t beats me. It has caused many deaths and probably will cause alot more. They
are evidently on their way to Genlee; no tdling what will happen.”

Doc nodded. "Exactly. So we will go to Genlee. Y ou two get the yacht ready. | will be dong shortly."
"I’ ve got to get Habeas," Monk said stubbornly. "Thisisgoing to bealong trip.”
"Y ou leavethat pig home," Ham complained. "I’ m going to take Chemistry, and one animdl is enough.”

"Oh, itis, isit, you haf lawyer!" Monk bellowed. "Any time you think you can take that idiot monkey
where Habeas can't go, you' re even crazier than | thought!”

Still arguing, Monk and Ham walked to alarge back room where their pets were quartered.
Ham swung open the door.

Sprawled beside a huge tailless monkey lay one of the most amazing shotes conceivable. The porker
rose and stretched as the two men appeared. It had the legs of adog, a scrawny body, a snout of
incredible length and apair of ears which might well have been used for wings.

Near the pig, the huge monkey stood on its hind legs and swayed back and forth. And a peculiar beast it
was, larger than achimp, but smdler than agorilla. 1t was covered with rust-colored hair and certainly
looked like Monk.

As Chemistry came forward, he picked up Habeas by one big ear. The pig squedled and grunted
wrathfully.

"Put that fool hog down,” Ham ordered. "You'll get fleas"" Chemisiry obeyed, clucking amiably.

THE warehouse where Doc’ s yacht was kept was only afew blocks away. Ham and Monk walked. It
was late, and few pedestrians paid any attention to the two strange-looking animals who romped aong
beside them.

The hairy chemist and the dapper lawyer sad little. Each was busy with his own thoughts.

An extremely large pier warehouse loomed before them. Apparently it had not been used for sometime.
The name"Hidalgo Trading Company" was spread over the front.

Had an interested person been given the opportunity to investigate, he would havefound it atruly
remarkable pier. He would have found the walls were severa feet thick and reénforced with a mesh of
stout, steel beams. Even the roof was virtudly bombproof.



There were no windows, and it looked like an unhealthy, ill-kept sort of place. Had some one attempted
to enter, he would have found many other things about the strange building.

Ham stiffened suddenly, and grabbed one of Monk’sarms. The hairy chemist stopped, looked ahead,
and his mouth dropped.

Chemistry and Habeas Corpus had early decided where they were going. They had raced ahead.
Chemistry had been to this place many times; he liked it. Now he had run up to abig door at one side.

"Somebody’ s been here," Ham whispered.

Monk understood. Chemistry had drawn close to the big door; his body should have broken the line
between two photo-dectric cdls. Alarms should have sounded inside the warehouse, ared light should
have flashed awarning in the wal under the roof.

But nothing had happened. The darm system had been disconnected.

WITHOUT words, Monk and Ham drew their superfirers and went forward. Habeas and Chemistry
had been forced behind.

Silently the two opened the door, dipped insde. Their eyeswere dert, bodiestense.

To anewcomer theinterior of the warehouse would have presented atruly remarkable spectacle. In
addition to avast amount of concrete floor space, there was a veritable indoor yacht basin.

A deek, sharp-prowed Diesdl-engine yacht, the Seven Seas, was moored at one Side. Its engines had
been especidly designed by Doc, and it could run half again as many knots as any other yacht itssizein
exigence.

Besdesthe yacht, the rounded, black hull of Doc’s submarine showed dully in the dim light that ways
burned in the building. Then there were nearly a dozen amphibian airplanes. These ranged from agigantic
tri-motored speedship that could attain nearly three hundred miles an hour, to apair of true gyroplanes,
which could rise verticaly.

But Monk and Ham had eyesfor none of these. They had seen them too often before. Their attention
was centered on the Seven Seas.

A shadow moved on the deck of the vessal. Monk and Ham raced forward, noiselessly, jumped aboard.

For amoment they stood motionless, ears atentive. They could hear nothing. Then they began adow
descent into the boat.

Monk caught afleeting glimpse of amoving figure. The man’ sform was indistinct, but the hairy chemist
could see he had ahat pulled far over hisface.

What Monk didn’t see was that the man had risen suddenly from the opened cap on one of the
fresh-water tanks; he didn’t see the now empty can that the man thrust back in a pocket.

"Hdlt, there!" roared Monk.

A stab of flame was hisanswer. There was adeafening crack; and a.45 sug whizzed closeto one ear.
Ham shouted, raced forward.



Monk bellowed. The bullfiddle moan of his superfirer cut theair. But he might aswell havefired & a
shadow. The man had disappeared, up a companionway to the deck of the yacht.

Ham' slean legs gdloped swiftly after him. Monk lumbered in the rear.

There was another stab of flame. Once more the .45 barked. But the bullet did not come near Monk or
Ham. It struck the single night light. The warehouse was plunged in darkness,

Monk and Ham converged on the place where they’ d seen the stab of flame. They crept warily. They
spread widely apart to lessen the cul prit’ s chance of escape.

The hairy chemist heard the sound of breathing ahead of him. He sprang and bellowed for Ham to come
help ashedid.

Therewas ashort, terrific struggle.

"Let go of me, you hairy ape!" the dapper lawyer gasped in one of Monk’sears. ™Y ou'’ re crushing my
ribs. I won't be able to breathe right for amonth.”

MONK gulped, turned loose his grip. Ham staggered up. The whine of an electric motor came to their
ears.

"Dangit," howled Monk, "while you were around getting in my way, that guy’ s getting avay!"

He turned, raced toward the front of the warehouse. The big double doors were being opened by the
motor. A figure ran into the street.

Monk and Ham pursued, yelling vainly. A car waswaiting. The man with the gun legped on the running
board. The machine whined away before the two pursuers could fire.

A big sedan turned a corner—the sedan the police inspector had |oaned Doc. It rolled up to the entrance
to the warehouse, stopped. The bronze man got out.

"What happened?’ he asked quietly.
Ham told him. Doc went to aswitchboard, turned on powerful lights that flooded the hangar.

"How did that guy get in without setting off the darm?' Monk rumbled. "It wasn't working. That’s what
gave usthetip-off."

"Hedid not get in. Hewas carried in," Doc said. He pointed toward alarge packing box, from which the
cover had been tipped. It was one of severa boxes ddlivered that day with needed suppliesfor the
hangar. Inspection reved ed the cover had been smashed from within. The box was empty.

"Hewas smuggled herein this" Doc continued. "Then he disconnected the darm from ingde the building,
30 he could get out when he wanted to without attracting attention.”

Doc and hisaids inspected the Seven Seas carefully for signs of sabotage. Doc went over the motors
with extra precaution. He checked the radio. He made a chemical test of the fuel to seeif it had been
tampered with.

Then, taking e ectric torches, the three went into every dark spot, every cubbyhole aboard the craft to
make sure no time bomb had been hidden on it.



Doc tested the generators, the gyroscopic compass. The rudder was clamped rigid and the steering
apparatus given a pressure test. The rear end of the hull waslifted from the water and the motors raced
to test the propdller shafts.

Everything seemed to bein perfect working order.

"l guesswe must have got herejust intime,” Monk said happily. "But Greens Gordon certainly istaking
no chances. He must have planned this even before he thought he killed us."

But Monk forgot that the shadowy figure he' d seen had been on the yacht. He didn’t know that they’d
arrived just too late, that tragedy had been left aboard the vessel.

Chapter XIIl. A TRAP THAT FAILED

THE great outer doors of the warehouse hangar swung open with magestic precision. In the engine room
of the Seven Seas the only man not of Doc’simmediate group, stood at the controls.

Doc was on the bridge. Ham stood in the bow to cast off the breast line. Monk was in the stern. On the
dock, casting off both lines, was Chemistry, the giant gpe. He cast off the bow hawsersfirgt, then ran
toward the stern.

"That’ s something your hog can't do!" Ham bawled to Monk. "The only thing that pig’' sgood for is
eating, and he' d probably be stringy at that!"”

"That’ s not true, you skinny fashion plate!" Monk bellowed, in indignant rage.
Ham smiled. "Come aboard, Chemistry,” he called. "Pay no attention to thisignorant prototype of yours."

The ape legped aboard nimbly, and Monk growled and grumbled to himsdlf. The ape' s proficiency cast a
shadow on Habeas, and Monk resented it bitterly.

Ham rubbed on the salt.
"Go aft and help that thick skull stow hislines," he ordered.
Clucking happily, Chemistry lumbered astern and handled ropeslike an old-time sailor.

Doc yanked the chadburn on the bridge. Bellsjangled in the engine room and the rakish craft backed
smoothly into the stream. As soon asits bulk had passed the great doors, they swung inward, closed
noisdesdy and automaticaly.

The churned wake showed white in the murky salt water and cut awide arc. The ship’s bow pointed
downstream, toward the channel lights. Doc yanked the chadburn again and the propellers churned
mightily. The craft dowly gathered speed.

The sky was black with the intense darkness that just precedes dawn. Ferryboats tooted and churned
their way back and forth. Therewaslittle traffic on theriver.

Doc headed his craft around the tip of Manhattan and toward the Narrows. Ahead loomed the dark blot
of some craft crossing their bow. Doc leveled his glasses.

"Barge," he said crisply to histwo aids, now on the bridge with him.



It was one of those double-ended barges, with bow identicd to its stern. Its motion was dow. The only
way itsdirection could be determined was by the single green light, which indicated it was headed to
starboard.

The barge, light and riding high, undoubtedly was being towed by some small craft on the other side, not
visblefrom theyacht.

There was nothing to indicate that it was anything but what it seemed to be: innocent and merely
cumbersome. But Doc' s gold-flecked eyes narrowed.

Suddenly, twin blasts came from the whistle of the towing craft. The signal wasfor Doc to put hishemto
port, so the barge would passto starboard, permitting the yacht to fall behind the barge’ s stern. It was
theregulation pilot rulesgnd.

Doc put hishelm dightly to port. The shipswere not far gpart now. Instead of faling to the barge' s stern,
the yacht seemed glued to a course bent on collision. Doc put the heim alittle more to port. Still the
barge held dead in their path.

"Our steering gear must be afoul,” Monk muttered.

The bronze man pushed the whedl hard over. The towing craft darted suddenly from behind the barge,
shot into sight. It was a high-powered speedboat. It appeared on the port side of the yacht’s bow.

Ham exclamed angrily. The reason for the confusion now was glaringly apparent. The barge’ srunning
lights had been reversed. Instead of going to starboard, she actually had been creeping to port, directly
into the path of the Seven Seas!

A collison seemed inevitable

DOC spun the whed the other way. The yacht was unusualy sengitive to the whed, but even so it
seemed to respond dowly. The two decks were only feet apart.

Ham and Monk braced themsalves for a crash. The chadhurn jangled below, half speed to full speed.
The engines throbbed. The two hulls touched lightly. Wood scraped on stedl; then the yacht straightened,
did past the drifting barge.

The speedboat, which had headed for shore, suddenly swerved. It darted for the yacht and lead spat
from its bow. Machine-gun dugs ripped through the superstructure of the bridge. Doc zigzagged the
yacht.

"Answer their fire" herasped. "Aim at their steering gear. Get them out of control. They arefast.”

Monk and Ham legped below, and emerged with machine pistols. They used inflammable bullets. They
must cripple the speedboat. 1ts occupants would undoubtedly be wearing life preservers and could get
ashoreif they sank the craft.

More machine-gun dugs ripped through the bridge. The specia sted hull resisted their ondaught.

Ham took careful aim. His gun moaned. The speedboat by thistime had cut half the distance of theriver.
Retracing her path, shewas only afew hundred yards from the drifting barge.

Monk opened up. The bullfiddle moan of the superfirers rose to a thundering crescendo. A red path of



fire showed where the bullets were Striking.

