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Renny Renwick, the engineer, and Long Tom Roberts, the dectrica expert, were on hand to meet Doc
Savage when he brought his plane down on the Hudson River. Doc taxied the craft, managing it expertly
on the wind-whipped river surface, into the big hangar which was disguised as a warehouse on the river
front, dmog in the shadow of New York's midtown skyscrapers. Renny and Long Tom were a little
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Chapter I. THE DEVIL AND COMPANY

breathless as they met Doc Savage.

“It'sadevil,” sad Renny.

“It talks” said Long Tom.

“A little statuette of a satan, or a devil, not much more than a foot high,” Renny said. “It is made out of

bronze or brass or some dmilar metd.”

“It has a deep voice” Long Tom said.

“But only one man hears it talk.”

“One man. Nobody dse”


G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
http://www.blackmask.com

“His nameis Joseph. Sam Joseph.”
“The man who hearsiit, we mean,” Long Tom explained.

Doc Savage ligened to them patiently. Patience was one of Doc Savage's accomplishments, being one of
the things that had been hammered into him as a part of the strange training which he had recaeived in his
youth-when, at digper age, he had been placed in the hands of scientists to be subjected, over a course
of dmogt twenty years, to an intengve program which was intended to fit im for one specific and rather
drange career. Unlike many persons given an arbitrary traning before they were old enough to know
what it was dl about, or speak for themsdves, he had elected to follow the career for which he had been
trained. It was an unusud career. It conssted, literdly, of making other people's busness his own. Or at
leadt their troubles.

For some time now, Doc Savage had been taking it on himsdf to right wrongs and punish evildoers,
traveling to the far corners of the earth to do so. He had five associates who worked with him. Renny
Renwick and Long Tom Roberts were two members of this group of five

“A devil,” Doc Savage said, getting it raight. “And it talks. But only one man can hear it.”
“That'sright,” Long Tom said. “Sam Joseph.”

“There are more detalls” Renny said.

“But they won't make it sound less slly,” Long Tom declared.

Renny took Doc's arm. “Come on,” he said. “We wiill take you to talk to Montague Ogden.”
“Who is Montague Ogden?’

“He hasn't any connection at dl with the devil, or so he dams” sad Renny Renwick. “But he is the
employer of Sam Joseph, the man who has been hearing the devil speak.”

THE impressive Ogden building was new, just bardy prewar, and the lobby was dl black and gold and
goparently designed by an architect who had fdlen on his head when amdl. But it was utterly expensive.
The devators were gold and black and aso utterly expensve, and the eevator operators were girls with
shapes that aso looked expensive.

“I would like to have the money it cost to think about building this place,” said Renny Renwick, who was
an enginesr and knew whét it had cost.

“l would rather have the devator operators,” sad Monk Mayfar. Monk was a remarkably homdy
fdlow with a remarkable eye for a well-turned ankle.

The elevator let them out in a corridor which was ankle-deep in rich carpet. Office building hdls are
ordinarily not even carpeted.

“What kind of a place isthis?’ remarked Monk.
“Wait,” said Renny Renwick, “until you see the master of the establishment.”

They waked into a reception room that might have been lifted from a spectacular motion picture. The
carpet was even deeper, the colors even richer, the fumniture more extreme. The blonde at the desk
looked asif she had been manufactured with a magazine cover in mind.



“Mr. Ogden,” she told them, bdllsin her voice, “is expecting you.”

Then they walked into alog cabin. Or o it would have seemed, had not the big glass windows offered
views of some of the finanad digtrict's more impressve buildings. Everything was rugtic, extremely rudtic,
even to the logs blazing in the fiddstone fireplace and the two large dogs lying on the hearth. The dogs
lifted their heads and barked.

“l am Montague Ogden,” the man behind the desk said. He sounded as if he was accustomed to the
name mesning something.

He was smooth. That was the firs impresson you got of him. As smooth as a polished rock. He was
forty-five or fifty years old, well-preserved, and he was dressed in country tweeds and moccasing, so
that he blended with his log-cabin inner office.

The generd effect of Montague Ogden was a little ridiculous. Unless, of course, you were impressed by
the obvious evidences of money.

There were conversationa preiminaries, introductions mogtly.

Then Montague Ogden got around to making what he evidently intended to be the outstanding statement
of the conference.

“l am avery wedthy man,” he said.

DOC SAVAGE, with just a trace of the generd feding of distaste that the overly flamboyant office
building, this office suite and the spectacle effect of the man himsdf had aroused, said, “At the moment
we are more interested in a man named Sam Joseph, who is said to be hearing a amd| statue of the devil
speak doud to him.”

“Exectly,” said Montague Ogden. “Exactly.”
“I understand you can supply detals.”

“Exactly,” sad Montague Ogden. “1 am a very wedthy man, and | want nothing spared to sraighten out
poor Sam. Poor Sam ismy office manager, my trusted employee. Heis even, | may say, more than that.
Heisthe red working head, the manager, of my rather wide enterprises. | owe Sam a greet dedl. Sam is
pad an excdlent sdary, itistrue, but his value to me extends far beyond that. Samiis.. . . is” He groped
for words, found them. “Sam islike a part of my own heart,” he finished.

Doc Savage asked quietly, “What do you mean by sraightening out poor Sam?’
Montague Ogden blinked. He had blue eyes, very pae-blue eyes.

“Why, find out histrouble,” he said.

“Jugt what has happened?’ Doc Savage asked patiently.

Ogden spread his hands with the padms up. “Poor Sam has this Satue of a devil-"
“Where did he get it?

“l gaveit to him,” Montague Ogden said. “1 frankly admit that.”



“Where did you get the statue?’ Doc asked.

“From a Chinaman,” Ogden explained. “From an old Chinaman named Chi Sui. Poor Chi Sui was a very
ederly Orienta who for along time had operated a shop in Mott Street deding in knickknacks, the trash
that tourists buy in Chinatown. But old Chi Sui wanted to close up his business and go to China to help
Chiang againg the Japanese, and he had very little money, but he did have this statue, which was redlidtic.
| bought it from Chi Sui-ah-in spite of the rather har-lifting story he told me about it.”

Doc sad, “ So the former owner of the devil statue had a story to tdll about it?’
13 Ya”
“What was the nature of the story?’

Montague Ogden blinked, smiled sheepishly, said, “A ridiculous story, of course. One in which | placed
no stock. Not abit of belief, not for aminute”

“Suppose you tdl it to us, anyway,” Doc invited.

Ogden nodded. “It was a rather smple story. It seems that this Chinese statue was molded by Co Suan,
afriend of the origind Buddha, and that the spirit of Buddha captured a portion of the spirit of the King
of Evil, and imprisoned it in this Statuette. That was to give the little statue life, because Co Suan, the
sculptor, was a great friend of Buddha, and the All-Mighty One wished to give his friend fame and
fortune deserving of such a kind and goodly fdlow. Therefore Buddha imprisoned the spirit of the devil in
the statue in order to give the little thing of brass a life and redism which no other sculptor could ever
equal.”

“That isdl of the story?’

“Yes. It'sridiculous, of course.” Montague Ogden smiled a them. “1 want you to understand, of course,
that | do not credit for aminute the belief that the statue is actudly talking to poor Sam Joseph.”

“You have not heard the statue speak?’ Doc asked.

“No.”

“Anyone but Sam Joseph heard it?’

“No.”

“Whet ese do you know?’ Doc Savage asked.

“Nothing. Nothing more.”

“Inthat case,” Doc Savage said, “we had better see Sam Joseph.”

THEY surrounded Sam Joseph where he lay on a bed, a great chromium-and-green bed, in the
penthouse on top of the flamboyant Ogden building. The decorating theme of the penthouse was
chromium and other colors, broken up with large and vitd flowers of bright coloration. The penthouse
was not in quite as bad taste as the rest of the building.

“My persond gpartment,” said Montague Ogden of the penthouse layout. “1 had poor Sam brought
I’He_”



Sam Joseph was obvioudy not himsdf. He was a man large enough to make quite a hump on the bed,
under the slken covers. He had gray hair, a not inconsiderable shock of it, and an angdlic, peaceful,
completely honest-looking face.

Sam Joseph had the kind of a face you would expect a man-angedl to have. It was so entirdly benign and
innocent.

“Good evening, gentlemen,” he said. “Or, rather, good afternoon. It is afternoon, isnt it?’
“Don't you know whether or not it is afternoon?’ Doc Savage asked.

Sam Joseph seemed somewhat confused. “I guess s0,” he said. “That is, | was watching the snow, and
the bluebirds snging in the snow. It only snowsin the afternoon, does it not, or isit only on Wednesday,
the firg of June?’

Doc Savage asked Montague Ogden, “How long has he been tdking like that?’

“Gracious, | never heard him speak like that before,” Montague Ogden said. “I redly havent.”
“His conversation hitherto has been retiond?’

“Oh, yes. It redly has”

Sam Joseph said, “1 came out of the hill and it was very dark, but there was the fish in the sand, with the
ice dl around it. We sat down there, the fish and |, and we had fine steaks and caviar, but the fish
wouldn't eat the caviar because he was not a cannibd, he told me. When the fish said he was not a
canniba he had a very deep voice”

Monk Mayfar, Doc Savage's assstant, looked at Doc thoughtfully. Monk put the end of a forefinger
agang his own right temple and made a motion as if he was winding up something.

“Like the things you pull corks with,” Monk said.

Doc Savage studied Sam Joseph for a while. The man was amiling, but it was a vacantly empty smile, a
amile without intdligence or even much feding behind it.

Doc turned back to Montague Ogden again.

“The devil statue,” Doc said. “Whereisit?’

Montague Ogden seemed startled. “Oh, the devil. It is around somewhere, | suppose.”
“Getit”

“But now you can see that poor Sam Joseph is”

“Thedevil,” Doc sad. “The devil thet talked. We want to seeiit.”

Montague Ogden now seemed distressed, and aso his brow wrinkled as if he was trying to think where
the statue was, and he scratched his head.

“Oh, how dlly of me” he said. “How redly slly. Of course, | remember now. In my den. I'll get it. |
placed the statue in my den and | will get it now.”

He turned away.



Doc sad, “Monk, go with him.”
“Me?” Monk was surprised.
“Yes, you,” Doc sad.

“BUL”

Monk stopped, and turned and followed Montague Ogden. Monk had remembered that when you
argued with Doc you usudly found yourself exceedingly in the wrong.

THEY walked down corridors, Monk and Montague Ogden. And Ogden examined Monk out of the
corner of hiseye, asif amazed a Monk's homdiness, and amused by it.

Monk's homeliness had amazed and amused many people, but he was not ashamed of it. There was a
pleasantness about his homdiness and a fascination. Monk would not have to be seen in a very thick fog
to be mistaken for something just out of the ape house in the zoo. His arms were as long as his legs, and
he was coated with reddish har that was close cousin to rusted shingle nalls Monk was even rather
pleased with his clock-stopping looks because he had found that they exerted a hypnotic power over
girls and the prettier the girl, the greater the hypnotic capacity.

Montague Ogden opened a door, said, “Thisismy den, Mr. Mayfair.”

The den was inhabited by the stuffed heads of animas at least hdf a hundred of them, which hung on the
wadls and leered, stared, snarled, or showed gap-fanged jaws a anyone in the den.

There was aman dready in the den.

“Arent you afraid of gayingin here?” Monk asked the man.

He was a timid-looking young man, quite pale and lean and soft. The very picture of atimid soul.
“Beg pardon?’ the man said. He sounded frightened, nervous, embarrassed.

“Thisis Butch,” said Montague Ogden.

“Butch, en?” Monk said, and tried not to grin at the timid soul.

Montague Ogden remarked, “Butch, we have come after the devil Satue.”

“Oh,” Butch said. He looked scared. “Oh! | haven't-that iswell, it's over there, but-"

“Never mind,” Montague Ogden told him. “WEell take it with us. You can go ahead with your work,
Butch.”

Montague Ogden picked up the devil statue.

The statue was about what Monk expected to see, being not much over afoot high, rather fat, and made
of brass that was tarnished, or bronze, wearing some sort of ceremonid robe, and holding a sword in one
hand. This devil had a pronounced Chinese cast on hisevil little face.

“Il carry it,” Monk said.

“ But_n



“I'l carry it,” Monk repeated.
Montague Ogden smiled and his, “Very wdl, if you wish,” was the soul of politeness.

They left the den and Monk was glad to get out of sght of dl the leering, daring or snarling suffed
animads. He wondered how Butch managed to stand it in there with dl those man-hungry-looking
trophies, and he wondered if that was what was making Butch look frightened.

“Who's Butch?’ Monk asked. “What's he do, | mean?’
“Hiswork?’
13 Ya”

“Butch is my big-game hunting guide and my jujitsu indtructor,” Montague Ogden explained. “He aso
teaches me wrestling and the art of knife-throwing, in. which | am interested as a hobby.”

Monk laughed. He thought he was being kidded.

They went down a hdl that was mgegtic in a futuristic modern fashion, with high walls and greet pictures
ingaunt plain frames, and lighting that was so subdued that it was difficult to tdl from where it came.

Monk walked dong thinking of the timid soul who was named Buitch, and how funny it was that Ogden
hed jokingly said Butch was his hunting guide and indructor in the more robust manly arts. Ordinarily that
would not have been funny, but after you had seen Butch it was quite humorous.

“We can go through thisway,” Montague Ogden said. “It is shorter.”
He turned to the left and opened a door and went through it.

Monk was following behind Ogden and weatching Ogden's back when something hit Monk's head. It hit
hard, whatever it was, and there was only a dight sound, a dight grinding, just before the impact landed.
It took Monk on top of the head, dightly to the right-hand side, so that there was the gridy sensation of
the blow diding down toward the right ear and taking off the whole sde of his head as it went. In the
middle of thisawful feding it got very black and remained that way.

Chapter Il. THE GREAT MISTAKE

MONK accomplished the feet of opening his eyes, but did it with some difficulty, after which he stared at
Montague Ogden. Monk had the feding that some time had passed, and did not dare move his body for
fear his head would fdl off it. There was a gouging pain in the amal of his back.

Soon his ears recovered ther ability to hear.

“Thet nasty picture!” Montague Ogden was saying. “Oh, that nasty picture! | told the interior decorator
when he hung it over the door that something like this would happen! | told him it would be just my luck
to have the picture fdl down and brain somebody sometime.”

Monk tried out his voice with a groan and found his voca chords satisfactory. “I'm brained, dl right,” he
sad.

“Oh!” gasped Ogden. “He's conscious! He has recovered!”



Monk fdt ahdl of along way from complete recovery and said so. “What hit me?” he demanded.

“A picture hanging over the door fdl down as you went through,” explained Montague Ogden. “It was
one of those freak accidents”

Monk grimaced a Ogden.

“It's a good thing you were waking ahead of me when it happened,” Monk said. “Or | would have
thought you beaned me.”

Montague Ogden laughed deprecatingly. Doc Savage, Renny Renwick and Long Tom Roberts were
ganding around Monk, looking relieved that he had recovered. Monk wondered if he had recovered, or
if there was going to be complications.

The gouging pain in the amdl of his back was awful. He investigated and found it to be the devil statuette.
“I mugt have fdlen on the thing,” Monk complained. “I wonder how many ribs it broke.”

“Thet the devil statue which speaks?’ Doc Savage asked.

“Thet'sit,” Monk said.

Montague Ogden said uncomfortably, “Of course, you gentlemen do not for a minute believe tha the
datue can spesk?’

Doc Savage made no comment. He suggested that Renny Renwick find the building superintendent, and
obtain a hacksaw and a cold chisd and hammer, in order that they might perform a dissection on the
brass devil.

Fifteen minutes later they had the devil lying in half a dozen pieces on a table, and there was obvioudy
nothing ingde it but brass.

“That isthat,” Doc admitted. “The thing hardly seemed to have a conversationd nature.”
“Of course you knew it hadn't,” Montague Ogden said.

Monk Mayfar explained to Ogden, “When you've been in the kind of a busness we're in for awhile, you
get S0 you don't go around taking things at face vaue”

Doc Savage sad, “We will examine Sam Joseph now.”

The bronze man spent nearly an hour with Sam Joseph, doing the things a doctor does.

“According to dl indications,” Doc said, “the man has an advanced cerebrd fibroma.”

The bronze man then asked Monk to telephone the hospital and arrange for reception of the patient.

Doc told Montague Ogden, “I am going to cdl in other brain specidigts for consultation. Do you have
any particular doctors you would like to have pass an opinion?’

Ogden dtared.
“| thought you were supposed to be the world's leading brain surgeon,” he said.

Doc passed up the compliment, explained, “In a matter as serious as this we prefer to have a consensus
of opinion.”



(It isawdl-known fact thet in cases of serious illnesses, even the mogt skillful surgeons and physiciansin
the world will usudly cal in other specidigts for their opinion on diagnosis and trestment.)

Montague Ogden nodded. He seemed to be surprised, but to consider the matter reasonable now that he
thought of it.

“Could | bringin Dr. Nedden?’ he asked. “Heismy private surgeon.”

Doc Savage nodded. He had not heard of Dr. Nedden, but that did not mean the man could not be
good.

“Certanly,” the bronze men said. “Cdl Dr. Nedden.”

THEY transferred Sam Joseph to the hospital, a amdl but wonderfully equipped hospita uptown, which
specidized in brain cases, and which was largdly supported by Doc Savage. He did most of his work
there. Doc did not, as a matter of fact, do a great ded of surgery for surgery's sake, his goecidty being
stubborn and unusud cases upon which he could gpply new and experimenta technique.

Dr. Nedden appeared. He was a stocky man, face reddened by the outdoors sun, clothes immeculate,
who seemed to know what he was doing.

“I have examined the patient previoudy,” he explained. “The unusud cerebropsychosis aroused my
interet, and | was farly sure it was cerebrd fibroma | made a thorough examination with a
cerebroscope and found nothing to support any other diagnoss”

Doc Savage cdled in two more specididts, and ther diagnosis was the same.

“Cerebral fibroma”

Monk asked, “What the heck's a cerebrd fibroma, anyway?’

“A brain tumor. A fibrous type. That makesit very difficult to remove,” Doc Savage explained.
“Why don't doctors use words you can understand?” Monk wanted to know.

“For the same reason thet chemists do not use smdl ones,” Doc told him.

Monk had to grin at that. There was nothing more incomprehensible to a layman than a chemicd formula,
even when you smplified it and used the symbols. But if you took one of those chemicds and tried to
explan what it was by usng smdl words, it would run into an afternoon’s work.

Doc Savage found Montague Ogden.

“Your office manager, Sam Joseph, has a brain tumor,” Doc told Ogden. “An operation is the only
ansver.”

“Hewill not die?’

“Thereis no such thing as aminor or a completely safe operation,” Doc told him frankly. “But he should
pull through.”

“Oh, | want him to. Sam means alot to me. He has dways practicaly run everything for me.”



Doc said, “Dr. C. B. Sticken would be a good man to do the surgery.”
“Yes, |- Ogden's eyes flew wide. “What did you say?’

“l recommend C. B. Sticken for the surgery.”

Montague Ogden looked asif he was going to faint.

“But you mugt do it!” he gasped.

Doc Savage explaned patiently, “Thisis not a suffidently unusud or difficult case to warrant my doing the
surgery, and, furthermore, Dr. Sticken isfully qudified.”

Montague Ogden seemed horrified at the idea.
“l ingg on you doing it!” he cried. “Why, | wouldnt think of anyone s I'l pay any fee”
“It just happens,” Doc Savage said, “that | do not work for afee”

“What? Oh, yes, | remember. Y ou get your funds from some unknown source. Well, then, I'll donate any
UM you name to any organizetion you wish if you will do the operation.”

(Doc Savage's mysterious source of fabulous wedth islocated in a remote logt valey in Central America,
an enormous golden treasure guarded over by adan of descendants of ancient Maya.)

“That will not be necessary. Dr. Sticken is capable-”
“I'l donate a hundred thousand dollars,” said Montague Ogden, “if you will do this operation.”
Doc Savage studied the man. “Théat is not necessary.”

“I mean it. A hundred thousand, Mr. Savage. To any charity, or amy or navy rdief group you care to
name.” The man was so earnest he was pae.

“All right,” Doc Savage said findly.

DOC SAVAGE did the operation in the specid amphitheeter pit at the brain dinic. It was a cup-shaped
arena surrounded by the mogt transparent type of glass. Beyond the glass were seats for witnessng
surgeons. The lighting was fluorescent and brilliant.

As was dways the case when Doc Savage was operating, the amphitheater was crowded. There were
vay few students among the witnesses, the mgority being brain surgeons of established name and
reputation, some of them men who had hurriedly caught airplanes and flown hafway across the continent
inorder to watch a master a work.

Doc Savage made the scalp incigon, laid back the scalp, then used a specid eectrica bone knife of his
own invention, a device which would cut without shock, having the property of rendering bone and nerve
more insensble to shock in the area near the cutting head.

The operation progressed with brilliance up to the point where Doc reached the spot where the tumor
should be.

There was no tumor.



Thething was so astounding that Doc was stunned. He stood there rigid and speechless, then after a few
moments made the smdl trilling sound which was his unconscious habit in moments of intense menta
stress. Thetrilling was low, exotic, might have been the product of an eerie wayward breeze in a naked
foredt. It had a ventriloqud qudity, seeming to come from everywhere rather than any definite spot in the
operating room.

There was cartainly no tumor, ether a fibroma or otherwise. There was only one thing Doc could say,
and hesad it.

“I have made amigake” he said.

Chapter Ill. A PLAN ROLLING

DR. NEDDEN, the man who had been introduced into the case as Montague Ogden's private doctor,
was one of the spectators in the arena above the operating pit.

He got out of therein a hurry.
He found a cab. “Across town,” he ordered. “And hurry!”

Dr. Nedden leaned back in the cab. He seemed to have been holding himsdf in, and now he relaxed. As
men sometimes do after they have been under terrific strain and try to relax, he started going to pieces.

He trembled and twitched. He pounded his knees wildly with hisfigs.
“Hurry, you fool!” he screamed at the driver.

Hegot out a an ordinary-looking brick gpartment house west of Centrd Park and sumbled insde. He
was S0 weak he had to hold to the hand rail in the elevator while riding up.

In the sixteenth-floor hal a man met him. The man who met him was the timid-looking soul called Buitch.
“Goodness, doctor,” Butch said. “What iswrong?’

“Nothing's wrong,” said Dr. Nedden. “I'm just having a nervous reaction, that's dl. I'l be dl right as soon
as | can take a sedative.”

Butch nodded. “Here,” he said. He handed Dr. Nedden a bundle. “Put these on.” Butch had an identicd
bundle. “We can put them on in the inner reception room,” he added.

They went to a door.

A legend on the door, in discreet |ettering, sad:

DR. MORGAN

PRIVATE HOSPITAL

They tried the door. It was locked.

“One of the othersin there masking,” Butch said. “Let's try another room.”

There were hdf a dozen doors in the hdl, dl bearing the same legend. They found one which was
unlocked and it admitted them to a bare room fitted with two white chars, a white desk, a sool behind



the desk, and a telephone on the desk itsdlf.

Dr. Nedden and Butch unwrapped their bundles, which proved to hold ordinary white surgica robes,
aurgicd hoods, and the gauze antiseptic masks which operating-room personnd wesar.

When they had donned these thair identities were thoroughly concealed.

Dr. Nedden led the way into another and much larger room after unlocking the hdl door of the room
where they had dressed.

There were seven men dready seated in the room. All were enveloped in the surgica robes and masks.
Dr. Nedden was dill shaking. Butch had had to tie the strings of Nedden's robe.

Nedden hurried to a cabinet containing medicines, got out a few pills out of a bottle, and swallowed them
with water.

The other masked men watched him intently.
Dr. Nedden faced them.
“Gentlemen,” he said. “It worked. Doc Savage is trapped.”

DR. NEDDEN then sat down and explained, “1 am suffering from nervous shock. The strain has been
veary grest on me, gentlemen. If you will wait afew minutes, please.”

They waited patiently. Judging from the eyes vishle above the surgicd masks, dl of them were vadly
relieved. Even dated.

The sedative took effect on Dr. Nedden. His agitation subsided and he arose and drank more water. He
added a hooker of whiskey.

He faced the men.

“It was an incredibly difficult and ticklish business” he said. “Doc Savage is unquestionably the world's
greatest generd surgeon, and probably the greatest brain surgeon. To pull this we had to deceive him a
his own business.

“Fortunately, mentd difficulties are the most uncertain to diagnose,” continued Dr. Nedden. “By the use
of drugs, largdly types of barbiturates in overdoses, | was able to produce fake mentd symptoms in Sam
Joseph. A number of very cunning devices were resorted to in order to deceive Doc Savage, but | will
not take up your time describing them, and you would not understand them anyway, not being doctors
yoursalves”

A man interrupted, “What about the devil-statue mix-up?’
Dr. Nedden shrugged.

“We had a narrow escape there,” he said. “A devil Satue containing a amdl loud-speaker and radio had
been used to fool Sam Joseph into thinking the little statue was taking to him. Through an oversight, this
datue was dill in Montague Ogden's den when Doc Savage wished to see it

“l heard,” sad the other, “that you had to knock out one of Doc Savage's men, that fdlow they cdl



Monk, and swap a harmless statue for the trick one.”
“We did that,” admitted Dr. Nedden. “We pulled it without a hitch.”

Butch said, “1 pulled it. | popped him one on the head. Then Ogden made him think a picture had fdlen
off thewal just as he was going under it, and conked him.”

“That was a goofy explanation to give him.”

“Its goofiness made it good,” Butch declared.

They seemed stified.

One said, “Thet fixes everything so we can go ahead with the next step of the plan.”

“Not everything,” reminded Dr. Nedden. “Thereis dill the Harrison matter.”

A man growled, “I'd cdl it the Duster Jones matter.”

Butch spoke up smugly.

“That will be taken care of,” he said. “Thething to do islet this operation have its repercussons.”
“Savage may think there is something strange about it.”

“Too late now, if he does.”

“All right, but murder isn't something to make mistakes with,” one of the men said.

Chapter IV. THE INDIGNANT MAN

IT was a bright crigp morning, the sunlight crisp out of an utterly clear sky, and the ar a thing like wine
which you noticed in a way that you do not ordinarily notice air, when Ham Brooks came into Doc
Savage's officesin amidtown skyscraper.

Ham looked concerned. Ham was another Doc Savage assistant, another member of the group of five
He was a man of medium height with good shoulders and a thin waist, and dothing which had made him
notable as one of the country's best-dressed men. He was the law expert of the group.

“Doc,” Ham sad, “I'm worried about something.”
“y e

“You know that operation on Sam Joseph?’
“What about it?’

“The newsisdl over town, in the surgicd profession, that you pulled a bloomer. You operated on a man
who did not have the dightest trace of what you were operating for.”

Doc Savage was not worried. “Just gossp within the professon,” he said. “Maybe it is not very nice of
us, but it is a very human trait to get akick out of seeing a big shot make a mistake. We dl make them. It
just goes to prove heishuman, and that we are human to tak about it.”



Ham shook his head. “I know. | discounted it at firdt, thinking it was thet kind of talk. But it's more.”
“Whet more?’

“Thereis some ugly talk about mapractice.”

“That isridiculous”

“The ddfinition of mdpractice” Ham said, “is wrong or injurious treatment. At leest that's the way the
medicd dictionaries giveit.”

“You need not have gone to the bother of looking it up,” Doc told him. “This is just gossp. | have it
coming to me because | did make a mistake.”

“All right,” Ham said. “I just wanted to mention it and tdl you that, legdly, no one can hang anything on
you.”

Doc Savage amiled. “That isfine, Ham. But you are making a mountain out of a molehill.”

“l hope s0,” Ham sad. “But | don't like the way this mapractice talk is going around through the
professon. It looks as if someone might be spreading it.”

MR. MONTAGUE OGDEN was more blunt about it. He came into Doc Savage's headquarters with his
jaw out and his hands made into figts, and he was accompanied by two gentlemen who carried brief
cases and looked like bulldogs.

“Mr. Savage,” Ogden said, “I am not at dl satisfied with the thing you did to poor Sam Joseph.”
“Jugt what do you mean, Ogden?’ Doc Savage asked.
“Why did you perform that brain operation on Sam Joseph?’

“For the same reason that you operate for an appendix,” Doc said. “It seemed to be the thing to do. The
man's symptoms indicated brain tumor.”

“Soyou sad.”

The mogt outstanding of Doc Savage's features was probably unusud eyes, like pools of flake gold
aways dtirred by tiny winds. These took on arather cold light now.

“You will recdl,” he said, “tha Dr. Nedden and two other bran specidists agreed with me on the
diagnogs”

Montague Ogden drew himsdf up.

“They have admitted,” he snapped, “tha they took your word for it. As a matter of truth they were so
overawed by your-ah-reputation-that they did not wish to disagree with you.”

Doc decided this was rather unprofessiona behavior on the part of the three doctors, but he made no
comment on that, saying insteed:

“l am sorry it happened,” he said. “Thereis no denying | made a mistake.”
“Sorry,” said Ogden, “isnt enough.”



“What do you mean?’

“l demand,” snapped Ogden, “that you make a cash settlement of five hundred thousand dollars on Sam
Joseph by way of remburdng him for the peril to which you subjected his life. | dso demand that you
publish a half-page advertisement in dl New York newspapers admitting that you made an error in
diagnosis”

Ham Brooks, who was present, jumped to his feet.
Doc waved Ham back. He digested Montague Ogden's demand.
“Thet isridiculous, of course,” he said.

“Il show you how ridiculous it i9” Montague Ogden bellowed. He waved to his two bulldog-faced
companions. “These are my lawyers, Flack and Morrow. They'll show you how ridiculousit is”

This was too much for Ham. He shot to his fest.

“Get out of herel” Ham yelled. “1 know these two shysters, Flack and Morrow. They're crooks of the
fird water. The only thing different about them is thet they are big thieves”

“Well sue you for dander!” bellowed a lawyer.
“Who ever heard of one lawyer cdling another lawyer a crook being dander?” Ham snarled.

Ham habitudly carried an innocent-looking black cane, and dmost everyoneinthe legd professon knew
thiswas a sword cane, the tip of which was coated with a chemicd producing quick unconsciousness.

“Get out of herel” Ham roared, and flourished his cane as he made a rush for Ogden and his lawyers.
Ogden and his attorneys took flight.

As he ran, Ogden shouted, “You can't shut us up this way! Were going to get a the truth about your
drange brain operations! Well unmask your devilish scheme!”

Then they ran for therr lives from Ham, got into the elevator and escaped.

“Doc,” Ham said, “something isn't up-and-up about this”

THE fight on the speaker's plaiform at the big Army Rdief rdly at Madison Square Garden got a greet
dedl more publicity.

It was not much of a fight. Montague Ogden merdly popped out of the crowd, dashed across the
speaker's platform in full view of the audience of many thousands and tried to assault Doc Savage with
hisfigs.

The police soon hauled Ogden away.

But everyone in the audience heard the words Montague Ogden shrieked a the bronze man. The
public-address microphones picked them up and made them loud in the great auditorium.

“There's something devilish behind your brain operationsd” Ogden screamed. “What are you doing to
those men? Y ou're a monger!”