The speedboat swerved violently. The steering gear had been hit. Traveling a nearly fifty milesan hour,
the craft was entirely out of control.

A wide arc took her directly toward the drifting barge. There were screams of terror from the men
aboard as they jumped. The speedboat crashed directly into the center of the barge.

The blinding light of aterrific explosion rent the air. The concussion was o greet that the big yacht hedled
on her sidefrom the force of the blast.

"Dynamite," Doc said. "Riding high, but with enough dynamite aboard to have snuffed us out.”

Ham chuckled grimly. "Gordon may not be much on imagination—that’ sthe third time he’ stried to get us
with explosve—but he certainly is persstent.”

"His companion with the skeleton death hasimagination,” Doc said dryly.
There was silence for amoment.
"At least Gordon and hisfriend aren’t having much luck yet!" the hairy chemist blurted suddenly.

But Monk couldn’t hear the hum of awirdess tranamitter in the hills above Quarantine. He couldn’t hear
the dot and dash of a high-powered set sending out a strange code from Staten Idand.

IF Monk could have heard it, he would have been less easy than he was. The smart radio operator on a
paatid yacht risng and faling in the gentle swell off Miami was taking down and trandating the code
without effort.

This yacht was much larger than Doc's. It carried alarge crew. One reason the crew was large was that
its designer had lacked the genius to so coordinate the equipment that three or four men could operate
the vessdl. It wasabig yacht. And it wasfast.

The radio operator finished trandating the message and typed it on adip of paper. He handed the paper
to the yacht’s owner, who stood anxioudy at one side. The owner was a squat figurein pale-green
ducks. Even the visored officer’ s cap he wore was edged in green.

When he entered the radio cabin, he had spoken in the smooth, polished tones that should be used by the
gentleman owner of so fine ayacht. But when he read the radiogram, he swore.

His voice devel oped a hoarseness. He talked like amule driver, or more like alongshoreman. He rushed
from the radio cabin and tore into the main saloon, waving the paper.

"That bronze devil istill divel" heyelled. "He got out of the fire and even escaped our trap in the
harbor—" Greens Gordon stopped, stuttered.

"| thought you told me he was dead long ago." The voice of the spegker was aily. It wasflat, with
scarcely any inflection whatever. He was abig man. His complexion was dark, and alivid scar ran from
ear to chin on one side. It wasimpossible to tell whether the scar belonged there.

Gordon’ s hand shook and perspiration broke out on hisforehead. "I—I was sure of it!" he ssammered.
"He was riddled with amachine gun fird, then left to diein my house when | burned it!"



Thebig man grinned mirthlesdy. "1 might have known you would fail," he sad.

Gordon shivered, but he' d long ago learned it was better to attack than to retreat. "Blast you!" he
shouted. "'l wish | knew what you really looked like! One day you look like one thing, and the next day
like another.”

"It pleases me to keep you confused,” the suave one answered. ™Y ou confuse so nicely. But do not work
yourself up. | am not going to, e—eliminate you yet for your failure to do your part.”

Bluster dropped from Gordon; he paled. "'If only Doc Savage was outta the way!" he breathed.

The big man looked at the trembling racketeer with distaste, took histime about speaking. Then: "We're
going to Genleg, that charming little settlement in Africa™ he said. "Nothing isgoing to sand in our way."

"Y eah, we can get there dl right,” Gordon began, "but if Doc—

"Thereareno ifs, my friend. We are going to Genlee. We are going there now!" The speaker’ s eyes
darkened, and his voice took on a harsh and grating tone. "And, friend, when we do get there, we are
bringing back with us a secret worth many millions. That will be only the sart. It may cost much, but we
will not be the onesto pay the price. If Doc Savage should follow usthere, | assure you he will not
leave"

"Y ou mean"—Gordon wiped aswesting palm on the deeve of hisimmaculate jacket—"we will usethe
skeleton death again?'

"Certainly, Gordon. Perhapswe shdl useit on quite afew, even aswe used it on the pilots who brought
us here before we destroyed the planes.”

"I hope Doc Savage don't get there,” Gordon grumbled. "He might throw amonkey wrench in our plans
ye"

The suave one lighted a cigarette with great deliberation. He blew a cloud of smokeinto theair and
turned again to the gangster.

"Have you forgotten, my friend, that his yacht was visited by one of your men beforeit sailed?’ he asked.

He rose, paced noisdesdy to achromium-rimmed porthole. "No," he concluded. "Doc Savage will die,
He has crossed swords with me, and that means death. Perhaps he is aready dead.”

DOC was not dead. He was forcing his sendgtive craft along at top speed through a choppy sea off
Hatteras. The bow of the trim ship rose and fdll in the onrush of waves. White water broke over the jut of
her stem and cascaded aft over the bridge, descending with aflat dap on the fantail deck.

Theinclosed pilot house was dark, save for thetiny light in the binnacle of the magnetic compass. It cast
the dark shadow of its copper hood over the forward windows of the tiny control cabin. The numbered
diad of the gyroscopic compass showed but dimly before the whed. It gave no illumination whatever.

Doc refreshed himself from aspecia therma container of chocolate he had brought with him. It was
nearly empty. Monk and Ham were below decks, putting things to rights and making aroutine tour of the
vesse to check equipment and gear.

They started in the forward rope locker and worked toward the stern. They left Chemistry in the rope



locker, happily coiling lines. When Ham had induced the gpe to learn knots and rope handling, he had
done it to embarrass Monk.

In the engine room they came upon Singleton, the Diesel expert whom Doc occasiondly drafted into
service as engine man when his aids were for some reason absent.

Singleton had known fear in his day. He had known danger. Hiswiry, thin form had been through many
perils. His seamed, leathery face had looked upon desath. He had been once a notorious crimind. He had
taken many lives himsdf, but he didn’t remember that now.

He had been sent to Doc’ s up-State "crimind curing” hospita to have histendency toward crime
removed by delicate surgery. It had been removed. So had the sense of haunting fear that he had aways
before known.

But fear had come back to him again. He, too, had heard of the skeleton death. It was enough to shake
the foundations of his rehabilitated mind.

He grinned nervoudy at Ham and Monk as they passed through his smoothly throbbing precinct on their
tour of inspection. He wiped his hands on abit of waste and waved afriendly greeting.

Habess, the pig, grunted his salutations and tarried in the spotless domain of rushing Diesdls. Habeas
adwaysliked to tarry there. There were so many fascinating smellsto investigate in the familiar but
entrancing engine room.

Monk and Ham went on through the bulkhead door toward the after rope locker. Singleton walked
toward the chromium tap that carried fresh water from the refrigerated tank. A meta cup hung from a
hook. Beside it was atubular container of paper cups. Even a Diesdl engine room is hot and makes one

thirdy.

Singleton’ s hand till shook a bit as he reached for the metal drinking cup. He dtill felt anamelessfear
riding close upon his shoulders. He thought again of the skeleton death. But he need not have worried
about that. The skeleton desth was not for him.

AN excited squeal from Habeas was the first warning. Monk knew the expressions of his pet porker. He
knew there wasterror in that squedl. He thrust the dapper Ham roughly to one side, plunged toward the
engineroom.

Ham ran, too, and was almost beside his smian-appearing companion asthey stood in the bulkhead
door. Both knew ingtinctively that they were looking at deeth.

Singleton lay huddied in agrim heap below the water tap. The meta drinking cup was clutched tightly in
hisright hand.

"Go cdl Doc!" Monk bawled, leaning over the stricken man.

Ham legped for the companionway leading to the deck above. Monk lifted theinert form to his
shoulders, carried him like asack of flour. The cup dropped to the floor.

Stll carrying Singleton, Monk followed Ham up the companionway staircase and onto the deck. The
fresh winds blowing over the yacht, he thought, might help revive the victim if there was any chance for
himat al.



Doc loomed beside him. "Quick," said the bronze man, "take him into the chart room!"

Monk leaped up the steps to the bridge and carried Singleton to the comfortable couch in the chart room
behind the pilot house. There the bronze man bent over the stricken engineer, pried back the eydids and
fdt thepulse

"Dead," hesaid.

Doc’ s mouth was grim. Singleton had been one of his proudest achievementsin the ranks of graduates
from his up-State hospitd.

With dow steps, Doc moved toward the water cooler on the forward wall. He plucked a paper cup from
itstubular container, filled it from the cooler and drank deeply.

Chapter XIV.AKILLER'SPLAN

OUTSIDE, thewater hissed by on ether sde of the dim yacht. Perhapsthat iswhy neither Monk nor
Ham noticed the sound as Doc drew hisdrink.

Monk’ s eyes were fixed firmly on the dead face of Singleton. It dways hits hard when aman you' ve
worked with is struck down suddenly.

Then the hairy chemist’ s brain recaled the faint gurgle of the water asit had issued from the cooler. He
remembered the metal water cup which had been clutched tightly in the hand of the dead engineer.

Anicy blast swept him. Hewhirled, cried out, "Doc! Doc! Don't drink that!"
Even asheyelled, he knew hiswarning had cometoo late. Doc aready had drank.

Ham spun. He, too, recalled the meta drinking cup. He recdled the man who had been on the yacht the
night before. He knew what had happened.

"Drinking weater poisoned!” heyelled.
Doc Savage was standing near the water cooler, one hand lifted to hisface.

A haf sob came from Monk. The engineer, he knew, had fallen dead dmost as soon as he had drank the
poisoned water. Doc was still on hisfeet, but that could only mean that the bronze man’ sresistance
powers were harder to overcome.

Ham cried out in amazement.

Doc’ s head had lifted; with steps that were dmost steady, he walked to a medicine cabinet, took out a
smdl vid and drank. Slowly his cheeks resumed their norma bronze hue.

"You areright, Ham," he said calmly, "it was poison. But Singleton would not have died if he hed
followed orders.”

"W-what do you mean?' Monk demanded.

"| told him—as you two were told—to use nothing but these paper cupsto drink from," the bronze man
went on.



"The paper cupsare lined with an oily compound, an antidote for any alkaine poison, and dkainesare
usually used in cases of thiskind because they are readily soluble in water.

"Thereis enough antidote in any of these cupsto prevent afatdity. Thenit is easy enough to take more
and bring recovery.”

"I remember now,” Ham said. "When Singleton came aboard, he was complaining about those paper
cups. Said they had an oily taste and didn’t give aman a decent think."

Doc went to the cabinet and took out atest tube. Into it, he poured afew drops of some chemica. Then
hefilled the test tube from the water cooler and held it to the light.

"Andkdine, dl right," hesaid. "One of the most swiftly acting ones. We can neutraize it without trouble,
and our water supply will befit to drink.”

"I think I'll stick to the paper cups anyway,” Ham grinned.

A clucking noise behind them interrupted the conversation. In the doorway stood Chemistry. Always
trying to mimic his human companions, he was showing off in his anthropoid fashion.

In one hand was the dead engineer’ sdrinking cup. It wastwo thirdsfull of water. Still smirking proudly,
heraseditto hislips.

With aroar of surprise, Monk legped at the tailless gpe. One of his hairy forearms smote another hairy
forearm as he knocked the cup from the ape’' s grasp. He shoved Chemistry aside and kicked the cup
through the door.

Astonished and enraged, Chemistry bounded up and down, just as Monk did when hewas angry. The
gpe jabbered in indignation and made menacing gestures toward Monk. Ham stepped into the breach
and camed his pet.

"For oncein your life, you hairy baboon, you' ve done something vauable!" the dapper lawyer shouted at
Monk.

The homely chemist instantly recovered his gplomb.
"Don’'t know why | did it!" he said savagely. "Must have been crazy to save that fool gpe!™
"Y our anthropoid ancestors would never have forgiven you if you hadn’t,” Ham retorted.

Doc left hisaids quarrdling. He went to thefilling cap of the fresh water tank, unscrewed it and poured in
achemica mixture that would neutralize the poison. Then he went to hislaboratory.

The laboratory was ultrasmodern. It contained many strange chemicals, and many were needed for the
tests Doc was making. He prepared athin, colorlessliquid and subjected it to terrific hedt.

The work was dow and difficult, but the bronze man was patient. He would soon be at gripswith Greens
Gordon and his mysterious companion in crime, and he would need to be prepared.

HAD Doc been able to see the scene on Green Gordon' s luxurious yacht, he would have known peril
was not far off. The yacht had neared one of the many small idandsthat dot the outer fringes of the
Caribbean Sea. Now it had dowed, and its anchor went down.



Men worked swiftly, unloading suppliesinto asmall boat; then they rowed to theidand.
Greens Gordon' s face wasworried. "Y ou' re sure they’ re close on our trail ?!

"We intercepted awireless message not an hour ago asking for weather conditions,” his companion said
camly, blank face emotionless. "That should be enough to indicate even to you that every trap so far has
failed and that they probably are near.”

"But how—" began the racketeer.

"l don’t know," the scar-faced man said coldly. "I am sure | don’t know how they could keep so well on
our trail. We are off theregular course. But perhaps you were right in the first place; perhapsthis Doc
Savageisa superman. Certainly, he seems able to get out of any trap you prepare for him." He laughed
mirthlesdy. "Hewon't get out of thisone!™

Greens Gordon' sface set stubbornly. "Y ou criticize the traps | set, yet now you' re planning onethat’s
sample, onethat even | could avoid.”

"You!" the scar-faced man sneered. "Of course, you could! But I'm setting thistrap for adifferent kind of
man. Doc Savage would never go by adeserted and waterlessidand and leave awoman on it to die of
thirst. The very fact that thistrap is Smple showsiits genius—my genius.”

The racketeer gulped, Started to exclaim angrily, then changed hismind. "Perhapsyou'reright,” he
admitted after atime. "It beginsto sound good. They’ll stop; one or more of them will land, and then—"

"And then you'll seejust how well thistrap workds!" the other rasped savagely.

Greens Gordon rasped an order. Severd men appeared. With them was Virginia Jettmore. Her face was
set and pale.

Without aword, shewasforced into aboat. The others crowded in after her and rowed to shore where
men were busy working.

The scar-faced man’ s face became more pleasant. Theidand couldn’t have been better for his purpose.
He watched the men complete their work, then went with them asthey returned to the yacht.

A few minuteslater and the vessel was under way again. But back on the beach was Virginia Jettmore,
her eyes bleak. She knew atrap had been set for Doc Savage, but not even she knew just what that trap
was.

ON the deck of the Seven Seas Doc Savage was checking the queer compass. Then he nodded,
sidfied.

"We are gaining much more rapidly than | had hoped,” he said quietly. "Action will probably start soon.”
It was late in the afternoon, but not yet quite dusk. A small idand appeared off to starboard.

"Funny,” Monk rumbled. "Wonder why they swung thisfar south, and so closeto theidand?’

"From the looks of the compass, they must be right on the other side of that idand,” Ham put in.

Doc nodded. He had noted that fact, dso. The bronze man lifted apair of binoculars and scanned the
idand. Suddenly he gtiffened, laid down the glasses and changed the course dightly.



"What' sthe matter?* Monk rumbled.

"Look a theidand,” Doc replied quietly.

A low exclamation came from the hairy chemigt. "Virginia Jettmore!" he exclamed.
"Exactly," Doc agreed. "Tied to atree.”

"A trgp," Ham put in hadtily.

"Undoubtedly,” the bronze man nodded.

"Then what—" Monk Started.

"What can we do?' Doc asked. "We don't know that sheisapart of the gang. It could be that she was
marooned here and |eft to die. It is much more probable, of course, that sheis being used to force usto
stop. In any case, we can do nothing but halt and pick her up.”

Ham nodded somberly. He, too, had been impressed by Virginia Jettmore, but he had known cases
before where girls had been members of gangs, and he redlized aswell asthe othersthat they probably
would be running into peril if they stopped.

But there was no hesitation on the part of any of the three. Doc swung the yacht close to theidand. The
motors stopped. An anchor dropped.

They were close enough now so that they could see all details of the scene. They could even see Virginia
Jettmore sfeatures plainly. Her face appeared stained.

"It dl looks innocent enough,” Monk rumbled.

"But undoubtedly is't,” the dapper lawyer said. "True, theidand issmdll. It has only afew treesthat
could be used for concealment, but | don't likeit."

"One of usmugt stay on the boat,” Doc said quietly.

"Let this shyster and me go,” Monk put in swiftly. "I think it’satrap, too, but there’ s nothing we can see.
If thereisn't any trap, we can get the girl al right. If thereisone, it isbest that you be out of it, so you can
rescue us.”

Doc considered swiftly. Monk’ s words were true enough, but the bronze man never asked othersto go
where hewouldn't go himsdlf.

"I’ll go," he decided. "Y ou and Ham stay here. Keep your weapons ready. Y ou can cover me with your
fireif anything heppens.”

Ham'’ s mouth opened, then closed. He knew argument was futile.

Swiftly, asmadl boat was swung overside. Doc dropped into it. It was only the work of secondsto reach
shore. Moving lithely, the bronze man moved across the sand.

Without warning, hisfooting went out from under him. Both feet were gripped asif with quicksand. He
fell face downward. His eyes, ears and mouth were filled with athick, choking substance that made it
impossible to see or breathe.



THE trap had been cleverly concedled. A shalow, wide trench had been dug a ong the entire length of
the short beach. Into this had been poured athin mixture of cement. Sand had then been scattered across
the top and smoothed out.

The cement had thickened in an hour until it was amost like heavy tar. Doc’ s feet had been caught firmly,
and ashe' d falen, his entire body had become caked.

Monk and Ham had been ordered to remain with the yacht. Under ordinary circumstances, they would
have done so. Had there been an attack with guns, they would have known whét to do.

But thiswas different.
Startled yells came from their throats. They saw how firmly the bronze man seemed imbedded.
Without hesitation, they dropped their weapons and leaped into the water, to swim swiftly toward shore.

Doc Savage relaxed ingtantly after he fell. Giant muscles swelled in his corded arms, ahand came free.
But the cement was hardening. Only the fact that his skin was oiled enabled him to struggle to hisfeet.

A quick flash of one hand freed his eyes and mouth. He turned toward the yacht.
"Go back!" he shouted.

Monk came up from under the water like abig whale.

"What?" he gasped.

Br-r-r-r-r!

A hail of bulletsripped through the air from a submachine gun, to spray the water back of Monk and
Ham.

A skinny figure reared up from behind atree.

"Just comeon in, youse guys, I'mwaitin’ for yuh!" he rapped.

Ham dived, twisted under the water and attempted to go back to the Seven Seas.

The distance was too great. When he came up, bullets were clipping the water on al sdes of him.
"I’m not shooatin’ to kill now!" Gats ragped angrily. "But come on back, or | will!"

"Comeonin, Ham," Doc Savage said quietly. The bronze man would have taken the gamble himsdf, but
he knew Ham could not make it, that the dapper lawyer would be riddled if hetried to regain the yacht.

Monk lumbered up to Doc’sside.

"I’'m sorry, Doc," he moaned. "I should have stayed therel™

DOC SAVAGE sad nothing. Had hisinstructions been obeyed, they would not have been trapped.
They hadn’t been, but he did not criticize,

Other armed men were appearing from behind trees now. Doc and his aids were wegponless. They were
forced to stand motionless as ropes tied them securely. Only Doc' s fingers worked briefly before those



ropes were put on.
"Why didn’t you shout awarning?* Monk cried angrily & the girl.
Virginia Jettmore said nothing. Flesh-colored tape had been pasted over her lips. She couldn’t cry out

"She'sgoin’ away," Gatsgrinned evilly. "But you guysan’t." He motioned with his head toward the
cement. "You'regoin’ tuh stay right here.”

Chapter XV. THE BATTLE ABOARD THE YACHT

CAUTIOUSLY, Gats and the other gunmen skirted the trap of hardening cement. One untied Virginia
Jettmore and brought her to the beach. The girl’ s eyes were pleading.

Then Gatsturned to his helpless captives.
"Step back," he ordered. His Tommy gun waved suggestively. There was nothing to do but obey.

Silently, Doc stepped back into the cement. Ham and Monk ranged on either side of him. They sank
dowly, the cement clamping like iron over the shoes and ankles. Their hands weretied behind them.

"Thisisgood!" Gats rasped. "I’ ve shot down lots of guys, but never guysthat didn’t even have achance
to run. Y ou guyswon't even have that.”

Doc Savage s gold-flecked eyes sparkled dightly, but he said no word.
Gats slipsdrew back in asavage snarl; helifted his submachine gun.
"Hey, wait!" one of his companions cried. "Greens said no shootin’ ‘til he got back!"

Gats glanced at the sea. Dimly, in the dusk, Greens Gordon' s boat could be seen returning, but it still was
far ahead.

"It'll be an hour before it getshere," thelittle gunman complained. "I’ m not going to wait here on the
beach that long."

"Then let’sdon’t,” the other proposed eagerly. "These birds can't fly," and he laughed. "Why don’'t we
go to their boat and see what thereisto drink? That' Il help passthetime.”

Gats hesitated for amoment, then grinned broadly. "Why not?" he seconded. "Wewon’'t even haveto
come back here. | can plug them just aswell from the yacht as on the shore."

Swiftly, the gunmen pushed the girl into the boat Doc had rowed ashore and pulled toward the Seven
Seas.

Behind them three figures stood swaying, feet tight in the grip of hardened cement.

GORDON'’ Syacht used its searchlight asit approached. Firdt it played over the Seven Seas, outlining
Gats and his companions. Then it swept over the beach, and over the three figures who dumped
degjectedly there.

"Seems to be some animal s there with them," a flat-voiced man said at one shoulder of Greens Gordon.



The racketeer grunted. "They aways take a pig and an ape with them. Gats probably tossed them
overboard and made them swim to join their masters.”

The flat-voiced man chuckled.
"Y our plan was agood one," Greens Gordon conceded.

"Of course," hiscompanion gloated. "It was asimpletrick, and nothing new, | know. But | was going on
psychology. No matter which one of the three went ashore and got caught in it, the others were sure to
follow; then we had them. They could have been shot down there, but | wanted to see them die mysdlf.”

Gordon nodded, and ordered atender lowered. They put out for the Seven Seas.
"What about Doc Savage s ship?' Gordon asked. "Shal we sink it, after thekilling isover?”

His companion cons dered amoment, then gave judgment. "No. It may have equipment we want. We'll
takeit dong.”

Gats was pacing the deck impatiently, Tommy gun under one arm. He and his companions had been
disappointed. They had found no liquor.

"Ready to see me shoot, boss?' he asked.

Greens Gordon shuddered, then nodded. Doc Savage was caught at last, was soon to die, but he'd fed
better when it was dl over.

"Get to shore and turn loose," he ordered.

Gats shrugged. "That ain’'t necessary, boss." He called one of hiscompanions. A searchlight swung on
the beach, focused on three swaying figures. A tailless monkey and a queer-gppearing pig raced for the
trees.

Gatslifted the Tommy gun dmost lovingly and pressed the trigger.
B-r-r-r-r-r-r!

The three swaying figures seemed to sag lower aslead played over them—Iead that sprayed from top to
bottom.

"0O. K., boss. They'redone," Gats said emotionlesdy.

Greens Gordon shook himsdlf dightly. The scar-faced man smiled.

"Get the girl. W€l go back to your yacht," he said. "We Il send acrew for this one, then go on."
Not long afterward there was ajangling of bellsin the engine rooms of both vessels.

Africawas the destination, and death the project. And behind, on the dmost barren idand, cement held
fast three swaying figures.