(Ealy in his career, Doc Savage recognized the need of some permanently effective, but at the same time
humane, method of treatment for criminals which he captured. The numbers of these criminds as time
went on would be considerable. So, out of his ill as a brain surgeon, and his understanding of human
psychology, Doc evolved a method of permanently curing criminds of crime. He established an inditution
in a remote section of upstate New York, the mountainous area which is surprisngly one of the most
deserted sections of the United States. Here he ingaled brain specidists which he had trained. When he
sends acrimind to the “College” the routine does not vary greetly. Firg the “student” undergoes a brain
operation which Doc perfected, and which wipes out dl memory of past. The aimind, having log dl
vidous effects of environment, is then trained to make a ussful and comfortable living at some worthy
occupation. The results of Doc's experiment have been remarkable. It was his dream, and 4ill is, to have
such amethod of aimind treatment widdy accepted and practiced, for he fedsiit is one of the few sure
cures for habitud crimindity. However, the trestment is far too drastic for public acceptance. It is a
hundred or two hundred years ahead of its time, probably, like other things which the bronze man uses

regularly.)

Thething got in the newspapers. Montague Ogden was reputedly one of the rich men of the nation, and
Doc Savage had a worldwide name. So it could hardly have kept out of the newspapers.

Also, Doc Savage was not a man who sought publicity, and items about hm were scarce, o,
accordingly, their news vaue was greater.

Doc Savage, as a matter of fact, had antagonized some of the newspapers a various times by refusng to
give out informetion concerning his activities. One paper in particular, the Morning Blade, a blaring
tabloid which featured a stable of columnists who were unrdiable sensationdidts, did not have a greet
lovefor Doc Savage.

It was the Morning Blade in which the black-type editorid said:

We know dl about the laws of libd and dander. Sometimes we wonder if these laws don't protect
people who shouldn't be protected.

Isit libd and dander to ask some questions?

Quedtion one: Why isthisfdlow Doc Savage so secretive about himsdf that he is known as the Man of
Mystery? What has he to hide?

Question two: What does Doc Savage do with the men he saizes, the men he says are criminds. (He
aone saysthey are criminds, it it the right of our courts to judge those things?) What happens to these
men? They disappear. Their old friends never see them again.

Quedtion threee What is this mygterious “college” which Doc Savage maintains, of which rumors are
sometimes heard? Has it horrors to hide?

Ham Brooks came in with thisin his hands, a scowl on his face, and said, “Blast them! | think we could
dick them for libd and dander on the strength of that. Doc, shdl we try it?’

Doc Savage shook his head, but he was thoughtful. On the big inlaid table which was one of the principd
aticles of furniture in the reception room of his eighty-sixth floor headquarters, lay the other metropolitan
newspapers, dl of which contained items about what had happened lagt night a Madison Square
Garden.

“Ham,” Doc sad quietly, “it ssems | made two mistakes.”



“One of them when you operated on Sam Joseph?”’
[1] YS”
“What was the other one?’

“When | overlooked your suggestion that something might not be on the up-and-up about this thing,”
Doc sad.

Ham grinned. “We better get to looking into it, en?’
Doc nodded.
“We better,” he said.

ANOTHER interested reader of the newspapers that day was Butch, the timid-looking soul. He read
them and rubbed his hands together in glee.

He carried his newspapers and his ddight to Dr. Nedden.
“It'sbeginning to rall,” Butch said. “Y ou think we ought to have another meeting?’
Dr. Nedden was worried. He had not been degping wedl and was loang weight. He was getting peevish.

“Cdl a meding?’ he said, and sneered. “Are you forgetting it is the man we work for who cdls the
meetings?’

Butch grinned. “That's right. O. K., then. | just got too happy over this But it's sure raling now, ain't it?”
Dr. Nedden looked at the newspapers, wet hislips and admitted, “It's ralling, dl right.”

“What are you arad of, doctor? You look like asinged cat.”

“It'strying to perpetrate athing like this on amean like Doc Savage,” muttered Dr. Nedden.

“Hdl, it's so big it can't fal.”

“Savage will start investigating before long.”

“Itll be built up too much for him to stop it by then. And he doesn't know what is behind it. Hell never
guess. Thething is S0 unexpected that it would be the last thing in the world he would ook for.”

Dr. Nedden nodded. “The murder doesn't help my deep,” he confessed.

“Murder? Oh, that.” Butch laughed. “Didn't you know the Harrisons were going to be taken care of
tonight?’

“More murders?’
Butch grinned. “Ever hear of fighting fire with fire, doctor?’
“Wherewill it be done?’

“Kansas City,” Butch told him. “Our man iswalting at the airport there now.”



Chapter V. MURDER AND KANSAS CITY

R. J. HARRISON had been christened Ranzo John Harrison in his cradle, and he had come to hate the
name “Ranzo” and the nickname “Randy” so thoroughly that he never told anyone his two christened
namesif he could hdp it. He was now cdled, and had been cdled for years, Rotary Harrison. Strangely
enough, he did not object to Rotary. He was even proud of it.

The name came from the so-cdled rotary method of drilling ail wells, as opposed to the cable tool
method. Rotary Harrison had been a pioneer in the mid-continent all fieldsin the use of rotary drilling.

Rotary Harrison was a big man physicdly, a hard-hammered giant of afelow, now a little more thin than
he had once been, but with the hard, solid ook of a frontiersman in his blue eyes and the same qudity in
hisfids.

He had made and logt ten or a dozen fortunes, and they had been oilmen's fortunes. Anything less than
five or ten million dollars is not considered much of a fortune in the ail business. The fortunes Rotary
Harrison had made and lost had been big ones. He had another big one now, and again he was on the
verge of logng it.

He was a spectacular old reprobate. His private airplanes, for example, were dways the fastest and most
luxurious.

The one he was flying now was a sample.
His daughter, Sister Harrison, was sitting back in the cabin.
Sswas halding a .250/3000-caliber rifle equipped with a telescopic Sght.

Ss was on the spectacular Sde hersdf, being a long blond gil who won tennis cups, prizes for riding
horses in rodeos, and once, a complimentary squib from a Broadway columnist for knocking a leering
gew bum into the middle of next week with a left. These were accomplishments enough, but she was
aso with mentality, as the saying goes, being the possessor of various scholarship keys which were not
given for having all millions, as wel as two books and a play she had written, and dippings of many
pointed letters she had sent the Tulsa World, her favorite newspaper, concerning what she thought about
the all gtuation, and its probable effect on the nationd economy. Assuredly with brains.

Rotary Harrison said, “ Sis, there's ariver down there. | think it's the Kaw.”
“In that case we may makeit,” Sis sad.
“Maybe so. We should hit the Kaw close to Kansas City.”

Ssput down therifle and picked up a pair of good binoculars. She focused these on the sky behind the
ghip and searched intently for awhile,

She eventudly located the winged speck that was the plane following them. It was about where it had
been during mogt of the trip.

“We dill got our gadfly?’ asked Rotary.
“Sill got it,” Sis agreed.

“Yonder's Kansas City,” sad Rotary Harrison. “When we get there well see what luck we have pulling a



shenanigan.”

THE plane which had followed the Harrisons had, they believed, picked up their trall sometime after they
left the munidpd airport a Tulsa Because no plane had followed them off the municipd arport at Tulsg,
they surmised the other ship had been at another airport nearby and had been natified when they Ieft the
ground.

They knew the other plane was falowing them. They had made sure of that by detouring dightly in the
direction of Qil Hill, Kansas, where Rotary Harrison had once opened a fidd of gushersthat was his
third fortune in the making-and the plane behind had trailed them on the detour. The other ship had
aways remained some miles back, practicaly out of sght in the distance.

Rotary Harrison's face had become rocklike when he knew they were being followed.
“Poor old Duster Jones,” he said once.
Then Rotary had leaned back, letting the plane fly hersdf, and had remembered Duster Jones.

Dugter Jones had come out of Ohio or Pennsylvania or some such place forty years ago and he had
brought his hard luck with him. It had been a kind of inexhaudible hard luck, good for dl the years of
Duder Jones life. Fate was particularly crud, because she hit her blows of hard luck with platinum and
diamond hammers. He made such ungodly rich gtrikes and he dways logt them. Duster Jones had the
golden touch of Midas, but his hands were greased. He never quite got hold of the riches, but dways it
was amodt. Dusgter Jones became alegend in the ail fidds.

Dudter Jones liked Rotary Harrison. They were opposites, in a way, because it seemed that Rotary had
only to turn a hand to make a fortune, while Duster could turn handsprings and wind up as poor as a
mouse.

They had been very, very close friends for years. Neither of them ever did a thing, ever had hardly a
thought, that the other did not know about.

Rotary believed he knew why Duster Jones had been shot between the eyes with a .22-caliber bullet.

ROTARY HARRISON st his plane down at the Kansas City airport. He taxied back dong the edge of
the runway toward the office and hangars, Ietting the ship move dowly.

He watched the other plane, the ship that had been fallowing him, come out of the southwest.

He was not surprised when it did not land. Nor was he puzzled when the craft roared overhead and
dropped firs one wing then the other in a series of measured maneuvers.

“Sgnd,” he said. “They got somebody here at the airport waitin' for us”

He looked back at his daughter then. He was oppressed by the feding of danger around them, of poor
old Dugter Jones death, and of mysery. He studied Sis face. They had been through a lot together,
through more than mog fathers and daughters. But he found himsdf wishing, suddenly, that Sis was
somewhere where it was safe.

“Scared, SS?" he asked.



“Sure” she admitted. “But don't let it bother you.”
Rotary grinned. “Nothing is gonna bother us. We're gonna do the bothering.”

He parked his plane on the line where dvilian aircraft were supposed to park. He went into the office and
filled out the arivad forms and gpplied for the permisson which the army required avilians to obtain
before they could fly on to New Y ork.

“Wart to leave in about hdf an hour,” he said. “ See that my planeis refuded.”

“Hdf an hour?” the C. A. A. man said. “Be night before you get into New York. You experienced in
night flying?’

“Sure” said Rotary. “Heré's my license with indrument reting.”

Rotary and Sisgot a cab, acting as if nothing out of the way was transpiring, except that Sis carried the
rifle, which made her adightly odd spectacle.

When the cab was crossng the Missouri River bridge into Kansas City, Rotary asked, “Got him
Spotted?”’

“Second cab back of us” Sssad.

“Little man, dark hair, dark skin, blue pin-stripe suit?’
“That'sthe one” Sis agreed.

“All right,” Rotary said. “Pretty soon we surprise him.”

They rolled down off the bridge through the shabby commercid didrict, then started to dimb the hill.
They topped the rise and rolled down Grand Avenue. Traffic was thick around them now.

Thar cab hdted for a red light, a big truck on ther right. “Pull in ahead of that truck a little” Rotary
ordered. Ther driver obeyed.

Rotary got out. The truck screened him from the machine behind.
“Goright ahead,” hetold Sis.
The pursuing cab drew dongdde the truck, passng it.

Rotary Harrison jumped out from around the sde of the truck. He got an am around the door post of
the cab-its windows were down-wrenched the cab door open and was indde.

Rotary showed the occupant of the cab the six-shooter he had inherited from his Indian-fighting dad.

“DON'T jump, hop, skip or reach,” Rotary said. “Just gt.”

He used the kind of a tone he used when he had just logt a dring of tools in a six-thousand-foot ail well.
It was a tone that would curl wire.

“Fallow that second cab ahead,” he told the driver.
The driver looked around. He seemed undecided.



Rotary showed him the Sx-gun and said, “When | shoot a rabbit with this thing, dl they generdly find is

The driver followed orders.

They turned left and found a street where there was no traffic. Sis got out of the cab ahead and came
back.

“Got him, en?” She examined the man. “Never saw him before.”
The man would have looked suave enough ordinarily perhaps, but now he was scared.
“Go back to the airport,” Rotary told their driver.

The cab chauffeur, more than anxious to get rid of his passengers and wash his hands of the whole thing,
logt no timein driving back across the river to the airport.

Rotary told his prisoner, “Y ou know what happened to Duster Jones?’

Theman said nathing, but more fear swam in his eyes. He knew what had happened to Duster Jones, dl
right, and gpparently that was the big thing now in his mind.

“The same thing will happen to you,” Rotary told him, “if you make one blegt or one jump.”
They got out a the airport. The Harrison plane was refueled, ready for the air.
Rotary put the captive in the cabin, indicating that Sis should watch the fellow.

“Il go get my papers for the New York flight,” Rotary explained. “Getting papers every time you turn
around in an arplane is a danged nuisance, but on account of the war | guess you gotta do it.”

He went away and came back. “All s&t,” he explained. He took over the controls, started the motor and
warmed it, checked both magnetos, then swung the tail around, got out on the runway and fed it the gun
when he got the O. K. from the control tower.

The plane was soon danting up into the sky.

Rotary Harrison turned to ther captive.

“l didn't include you in my cargo when | checked out,” he said. “You know what that means?’
The man got white,

“That's right,” Rotary told him. “I can't have you dong when we land.” He turned to his daughter. “Sis,
plot a course that will take us over one of the Great Lakes. And haven't we got a fishing tool back in the
cabin that will do as a gnker for this hombre's body?’

Chapter VI. DEATH IN THE SKY

THEY flew north, left the Missouri River behind, dimbed until the concrete ribbon of Highway 69 was a
vague thread below and behind. Rotary turned the controls over to Sis, whispering, “Don't get excited,
but you can act asif you are. I'm fooling about killing this bird.”

“I knew you were,” Sissaid.



Rotary went back. He stood looking at the prisoner, who was sprawled in a seat and gripping the seat
ams,

“Got aname?’ Rotary asked.
“Smith,” the man said.

“John Smith?” asked Rotary.
“Yegh.”

Rotary hit him, drove two quick blows like lightning. The man lifted up in the seat, then flopped back. He
turned dightly blue and his tongue stuck out and he breathed nogly.

“That's for John Smithing me,” said Rotary. “I don't guess there's any need of fooling with you.”

Rotary then fdl upon the man, yanked him into the aide, hit hm agan. Tha blow produced
unconsciousness, but it was brief.

When the man awakened it was in time to find Rotary just finishing tying his ankles to his wrists, and both
of these to an ail-wdl fishing tool, a piece of sted which weighed possibly forty pounds.

Rotary noted the man was awake. He made a gesture asif to hit im again, then changed his mind.
“What the hdl,” Rotary said. “What ydling you do on the way down won't hurt anything.”
Rotary dragged him to the plane door and forced the door open againg the propeller wash.

“See, were over the Missouri River,” Rotary pointed out. “Changed our minds about the Great Lakes.
Too far away.”

Rotary then picked the man up, and-the fdlow struggled horribly but ineffectively-heaved him out of the
plane door.

The man's screams were ghadly.

Rotary seemed to encounter an accident. The loose end of the rope-it was a cowboy laria-with which
the man was tied, became tangled, apparently, with one of the seat supports. The man was stopped and
dangled helplesdy just outside the plane door.

“Danged rope got caught!” Rotary bellowed.
He fought asif to free the rope. He did not succeed.
“Got aknife, Ss?’ he yelled. “ Gotta cut this hombre loose.”

The screaming of the man dangling outside the plane, the propeller wash smashing againg him with cold
horror, became articulate words.

“Pleasa!” he screeched. “Dont! Il do anything! Anything!”

Rotary sneered a him.

“Brother, you'd just tdl me morelies” he said. “Sis, hand me that knife”

The man blubbered and screeched that he hoped to dieif he was lying. He was about as scared as a man



could become and remain rationd.
“Oh, dl right,” Rotary said with seeming reluctance.
He yanked the prisoner back insde.

“Jug onelittle fib and out you go,” he warned the man.

THE plot-the terrorized captive told Rotary Harrison-was a large thing, and it probably extended into
foreign countries. There were millions of dollars involved, and there had been one murder executed and
others were planned.

“Thekilling of old Duster Jones was that murder?’ asked Rotary grimly.

It was. But that one had been done by aman cdled Butch, who had been sent out from New York City
for the job. Butch was a fdlow who looked as meek as a rabbit, a regular milksop man in appearance,
but a fiend who had the bloodthirsty ingincts of a weasdl.

“Why was Dudter killed?’ asked Rotary fiercdly.

“He found out too much,” the men explained. “Or a least | gathered that was what it was. It seems
Dudter was in a honkatonk one night and heard two men taking. He bought the men drinks and got them
tight. He got their tongues loose and went riding with them in the night, and at the end of the ride he had
learned enough to be dangerous to the plan.”

Rotary scowled and demanded, “Why are they trying to knock off me and Ss?’
“Because,” the man explained, “they are afraid you know too much.”

“What makes them think that?”

“Your decison to go to New York.”

Rotary Harrison was astonished. He was going to New Y ork, as a matter of truth, on what he believed in
his heart would be a fruitless attempt to raise money. He had to have the money, because without it the
whole structure of hisail enterprises would collapse.

“Why am | going to New Y ork, do they think?" he asked the prisoner.
“To see Doc Savage. To tdl hm what you know.”
Rotary hid his amazement. “ So they think that,” he said.

He had nearly asked who Doc Savage was, but he caught himsdf intime. And now, probing in his mind,
he decided who Doc Savage must be. He had heard of a rather myserious man with headquarters in
New York by that name. For some reason or other, Rotary recaled, many men in the ail fidds had heard
of Savage, but he did not know exactly why. He did remember that crooks were supposed to be afraid
of Savage, if that meant anything.

Rotary ligtened to the prisoner talk. The man was getting sickly worried as he watched the hard look on
Rotary's face.

He was redly asmdl fry, the prisoner explained. Just a hired hand. He had been dishonorably discharged



from the army for assaullting an officer, had served a term in Leavenworth, and had latdy been released
from prison. He was under bond in a theft case in Missouri, and had sought to pick himsdf up a bit of
lawyer money by taking on this job. A friend, another crook, had recommended him for the job. He had
been ordered to seize Rotary and Sis, and hold or kill them, whichever was convenient.

“l don't even know who the head guys are,” heindsted.

“But you know some of the amdl fry?’

“Yes. That Butch, and three or four others.”

Rotary asked ominoudy, “What about Doc Savage?’

The man knew something about that. Evidently he and Butch, or someone else, had talked about it.

“They have a big scheme whereby Doc Savage is going to be made to take the blame for the whole
thing,” the prisoner explained.

“Why pick on Savage?’

Themen said, “That's the firgt question that occurred to me, too. But Savage is made for the part. Heis a
mysterious figure. Then, theres dl these brain operations he has performed, and the men who disappear
after he gets his hands on them.”

“Men who disappear when Savage gets hold of them?’ Rotary echoed, and his surprise got in his voice.
“Crooks.”

“Oh”

THE thing as awhole did not make much sense to Rotary Harrison.
He didn't have the red explanaion behind it dl, he fdlt.
He was convinced, though, that this hirding he had captured did not know the red answer.

Rotary sank in the seat beside Sis. He told her, pretty much as the prisoner had given it, wha he had
learned. “Make sense to you?’ he finished.

Sswas thoughtful. “Looks to me asif our troubleisjust part and parcel of a great mess of trouble that's
cooking for alot of folks” she decided.

“Ss” sad Rotary, “this makes me look at our own trouble in a new light.”

“Thisis our Stuaion: Six months ago we borrowed a mess of money from a New Y ork outfit owned by
a man named Montague Ogden. But Ogden himsdf didn't handle the dedl. It was handled by Sam
Joseph, who was Ogden's office manager, and seemed to run everything for Ogden.”

Rotary Harrison made a grim jaw for a moment.

“Our ded with Sam Joseph was witnessed by Dusgter Jones,” he continued. “The ded induded an
agreement that the loan was to be renewed on our request in Sx months, and it was a written agreement.



Duster Jones witnessed it. We had a copy, and Sam Joseph had a copy.”
His scowl darkened.

“Now Sam Joseph wires us there was no such agreement,” he growled. “Our copy of it
disappears-stolen probably. And poor Duster Jones, the only man who could prove there was an
agreement for me, is killed. That means this Sam Joseph can demand full payment of the loan in three
weeks. | haven't got the money. | have got no more chance than a rabbit of getting it. Hell foreclose, ruin
me, and grab control of my company. As soon as word gets around | can't meet my obligations-and helll
see that the word gets around-the stock of my company will go to hel for cheap.”

Sswas dso grim.

She sad, “Dad, | wonder if they could have killed Duster Jones because he witnessed that agreement.”
“Probably,” Rotary agreed.

“What about this Doc Savage, the man they're trying to hang it dl onto?’ Sis asked.

“He might want to know what's goin' on,” Rotary said. “So we better hightall it into New York and give
him the news.”

ROTARY went back and tied the prisoner in a somewha more comfortable pogtion. He talked with the
men for some time and the fellow poured out dl he knew with frightened eagerness, but it was nothing
more than he had dready said.

“Ever hear of a man named Sam Joseph?’ Rotary demanded.
The prisoner had.
“He the big boss?’ Rotary asked.

The other didn't know. The killer named Butch had just mentioned Sam Joseph, but the prisoner couldn't
remember in what connection.

In order to fly over the Missouri River and frighten the prisoner, they had flown south from the route lad
out for them as a permissible course by the army authorities. Sis turned the plane north and got on the
course again. It was the regular airways route, Kansas City to Chicago, part of the distance.

Rotary consulted the map. “Here's a place named Millard,” he said. “Theré's a avil airways radio sation
there”

He got out a notebook and scribbled on it, tore out the page on which he had written, and folded it
around a five-dollar bill. Then he tied them both around a monkey wrench with a piece of gtring.

Rotary sad, “O. K., fly low over the radio sation. Make the engine sound asif we're in trouble.”
Ssfollowed ingructions. A man, probably an operator, came out and stood weatching them.

Rotary tossed the paper and the hill, tied to the monkey wrench, overside. The man below began
waking toward the fdling object.

“What was the idea?” Sis asked.



“Jud a piece of insurance,” Rotary explained. “Cautiousinmy old age. That's me”

IT could not have been more than three minutes later when a plane came piling out of a cloud a little
ahead of them. It was fadt. It bored toward them.

“Look,” Sis gasped. “That's the same plane that followed us from Tulsato Kansas City!”

“Thisis the regular route the army assigns to dvilian planes,” Rotary said grimly. “So he just flew up here
and waited around for us. Where's that rifle?”

He yanked open the cabin windows. Motor thunder and inrushing wind was a roar.
“Caeful of the propdler!” Siswarned.

The plane ahead was coming a them sraight-on now. The pilot must know they couldn't shoot through
the propeller, and was keegping ahead of it.

Sssad, “I'l do aflat skid to theright. Be ready.”

She sent the plane into the skid, presenting Rotary with the other ship as a target. But the plane ahead
was ready for that. It skidded aso.

Rotary's rifle banged. Then there was aterific racket, thudding jars, as machine-gun bullets ssormed into
their ship. The metd framing was hit at least a dozen times. Bullets dashed ther fud tank. The tank was
located between the cockpit and the engine, and suddenly high-octane gas was flooding back into the
cockpit and cabin.

The planes thundered past each other and apart.
Rotary growled, “Must be losn' my eye”” He hadnt, as far as he could tdll, hit anything effectively.
“Seeif you can keep them back,” Sis said. She hauled the hand throttle as far open as it would go.

Rotary nodded. He climbed back into the cabin, noting that their prisoner was white-faced, but
goparently unhurt as yet. “Your pad” Rotary told him. “Maybe you'd been better off if | had tossed you
overboard.”

He leaned out of the cabin window from time to time, aming carefully with hisrifle and firing. He was not
a paticularly good shot. Not expert as modern marksmen go, dthough he could hold his own with any
men on a qual hunt, or shooting jackrabbits from a moving car. He emptied the dip. He had no idea a
plane would be so hard to bring down.

The other ship gained on them rapidly and flew below and behind so thet it was dmost impossible for him
to hit it or even catch Sght of it. Time seemed to go swiftly. But actudly only twenty minutes had passed.

Because the Mississppi River, broad and darkly turgid in the afternoon sun, was below them when they
caught fire. The leeking gas tank did it, of course. They were tempting providence to try to fly. But there
hed been no place where they could land, and dill protect themsdaves after they were down. And,
suddenly, Sis screamed, and the plane was full of bundliing flames.

They were low, trying to get the plane behind them out of the blind spot. Theriver was sneking below no
more than two hundred feet.



“Well have to take to the water,” Sis said. She had cut the motor and her voice was agtonishingly loud.
They hit dmogt at once. There was not much of it. Not much more roughness than a segplane landing.

Rotary dashed their prisoner loose. Then he went out through the plane cabin door. Sis was ahead of
him. Water was pouring in, their ship beginning to stand on its nose as it sank.

Rotary and Sis swam clear. The water was fairly cold. Hfty yards away, low and gligening in the sun,
was a sandbar. It was more than hdf amilelong, looked smooth, and was completely bare of vegetation.
The plane which had brought them down was floaing in for alanding on the sandbar. Everywhere g, it
seemed to them, there was water.

“They got us” Rotary Harrison said.

Chapter VII. MIDWEST TRAIL
THE telegram had just come. Doc Savage gave it a second reading.

“Renny,” Doc said.
Renny Renwick appeared.
Doc handed him the telegram, explaining, “It just came.”

Renny examined the message, then turned it thoughtfully in his big hands. “Tdephoned to Kirksville,
Missouri, from a place cdled Millard, Missouri, where there is an airways radio saion,” he sad gravely.
“Operator of the airways radio says a plane flew over, apparently with engine trouble, and dropped a
message to be telegraphed to you.”

“Notice the content of the message,” Doc said.

“'You are being framed to take the rap in scheme invalving murder and no tdling what else. Coming to
giveyou story." And it's Sgned by Rotary Harrison. Do you know a Rotary Harrison?’

“Thename is not familiar,” Doc admitted. “Get copies of nationd business directories and Who's Who,
and seeif we find anything.”

Renny's search got results.

“Holy cow!” he said, his great, rumbling voice fully impressed. “Rotary Harrison is an ol man. Got a
finendd record like a jack-in-the-box. Up and down. Right now, seems to be up, but in a shaky way.
Like amen gtting on a stack of packing cases.”

Doc Savage sad, “Check on this plane Rotary Harrison was flying. Get Monk and Ham to help you, and
Long Tom. Keep track of the ship, once you find it.”

Renny got on a telephone.
Ham Brooks camein, said, “Doc, thisthing isn't shgping up so good from alegd angle”

“Y ou mean that Montague Ogden is il threetening to sue me because of the error in operating on Sam
Joseph?’

“He's more then threatening. He's filed suit.” Ham spread his hands. “Ogden daims that he has logt the



services of Sam Joseph and is therefore entitled to damages.”
“Thet isafragile basis for alavsuit.”

Ham shrugged. “Ordinarily, yes. But the letter of the written law is not dways the law that prevails. Other
connected circumstances are usudly taken into congderation, whether they should be or not.”

“You mean, Ham, tha the unpleasant publicity we are getting in the newspapers will weight the scales
agang us?’

“That,” Ham said, “iswhat | mean.”

“l see”

“And, furthermore, | think somebody is behind that publicity campaign againgt you.”
“Our investigation has not turned up a deliberate plot,” Doc reminded.

“They're too dick. Too smoath to be caught.”

Doc sad, “Montague Ogden is certainly doing al he can to discredit me. But you can say one thing about
Ogden-he stands right out in the open and beats his drum.”

Ham admitted, “He does that,” grudgingly. “But the thing is spreading like wildfire. | don't see how one
men could dir up dl that stink.”

Renny camein to report on the results of his search for the plane of Rotary Harrison.

“The ship is down somewhere)” Renny said. “Here's a report from a place cdled Keokuk, on the
Missssppi River right at the border of Missouri and lowa. A plane answering the description of Rotary
Harrison's ship passed over that town closdy pursued by another plane about two hours ago. That would
make it right after the telegram was sent from Millard.”

Doc Savage nodded. “Are you getting one of our planes ready?’
“It1l be fuded by the time we get there,” Renny said. “Monk and Ham are down there now.”

DOC SAVAGE did not take off for the Midwest immediatdly. He got Long Tom and Renny aside.
“You two stay here,” Doc directed, “and begin a generd investigation of the Stuation.”
“Jugt what,” asked Renny, “would you suggest was a generd investigation?’

“Go to alot of trouble” Doc said, “to find out whether this campaign againg us is the work of an
organizetion.”

“I see. Apparently it is the work of Montague Ogden. But you want to know whether there is a gag
behind it.”

“Ancther thing,” Doc said, “is an investigation of Montague Ogden. | want the higory of the man, a
complete picture of hislife from the beginning up to now.”

“Montagues life story. O. K.”



“l want a complete report on hisfinancid condition.”

“The low-down on Montague Ogden. Right.”

“I want aful report on Dr. Nedden.”

“The low-down on the Ogden private physician.”

“He thoroughly agreed with me that a cerebrd fibroma was Sam Joseph's trouble,” Doc said.
“So did two other doctors,” Renny reminded.

“I want the low-down on them, too.”

Renny nodded. “All right. Well do the best we can.”

“Good. We will return as soon as we look into this matter of a man named Rotary Harrison, who has
disappeared in the Midwes.”

“| takeit,” Renny said, “that you know how serious this thing can get.”
“I have an inkling.”
“I'm talking about our college,” Renny said.

Doc Savage's face was suddenly solemn, with a trace of strain. Flainly, Renny had touched on the worry
uppermost in his mind.

“| think you have hit the nail on the head.”
“I thought | had,” Renny said.

“If the public gets one dngle inkling of the kind of an inditution we maintain up there, there will be a
terrific uproar.”

Renny nodded. “WEell be lucky if they only hang us”
“You undergtand everything you are to do?’

“I'm to get dl the dope possible on Montague Ogden and his business interests, find out if there is an
organization behind this newspaper campaign againg us, and check up on Dr. Nedden and the other
doctors who concurred in the diagnosis which said Sam Joseph had a cerebra fibroma. Isthat dl?’

“Add Sam Joseph to your ligt. Find out dl about him.”

“Sure” Renny said. “l can see where Long Tom and | are going to be as busy as one-armed
paperhangers.”

“You better hire two or three good detective agencies to hdp you.”

“That wouldn't be a bad idea,” Renny agreed. “WEéll handle it, Doc. Are you leaving for the Midwest
now?’

“Rim an.”
“I hope you find Rotary Harrison,” Renny said. “I have a hunch he is the firgt proof we've had that this



thingisalot bigger than anybody dreamed.”

DOC SAVAGE took off from the Hudson River with Monk and Ham. They used one of Doc's smdl
planes, a craft which could handle five passengers at the very mogt, a ship which was mogly motor. It
was an experimenta army pursuit-type job which had been constructed on Doc's specifications, and
which had proved too “hat” to be handled by the average run of pursuit pilots. Considering how “hot” the
pursuit ships now used by the army were, this plane became something of a freak. It held alittle over four
hours gas supply, and they had to detour by St. Louis to find a runway long enough to accommodate
them. But the trip required very little time. Monk inssted he hardly had time to spit.

They werein the ar again when Ham, who was wearing the telephone headset, said, “Here is Renny in
New York on the air. Voice. He wants you.”

Doc plugged in his headset, picked up the microphone, said, “Yes?’

Renny's deep voice said, “ Another tdegram just came in from that place in Missouri, Millard. Y ou want
it?”

“Go ahead,” Doc said.

“It says that Rotary Harrison's plane has landed there and that he and his daughter are waiting to see you
if you can fly there to meet them,” Renny explained.