THE sailor on the bow look-out of Greens Gordon’ s yacht had never been to Africa. But he had read
about it, and he was an imaginative fellow.

He knew that the jungles of that dark continent teemed with fearsome beasts. He knew there were



gorillastwice as big as aman, with chests like hogsheads and arms like tree trunks. He was staring into
the face of the rising moon as he thought of al theterriblethingsin thejungle.

Hewas thinking of them when he fet ahairy hand touch his neck. It became ared, but horrible
nightmare when he whirled around. He found himself staring into agrinning, anthropoid face.

The sailor screamed, but he didn’t make any noise. It was stopped in histhroat by asinuous, black hand.
He was hearing the thing make a soft clucking and barking as he lost consciousness.

The hedmsman on the bridge wasn't thinking about Africawhen he glanced toward the sailor on the
fo'c'slehead inthe haf light of the moon. Then he thought about alot of things he had donein hislife
that he shouldn’t have done. He till didn’t believe what he was seeing, but his eyes popped dmost out of
his heed.

Gorillas don’t swim to the middle of the ocean, he knew. 1t must be the moon. He stepped closer to the
edge of the bridge and stared intently.

A cry died on hislips. It died there because there was no way for his breath to get beyond the hairy hand
that gripped histhroat. He fell, unconscious, to the bridge deck.

Asthe hdmsman fell, adapper, though somewhat dripping figure, stepped out of the shadows and took
the whedl. The smian-appearing battler grunted in approva and went soft footedly down the stepsto the
main deck.

Heworked aft cautioudy. As he approached the after companionway, he amost ran into aburly assistant
engineer emerging from below decks.

The engineer was a huge fellow and no coward. He had aways been well ableto take care of himsdlf. In
Singapore, he had once killed aman with hisfists. There was an dectric light bulb in the companionway
and he could see his assailant was not agorilla, but aman, evenif hedid look likeagorilla

Hairy hands seized the engineer. One hand went to histhroat immediately to prevent an outcry. The
engineer probably would not have cried out. He dways had been aslent fighter, but the smian fellow
gave him an advantage by using one hand to take care that there would be no noise.

The engineer used both fists to pound the face and midriff of his hairy opponent. But the one free hand of
the ape-appearing fighter was as strong as both hands of the burly engineer. The engineer tried to kick.
He aimed a heavy shoe a the shins of his captor.

There was a squedl. Sharp teeth bit into the engineer’ sleg. He could have cried out then, if he had been
ableto cry out. A glance from the corner of hiseyetold him it was apig that had bitten him.

That was incredible. What was arazorback pig doing on Greens Gordon’ s yacht? Then the sailor lost
consciousness. Later, the last thing he could remember was that he had thought he was going mad.

BUT other mysterious things were going on aboard the Gordon yacht. In the dimly lighted
companionway that ran the length of the ship, adark figure crept. It was abig and strong figure. 1t would
have been unmistakable to any one who had seen it before. It was Doc Savage.

Doc should have been back on the smal idand, riddled with lead. Not even bulletproof underwear would
have been protection againgt the lead that had rained about his head aswell as his body.



But no bullets had struck either the bronze man or hisaids.

With the coming of darkness, Doc had worked swiftly. It had been an easy matter to dip off the ropes
that bound his hands. Getting out of the cement had not been so easy, but it had been done.

The trap was not deep, but even six inches of hardened cement would be enough to hold an ordinary
man. Doc’ s feet, however, had been trained as thoroughly as his hands, and were dmost aslimber. And
where his shoes did not protect hisflesh, his pantsleg did.

The bronze man had smply compressed hisfeet, and drawn them, one by one, through ahole no larger
than hisankle. Only hislifetime of training enabled him to do the fegt, and even his muscles were strained.

Oncefree, hisskill had loosened Monk and Ham. Taking a piece of meta from the belt about hiswaist,
he had spun it between his handslike adrill. The cement, athough hard, was till not baked. 1t had
chipped. Hisaids had come free.

Then, doffing their outer clothing, they had rigged dummiesto stand Swaying over the concrete. The
bullets from Gats s machine gun had riddled only those dummies.

Just asthe two ships had gotten underway, Doc, Monk and Ham, redonning their riddled clothing, had
taken Chemistry and Habeas Corpus and swam to Gordon’ s yacht.

Now the bronze man crept forward softly. VVoices could be heard, one boisterous, the other dead and
flat.

"Now that we' ve gonethisfar, and Doc Savageis out of the way, why not tell mewhat it iswe re after?
Tdl mewhat the skeleton desth is?' Gordon was yeling.

"WEe re after amillion dollars—as agtarter, then unlimited millions. Nothing can stand before the Skeleton
death,” theflat voice replied.

"But what isthe secret? What isthe skeleton deasth?' Gordon kept yelling.

"Quiet!" snapped theflat voice. "l am tired of your bickering. Do you doubt me? Do you wish to seethe
skeleton desth work again?' The voice dropped, became low and brittle. "Do you wish to have metry it
onyou?'

"No! No!" Gordon' svoice was ahorrified scream.

DOC heditated, then moved slently on. Gordon and his unknown friend could be reached later. There
was something else that had to be taken care of fird.

At each cabin, he stopped and listened. From some came the heavy breathing of men off watch and
deeping. Otherswere dslent.

Findly, Doc stopped beside the door of what seemed to be asmall cabin. Helistened intently, then
smiled. His keen ears, even through a ship’ s door, could detect the difference between the breathing of a
man and that of awoman.

The man of bronze rapped gently on the pandl. There was no response. He' d expected none. Hetook a
fine piece of wirefrom his pocket and inserted it in thelock. All the doors of Gordon' syacht were
equipped with high-grade spring locks, yet it took the bronze man but afew seconds to throw the



tumblers.

Her hands lashed behind her, Virginia Jettmore lay on abunk. Her tense, pale face was turned toward
Doc; her black hair hung in damp ringlets about her high, well-formed forehead. The girls eyeslighted
amazingly; she started to spesk.

Doc motioned her to silence, strode catlike across the cabin and severed her bonds.
"I had hoped to find you unharmed,” the bronze man said, low-voiced.

"They forced meto lead you into the trap at the Idand,” the girl breathed. "1’ m so happy you escaped.
When they got me at your office, | spilled things from my purse so asto write you anote. Did you get it?
Isthat why you' re heah?"

Doc nodded. "And Spotfield?"

Virginia Jettmore shivered; terror returned to her dark eyes. "He—he darted into the next room!™ she half
sobbed. "I—I heard ayell—and he didn’t come out again!™

The bronze man didn’t tell her about the huddled pile of bones that had bean found in the inner office. He
knew her imagination had filled in that gap.

Instead, he took her by one arm and started toward the companionway .

Voiceswere suddenly raised high above decks. Heavy bodies fell with resounding crashes. Monk’s
high-pitched voice bellowed inthear.

Monk, Ham, Habeas Corpus and Chemistry had been discovered.

Doc pushed the girl back into the stateroom. " Stay herel” he ordered crisply. " Something has gone
wrong. | will be back as soon as possible.”

With long strides the bronze man ran aft, mounted the stern companionway. He started toward the
bridge, only to halt suddenly as he noticed adim figure by the plane which rested on the catapult. The
tarpaulin had been torn from the open cockpit.

Instantly, Doc turned in that direction. Three sailors came tearing around the corner of the deck house,
bore down upon him.

Doc crouched, sent hisleft fist out in asmal arc. Theforemost sailor tumbled to the deck, hishead
griking astanchion.

The other two became more wary. One drew a sheath knife and held it in the palm of one hand. He drew
the arm back, and Doc feinted. The knife whizzed through the air—but struck nothing. The bronze man
had dropped. The knife blade broke in two parts against a steel bulkhead behind him.

The two sailors legped, but they landed on an empty space of hardwood deck. Doc had rolled faster
than the eye could follow, had leaped to his feet and bounded forward.

One of the sailors grabbed abelaying pin. Perhaps he could have made use of it. It isdifficult to tell. But
something el se occurred then that took his mind off what he was doing.

From acrackling start, an airplane motor burst into aroar. There was awhoom! as the catapult shot the
open cockpit monoplaneinto the air.



The sailors turned to look asthe plane dipped and dropped dangeroudly near the tossing waves before
risng. Then it drummed steadily upward. It headed toward Africa.

DOC looked only long enough to ascertain what had happened. The sailors were still spellbound. They
went from that sate into one of unconsci ousness.

Four sailors were battling Monk and Ham when Doc got to the bridge. They ceased battling. It wasn't
panful for the sailors. They didn’t even know what hit them until they regained consciousness | ater.

"Takethe whed, Ham," Doc rapped swiftly. "We ve got to get away from here before that gang on the
Seven Seas finds out what' s happened.”

The dapper lawyer leaped to obey. Monk turned to one ladder leading down from the bridge, Doc took
the other.

A sailor wastrying to come up one side. Greens Gordon was trying to come up the other. Neither met
with any success.

"WEe re going to makeit," Monk rumbled.
"Ahoy!" cameahall. A bright searchlight swept the Gordon yacht, lighted up the scene on the bridge.
The Seven Seas, manned by Gordon’s men, had crept up, was dongside.

"Put up your hands, Savage!" yeled the gangster in charge of the Seven Seas. "Release Gordon and let
him give us orders, or we' |l blast you off that bridge with your own wegpong!”

"Tdl ‘emwhereto go, Doc!" growled the hairy chemist.
"Exactly,” Ham grumbled. "The missng link showssgnsof intelligence.”

Doc released Gordon, threw his hands up. Monk and Ham flushed. They knew why he' d done that. Doc
would take any chance himsdf, but in this case he knew one of hisaids might lose hislifeif hedidn’t
surrender.

Greens Gordon appeared nervous. He was bewildered. The departure of the plane had been a surprise
to him aswell asto every one dse, asgreat asurprise even, asfinding Doc still dive, but he barked
severd orders.

Doc, Monk and Ham were bound quickly. Chemistry, the redoubtable ape, lay on the deck, lashed
hands and feet. Even Habeas had this four diminutive hoofs tied stoutly with rope. Once more Doc and
his men were helpless captives.

Gordon yelled through a megaphone and the Seven Seas dropped astern.

Through the moonlit night came the fading drone of an airplane motor. It came from the direction of
Africa, where lay Genlee and the land of fear.

Chapter XVI. DESTINATION—GENLEE

WHITE plumes of spray broke over the bow of Greens Gordon’ s yacht. The vessal hesitated, then



moved ahead. Gordon himself was hesitating.

His mysterious companion was gone—gone in the night without any explanation. The racketeer’ sface
grew hard. It seemed that he had been double-crossed.

A dight frown crossed his heavy face as he glanced at the figurestied securely on the bridge. His
co-plotter certainly had left himin afix. Hedidn't like the sight of Doc Savage, eventied up. Doc Savage
had been tied up before—and had escaped.

Thesmall, wizened figure of Gatssidied up to him.

"Bump ‘em off, boss" he gritted. "We ve had enough trouble with these guyd™

Gordon’s brow lowered; he paced restlessly. "I’ ve been played for asucker, Gats!" he snarled.
The little gunman looked surprised, yanked his gun from apocket. "Shdl | giveitto ‘em?

Gordon’s hand fell on Gats swrist. "Wait! It was the other guy who double-crossed me—the skeleton
desth guy!"

Gats garted. "Then—"

"It means," Gordon rasped vicioudly, "that we' releft out in the cold! We don't even know where Genlee
is. We don't dare go back to the city right now. The heat ison for usthere. We pulled that guy’s
chestnuts outta the fire for him—and he' sleft uswith the chestnuts!" The racketeer gestured toward the
bound figures of Doc and hisaids.

"You'renot goin' tuh let him get away with it, boss?' Gats stones were horrified.