“All right,” Doc said. “Thanks” He consulted a chart and the wind-velocity information he had gotten
from the St. Louis airport. He changed his course.

Alamed, Ham Brooks consulted the logged data concerning the Millard fidd, the runway length.
“They've got a hard-surfaced runway north and south,” he said. “The wind is north and fairly strong. We
may be able to set this bumblebee down there.”

Monk Mayfar was less concerned about their landing.

“Rotary Harrison and daughter, eh?” he remarked. “1 wonder what kind of a daughter.”
Ham frowned. “| thought you were cured?’

“Cured of whet?’

“Making a yassack out of yoursdlf every time a pretty girl goes past.”

Monk grinned. “The only time | fed like afool,” he said, “iswhen | let one get past me”
Doc Savage sad, “Millard Fidd coming up.”

“Inthisthing,” Ham said, “you no more than put your finger on a place than you are there.”

They made the usud traffic circle of the fidd, came in low over the fence and dready ddling. The
airspeed indicator when they touched said better than a hundred and fifty miles an hour. That was plenty
“hot,” and as the ship dowed so that the abbreviated control surfaces no longer had much effect, it took
expert brake contralling to keep them on the runway and out of the fence at the other end.

When their ground speed was down to twenty miles an hour, Doc braked the right whed, sent the ship
toward the amdl cottage of an airways radio station with its windmill-like tower for the anemometer and



wind sock.
They were not fifty yards from the cottage when a sorm of lead hit their ship.

All of the bullets-and no one but Doc naticed this, and he certainly did not discuss it then-hit back in the
cabin section where Monk and Ham were riding. None of them hit near the cockpit where Doc was
Segted in plain view.

Chapter VIII. MAN LOST

IT was amachine gun. A heavy military-type gun operating on atripod. It had been set up on the ground
and covered with a large canvas, and gun and canvas had been behind a car where it had not been
noticed-or more probably the setting up of it had not been noticed-by the operators in the radio station.
The car drove forward a few yards, the canvas was yanked away, and the gun began shaking a
red-lipped snot.

The effect on Doc's ship was terrific. The machine-gun bullets, .30-cdiber with a hitting energy of around
twenty-nine hundred foot-pounds, seemed about to turn the plane over. They raked the ship from stern
to propeller and took about a fourth off one propeller blade, so that vibration of the unbalanced prop
helped shake the ship.

Then everything was slent. The motor had stopped.
Findly Monk spoke.

“That's a nice Missouri reception,” he said. “What if this hadn't been an army experimental job with an
armored cabin?’

A man appeared in the radio cottage door. One of the operators. Someone shot at him. He jumped, high
and wide, and began to run. He did not jump back into the cottage, which would have seemed naturd,
but took out across the fidd toward some orange hangars, labeled as the property of a flying service, on
the other sde of the fidd. He was along thin man who ran as probably he had never run before.

“Hes alittle excited,” Monk said mildly.

The words were hardly out of Monk's mouth when a grenade exploded directly under their ship. It might
have been a homemade bomb of dynamite. It lifted the plane, Monk said forty feet but ten was probably
closer, and snapped off both wings, ripped open the armored cabin compartment, and dumped the
wreckage over on its Sde.

Monk, aways ready with a wisecrack, for once was speechless. They were dazed. Therr ears had
stopped working for the moment.

Doc Savage dug into his dothing. When he was operating, his clothes were invariably a mine of gadgets.
He came up with a smoke bomb, alittle egg of a thing, which he flipped toward the machine gun.

The smoke bomb hit the ground, ripened, made a cloud of smoke so black that it looked solid like a
large and spreading mushroom of tar. It shut off view of car and machine gun.

“Run!” Doc rapped. “They may use another bomb.”

Ham piled out of arip in the cabin. Doc followed, then Monk. Doc and Ham ran, heading for the radio
shack, which had a good concrete foundation that should stop lead.



Monk was bellowing. He liked to bellow in afight, and he jumped around, haf of a mind to rush through
the smoke and try his luck on the gun crew behind it.

Then an object came gyrating out of the smoke, hit the ground, rolled and stopped near Monk's feet. It
was another bomb, homemade, fifteen or so sticks of dynamite and a fizzing, samoking fuse. Monk
popped his eyes at it. He let out a howl much louder than any previous effort and started running, not
seeming to touch the ground.

Doc Savage scooped up the bomb and threw it back into the smoke on the theory that he could get it
away from them faster than they could get away from it. Monk had often dlaimed that Doc Savage had a
mind which could stop and reason such things out under such circumstances. Monk maintained this put
Doc on a practicdly anormd plane.

The bomb made a noise that a Fourth of July never heard and immediaidy there was some satisfactory
howling.

“RUN,” Doc sad.

They followed Monk, who dready had reached the radio cottage. Monk went ingde, through the open
door where the operator had been sanding when shot at.

Doc and Ham followed, except thet they did not go insde, but circled the end of the building and went
down behind the foundation. “Keep down!” Doc warned. He had seen that the exploson had merdy
ruffled their enemies.

There seemed to be at least five of the foe, two handling the machine gun, the others with rifles.

The rifles began making the crisp, violent reports that gelatined nitrocellulose powders make, and the
bullets went entirdly through the radio cottage in most cases. A few were stopped by generators and
other solid apparatus insde.

Monk came out through a window, landed beside them. He had discovered bullets would go through the
cottage.

“Why don't somebody tdl me them things” he complained.

Doc Savage stepped back a few paces, threw another smoke grenade. Then another, and a third. He
was spacing them carefully. They made the noises of firecrackers that had fizzled.

To Monk and Ham, Doc said, “Pay no atention to the ydling | do now.”

In amuch louder voice, a below, Doc howled, “ Monk, Ham, make a break for it! Run! We've got to
get away. We want to reach the Harrisons. Let these fellows go!”

He waited for that to soak in. Then he repested it, dmost exactly the same words.

After which he dashed out around the corner of the radio cottage, back toward his mangled plane. The
smoke pal had now spread enough to envelop the entire vicinity. He could hear the assailants saying
things, modly profanity, in the pal. Doc got into the hulk of his plane largdly by the sense of touch and
found an equipment case. Thiswas intact and he got it open, took out two metd flasks.

He returned with both flasks to Monk. He gave one to the homdy chemigt.



“They have aplane” Doc said. “It is undoubtedly over by the hangars, so get over there and put this Suff
inthe fud tank.”

Monk knew what wasin the flasks. He had helped concoct the Suff.
“Sure” he said.

Doc made his voice loud again and bellowed, “ Get away! Don't take any chances on being shot. Our
job isto get the Harrisong!”

Then the bronze man ran back into the smoke pal again. He went cautioudy now. He heard a man
swearing and made for the fdlow, found him and struck with a fis, Smultaneoudy grabbing the men by
the throat to throttle an outcry. The fig blow he sent to the stcomach. It was not very successful for the
men was wearing an amored vest. One of the plate-type commercid armored vests which sdl for about
seventy-five dollars. It stopped most of the effect of Doc's fis blow. The man squirmed, fought. Doc hit
him again and the fdlow subsided.

Doc took the man's coat and hat. Strangely, the hat was harder to remove than the coat; the man had
yanked it down over his ears so he wouldn't lose it in the uproar.

“Use gas on them!”
Doc shouted, usng his own voice and making it loud.

HE then hauled on the coat, which fit im better than expected, and yanked the hat over his own ears,
golitting it at the band in the operation.

He found the criminds car. There was no one behind the whed. He got in, started the motor, made it
moan and race.

Thrugting his head out of the car, he ydled, imitating one of the voices which he had heard, “Gadl Gadl
Come on! Let's get out of herel”

There was no gas, of course. But the black quff thrown off by the smoke bombs had an acrid odor that
was digtinctive enough to give the imagination a good start.

They thought there was gas. They were not prepared with masks evidently. And the roaring, racing car
engine was like a magnet. None of them wanted to be Ieft behind. They converged on the machinein a
wild rush.

Doc added to the confusion-it was intensdy black there in the smoke pdl, impossble to see an am
length-by honking the car horn steedily and bellowing, “Come on! Gas! Gadl”

When he knew they were aboard he meshed gears, let out the dutch and gave the machine plenty of gas.
He drove blindly until he was out of the smoke. Then he wheded to the right, went over a driveway
curbing with aflying bump and out through the airport gate onto a graveled road.

Doc drove fast. The men in the car leaned out of windows and fired back into the smoke cloud. Two
were dinging to the outside, and one of these tried to fire, but dmogt fdl off and logt hisrifle

So far the hat and coat Doc was wearing had fooled them.

But he did not want to get them too far away from the airport. Not so far away but that they would try to



go back and get their plane.

He went over arailroad crossing. It was rough, so rough that only the solid top of the car kept some of
them from flying out. Then there was a sharp turn onto another highway, a concrete one, and tha did not
ease the gtuation.

Doc Savage drove two hundred yards more, saw a cornfield at the roadside. The growing corn was
about the right height for his purpose.

He jammed on the brakes hard, gave the whed just the right trestment and got the car on its Sde in the
ditchin acloud of dugt, the door on his Side open.

He got out, feet pounding in grass, went over a low barbed-wire fence into the corn. By stooping, the
corn tassels were wdl over his head. The corn, fortunately, had not been check-planted, so that its rows
ran in only one direction, which was pardld to the road. They could not look down a corn row and see
him.

“That an't Bill"” one of the men bellowed.

There was some more shooting then, but not as bad as it had been back at the radio cottage.

DOC SAVAGE kept going and circled widdy, coming back to the road. Once there he was very
cautious once more. But it was not needed.

The men had deserted their car. They had crossed the railroad and were running across the airport
toward the hangars on the opposite Sde. They dl were there except the one Doc had dugged. That one
hed recovered his senses and was sprinting across the fidd, dso headed for the hangars.

Ham Brooks, at the radio shack, began shooting. Ham seemed to have found a double-barreled shotgun
ingde the radio cottage. He unloaded both barredls with a terific report. He was kicked backward
through the radio-shack door. The running man only ran faster.

Doc went to the railroad tracks. There was a culvert close by, a smdl one, and he sat down there. He
waited camly.

He was pleased. His plan was working as smoothly as if it had been rehearsed. They did not dways go
thiswdll.

The running men, just crossing the airport, were saggering with fatigue. They did some wild shooting at
the hangars, the bullets causing a generd rush for cover on the part of a number of young men, evidently
Civilian Rilot Traning sudents.

The plane setting in front of the hangars was a black cabin job, one large motor, low-wing. One of the
expensve ships built for the rich private trade before the war, and not taken over by the government
because of an overly large number of hours on motor and ship. But airworthy and fast. A ship large
enough to take dl the men off the ground.

They piled into the craft. It had an eectric Sarter, and this whipped the prop over. Dug picked up
behind the ship and whirled away in clouds.

The plane tore across the arport, ignoring the paved runway, quartering into the wind. It got its wheds
off, and immediiately the pilot began to dip alittle into the wind to keep away from the fence corners.



A smdl man, avery indignant smal man, came out of one of the hangars and began to pop away with a
revolver a the fleeing plane. Monk appeared hadtily, said something to the smdl man. He stopped
shooting, then he and Monk ran into the hangar.

The plane with the criminds in it got a hundred and fifty feet of dtitude, banked quickly, came back. It
was obvious they were after Ham, at the radio shack. And maybe the radio shack, too, if they had more
of those dynamite bombs.

Doc Savage showed himsdf. He made as much of a spectacle as he could, jumping around and waving
hisarms, sazing a short piece of plank and going through the motions of aming it, asif it was a gun.

The plane whedled, came boring toward him. Out of the cabin windows, came fire and noise,

Doc went into the culvert. The machine-gun bullets jarred the ground around the mouth of the culvert.
The plane whooped overhead. Doc waited. Soon there was a terrific concusson and sticks, dust and
leaves flew into the culvert. They'd had another dynamite bomb, dl right.

Doc waited awhile, crawled out. He looked around for another bomb ingtantly, but located none. Then
he eyed the plane. It was heading into the east. It had the purposeful am of a definite place to go.

Doc ran across the fidd to the hangars.

MONK and the gmdl manthe later was swearing redly wondeful profanity and not asking
guestions-were wheding a neet-looking blue biplane out of the big hangar.

Monk said, “I knew you'd want to follow them right away, Doc.”
Doc Savage glanced over the ship. It was fagter than the cabin job which had just left the fidd.

Ham had appeared a the radio shack again, was doing something around the wreckage of ther
bomb-ripped plane.

Doc made a hand funnd, ydled, “ Get the scanner!”
Ham, shouting back faintly, said, “I'm getting it.”

He disappeared into the plane ruin, came out and ran toward them. He had a case about the d9ze of a
typewriter case, and alonger and heavier box of metdl.

Doc dimbed into the biplane. It was an open-cockpit job.

The smdl man stopped swearing long enough to say, “That's my C. P. T. advanced trainer. You guys
bugt up that ship and it won't be hedthy for you. They're getting hard to get.”

Monk said, “Keep your shirt on. Has anybody some goggles?’

Two young men, wearing the C. P. T. wing emblems on their blouses, had goggles. They parted with
them-for about twice what they were worth, cash.

Ham arrived.

“You and Monk ride in the back,” Doc said, “with the gadget.”



Ham said, “Itll be atrid riding with that goon.” He got in the cockpit with the homdy Monk and the two
cases. They were very crowded. And they were quarrding when Doc gave the hand throttle a steady pull
and sent the ship across the tarmac.

Doc lifted the ship off and sent it into the east on the trail of the other plane. The latter was now out of
sght, had been out of sght for some minutes.

The plane, being a trainer, was equipped with gosports, the speaking-tube-headset device used in
training student fliers. Doc indicated Monk should put on the headset, said, “Get the scanner working.”

Monk nodded vidlently and went to work with the apparatus.

Ham watched, puzzled. He understood only part of this. Doc's unorthodox conduct of the fight back at
the airport had been amed at scaring the enemy into flight, or, more specificdly, into flight to wherever
they were holding the Harrisons.

Also, thefight had been arranged so that Monk could introduce something into the gas tank of the plane
ahead. Some chemica, Ham surmised.

“What kind of mumbo-jumbo isthis?” Ham ydled a Monk.
“Keegp your hair on,” Monk shouted back, “until | get thisthing percolating.”

OF the two parts of the apparatus, the metd case seemed to contain a large collection of batteries of the
“B” radio type, batteries ddivering a Szable voltage. In addition there were coils and vacuum tubes,
arranged so that they did not make sense to Ham. But it was certainly not a radio.

The second box contained a device into which Monk proceeded to thrust his face, after plugging it into
the other apparatus. The thing was about afoot and a hdf long. At the end opposite Monk's face was a
large lens, and Monk stared at the surrounding sky through this,

“North, Doc,” Monk shouted. “They swung north right ahead. Guess they figured they were out of Sght
of the airport. And they're dimbing fast.”

Ham bellowed, “How do you know where thet other plane went?’

“Look,” Monk said. He thrust the gadget into Ham's hands. “L ook through it.”

Ham stared into the thing. At first he saw nothing but a deep-purple darkness and he said so.
“Look to the north you overdressed shyster,” Monk ordered.

Ham did so. Immediatdly and agtonishingly he saw a fantly slver-colored thread of what looked like
smoke. Smoke from a tracer bullet, but very vague. He told Monk what he saw.

“That'sit,” Monk said. “That's thetrall of the other plane.”
Ham jerked the thing away from his eyes. “Y ou're crazy!”
“You're the crazy onel” Monk roared a him. “Doc and | have worked for months on thisthing.”

“How does it work?’



“Smple, like dl great things” Monk snapped. “You introduce a chemica in the gasoline which a plane
burns. After it burns and passes out of the exhaust stacks, it is a vapor that hangs quiescent in the air. It
will hang there for hours. Of course it drifts with the wind currents, but it's there anyway, marking a plan
tral.”