Greens Gordon paced restlessly back and forth. Hisjaw set. Y ou can't get to be a boss racketeer
without some nerve, some decision.

"Bring up the girl," he ordered.

"But what—" Gats Sarted.

Gordon swung, glared at the little gunman. Gats gulped, ducked below.

The racketeer walked over to Doc, glared down at him.

"You're helpless, Savage. Y ou redizethat, | hope?'

Doc looked up calmly, said nothing.

"Damn you!” Gordon roared, with sudden savagery. "Can't anything get under your skin?"
"Nope," Monk replied for the bronze man. "Nothing can." Ham chuckled.

The racketeer’ s manner changed, became aily. "I can’t gain anything by fighting you, Savage. I’ ve found
that out. Let’smakeabargain. I'll turn you loose, put you back on your own ship—if you' Il promise me
youwon't follow me, or try to get even with melater for anything | may have doneto you."

"We never bargain with criminds," Doc said coldly.

Gordon swore, turned on hished. "Have it that way then, mug! And lay there and watch something
pretty!"



Gats struggled up to the bridge, dragging Virginia Jettmore behind him.

"Leave her here!" Gordon snarled. "Go down to the engine room and get awhite-hot poker. I’ m tired of
fooling around. Thisgirl isgoing to talk—if | haveto burn the words out of her!"

DOC' S mouth became atight line; his gold-flecked eyes flashed. Monk growled fiercely. Ham' sface
became a mask of suppressed fury.

Thethree werelying dmost under the bright light on the bridge. Any mation they might make could be
seen plainly. Habeas and Chemistry were further &ft, in the dark.

Virginia Jettmore' s face was pae but determined. She glanced at Doc asif for directions. He gave no
sign. Sheturned back toward Gordon, stared coldly into hisface.

"What questions do you want to ask?' she said camly.
Gordon dropped hisair of viciousness, donned his veneer of culture, swaggered forward.

"It svery ample,” hesaid. "All you haveto do isto tel me how to get to Genlee—and what is there after
you arive"

"I'll tell you nothing." Virginia Jettmore' s mouth st firmly.
Without change of expression, Gordon walked forward, moved asif to dap her acrossthe cheek.
There was aroar of rage from Monk.

"I would not do that, Gordon." Doc' s voice was quiet, but there was an undercurrent in it that sent a
shiver through Gordon’ s heavy frame.

"Y ou wouldn't, en?' Gordon’ swrath turned on Doc. Gats came up the ladder, holding awhite-hot poker
in one hand. Gordon grabbed it, swooped close to Doc, held the point directly over the gold-flecked

eyes.

"Now, Miss Jettmore, talk! If you don't, this bronze devil loseshiseyed”

Thegirl gasped. Where she had shown no fear for hersdlf, anxiety was plainly visiblein her face for Doc.
"I'll tak!" she hdf cried.

The bronze skin of Doc Savage' s face reflected the heat of the metal. Not amuscle of hisface moved,
athough the point of the poker was so close it dmost blistered his skin.

Gordon raised the poker dightly and haf turned to face the girl. "Then talk!" he rasped.

All attention was on Doc. None saw Ham roll quietly backward into the shadows close to Chemistry.
The girl was spesking rapidly, giving directions so that it would be easy to find the town of Genlee.
"And the secret, what isthat?* Gordon roared. "What' s there that’ sworth amillion dollars?"

"|—I don’t know—" the girl started to say.

The racketeer moved, asif again to point the white-hot end of the poker at Doc' s eyes.



There was a sudden squealing. Gordon dropped the poker, narrowly missing Doc, jumped back.

Habeas Corpus, loose and furious, had hurled his perky bulk on the gangster, had fastened his teeth
firmly in one of Gordon’slegs.

GORDON sworefiercely, danced about in a desperate effort to free himself. Gats yanked hisgun, tried
to get an opening to fire.

"I'll fix thet pig!" he roared.

A figureclad in asailor’ s uniform legped from the shadows. "I’ ll take the pig!" he shouted. "WEe Il have
roast pork to-morrow!"

"No, you won't!" roared Monk’ svoice.
"WE Il roast him on aspit!" the sailor-clad figure' svoice replied.
"Why, you—" Monk’ s voice choked off in angry indignation. He' d recognized the voice of the sailor.

Doc Savagelay slent. His nimble fingers had long since untied his bonds; his gold-flecked eyes had seen
Chemidtry likewise work free.

The bronze man had signaled Ham, who had rolled back close to the ape. Ham had soon been freed.
Then Monk had rolled back. His bonds, too, had been loosened by the rope-wise ape.

Doc spoke quickly in guttural Mayan, alanguage few understood, but which was known both to Monk
and Ham.

The sailor had grabbed Habeas, had lesped back in the shadows. Gats still had hisgun in his hand, eyes
Sartled.

"Get him!" Gordon screamed, and pointed to Doc.
Hewastoo late. Three strong figures had hurled themselves forward.

Gats didn’'t even have achanceto fire, so quickly did the bronze man shoot up from the deck, nail his
gun wrist. For the second timein his career, the little gunman went limp under Doc’ sfingers.

Ham, who had overcome one sailor and donned his uniform, legped at a second opponent. Monk’ s hairy
armstwisted around the helmsman.

Gordon had long since given the job of killing to others, but he ill carried agun. Hetried to get that gun
out now. His effort was wasted. One of Doc’s huge, corded fists crashed up, amost knocked the
racketeer’ s head from his body.

The attack had been staged with such speed that not awarning cry had been raised.
"So you wouldn't let Gats plug Habeas!" Monk jeered, grinning from ear to ear.

Ham looked flustered. "Wdll, you saved Chemisiry once," he said in lame explanation. Then he blustered:
"But just the same | am going to roast that pig some day!

Monk chuckled happily.



Doc |eft the others on the bridge, sped quickly through the ship. Every sailor not needed for immediate
duty felt strong, quick fingerstouch nerve centersin the neck.

They sghed, sank down, and were sillent. In afew hours they would recover, none the worse for wear.

Ham took the whedl. Doc rubbed the back of Gordon’s neck. The racketeer’ s eyes opened. His
subconscious brain done was working; he was under the influence of Doc’ sweirdly powerful eyes. Doc
asked no vocal questions; his eyes done spoke, and the gangster answered.

"I don’t know," came Gordon' s plaintive voice. "I never realy saw the man. One day helooked like one
man. Another day another. But he came to me with references from friends of minethat | couldn’t doubt.
He was vouched for as one of the most clever and dangerous criminasin the world.”

He paused, then went on: "He has the skeleton degth. | never had it. He' s after Caleb Jettmore. When he
getsto Jettmore, gets the secret heis after, Jettmore will become a skeleton; then he’ sgoing to take the
girl, and—"

Doc rose. "Quick!" he snapped. "Signd the Seven Seas to come dongside. We have no timeto lose!”

MONK sgnded with aflashlight. The Seven Seas put on speed and came up beside Gordon’ s yacht.
Doc pulled Gordon to his feet and directed him to spesk.

"We re coming aboard!" Gordon roared. "Doc Savage and me' sfixed up aded! Stand by to help usto
the deck!"

A minute more and Doc was helping Virginia Jettmore into the tender. Monk and Ham dropped down,
the hairy chemist carrying Habeas. Chemidtry, with arolling, sea-going gait, clambered down arope.

Those aboard the Seven Seas suspected nothing until they saw that Gordon had not come aboard. Then
it wastoo late. Doc and his aids had no time to waste. They wasted none. Gordon’s men never had a
chance.

In possession again of Doc' s yacht, the three moved swiftly. The after part of the vessdl looked like an
ordinary cabin. It was not. Doc touched a button and the entire superstructure split in two.

Neatly cradled therelay the fusdlage of agiant, tri-motored plane. Besideit lay thewings. A mast bent
over and became a crane. Quickly, grapples were attached and the fuselage of a plane, an amphibian,
was hauled into the air.

The three men worked with rapid precision. The giant wings were attached. Then the girl, Habeas and
Chemistry boarded the ship, and it was lowered into the sea.

Doc and hisaids did down ropes; the motors of the plane sputtered and caught. It was well they did so.
The seas were beginning to run higher. Only automatic fenders kept the amphibian from crashing into the
sde of theyacht.

These fenders were cut loose. Doc warmed up the motors and gave the ship the gun.

Few fliers had more hoursin the air than Doc Savage. Weeks and months of intensve sudy of
aérodynamics had furnished him with an ability asapilot little short of magical. Navigation came essy for
him.



He needed dl his kill now. The plane was heavily |oaded with fuel; the seaswere high. At just the
proper moment on the crest of along swell, Doc pulled back on the stick.

The planelifted, sank to hit awave with crushing force, nosed down to what seemed certain disadter,
then lifted, dowly & first, then morerapidly.

"Boy, that was close!" breathed Monk.
Virginia Jettmore went forward, sat beside Doc.

"Please," she pleaded. "Y ou heard what that man said. The skeleton deeth is going to get my fathah. Save
him!"

Doc Savage nodded. "WE Il try," he said.

EVEN by air the trip was going to be along one. Doc insisted that the others go to deep in the bunksin
the big cabin of the plane. He stayed at the controls, hour after hour.

At daybreak Monk relieved him, while he took a short nap.
"Will webeintime?' Virginia Jettmore asked as the bronze man roused.
"Of course," Ham assured her.

Doc was grimly silent. He would have liked to comfort her, but he never promised what he couldn’t be
sure of ddivering.

All day, the great amphibian roared through the sky. Dusk fell again. Doc guided the ship with an unerring
hand.

Virginia Jettmore sat as close to him as possible. She couldn’t have explained it, but her heart increased
its beet every time she looked at him.

Virginiadidn't know it, but she was doomed to disappointment. Long ago, Doc had cometo the
conclusion that women could have no placein the dangerouslife he lived.

Darkness envel oped the rolling miles of cactus and sand. Doc made a quick check of the instruments on
the lighted pandl.

"We are not more than an hour away," he said.

Virginia Jettmore' s breath came out in asoft sgh. "Oh, please, pleaselet usbeintime," she breathed.
"Let us save fathah and the town of Genlee.”

Chapter XVII. THE SECRET REVEALED

THE Negro spiritua can be hauntingly beautiful. It can be sung as a soothing release from aday of toil.
But it can be something else. It may be sung to keep ablack man’s mind from the horror of death.

There wasterror in the melody that drifted, dirgdike, from the compound. Asthe black men sang, the
beat of tom-toms and the grinning skulls of death seemed to hover intheair.



Outs de the compound, awhite man hurried up the narrow street. Helooked behind him furtively. He,
too, had the air of fleeing in the path of death. He had no understanding of what he feared. He knew only
that he might suddenly become a skeleton.

He had seen it happen to others.

The man hastened from the vicinity of the compound. His quick feet took him toward the greet colonia
manor that sood magesticaly onthehill.

There were no sgnsto inform avigtor that thiswas Genlee. There had never been aneed for signs. That
was because there were no visitors. Only afew stumbled on it, and they were seldom wanted.

When Caeb Jettmore’ sfather had fled the South during the Civil War as Northern victory had appeared
certain, he had wanted to put everything behind him. So he had. There was no railroad leading to Genlee.
There werefew roads. It was salf-sufficient, self-supporting.

The nervous white man scurried on. Out beyond the scattering of houseslay broad acres of fields. He
scarcely glanced at them. Dusk was coming. Degth often camein the daylight. But in the dark—

The white man shuddered asif acold wind had smote him, but the evening was warm.

Had he been astranger and not haunted by fear of death, he would have given more than apassing
glance to those sprawling acres.

Genlee was like agreat Southern plantation. It had been copied from one of the greatest. But there was
one difference—avery peculiar difference.

There were no rows of white-flowering cotton plants.

There wererows of plants, true. But they were not like cotton. They were strange. They looked like
cactus. That is, they looked as unpleasant as cactus. But there was something sinuoudly graceful about
them. Like rubber plants.

The white man reached the great mansion. He crossed the wide veranda. Stately columns rose from the
veranda s edge to support the wide, overhanging roof. The man went into the great center hall and turned
to the drawing-room on his|left.

A TALL, white-haired man stood there by awindow. His snow-colored hair flowed long; hisface was
gtrong but grim; there were many lines of worry.

The newcomer hesitated before he spoke. He had seen those lines of worry come into that strong face.
He had seen the other set his mouth in grim determination. It had been a determination to defeat the death
threst that hung over them all.

"Migtah Jettmore," he began, "the fidld hands are getting moah nervous dl thetime.”

Cdeb Jettmore turned around. His face was haggard with worry. He glanced at a picture of asmiling,
black-curled girl.

"Deeth may strike heah again, Pennfidd,” he said dowly, "but I’'m moah worried about Virginia, now."

Pennfield shifted uneasily. He had tutored the girl through her formétive years. He was dmost a second
father to her. He had avoided talking about her since she had left. The skeleton death had given Genlee a



respite. But perhapsit had—
Herefused to let hismind think of it.
Caleb Jettmore spoke again; he spoke more to himsdlf rather than to hisold retainer.

"| should have gone to the outsde world," he said, "even though | know nothing of it. But then, &t leat,
I"d know what’ s going on. | don’t rightly know what atrouble-buster is, even. That' swhat Harlan called
thisDoc Savage.”

The old retainer shook his head. "I don’t know, eithah," he offered, "but this Doc Savage must be
wonderful.”

Caleb Jettmore walked again to the window, looked into the sky. He did that often. Spotfield had told
him Doc Savage would come by way of the sky. Caleb shook his head. It seemed hard to redize that
men did fly, even though he had books from the outsde world, had read of such marvelous fedts.

Jettmore straightened suddenly. A faint drone struck his ears—adrone such as he' d never heard before.
At firgt, he thought it was hisimagination. Then the sound grew louder, more definite.

Caleb snapped to attention. His shoulders went back; he straightened to that ramrodlike military bearing
with which he normdly carried himsdif.

"Doc Savage!" he snapped. "It must be he! Get the men out quickly!"

THE sounds of the spiritua stopped. Blacks poured from the compound; the place seethed with feverish
activity. Even the Negroes understood that the name of Doc Savage meant savation for them. Torches
flared; men marched toward agreet cleared field behind the mansion.

Thedrone of the plane became aroar. It circled overhead, its lights showing clearly in the African night.
Black field hands stationed themselves at the four corners of the cleared space. Their torches marked the
landing spot as they spiked them into the earth.

The plane circled twice, then straightened out in along glide. It bounced to astop as Caleb rushed
forward. Torch bearersfollowed him closdly.

Doc Savage had been described to Caleb Jettmore. He expected to see a big man; perhaps he expected
to see asuperman. He cautioned himself that he should not expect too much.

Theflier stepped from the cockpit. He was alone. He was a big man. His broad shoulders indicated
strength, and his bearing showed assurance. Bronze hair was awry on his well-shaped head.

Jettmore strained forward. He was timid before so great a personage from the outside world.
"Welcometo Genlee, Mistah Savage,”" he fatered. "We had hoped you would not fail us."
The bronze man took Jettmore s hand in afirm grip. He did not amile. Hisface was stern.
"Migter Jettmore," he began, "it isdifficult to greet you with bad news, but—"

Caleb Jettmore dropped his head. His eyes sought the ground.

"| feared that," he said, striving to control hisemotions. "Virginiais—"



"Dead," the other clipped. "Itistragic, but it istrue.”
"And Spotfidd?'
"Also dead," said the bronze man. He looked hard at Jettmore.

Lifewent out of Caleb Jettmore. He seemed in adaze. His shoulders drooped, and his eyes were glazed
with defest. He had called the great Doc Savage. His call had been answered. But there was no release
from fear.

"COME to the house," Jettmore said. His voice was lifeless. "We are bowed with great sorrow, but we
must remember that othah lives are threatened.”

Caeb walked with bent head. The bronze man strode behind him. Pennfield, the old retainer, padded in
the rear. He never took his eyes from the broad shouldersin front of him. Such avistor, hetold himself,
had never before cometo Genlee.

Inside the drawing-room of the great house, Caleb Jettmore Sumped into a chair behind adesk. Hiseyes
were dull with misery. The bronze man sat afew feet away. His strong hands were on his knees.
Pennfield, silent, ever watching, took another chair farther out in the room.

The bronze man broke the silence. Y ou have some mighty secret, Mr. Jettmore?' he asked. "It must be
S0, to have caused dl this death and trouble. And I’ m afraid—"

"Yes, yes, you are araid thesh may be moah." Jettmore waved aweary hand; there wasresignationin his
voice. Then he raightened.

"I have been aproud man,” he said, with dow precison. "But now my lifeisovah. I’ ve been an exile
from my country—a country I’ ve nevah seen. The Civil War was difficult for my fathah to forget, Doc
Savage, for he was proud.

"I, too, have been proud. | did not careto return to that country until | had something big to offer. | have
that now. My work is complete; but now | do not care. | will tell you, Doc Savage, | will let you take my
secret back to those United States.”

The big, bronze fingers worked strangedly. Pennfield, fascinated, watched them. Immense, they were, an
even bronzein color. Pennfield' s eyes could not leave them; he watched them twist and lock.

The bronze giant rose, paced restlesdy. "Y ou areright to confide in me, Mr. Jettmore,” the big man said.
"Oncethat secret isin the hands of the United States government, | am sure death will ceaseto follow
you."

"l shdl giveittoyou," the old man said, in calm determination.
The bronze man stopped, hisface tense with interest. "And the secret?’ he asked.

"A plant which horticulturists have been seeking for years,” the old man said proudly. "I have learned how
to combine ahardy cactus plant with the moah delicate rubber plant. | have evolved atree that will
produce rubber in the United States."

Therewas amoment of slence. The bronze man gasped. His eyes showed interest; he spoke quickly.

"Y ou understand what that reglly means, Mr. Jettmore? Y ou understand that such a plant will makethe



United States independent of foreign countries for one of the most vital productsit needs, in both war
and peace?’

Cdeb Jettmore smiled; his shoulders straightened.

"l understand, suh. It iswhat I’ ve been working for. Something that would grow on the grest American
desert, where conditions are dmost the same as here.”

"Such asecret isworth millions," the bronze man was going on, dmost unheeding Jettmore swords. "A
man could get his own price for aformulathat would bring such a plant. Rubberkak. An dmost priceless
discovery. And you have the formulaready. Y ou will permit meto take your greeat gift back to the United
States?'

Jettmore walked toward an ol d-fashioned safe. " The formulais heah. But no one but myself can
understand it asitis. | will explainit to you."

The bronze man’ s hands worked strangely. He haf turned. Pennfield, looking on queerly, opened his
mouth to speak.

There was a sudden, wild shriek.
Jettmore spun, features ashen. The bronze man’s mouth dropped wide.

Where Pennfield had been standing there was now only aghastly, grinning skeleton. Asthey watched,
the bones creaked, crumpled to the floor.

CALEB JETTMORE groaned; hisface worked. He stood asif paralyzed, rooted to the floor.

The bronze man took control. "Quick, outsidel" he ordered. "Perhaps we can catch thevillain!™ He dived
for the door on aquick run. Caeb followed. Dazedly he thought the bronze man looked even bigger and
more powerful than before.

Caleb Jettmore was courageous. He stayed, side by side, with the bronze man as they searched the
grounds. But they found nothing. Silently, they returned to the drawing-room. Perspiration stood out on
Jettmore' s brow.

"Poor old Pennfidd,” he said sadly. "A mogt faithful man. Why did they haveto take him, too?
The bronze man’ s eyes snapped. His answer was terse and to the point.

"Whatever thisterrible power is," he sad, "it wanted to prevent me from getting that formula." He paced
thefloor.

"Theformulafirst,” he decided. "We must get that in safe hands and then track down this murderer. We
will find him, and he will be punished. But now, let us have that valuable formulaand get it to the country
you have readopted.”

Cdebwasdill pale. "When the fild hands find Pennfield has met the skeleton death, there will be plenty
moah trouble. | had best destroy theformula. Itissmple. | can explainit to you in avery few minutes.
Y ou will remember it, | know."

The old man waked again to the window. He looked out into the African night. The plaintivewall of a
Negro spiritual came once more.



Jettmore turned. "I am not ayoung man, Doc Savage. | had hoped my daughter could reap the fame that
will come. | have no such ambition for mysdf. But that isnot to be."

The bronze man moved impatiently, started to speak, then changed hismind.

JETTMORE returned to his desk, dumped into achair. "Heah ismy secret, Doc Savage. | will giveit to
you, then you go back. If Virginiaweredive, I'd go, also. But now—"

He gestured resignedly, began adow, detailed explanation of his secret formula.

So tense was the bronze man, so dazed was Jettmore, that neither noticed anything unusud intheair. A
mosguito can buzz about aroom on asummer night and few will notice its presence until it bites.

So it waswith the plane. When itsfirst gentle droning was audible, neither Jettmore nor his visitor noticed
it. The bronze man wastoo intent upon what the old man was saying and was about to say. Jettmore was
too grief-stricken.

"Those are the prdiminary steps,” Jettmore was continuing. "Now for the vita factor, the one thing that
took me longest to find, and which is absolutely essentid—"

He paused. Theroar of the gpproaching plane had grown until it dmaost drowned out hiswords.
Jettmore’ s head came up, a surprised look on hisface.

But if Jettmore was surprised, the bronze man acted even more s0. He legped from hischair, ran to the
window. He was slent, tense as he watched the plane glide to a perfect three-point landing.

The door of the plane opened. Six figures, plainly visible in the still-burning torches, stepped out.

One of them wastdl, even taler than the bogus bronze man who stood beside Jettmore' sside, hisface
even adarker bronze hue. Another of the sx wasagirl.

A startled exclamation came from Jettmore as he saw her. He whirled on his companion.
"Youlie" he shouted. "Virginiais not dead! She'sheah!™
Hefound himsdlf talking to no one. The bogus bronze man had raced from the room.

Chapter XVIII. AN OFFER

BLACK men crept cautioudy toward Doc' s plane. Their eyesrolled whitely. They had learned that
Pennfield’s skeleton lay in the drawing-room of the big mansion. No spirituas came now from the
darkened compound. They weretoo terrified even to find relief in haunting melody.

Jettmore ran from the house. The dim torchlight showed hiswhite locks flying. He caught sight of the girl,
raced toward her.

"Virginia Virginial" Jettmore s voice was dmost a sob of joy. He wragpped his daughter in close
embrace.

Therewas astrange sllence. The very air seemed filled with peril, with fear—fear exhibited in every
movement of the cowering crowd that stood near the plane, fear that enfolded and engulfed like afog.



Even Chemistry was aware of it. Warm as the night was, the big ape moved closer to Ham, put one hairy
fist on the dapper lawyer’ s arm. Habeas brushed close to Monk’slegs.

Pam trees hung motionlessin the fill, warm air. Their drooping branches gave the gppearance of weird
skeletons.

"|—I wastold you were dead," Jettmore was murmuring. His voice, more than hiswords, told the terrific
gtrain he was under, the terror that held him.

Virginia Jettmore' s eyes became fear-clouded. Once more she was asthe New Y ork customs inspector
had seen her.

"Fathah, thisis Doc Savage," she said.
"Another man told me hewas Doc Savage!"” the old man rapped.

Heturned, surveyed Doc closdly. Sowly hisfigure stiffened, his hand came out. He was proud, but he
knew he stood before a greater, stronger presence. He looked into the gold-flecked eyes of the bronze
man, and doulbt left him.