Ham objected, “But | can't seeit with the naked eye”
“That's what makesit good,” Monk assured him. “Y ou can only see it with this gadget here.”
“How does it work?’

“That would take two hours to explain, plus about four years of chemicd education for you so you would
know enough to understand the explanation,” Monk assured him. “But it works with both ultraviolet and
infrared wave lengths of light from both ends of the so-called vishle spectrum.”

(Doc Savage's researches into light have been extengve, his employment of it varied. As regular readers
of Doc Savage megazine will surely have noticed, in dmost every new adventure, Doc Savage manages
to introduce one or more surprises in the shape of a sdentific gadget. What readers of a scientific bent
will dso have noted isthat it is the palicy of the author of the Doc Savage maerid to have Doc employ
only methods and devices which have been developed, or which other scientists have accomplished a
least on alaboratory scale. Since the fird Doc Savage nove appeared in 1933, many of the mechanicd
devices employed by Doc Savage, which seemed completdly fantadtic at the time, have been placed in
every-day use. These range from smple devices, such as a generator-operated type of flashlight, which
are now o common they can be bought in toy stores for children or in expensve dduxe modds for
blackout use, to the method latdy employed of introducing a gas into the fud tanks of military pursuit
planes to make the gasoline vapor non-explosive when the tanks are hit by the incendiary bullets from
enemy guns. This, however, is the firg time the device for tralling planes has been employed by Doc.)

“All right, dl right, you don't have to be sarcastic, you ape,” Ham said.

He was satisfied.

THE plane flew north, got above an extended bank of clouds. Theniit turned east again. And, eventudly,
when the cloud bank widened it angled southward. Compared to the terrific speed of the plane in which
they had come out from New Y ork, they seemed to be crawling.

Ham had been slent, thinking about the gadget they were usng. He was fascinated. He began to see
posshilitiesin the thing.

“Say,” Ham ydled. The roar of ar in the open cockpit madeit hard to tak. “ Say, why wouldn't this be a
good gadget for the American army or navy to use on the enemy?’

Monk sneered at him. “What do you think we developed it for?’
“Hasit dready been tried?’

“Europe and Asa” Monk said, “are ful of English and American agents busy introducing quantities of
that chemicd into the gasoline supplies of the enemy.”

“Is there any way of them licking it?’
“Sure. They can work out some chemicd to nulify the effect of this Suff. But that will take weeks or



months, and in the meantime their planes can be tracked back to their airdromes by our ships. There
won't be any such thing as a concedled enemy airdrome.”

Ham grinned. Particularly in crowded Europe did bombers operate from secret bases. This traling
method would be death on such bases. Y ou would follow the trail, and if there was wind, dlow for wind
drift. On dill-air days, the guff should be marvelous.

As time went on Ham was beginning to understand why both the army and navy had refused active
sarvice to Doc Savage and his associates as wdl. The explanation then had been that they could do more
good for the war effort by going on as they had been. That had seemed a thin argument to Doc and the
rest of them at the time. Certainly it was not satisfactory.

Because in the find andlyss thar main thirst was for excitement and adventure, and that even included
Doc himsdf. The war was a great show, probably the greatest show of the century, and they hated to
missit. Or a least fool around in the cheering section, only now and then getting a finger into it. But the
amy and navy smply wouldn't have them. They had been tossed out on their collective ears. Not once,
ather. Just about weekly.

Chapter IX. RIVER FIGHT
DOC SAVAGE'S voice was quiet in the gosport when he said, “All right, there they arel”

Theriver was awidth of gray corduroy below them, and init lay the white scar of a long sandbar. At the
north end the bar thrust an arm out toward the shore, and the water there seemed to be wading depth
masly, except for a narrow channd. In fact, a the far Sde of the channd, very near to the river bank,
was a paddle-whed steamer which was obvioudy a derdlict, a hulk which had been there many years.

On the sandbar, however, and in motion, was the black plane which they had followed from the Millard
arport. The pilot had seen them, was taking off.

Tiny figures were sorinting ong the sandbar toward the derdlict seamer. Doc counted them. Four. Thet
meant the pilot was donein the craft that was leaving the bar.

That plane and this one were so dosay matched in dimbing rate and maneuverability that the presence of
even one added passenger would be too much of a handicap.

Doc sad, “Two of us haveto go over.”

There were two 'chutes in the plane. They were regulation parachutes for the C. P. T. students, so they
would be dl right. Seat-pack type.

Ham said, “I'll fly her. I'm the lightest one, anyway.”

There was no argument. He was right. And Ham was a good combet pilot.

Doc directed, “Dive her. Get her about a hundred yards north of the old boat.”
Ham nodded.

To Monk, Doc said, “Hold off cracking your ‘chute until you're dmost in the trees.”

“Youretdling me” Monk yeled. “I hope none of those guys are wing shots.”



Doc watched the river surface, the position of the plane, judging the wind ve ocity-which would influence
their parachute drift very little, but nevertheess somewnhat-from the condition of the river waves.

Direction of the wind, of course, was easy to judge from the unruffled surface of the water next to the
bank over which the wind was blowing.

He went over. He got a bad start, dipping on the cockpit rim, and began to turn over and over. He
stopped that by violent kicking at the right moments. The earth came rushing up a him. He kept his eyes
onit. A long fdl and a bresk-out of the ‘chute as low as he intended to crack this one was not something
to fool with. You fdl fifty feet in no time at dl; fifty feet migudgment could kill you.

He was being shot at. He could hear the fiddle-string-break sounds of the bullets passng. He did not
take his eyes off the ground, which was magnifying enormoudy. He hauled on the ripcord.

He was a little ashamed of wha he did then. He threw the stedl ripcord away in his excitement,
something parachute jumpersin the army and navy were taught never to do. The ripcords cost nearly five
dollars apiece.

THE next ingant he was jarred solidly, then he was in trees. The trees were willows and they cushioned
hisfdl, tore clothing, took off hide, planted a few splinters.

With a flourishing of willows and a panful grunting, Monk was down a moment later. He was not over
fifty feet away. Doc got out of the harness, |eft the chute there, and ran to Monk.

Monk said, “These danged willows ant as soft as they look from the ar.” He was not serioudy
damaged.

“Comeon,” Doc sad. “They must have the Harrisons on that old boat.”

They ran toward the boat. The ruin of it projected above the willows, higher than would have been
possble if the old derdlict was resting in the water. It must be grounded, planted high and dry by some
flood years ago, perhaps far out of the river channd, and now the river had channeled amost to the boat.

Doc saw water through the willows, dowed his pace, and located the sandbar. The four running men
were off the big bar, were in the deeper channd which separated it from the grounded derdict. Two of
them were wading while the other two were svimming, meking dightly better time.

Doc drew back, made for the boat. Monk was close behind him. Monk had picked up a club, a smdl
oak fence post, a mogt impressve shilldah. “An Irishman's toothpick,” Monk explained, waving the post.

Doc picked up two tomato cans as he ran. Fishermen mugt have brought them here to carry worms, now
they were full of sand, and made good missles.

Feet had trampled the bank near the old boat. There was a crude gangplank, a tree trunk which had
been felled from the bank to the derdlict.

A man was coming down the gangplank, waking sdewise, usng hisrifle for a badancing stick. He must
have seen the two parachutes come down, had decided to get ashore and do his fighting bushwhack

dyle.

Doc threw one of the sand-filled tomato cans.



The man on the log squawked, logt hisrifle, fdl down and wrapped his arms around the log. He remained
there, dazed.

Doc pegged a smoke bomb onto the deck of the Ssdewheder, let it burst, then went out on the log. He
ran lightly, hardly seeming to dacken speed while on the log.

Monk followed but paused to give the man dinging to the log a walop with his club, with the result that
he nearly fdl off the log. The dinging man, stunned giill more, logt his grip with hislegs. But he ill hung to
thelog by his hands. Monk trampled on his fingers for a while, poked with the club. The man remained
there, crying, “1 can't svim!” in an awful voice.

“Y ou've got afine chance to learn,” Monk assured him, and kicked him loose.

It was about fifteen feet down to the water, and the water was not wai st-deep.

Monk ran on, entered the smoke from Doc's grenade, which was spreading.

“Monk,” said Doc's voice in the black pall.

“Yesh?’

“Youve got to be less reckless” Doc warned. “Y ou take too many chances.”

“0. K.,” Monk agreed, and grinned. A fight, he figured, was the place to be reckless.

THE men fording across from the sandbar were shouting excitedly, howling warnings about the
parachutes to the boat.

Overhead there was tense moaning from the two arplanes.
Doc lifted his voice, shouted, “Harrison! Rotary Harrison! Thisis Doc Savage. Where are you?’

Over the plane-motor noise, over the ydling of the men coming from the bar, and the anxious sgudling of
the man Monk had kicked off the log and who was trying to drown in waist-deep water, there was an
answer. It was a response in a bdlowing voice. From the boat somewhere. Deep insde. The voice made
no words, just anger and noise.

Monk said, “That sounds about like | figured Rotary Harrison would sound.”

“Monk, come on,” Doc said. “We have got to find the Harrisons and get them out of here, safely. That is
thefirg job.”

Monk thought of the four men in the river and decided to misunderstand Doc's order. Now and then
Monk permitted himsdf to do something like that, usudly when to follow ingtructions meant missng a

fight.
“Sure, I'l get 'em, Doc,” Monk ydled, and made off up the deck.
There was enough noise, what with the planes and the ydling, that he figured he could get away with that.

He wanted a fight. The men trying to board the derelict would be just about what he considered suitable
odds.



He made for the bow, which was where he surmised the men would try to board the old boat. Almogt at
once hefdl through to hisarmpitsin a hole in the deck. The boards did not seem to be rotten; someone
hed merdly removed them.

He got out of the smoke, made better time. He reached the rail, heard the men splashing aongsde. He
put his head over the ral quickly.

The men, waist-deep in mud and sand, were working dong the side of the derdlict. Their heads were not
more than gx feet below. Wonderful targets for Monk's long club, he decided. Like playing golf.

He drew back quickly, got a grip on the very end of the club. He leaned over therall.

Two of the men below were ready. They had an old piece of rusted wire hawser about a dozen feet long.
Each had an end.

They came up and over with the hawser, swinging it asif it was a kip rope. It came down on the back of
Monk's neck. They yanked. Monk did a one-and-a-half turn over the rail and lit sanding up in the mud
beside them.

It occurred to Monk, alittle too late, that they could have seen his shadow when he appeared a the rall
thefirg time.

They were on him ingantly, dl of them. And Monk had hisfight. He knew immediatdy it was the nastiest
fight he had ever had, which was saying a great dedl. Two of them had double figfuls of mud, which they
a once dapped into his eyes.

Someone hit im with something alittle later. It felt like a rifle stock when he clutched it helplesdy, going
down. He was dazed.

They got on him with their feet, trampled him deep into the mud.

He never heard one of them say, “Don't do him clear inl We can use one of them dive, the big boss
seys”

DOC SAVAGE crouched a the edge of a hatch, ligening. The voice that undoubtedly belonged to
Rotary Harrison was howling steadily below. It was close.

Overhead, the two planes were drding, sparring. From time to time gun clatter joined the noise of tharr
motors. Ham seemed to be the better flier. At least he was holding his own. But the other pilot had an
automatic rifle. And Ham, who was used to a ship with an armored cockpit, with fud tanks treated so
they would not leak, was handicapped. Like Monk, he was indined to be reckless, too.

Doc looked down into the hatch. The hold planking had long ago been ripped out; there were only the
naked beams of the old Ssdewheder's internd frame.

But there was, lurking down there somewhere, a guard. Probably a man with a gun. It was tobacco
smoke that told the bronze man this, not the smoke itsdf, but the pungent odor from the clothes of a man
who smoked a pipe a greet dedl.

Doc picked up along stick, a fragment of fishpole someone had Ieft on deck, and sent it away from him
like a spear. The pole hit, skittered down through another hatch, made a clatter.



Ingantly, Doc swung down through the haich where he was crouching. He landed on a crosspiece,
legped to the right, got behind a timber.

At one time the hold of the derelict had drifted full of mud and sand. But of late years the hull at the
stern-Doc was now near the stern-had fdlen apart, and the mud and sand had washed out again when
the river was at flood stage. So the centra section of the derdlict was il piled high with a sandbank.

Doc searched carefully, located the guard. The man was ganding behind a timber himsdf, only the
muzze of his gun showing.

Doc worked toward him and managed to get closer and closer.

The two figures lying bound on the sandbank did not stir and made no sound. A man and a girl. The girl
even turned once, quickly, as if she heard some smdl sound in the direction opposite Doc, which was
Clever.

Doc got the guard, reaching around the beam to take him. He tried to make the fdlow unconscious
slently. He did that dl right, but the man's gun was on cock, and it exploded, the blast ear-rending in the
confines of the place. Immediately another guard, one stationed farther toward the bow, but ingde the
boat, howled an darmed demand.

Not knowing how many more there were, Doc shouted, “Run! The place isfull of cops!”

The cavelike acoudtics of the place, he hoped, would make his voice sound like anybody's voice.
He dropped the guard, ran to the Harrisons and freed them, dashing with a knife at ther ropes.
“Run,” he ordered. “Get ashore!”

They had been tied too long and couldn't run. The effort they made was agonizing.

Doc gathered them up, one with each arm, and carried them.

THE guard toward the bow hadn't been fooled. He was coming back, and cautioudy. Once he fired at
them, the bullet scooping rotten wood off a timber.

Carrying the Harrisons, Doc got to a burst hull planking, and worked through it. They fdl out into river
mud. Carrying two people was incredibly difficult in the suff. But he worked toward the bank, which
was steep, and got up onto the sun-baked mud, then dimbed more rapidly. He piled into the willows that
furred the top without being shot in the back.

He dropped the Harrisons.
“Keep cravling away from here,” he said.

The noise of the planes overhead had changed. He looked up. It was bad news. The motor of Ham's
plane had gone dead and he was danting off to the east for a motor-off landing somewhere. He evidently
figured he was high enough to reach some of the oat-stubble fidds that were back haf a mile or so from
theriver.

The second plane-for some reason or other, the pilot was not pursuing Ham to finish him off-was
spirding down toward the sandbar.



The ship landed on the sandbar.
There was some shouting when the plane stopped. Doc moved to a position where he could see the ship.

Three men were hauling a fourth toward the plane. The man they hauled was Monk. Monk seemed to be
UNCONSCious.

Then, three more men appeared, wading to the sandbar. They were the two guards who had been in the
derelict, and the man Monk had kicked off the log gangplank.

Monk was dumped into the plane. The others dimbed in. The plane went flogging down the long
sandbar. The sand seemed to be packed as hard as a runway, otherwise the ship would never have
taken the ar with that |oad.

But it got off.

They flew draight up the river, dowly gathering dtitude. The plane was hardly above the levd of the
river-bank treetops when it was out of Sght and out of sound.

“Harrison!” Doc caled.

Rotary Harrison and the girl appeared, coated with mud and dust, twigs and grass, from head to foot.
They walked iffly, staggering because of siffened muscles.

“Thisismy daughter, Sis” Rotary Harrison said quigtly. “They got away, huh?’
Doc Savage nodded.

“They not only got away,” he said grimly. “They escaped with one of my best men.”

DOC SAVAGE went back aboard the derdict river seamer done. He searched the ruin from sem to
rudder post, from ked to passenger deck.

There was nothing to show that the men had used the wreck for anything but a very temporary hide-out.

Doc spent some time measuring footprints, goring the meesurements in his mind, usng a
menta-impresson memory system which he had devel oped.

(The remarkable memory &bility which Doc Savage possesses is not, as his other trats are not,
particularly freskish. Redly amazing memories, as experts on psychology know, are usudly the result of
the use, conscioudy or subconscioudy, of various systems, association or otherwise, of filing a fact in the
brain tissue dong with various labels by which it can be found.)

He decided that the river seamer had been wrecked here origindly through the misfortune of having its
boilers blow up.

But there was nothing of red vaue.
After awhile, Ham Brooks came sumbling through the willow thickets.

“A blasted lucky shot brought me down,” he complained. “The only bullet that hit the plane, | think. It
shorted out one mag, and the other was out of order. Just one of those fresks.”



Doc Savage sad, “They got away with Monk.”

Ham did not say anything. But his face was fixed, and afterward it lost color. He could not have been
tortured into admitting it, but Monk was probably closer to Ham than any other person.

Chapter X. THE DEMENTED TRAIL

IT was not yet daylight the next morming when Doc Savage walked into his headquarters with Rotary
Harrison and Sis.

Renny Renwick and Long Tom Roberts were & work, surrounded with telephones, scratch pads,
pendils, and haf-consumed sandwiches.

The big-fisted engineer, Renny, said, “Holy cow! Where's Ham? Monk was seized by those guys, we
knew that. But where is Ham?’

Doc explained, “Ham stayed behind to look for Monk.”
“He got any clues?’

“Only that the black plane which carried Monk away was a type of ship which probably did not have a
large fud capacity, and therefore it had to land three or four hundred miles from where they got Monk.”

Renny nodded. “Long Tom and | have been as busy as jumping beans. But we've checked up on
Montague Ogden and his company. We've looked into that newspaper campaign againg you, and weve
checked up on the doctors who concurred in the diagnosis which led to the operation on Sam Joseph.
And we have looked up Sam Joseph.”

“Taketheladt fird,” Doc Savage suggested, “and begin with Sam Joseph.”

Rotary Harrison and Sis crowded close. “Yeah,” said Rotary. “1 think | got me a big persond interest in
that hombre.”

“This is Miss Sger Harrison, and her father, Mr. Ranzo John Harrison,” Doc Savage explained.
“Colond John Renwick and Mgjor Thomas J. Roberts. Better known as Renny and Long Tom.”

“Cdl meSs” Sssad, amiling.
“And cdl me Rotary,” Rotary Harrison rumbled, “if you want me to be happy.”
Renny nodded.

“Herée's the report on Sam Joseph,” the big-fised engineer rumbled. “Birthplace, parents, naiondity,
early environment unknown.”

Renny stopped speaking, |ooked at them expectantly.
“Unknown?’ said Doc. “What do you mean, unknown?’

“Sam Joseph,” said Renny, “is a vidim of permanent early amnesia, or so he dams. He knows nothing
about what happened to him before he was about twenty-five years old. He daims that heis one of those
men who wake up in hospitals, not knowing who he is. He daims he ill does not know.”

“Whet about the rest of hislife?’



“His business career has been about the usud career of an executive in a business organization. He has
worked for three different firms, a bond house, a mail-order concern, and the Ogden outfit. Good
record.”

“You mean he ain't a crook?’ Rotary demanded, disgusted.
“Thereis no evidence of hisbeing crooked,” Renny said.
“Heés jud too dick for you then. He's got it al covered up.”

“If he covered anything up, heis dick,” Renny rumbled. “Weve done everything but look at the roots of
histeeth. No, we even did that! One of the detectives we hired brought in X-ray films of Sam Joseph's
teeth. Got them from his dentist.”

Rotary Harrison smashed a fig into a pam. “Sam Joseph is a crook!” he declared. “And | think he's a
murderer, too, or a least hired murder done.”

Renny was interested. “What makes you say athing like that? That's a pretty harsh statement.”

“Sx months ago | borrowed a large um of money from Sam Joseph and we sgned an agreement to
renew the loan in 9x months. Now | can't pay. Somebody stole the written agreement to renew, and
Sam Joseph say there wasn't any. The only witness | had to the agreement was an old friend, Duster
Jones. He was murdered. A man named Buich killed him.”

Renny jumped. “Butch! There's aman working for Montague Ogden named Buitch.”
“Working for Sam Joseph, you mean, don't you?' demanded Rotary.
“No, for Odgen. But maybe-” Renny scratched his head.

Doc sad, “Thething to do seems to be to tak to Sam Joseph. Renny, do you know where we can find
him?’

“He's back at Montague Ogden's place, as far as we know.”

THEY rode downtown in a black limousne which was large but subdued, discreet, ordinary, giving no
hint that it was actudly aradling fortress of armor plate and specia bullet resstant glass and as formidable
as atank. Long Tom had remained behind to continue the investigation to which he and Renny had been
assigned.

“Doc,” Renny said thoughtfully.

-

“Y ou remember that thing which firg got me and Long Tom so excited about this case?”’
“The talking devil, you mean?’

“yes”

“What about it?’

“It keeps cropping up inmy thoughts. Y ou suppose it had any peculiar Sgnificance?’



Doc Savage sad, “Thething possibly was not what it seemed.”
Rotary Harrison demanded, “What's this suff about a taking devil?”

Renny gave him the story about Sam Joseph gpparently hearing the amdl devil image speak. It was plain
from the way Renny told the story that he had been giving it a good ded of thought and was ill much
intrigued by it, aswdl as far from convinced that the speaking satan was afigment of a disordered mind.

Ss Harrison dso ligened to the story, and she watched Doc Savage. She seemed to be noting the
physcd qudities of the bronze man and seemed quite impressed.

Sssad unexpectedly, “This whole thing hasn't made much sense <o far, has it? If it is just a plot to sed
the all interests which dad and | have built up, it seems rather elaborate.”

“My guess,” Doc Savage told them, “is that we will find that a great ded more is involved. What
happened in the Midwest shows we are up againg abig organization.”

“A cultus bunch of hombres,” Rotary put in. “And they won't stop at nothin'.”

A MAN in a butler's livery tried to prevent them entering the fantasticaly modernistic Ogden penthouse
on top of the Ogden building. Rotary Harrison lost no time in ebowing the butler out of the way. Rotary
had risen to a rage as he looked a the fabulous richness of the Ogden building, and had growled,
“Probably got the dough for this by robbing other guys like mel Well, Il put a quietus on that!” He
dammed the butler one on the chest and said, “ Don't argue with us, fancy britches!”

Dr. Nedden met them at the door of the room where Sam Joseph lay on a bed.

Dr. Nedden's manner was cold as he eyed Doc Savage. His gregting was brusque. “You are fuly aware
the patient should not have vistors yet,” he snapped.

Doc made no comment on that. Instead, he said, “Dr. Nedden, isit true that you have stated that you did
not actudly diagnose Sam Joseph's trouble as cerebra fibroma?’

Dr. Nedden's face tightened. “| refuse to discuss the case with you.”
“But you have so0 stated to the newspapers, have you not?’
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“When as a mater of truth you told me in plan words that you agreed your diagnosis was cerebral
fibroma,” Doc added.

Dr. Nedden swalowed.
“You can't see the patient,” he snapped.

Rotary Harrison said, “Brother, where's your riot squad? You better have one when you tdl us what we
cant do.”

Dr. Nedden backed away indignantly. “Remember,” he snapped. “1 havent given my permisson. Thisis
on your own initiative, and againgt a surgeon's advice.”

He wheded and went away.



Rotary Harrison looked after Dr. Nedden and said, “When | was a kid | used to think | had a strange
power where snakes were concerned. | thought | could feel when a snake was around me. Maybe it
was imegination then. But | feel that way about that guy.”

They went into the room.
Sam Joseph smiled at them pleasantly from the bed.

His color was good, dthough his head was swathed in bandages, and he was obvioudy quite weak. His
voice, when he spoke, was low but hedthy, quiet and quite sane-sounding.

“Good morning,” he said. “1 am very sorry to be the cause of dl thistrouble”

Rotary Harrison roared, “Good morning-hdl! Listen, you dirty, black-faced crook, you-”

“Had it, hold it,” Doc Savage said. Although Doc did not lift his voice, Harrison went Slent.

Sam Joseph examined Rotary Harrison, asked, “Who is this man? He seems familiar-”

“Y ou oughta remember me, you snipe,” sad Rotary. “I'm Rotary Harrison.”

“Oh, yes. Yes, indeed,” said Sam Joseph. “I do remember you now. But you have changed alittle”
“Y ou loaned me a hundred and eghty thousand dollars,” snapped Rotary.

“Yes, | recdl. On your al interests.”

“And you sgned an agreement to renew the loan in Sx months”

“l am sure you are mistaken,” Sam Joseph said. “l would have remembered that. There was no such
agreement.”

“Why, you-"

Doc Savage got in front of Rotary, pushed him back. “You will have to keep that for later,” Doc said.
“This man underwent a mgor operation three days ago.”

Sam Joseph amiled, said, “Thank you. But | am feding better. Except at times, when | seem to fade off
mentdly and have rather strange dreams.”

“What kind of dreams?’ Doc inquired.

“I never seem to be able to recdl the details,” Sam Joseph said. “However, one strange thing happened.
| heard that little devil statue spesking again.”

“You heard the devil tak agan?’

“Yes, | redly heard it again.”

SsHarrison blurted, “But | thought the devil was supposed to have been destroy-”

Doc, interrupting, asked, “Where was the devil when it spoke?’

“On the table there, besde my bed.”

The indicated table was a amdl modern metd one which bore a rather expensve-looking bedside



reading lamp which gave a focused and controlled beam that could be changed from a switch on the end
of a cord, which an occupant of the bed could use.

“It was the little brass devil satue?’ Doc asked.
HY$H
“What did it say?’ Doc inquired. “Or did you understand the words?’

The bronze man's voice had not changed, had not taken on excitement. But there was an intense activity
inhis flake-gold eyes and tenson in hisjaw muscles.

“l understood the words,” said Sam Joseph.
“Wha were they?’

“The devil said, 'Hello, hello, hello. We have to see you. That thing in Missouri turned out better
than we expected. We have the short ugly one. What shall we do with him?"”

Sam Joseph closed his eyes for amoment. “1 am sure that is what the devil said,” he continued. “I made
aparticular point to remember it. It was a rather long speech, but | kept repedting it to mysdf. | have a
good memory, redly.”

Rotary Harrison growled, “If you have such amemory, it's funny that agreement-"

Doc interposed, “Mr. Joseph, had you been adeep just before you heard the devil tak?’
“yYes”

“One of the deegpy pdlls when you dream?’

“Wdl, yes. But my head was quite clear when | heard the statue talk.”

Doc Savage nodded.

“What became of the devil after it spoke?’ he asked.

“Oh, it disappeared. | don't know where it went.”

“Do you have a nurse?’

“Only Dr. Nedden. He has been daying here day and night. He seems very disturbed over wha
happened.”

“Dr. Nedden does not leave your Sde?’

“Oh, | wouldn't say that. He goes away frequently, but for short times only. Never for more than five
minutes at atime.”

That ended the discusson because Long Tom Roberts burgt into the place.”
“Get out of here, Doc!” Long Tom yelled. “The police are on their way here to arrest you!”

LONG TOM did not get that excited without reason. Doc whedled, made for the door. The Harrisons,



father and daughter, seemed undecided, then followed him, running. They lost no time getting into an
elevator and down to the Street.

Long Tom had a car waiting. They piled into that. Long Tom yanked the machine into treffic, said, “You
better get down out of sght, Doc. They'll have prowl cars looking for you.”

Rotary Harrison swore.
“| thought you were a specid policeman yoursdf,” he said.
Doc made no reply.

(Doc Savage has hdd, through most of his career, honorary police commissons, usudly of high ranking.
From time to time, due to one misundersanding or another arisng out of the bronze man's unusud
activities, these have been revoked and restored.)

Long Tom said, “ Specid commisson or not, Doc, you are in plenty of trouble.”

Doc sad, “It mugt have developed suddenly.”

Long Tom popped a hand down on the steering whed.

“Likethat!” he said. “Like lightning. Out of a clear sky. Bang! But we should have seen it coming.”
Doc sad, “It has been building up, dl right.”

Long Tom, startled, eyed him and demanded, “Y ou meen to say you have seen it coming?’

Doc nodded.

“When did the police appear?’ he asked.

“Not very long after you left to come down to examine Sam Joseph,” Long Tom explained. “The
commissoner himsdf came in, with the head of the detective bureau, the head of the frauds investigation
bureau, and some other big shots. So | knew it was bad. | tried to gdl them. Said | didn't know exactly
where you were, which was truein away.”

“And then?’

“They got a telephone cdl. It was a tip-off about where you were. So they lit out. And | lit out faster,
because | beat them down here”

Renny Renwick emitted a rumble of anger. “That Dr. Nedden! He tipped them off!”

The sound of a police Sren came at them so suddenly that it was surprising. The car, awhite radio prowl,
whisked past with two grim officers leening forward on the seat. The machine was headed for the Ogden
building.

“l didn't beat them by much,” Long Tom said.

Rotary Harrison emitted a growl of disgust. “Do you guys do everything backward?’
“What you mean?’ Long Tom asked.

“What're they tryin' to arrest Savage for?’ Rotary demanded. “Why? Y ou haven't said.”



Long Tom gared a him, then at Doc Savage. “Doc,” Long Tom asked, “do you want to discuss it in
front of these people?”’

Doc Savage spoke then in Mayan. The language of ancient Maya was one they had learned in the course
of ther fird redly great adventure together. Although smple, it was spoken, as far as they knew, by no
onein the avilized world but themsdlves.

“Has the exigence and location of our College actudly been disclosed to the police?” Doc asked in
Mayan.

“Apparently not,” Long Tom replied, aso in Mayan. “But they are convinced there is such a place.”
“Then, in our discussions, avoid admitting there is such aplace,” Doc directed.

“0. K.,” Long Tom sad in English. He added, “What do you say we go to my laboratory? The police
don't know whereit is, and well be safe there”

Doc nodded.

Chapter XI. THE DEVIL'S WORK

LONG TOM ROBERTS was a man who was noted for two things the fird being his ability with
eectricity, for it was conceded that he was one of the great contemporary men of eectrical science; and,
secondly, he was known for his ahility to look as if he was so unhedthy that he was going to collapse
with hisnext step. Undertakers invaridbly looked at him with hope. Monk Mayfar daimed Long Tom's
complexion was one a mushroom would consider anaemic.

Long Tom had gotten the complexion by spending some time in his laboratory, judging by the looks of
the place. It was in a basement, in a neighborhood which was so tough that the cops walked in pairsin
the middle of the street. There was no vestige of naturd light in the place, and apparently no fresh ar ever
entered either.

But the array of dectricd machinery was impressive, actudly frightening.
“Greet grief!” sad Rotary Harrison in awe.

Long Tom brushed pliers, wire and gadgets off chairs and seated them.
“Doc,” he said, “you want to know the whole Stuation?’

“All of it,” the bronze man said.

“All right” Long Tom told him. “Firg, Il begin with this suff agang you that appeared in the
newspapers. I'm taking about stories like that one which appeared in the Morning Blade. That was a
typicd example. Just alot of innuendo. Thet sory in the Morning Blade was typicd, dthough some of
the other newspapers were not that biunt.”

Long Tom picked up a piece of copper wire and began to twist it absent-mindedly.
“That newspaper campagn,” he said, “was the work of an organization.”

Doc asked, “You are sure of that?’



Long Tom shoved out hisjaw and nodded. “That's the firgt red piece of information Renny and | dug up.
It was a campaign, dl right.”

“How was it managed?’ Doc inquired.

“In the crudest and most effective way. Money. Bribes. This thing wasn't hatched in an evening over a
glassof beer. Whoever cooked it up spent plenty of time and has plenty of money to back it and get it
going. But the money that is spent will probably be only a sneeze in the bucket to the find take.”

Doc said, “You were explaining how this newspaper campaign againgt me was put in operation.”