"l am proud to meet you, suh,” he said formaly. "1 know now | have been harboring an impostor. When |
seeyou, | wondah how | evah could have made that mistake."

Doc smiled dightly, took the proffered hand.

Ham snickered. "First helooked like me; now helookslike Doc." The dapper lawyer turned toward
Monk.

"He couldn’t look like you, you hairy ape! Nobody could do that but Chemistry here.”
Monk sputtered wordlesdly.

Doc took Jettmore' sarm, led him aside. The two talked earnestly.

Jettmore’ swhite head shook in vehement protest at Doc’ s words.

"Itisthe only way," the bronze man said. "Come."

Hisface bewildered, but with ashade of fear gone from hiseyesfor thefirst time in months, Caeb
Jettmore turned to the others.

"Let usgo tothe house" he said.
Monk and Ham glanced at each other in surprise. There was something here they did not understand.

Thegirl said nothing, she was clinging to her father, happily.

THE grim skeleton of Pennfield shouted in sllent warning as the group entered the big mansion. Chemistry
shied from it; even Habeas pretended to ignoreiit.

Monk and Ham were accustomed to danger. They, even as Doc, were hardened to horror. But as they
glanced at that heap of dried bones there was not one who did not fed an ingtinctive crawling of hisflesh.

Jettmore looked at Doc, pleading in his glance. The bronze man shook hishead dightly.



"Wait here" hesad quietly. "I will return soon.”

Heturned, started out. With a squealing grunt, Habeas Corpus lunged toward the door. Chemistry
rumbled, rose up and started to lumber after him.

"Cal them back!" Doc rapped. He stopped, turned, took one last quick look about the room, then was
gone.

"Why—uwhy whereis he going?" Virginia Jettmore gasped.

Monk and Ham said nothing. They knew. The quick, worried glances that passed between them told the
fear they fdlt.

Ham broke the tension. "Wish he' d taken that blasted pig," he growled sarcastically. "He' d make such a
funny-looking skeleton.”

"No funnier than that homely ape of yours would make, you shyster!” Monk bellowed, advancing
menacingly. Chemistry lumbered beside him.

Ham looked from oneto the other.

"No, | guessyou'reright,” he observed. "But if the two of you disappeared at the sametime, we
wouldn’t be ableto tell which waswhich."

Even frightened, Virginia Jettmore was forced to smile. Monk and Chemistry, side by side, did look
amog liketwins.

A frantic knocking on the door interrupted theraillery. A terrified black man, hat in hand, rushed into the
room. He dropped, shaking, before Jettmore.

"Ghogtsiswakin', Mistah Jettmorel" hewailed.
"What do you mean?" Jettmore snapped.
The black man’ s eyesrolled; he undoubtedly wasin the grip of awild, unreasoning terror.

"| saw that Doc Savage leave heah, Mistah Jettmore,” he moaned. "Evahbody know he come heah to
saveour lives. I—I was afraid. | thought if | followed Doc Savage and kept closeto him, I might be safe.

"He—he went to that plane of his. Then he came out and went to that palm grove.”

The black man stopped; hiswhole body shook with fright.

"And then?' prompted Jettmore.

"And—then—I saw it!" the black man walled.

"Saw what?' Jettmore said impatiently.

"Hisghost! Another Doc Savage! It followed him!”

The colored man’ s voice ended with apiercing wail. Then there was only silence—adtricken silence.
All inthe room understood now. Doc Savage had goneto trap thekiller.

And the skeleton death was trailing him! The bogus bronze man, he who held the secret of the skeleton



death, was skulking through the dark pam grove behind Doc Savage with murder in his heart!

VIRGINIA JETTMORE screamed, and fainted.

Jettmore roared. He looked now like the type of man his father had been—a man General Lee had
chosen for one of hischiefs of saff. Fear was erased from hislined festures by cold determination.

"He |l not get Doc Savage unless he gets me, too!" he cried.

Heranto arack onthewall, pulled from it a huge but ancient pistol. He whirled, started for the door.
Monk seized him.

"Doc told usto Say here" the hairy chemist said, not ungently. "Wait, Mr. Jettmore!”

Ham, too, held up arestraining hand. But the dapper lawyer’ s eyes were anxious. The skeleton desth
was following Doc out there in that dark palm grove. He knew Doc never took unnecessary chances, but
deeth had often knocked on the bronze man’ s door.

That door had never opened—so far. But there might come atime.
And death was close to Doc.

Thedim finger nail of anew moon cast avague light into the rolling pam grove. It was only asuggestion
of light, just enough to magnify inggnificant objectsinto hideous shapes. Tal pamsreached up into the
sky like tentacles of desth.

Doc Savage moved so quietly, he scarcely seemed to touch the earth at all. But, Strangely, at widdly
gpaced intervas he turned on a powerful flashlight.

A few hundred yards behind Doc Savage another figure moved. It was aman amost as big as Doc and
he moved with amost the same amount of caution.

The dinking figure halted now and then, let Doc go on. He wastoo far behind to see Doc’ s movements,
but he saw the occasiond glare of the flashlight.

Suddenly Doc Savage stopped; he stepped behind the trunk of ahuge pam tree. A cloud obscured the
wisp of amoon. Nothing could be seen.

A smal package came from Doc Savage' s pocket. There was the faint sound of breathing, then silence.
The cloud drifted on, pale light once more flickered through the big palms.

Doc' s voice boomed loud in the clearing.

"You arethekiller and you are following mel" he said clearly. "If you will give yourself up and stop your
murder, | will not turn you over to thelaw! | offer you this chance now, but the skeleton desth must

stop!"
A jeering laugh filled the grove, amaniacal triumphant peal of murderous mirth.

The paelight of the moon seemed to grow stronger. The figure of Doc Savage showed dimly against the
tree.



Doc’ svoice continued. Hetalked camly, logically, without anger. Doc’ s offer did not mean the man
would go free. It meant only he would go to that hospita in up-State New Y ork where skilled surgeons
would fit him for anew and crimeesslife.

Doc’ svoicewasinterrupted. There came adull pop and the figure of the bronze man vanished. Once
more that harsh, maniaca laughter rang out.

"Y ou're smart, Savage, but not smart enough!™ he grated. "I suspected you inflated abaloonin the
likeness of your figure. And every one knows you are aventriloquist. But it didn’t work. | punctured your
baloon."

Laughter, wild and unrestrained, filled the air.

"YOU areasmart man," Doc Savage said. His voice came from an entirely different section of the
grove—a section astoundingly close to wherethekiller stood.

Thelaughter choked off, feet trod heavily asthe big man ran suddenly.

"Oh, no, Doc Savage,” camethekiller’ svoice. "l cannot see you, but you cannot see me. And | know
you do not murder." The voice dropped, became deadly. "But | do! And sooner or later | will really see
you! And when | do—"

Figuresflitted back and forth in the dark grove. It might have been agame. It was, inaway. A game of
desth!

Thekiller' s nerves apparently weakened. He called out. Doc stopped.
"Let ustalk, Doc Savage," sad thekiller.
"Areyou ready to consder my offer?’

"No, but | have an offer of my own to make. If you will get the secret of rubberkak for me, you and | can
havemillions™

"Andif | refuse?' Doc' s voice was clipped and hard.
"If you refuse, you and every onein Genlee will die—will die the Skeleton death!™
"I make no promises, but | will talk to you." Doc' stoneswere hard. "l will show you wherel am.”

Theflashlight glowed again in the night. It showed the big form of Doc Savage, his bronze face, bronze
hair and corded hands as clearly asif it had been daylight.

A crud grin crossed the killer’ sface. He crept forward, apeculiar funnel held in one hand.

MONK was pacing restlessly back and forth in the big room at the mansion.
Jettmore had dumped back in achair, hiswhite hair bowed. Virginia sat beside him.

Only Ham appeared cdm, and hisface was lined. All were showing the strain. It had been thirty minutes
since Doc hed | ft.



Monk could stand it no longer. He bounded up. "I’ m going out therel™ he said, grimly.

Ham gtarted forward, then halted. "What could we do?" he asked smply. "If Doc can’t handleit, we
couldn’t."

Monk swung around, moved impatiently. It was dways harder for him to wait than it wasto act, but he
redlized the truth of Ham’ swords.

"But if Doc doesn’'t come back—" he promised. There was boundless courage and areckless challenge
inthat promise.

"If not," Ham said quietly, "then we' |l do our best.”

They were slent, but their thoughts were out in that silent, dark grove.

ONE of Doc's hands held the flashlight. The hand was steady.

But the other hand held atiny glass bulb no bigger than apigeon’ s egg. It contained an anaesthetic gas
that would bring instant unconsciousness, but would do no rea harm.

Doc had made no promises. Besides, he had not been fooled. He fully understood the killer was merely
trying atrick so he could get close enough to use the skeleton desth.

Sowly the bronze man advanced, walking toward the spot where he knew the killer was advancing to
mest him.

Thekiller halted, circled in the darkness. Hisjeering laughter came from one side, from a point
agtoundingly close.

Doc whirled.
"Now Doc Savage, do wetalk business or do we not?"
Doc’ sfree hand swung back and forth, ever so dightly.

"Stop it!" rasped the killer. " Attempt to play no tricks, Doc Savage! Even if you should shoot me now, in
fact no matter what you do, | am so close you would die. My finger is on the key to the skeleton degth.
Nothing could save you!™

Doc’shig figure seemed to grow taller.

"I can make no promises. | will merely repeat my firgt offer. If you will surrender, | will not turn you over
tothelaw."

Thekiller sfigure stepped into view. A small funnel was held in one hand, closein front of his bodly.
"Then you die! Where others havefailed, | will succeed!”

Doc’' s hand came up, attempted to throw the gas bomb.

Therewasafant hiss.

A peculiar trilling notefilled the air; then there was amoment of slence.



The gasbomb fdll to the ground beside Doc. The flashlight went out.
Thegrating laugh of thekiller floated eerily inthe night.
On the sand beneath atdl pam lay ahideous, grinning skeleton.

Chapter XIX. A GHOST COMESBACK

BACK in the drawing-room of the mansion there was silence. Monk idly scratched the bristleson
Habeas s back. Only Chemistry moved. Grunting softly, he lumbered about the room.

Suddenly, Habeas s sail-like ears stood erect. Chemistry hdted in histracks. There came afaint crunch
of gravel and then footsteps sounded on the veranda. The doorknob turned and a big, bronze man strode
in.

"Thekiller fled!" hesaid crisply. "I don't think hel Il be back.”

"Thank Heaven, Doc Savage!” Virginiacried. "l was afraid for you!"
Monk squinted his smal eyes, and the look of tenson left hisface.
"Glad you're back, Doc," he said, trying to keep emotion from hisvoice.
"Me, too." Ham wasvisbly relieved.

Habess, grunting, Started acrossthefloor. A few feet from the man, he stopped. The bristlesrose on his
back and he charged suddenly ahead. His sharp teeth bit into the calf of one of the bronze man’slegs.
Chemigry, jabbering angrily, started forward.

"Itisn't Doc!" Monk howled, and lunged. Ham' s sword cane came out of its shegth.
The bronze man kicked the pig from him, and the deed, flat voice spoke quickly.
"Back! Or each of you will become a skeleton!™

A peculiar, funnd-like object emerged from benegath his coat. His eyes narrowed, and hislipstwisted in a
cruel sneer.

Monk and Ham both stopped. Habeas started a second charge. Monk spoke sharply and the pig
retrested with visible reluctance. Ham called Chemistry back.

"Who areyou," Monk demanded, "and what happened to Doc?'
"Who | amisnot your business,”" the bronze man sneered.
"But Doc—"

"Where others havefailed, | have succeeded,” the flat voice went on. "When | have gotten what | want,
perhaps you can go find Doc Savage' s skeleton on the sand.”

"Or perhapsyou'll kill usdl then, anyway!" Ham rasped.

"That isfor meto decide" the killer smirked. "Firgt, | want the formulafor rubberkak.”



"Rubberkak! Whet isthat?'

Every onein the room started except the killer. He glided to one corner, careful to keep al present under
hiseyes. Then he turned.

Standing in the doorway, a machine gun in his hand, was Greens Gordon. Gats was a his elbow. Other
gangsterswere behind him.

THE killer showed no surprise. He bowed dightly. "I underestimated you, Gordon," he said, in hisdead,
flat voice.

"Y eah? Wdll, nobody can double-cross me, and get away with it!" rasped the stocky racketeer.
"How—how did you get here?" gasped Virginia Jettmore.

Gordon sneered. " Surprising how nobody seems glad to see me." He edged on into the room, others of
his gang behind him.

"It was Smple enough,” the racketeer grated. "Y ou mentioned Genlee. When everybody ran off and |eft
me, | decided I’ d better get here, too, to find out what it was al about.

"We put on forced draft, ran into Casablanca. There we managed to charter abig plane and get
directions." He shrugged. "The rest was easy. We just flew here and glided in with our motors off so we
wouldn't be heard.”

"Agan | compliment you, Gordon," thekiller said.

Greens Gordon' sface got hard. "It’ s going to take more than compliments, guy, before you' re square
with me. What was the idea of running away?"

"I knew you could take care of Doc Savage," said the bronze man smoothly. "I thought it best thet |
come on ahead, get the secret and then return to you.”

Gordon looked doubtful. An incredulous grunt came from Gats. The little gunman’s eyeswere wide; he
hedd agunfirminoneskinny figt.

"How about Doc Savage?' Gordon rumbled, somewhat mollified.
"He saskdeton.” Thekiller’ svoice wasflat, full of conviction. There was no doubting his sincerity.
Monk started to edge toward the killer. The funnel swung toward him. He halted.

"We have won the game, Gordon!" the killer chuckled. "Keep your guns on these two Doc Savage ads,
and | will finish getting what we want!"

CALEB JETTMORE had sat like a man pardyzed. Now at thekiller’ swords, his head came up, hislips
St

"Youwill get nothing from me, suh. | am ready to die.”

"Yes?' jibed thekiller sardonically. The strange funnel in his hand turned toward Virginia Jettmore.



"Perhaps you are, but would you care to see your daughter die? Would you care to see her turninto a
skeleton before your eyes?”

Jettmore gulped heplesdy.
"Don't tdll," the girl said courageoudly.

"Tell him what he wants to know,” Monk growled fiercdly. "Y ou have no choice. Later—well, later we'll
see what can be done.”

"He sright,” Ham put in. "We all know what the skeleton desth can do. | admire you for your own
courage, but do not risk the life of your daughter.”

"But—Dbut what assurance have we, that this—this monstah won't kill us aftah I’ ve told?" gasped
Jettmore. Hisvoiceroseto awall. "What assurance have we that my telling won't realy be signing desth
warrantsfor usal?'

Monk said nothing. There was no such assurance. Monk redlized, even as Jettmore did, that the killer
could not let them live once he had the secret. But he redlized, aso, that aslong asthere waslife there
was a chance. He wanted Jettmore to play for time.

Ham had the same idea. He spoke gently. "We can do nothing but accede, even though we redize we
may dielater," hesad.

Jettmore bowed his head. He understood. He started a jerky, rambling statement.
"Stop it!" rapped thekiller. Y ou’ ve gone over that before. Give methet vita key to theformula.”

Out across the sands, under the palm trees, aweird figure was staggering weakly. Huge, powerful limbs
seemed without strength to carry abroad-shouldered body.

The sand tripped feet that usualy were fleet. Thefigurefell, only to stagger up, move forward again. The
man shook his head, drew long gulps of breath into big lungs.

Shadowy figures were hunched back in the darkness. The black faces of many of those who called
Genlee their home, peered with awe-stricken eyes a what they saw.

Even asthey watched, the weird figure seemed to draw strength from some hidden source, to straighten
and walk forward with more assurance.

GREENS GORDON'’ S eyes were shrewd as he listened to the words Caleb Jettmore was speaking.

The racketeer had not been mided by the killer’ s soft words. He fully understood his once mysterious
aly intended to double-cross him again.

But Gordon was not dumb. He was memorizing those words, even as they were spoken. He, too,
redlized the tremendous possibilities of rubberkak. He saw himsdlf returning alone to the United States
with that secret, dropping hisillegd enterprise, and becoming aman of power.

Jettmore stopped. His head drooped.

"|—I havetold dl," ‘hesaid. "Y ou now know asmuch as."



Gats snuggled closer to Greens Gordon, spoke from the side of his mouth in awhisper that did not carry
two feet.

"L et me bump that skeleton deeth guy,” he said. "Then we can cashin.”
Greens Gordon' s head gave an amost imperceptible nod.

Gats and Gordon aone were inside the room. The others of the gang were huddled in the door way.
Gordon’ s back was turned. He did not know that his henchmen were disappearing, one by one.

Only Monk noticed that; only Monk saw gangster after gangster suddenly leave the floor, to apparently
float noiselesdy back and out of sght.

Thehairy chemist’ s bresth came out in afaint Sgh. Hiseyeslived again.

Thekiller had seen Gordon’sfaint signd. A sardonic grin crossed hisface. The funne turned full upon the
bulky racketeer.

"Stdemate," he rasped flatly. "Y ou can blast me, surely, but you'll dieif you do!"

Gordon’ sface wasindecisive. Then his resolution tightened. The machine gun was held steady in his
hand.

A dhriek camefrom Virginia Jettmore. The skeleton killer' seyes amost started from his head.

Standing in the doorway, directly behind Greens Gordon and Gats, was atall, glowing skeleton!

Chapter XX.FINISTO AKILLER

DOC SAVAGE had solved the principle of the skeleton desth amost at once. There
could be only one explanation.

The human body isamost ninety per cent water. The only weapon of death possible that
could transform aman into a skeleton in the space of a second had to be some strong
dehydrater that sucked al the water from the body.

The bronze man had tested his theory when the skeleton killer had appeared at his
headquartersin New Y ork. Besides dropping the invisible shield, he had turned on
overhead sprinklers. This had created so much moisture that the deadly weapon had
been unable to do more damage.

But knowing that sooner or later he would come face to face with the killer, Doc had
worked on hisyacht and prepared amixture to cover al the pores of hisbody, to so
completely plate his skin that the weapon would be harmless.

When he had appeared before the killer in the grove, he had been covered with this
paste.

The paste had worked—except that the pull of the desth machine had been so strong
that the blood had been drawn to his head so rapidly, Doc had been dizzy for an instant.

In that instant the gas bomb had falen from his hand; he had been overcome.



Now the man of bronze stood behind Greens Gordon, hands reaching out.
The skeleton killer gave an unearthly scream. His weapon came up.

Greens Gordon and Gats had no way of knowing that an unearthly appearing figure
stood behind them.

The machine gun in Gordon' s hand roared. Gatsfired savagely.
The skeleton killer buckled. A surprised expression came over hisface.

Doc jumped back, and just in time. He tried to carry Gordon with him. The racketeer
had leaned forward. He escaped the grasp of Doc’ s strong fingers—and became a
skeleton!

Therewas asteady hissing.

Monk called out in darm. Hiswarning came too late. Doc was aready out of harm’s
way. The others were past caring.

Where Gordon had been standing there was now only a hegp of bones, bones that
seemed to stand in the air for amoment beforefaling. A smaler skeleton wasby his
sde, askinny skeleton that even in desth seemed to be trying to clutch adeadly
automatic in bony fingers.

"Doc!" Ham and Monk spoke as one.

The peculiar-gppearing skeleton walked into the room.

As he camefully into the light the skeleton seemed to disappear.
Ham grinned ddightedly. "Phosphorus, by golly!" he roared.

"It fooled that killer there!" Monk chuckled,

Jettmore at first looked bewildered, then smiled. Events had been occurring amost too
fast for him. Virginid s eyes never |eft the smiling face of Doc Savage.

"Phosphorusisright,” the bronze man agreed. "I painted a skeleton on mysdlf. Aslong as
| had abright light, the flashlight turned on me, it didn’t show, but when the flashlight went
out | expect it did look asthough I'd falenavictim."

"But—but who is thevillain?' Jettmore gasped uncertainly.

Doc smiled, walked toward the crumpled hesp of the skeleton killer.

"HE was amagter of make-up, for one thing,” Doc said. He took arag, wiped the
bronze from the face of the falen man. Hisfingersworked swiftly; gradudly the fegtures
of the skeleton killer changed.

"Spotfield!" cried Jettmore.
"Exactly," said Doc.



"But—but he waskilled in your officel” exclaimed Virginia Jettmore. Ham and Monk
echoed her statement.

"Y ou mean you thought he was killed," Doc corrected softly. "Probably some other
member of Gordon’s gang had to pay with hislife for that deception. Then he placed his
own ring on the victim’ s hand, escaped by another door and donned a different disguise.”

"But—I trusted him," sammered Jettmore.
"How long had he been with you?' Doc asked quietly.
"FHveyeas"

The bronze man nodded. "That is about right. Shortly over five years ago one of the most
notorious killers and criminas, aformer actor, disappeared. He had made the mistake of
committing murder in England. He was believed to have perished when fire destroyed a
plane hewas piloting.

"Evidently hedid not. Hefled here, the last place any one would ever think of looking for
him. When he learned you had made a va uable discovery, but would not tell him, he
persuaded you to send him to the United States. Through hisformer connections he
contacted Gordon, arranged for Gordon’s support.”

Ham nodded. It dl fitted in.
"Why did hekill Pennfidd?' Jettmore demanded suddenly.
Doc pointed to one hand of the fallen man—the hand that had worn thering.

"l was not here, but it seems probable that Pennfield noticed that faint band of white on
the one finger—the finger where Spotfield alwayswore aring. He became suspicious
and Spotfidd killed him."

"Why didn’t you blast him down out there in the pam grove?' Virginiaasked. She had
regained her color now; fear had dropped from her.

Doc smiled dightly, shook his head. He seldom explained his peculiar code, his set policy
of never taking human life with his own hands. Nor did he make a habit of mentioning an
interesting fact—that his enemies had away of coming to untimely endsin traps of their
own setting.

" Spotfield helped you some with your plant experiments?* Doc asked.
Jettmore nodded. "How did you know?"

"THAT explainsthe death machine. He undoubtedly studied plantsintensaly and noticed
the peculiar speciesthat draws water from other plants near it. His machine was built on
that principle, only greatly intensfied, and with dectrica impulsestaking the place of
natural phenomena”

Doc opened Spotfield’ s shirt. Row upon row of small hose was about the man’s body,
the reservoir for the water drawn when the skeleton death was put into effect.



"Y ou have nothing more to fear, Mr. Jettmore,” Doc said. "1 would suggest you
transplant your entire colony to the United States. Y ou will find the great American
desert there with conditions dmost smilar to those here. Raise rubberkak and you will
win the praise and admiration of your countrymen. Y our secret isalmost priceless.”

"I'll doit, suh!" Jettmore promised fervently.

Virginia Jettmore glanced at the bronze man and saw something in his gold-flecked eyes
that told her Doc was never for her.

Womanlike, sheturned to Monk and dazzled him with abeautiful smile.
There was amoment of awkward silence. Chemisiry brokeit. He did astrange thing.

Long arms dangling, looking more like Monk than ever before, he lumbered forward,
planted himsdf in front of Virginia Jettmore and gazed up a her with adoring eyes.

Ham'’ sface grew red; he choked, then broke into pedls of laughter as he glimpsed
Monk’ s blushing face.

"Why don’t you speak for yourself, John Alden?" he roared.

THE END