“By bribing one or two guys on each paper,” Long Tom said. “They just bought off a reporter here and
there. Not on every paper, mind. Just where they could find a soft man. We got this information from
reporters they had planned to bribe and couldnt.”

“Did one man do the bribing?’

“One man; that's right.”

“Who,” Doc asked, “was he?’

“Butch,” Long Tom said. “Thefdlow they cdl Butch.”

ROTARY HARRISON, frowning heavily, said, “1 dont see how newspaper stories could start the
palice looking for you. Or is there something behind the Sories?’

“Yes, what isthe rest of it?’ Doc asked.

“We” Long Tom said, “have investigated the Montague Ogden business enterprises, and found the
whole inditution about to collapse. Accountants haven't finished going over the books yet-there hasnt
been time. But it seems that Montague Ogden, who thought he was a rich man, is without a cent, or
maybe even in debt. Suspicions are that the firm has been looted. It has had the money sucked out of it
like aweasd sucks the blood out of a chicken.”

“Theweasd,” bellowed Rotary, “was Sam Joseph, | bet.”

“Right,” said Long Tom. “Sam Joseph, a man who-and mark this, because it is the important part-a man
who does not have any memory of his early life A man who cannot recal where he spent his youth, or
anything about his early environment or existence.”

Doc Savage was suddenly showing the mogt intense interest.
“Goon,” he sad.

“Sam Joseph isNo. 1,” Long Tom said.

“yes?

“There are at least ten others.” Long Tom looked a Doc gravely. “And every one of them is a man who
does not remember what happened during the early part of hislife”

Rotary Harrison frowned. “Thisis a crazy thing. First, a brass devil that talks. Then men who have logt
thar memories”



“Not logt their memories” Long Tom corrected. “Men who have smply had dl memory of ther early
lives erased from ther brains”

There was now the Strangest expression on Doc Savage's metdlic features.

“Name some of those men,” he directed.

Long Tom sad, “Charles Moore, T. B. Moresco, Dan Taylor, Reynold Rice Doyle-”
“Thet isenough,” Doc Savage said.

The bronze man dmost never showed emotion. But now there was stark amazement on his face, shock
and stunned amazement.

“What's the matter with you?’ Rotary asked.
Doc was slent.
He could not very wdl answer.

The men Long Tom had named were men who had once been criminds, men whom Doc Savage had
captured in the course of his strange career of righting wrongs and punishing evildoers!

“Name the rest of them,” Doc said suddenly.

Long Tom named them.

Doc nodded grimly. They were successful graduates of his College-adl of them.
“What have they done?’ Doc asked.

“Every one of those men,” Long Tom said pointedly, “has become a crook, robbed his concern of
enormous sums of money.”

DOC SAVAGE stood erect dowly and waked into another room. He sank in a chair and sat there.
Long Tom Roberts glanced at the Harrisons and indicated they should remain where they were. Then
Long Tom followed Doc. He closed the door behind him and stood studying the big bronze man. He had
never seen Doc look as deeply affected.

“It's an awful thing to happen, Doc,” Long Tom sad findly.
“Very bad,” Doc agreed.

“l don't understand it at dl. None of the graduates from our College have ever turned back to crooked
ways before. How come a whole bunch of them do it now, dl a once?’

“Dirty work,” Doc sad.

Long Tom rubbed his jaw thoughtfully. “It must be. You figure it is dl tied in with the taking devil and
Sam Joseph.”

“Apparently.”
“Sam Joseph was never in the College.”



“No. But dl the others were.”
Doc Savage came up out of the chair. He seemed to have reached some kind of a conclusion, a decision.

He said, “The paticularly terrible aspect of this thing is that the whereabouts of our College, and proof
that it actudly exists, may get into the hands of the police and the public when they are unfriendly. We
have dways known that our method of tregting criminds is too drastic for the public to accept, and
probably will be too dragtic for another fifty or a hundred years.” He paused and shook his head grimly.

“I had hoped,” Doc continued, “to keep the Collegein operation, and perhaps in the future evolve some
way of quietly bringing the method of tregting crimindls to the atention of the public. Present it in a
favorable light, so that it would be seen as the only sure cure for crimind minds. Then, with that
accomplished, if we could present a sound groundwork of many cases of criminds cured and made into
upright citizens by our treatment, we could get our method accepted. 1t would mean the dimination of the
maogt troublesome type of arimind of dl, the confirmed crimind.

“But,” Doc concluded, “if our plans are wrecked now it can well take another century or more for such a
thing to be developed and accepted by the public. Thet is the redly grim thing about this. You and |
bdievein thisthing, and we know how it works, and what a benfit it will be to mankind. We know how
tragic loang it would be.”

“Doc, there is one thing the police haven't been tipped. They haven't been told where our College is
located.”

“We have got to stop thisthing before they are informed.”

“If we knew where to art,” Long Tom complained.

RENNY RENWICK brought Doc Savage the newspaper. It was a copy of the Morning Blade, the
paper which had attacked Doc Savage with the greatest violence.

“Thisjust went on sde on the Streets,” Renny said. “Take alook at it.”
Red ink for headlines went out of fashion years ago, even for the Blade. But this one was in red ink.
DOC SAVAGE AID CONFESSES

Thefdlowing is a true, Sgned statement made to representatives of The Blade this morning by Lieutenant
Colond Andrew Blodgett Monk Mayfair, for along time aid and close confident of the notorious and
monstrous Doc Savage.

Editor, The Blade,
And Whom It May Concern:

Thisisto inform you that | have just discovered the red nature of the incredible thing which Doc Savage
has been doing to the brains of men. Accordingly, | have not only severed dl reations with Doc Savage,
but | shell do what | can to right this horrendous wrong.



| shdl have in the hands of the Morning Blade, and dl other newspapers and press associations, in time
for publication tomorrow morning, a ful and true sgned statement concerning Doc Savage's so-called
College and the hideous brain operations conducted there. My statement will include the location of the
College in order that the poor wretches dill there may be rescued. It will dso indude a ful lig of past
graduates of the place, as nearly as my memory can supply the names of these poor victims.

(Sgned) Monk Mayfair
Renny rumbled, “Holy cow! That's Monk's sgnature, too. And the document isn't afake.”

That was a'so Doc's opinion. The letter from Monk, or the statement, whichever it would be cdled, was
not printed, but was a reproduction of a photograph of the letter itsdf. It was a good cut, quite large, full
of detal, and there was no doubt tha Monk had sgned it. Furthermore, Monk's fingerprints were
affixed.

Renny waved the paper angrily.

“How'd this happen?’ he bellowed. “It'sincredible! What the blazes has gotten into Monk?’
“They've bought him off,” said Rotary Harrison.

Renny looked asif he was going to dam Harrison with one of hisbig figs.

“Dont be afool,” Renny growled. “They couldn't torture a thing like that out of Monk. How'd they get
it?

Then Renny stared at Doc Savage and his jaw fdl, for the bronze man's manner had changed. Doc
looked dert, even relieved. The bronze man was on his feet.

Doc indicated the newspaper.

“They stubbed their toes,” he said. “They went just one jump too far and gave it dl away. Now we can
gointo action.”

“Action,” Renny said, “is what we can use some of.”

“Get Ham Brooks,” Doc Savage said. “Get him here at once.”

Chapter XIl. MAN-THEFT

HAM BROOKS did not arive a Long Tom Roberts experimental |aboratory, which was sarving as
Doc's headquarters, until early that night. He came in looking haggard, pouches under his eyes, lips
cracked from wind.

“l got your message to come,” he told Doc. “But | had a heck of atime dodging police. Did you know
theré's a police darm dl over the United States for you?’

Doc admitted he knew that, because he had been ligening to shortwave radio police broadcasts. He led
Ham into a room where they could be aone and closed the door.

“Thet thing Monk had in the newspapersthat incredible thing!” Ham exclamed. “How'd they make
Monk dgn athing like that? He must have been horribly tortured.”



Doc sad quietly, “Do not worry about Monk. He probably is dill dive, and they probably have not
tortured him.”

1] Bljt—”

Doc indicated a chair. “St down,” he said. “I have a job for you. It may be dangerous, but it is
important. It requires aman of your build, aman who can act. That iswhy | cdled you in.”

“Il do it,” Ham said. “Cdling mein was dl right, too. | hadn't found a sngle trace of poor Monk.”
“Lean back inthischar,” Doc sad.

Twenty minutes later the bronze man opened the door and cdled in Rotary and Sis Harrison, and Long
Tom. They came to the door and gasped in astonishment.

“Sam Joseph!” excdamed Sis. “Whered you get hm? How-"
“Does he look like Sam Joseph to you?' Doc asked.
“Why, of course he does,” Sis said. And Rotary nodded agreement.

Long Tom Roberts, however, grinned and said, “ So that's why you wanted Ham. He does look a lat like
Sam Joseph, at that.”

The resemblance which Ham now bore to Sam Joseph, the vicim of the wrongly diagnosed brain
operation, was in fact gartling. There had been a physcd resemblance to begin with, and the disguise
work Doc had done had enhanced the likeness

Doc sad, “All right, | just wanted to see how effective the disguise was. Will you leave us done now.”
“What's going on?’ Rotary blurted.
Sstook hisarm, said, “Come on, dad. It looks to me like we're going to get some action.”

They went out, leaving Doc and Ham aone. Doc said, “Ham, his voice will be the tricky part. We are
going to work on that now. It may take severa hours. | will talk to you, usng the nearest thing to Sam
Joseph's voice and tone | can manage, and you will repesat the words after me”

THE truck was large, painted a Slver gray, and had a body like a metd box. It was labeled Department
of Sanitation, and it had the usua mechanism at the rear into which the contents of an ash can could be
dumped and loaded autometicdly into the dust and odor-proof body. There was nothing about it to
indicate it was not a dty sanitation-department truck of the type which caled a downtown office
buildings each morming before dawn for ashes and waste.

It did arrive alittle early.

It stopped a the service entrance of the towering modern Ogden building, near the stack of ash cans
which the janitors had aready placed on the sdewalk, as was customary.

Two men came out of the Ogden building. They wore janitor's coverals marked Ogden Bldg., but they
did not look like janitors, and the bulgesin their pockets near which they kept thelr hands were obvioudy
guns.

They stood and watched, a pair of Sniger figures, very dert, in the rather thick gloom.



Two men piled out of the truck and began loading ashes. They worked methodicaly, as if they had done
that work for years. Only twice did they seem to have alittle trouble, grunting and banging large ash cans
agand the rear of the truck before they lowered them to the walk, replaced the lids and took the cans
back to stand them dong the wall just insde the service entrance of the building.

They got in the truck, drove to the next building and collected more ashes.
One of the two men wearing janitor coverdls laughed. “ Some guys make it the hard way, don't they.”

“Wed look more like janitors” said his companion, “if we got busy and rolled these empty ash cans
back into the boiler room.”

“You gone crazy?’ the other demanded. “Hdl with it.”

They closed the service door, locked it, and walked away, discussing a bottle and a card game they had
been forced to desert.

It was quiet in the passageway for two or three minutes after they had gone,

Then lids came off two of the ash cans. Doc got out of one. Ham Brooks, wearing his Sam Joseph
digguise, with coverdls and a Cdlophanelike hood to protect his dothing and the bandages from ash
dust, appeared from the other can.

“Lucky we used a system to get in here,” Ham said. “They've got the place under guard, dl right.”

Doc sad, “Look for the stairway.”

THE only other guard they encountered was outside the door of Montague Ogden's penthouse. He was
equipped with brush and pall, and apparently it was his job to look innocent by scrubbing at the parquet
floor when the occasion required.

Doc used an anaesthetic bomb on him. The bomb was about the Sze of a bantam egg, conssted of a
thin, glasdike plagtic shdl containing liquid. The shdl burst when the bomb hit near the man, making
hardly any noise, and the liquid splattered, evaporated.

The guard seemed to go to deep. Actudly, that was about what it amounted to. The anaesthetic gas, one
of the mogt efficient gadgets ever developed by Doc Savage, took effect without causng sensation, and
the man would awaken as one awakens from deep, after hdf an hour or so.

Doc and Ham avoided effects of the gas by holding their breath. After about a minute the uff log its
effectiveness, mingling with the air.

Doc carefully gathered up the glasdike plagtic fragments and pocketed them, so no trace would remain.
There were no servants in the elaborate penthouse layout, which Ham considered alittle strange.
“And | wonder where Montague Ogden himsdf is?” he added, whispering.

In the bedroom where Sam Joseph lay, Dr. Nedden was sStting. Nedden occupied a deep char and he
was reading. He had the lights on very bright, asif to keep himsdf awake.

Doc Savage tossed another of the anaesthetic grenades into the room, after eesng the door open a
fraction of an inch a atime. He and Ham held ther breath, until Dr. Nedden's head sagged forward, and



the book dipped out of his hands to the floor.

Doc Savage picked up the book Dr. Nedden had been reading. It was a technicd tome, one on
medinals, the monosodium salts of diethylbarbituric acid.

The book title meant nothing to Ham, but he noted that Doc Savage seemed to think it Sgnificant, for the
bronze man made, for a brief moment, a tiny trilling sound, a note that was amog inaudible. And yet it
sounded satisfied.

Ham saw aso that Doc picked up a amdl bottle on a table a Dr. Nedden's elbow. Evidently the man
hed been usng the contents himsdf.

“Something to keep him awake,” Ham remarked.
Sam Joseph was adegp. They awakened him. He knew them and smiled.

“We are going to take you out of here for a while” Doc Savage told him, “and leave Ham Brooks in
your place.”

“l do not see any sensein that,” Sam Joseph said.

“Therewill be senseto it, we hope,” Doc said.

The man seemed agreeable.

Ham took Sam Joseph's place in the bed.

“Bevery careful,” Doc warned him.

Ham nodded. “How long will 1 have to do this, do you suppose?’

“Let us hope, no longer than afew hours” Doc told him. “We will put the genuine patient back as soon
as posshle”

Ham sad, “O. K., I'm game”

“There are some wegpons you can use concealed in your head bandage,” Doc sad, “if it comesto that.”

THE bronze man got Sam Joseph out of the building without difficulty, without being discovered. He
carried the patient to a car which Renny Renwick had waiting around the corner.

“Fed dl right?’ Doc inquired.

“Oh, yes, excdlent,” Sam Joseph said. “You know, it is srange. | fed very wel at times and then a
other times | go off into those strange unconscious spdlls.”

Doc Savage made no comment.

But Renny glanced at the patient, asked, “Heard that devil do any more taking?’
“No,” Sam Joseph replied. “1 guess you gentlemen think | am crazy, don't you?’
“Seen anything more of the devil?’



“No. You do think I'm crazy, don't you?’
Doc Savage said quietly, “You are as sane as any of the rest of us, and you can rest assured of that.”

The bandages kept much expression from showing on Sam Joseph's face, but into his voice came dmost
pitiful rdief when he spoke.

“l an so0 glad to hear you say that,” he sad eagerly. “So much has happened to make me doubt
my-well-rationdity.”

“For example?’

“Wdl-those periods of coma, of unconsciousness, when my senses leave me-yet it is not deep.” Sam
Joseph opened and closed his hands dowly, panfully. “That has been hgppening for many weeks, and
aways there has been growing a kind of premonition of something terribly wrong.”

Doc put a comforting hand on hisarm. “Y ou have a very strong subconscious, Mr. Joseph.”
“Y ou mean something is wrong?’
“VG.y.”

Long Tom Roberts helped them carry Sam Joseph into the dectrica research laboratory in the dank
basement when they arrived. Long Tom was somewhat sullen and scowled frequently at Rotary
Harrison.

“Something wrong?’ Doc asked.

“l don't see why the hdl | can't get out and wak around the town,” Rotary snapped. “It's not me the
police are looking for.”

Long Tom said, “I told him your orders were for everybody to stay out of sght, Doc. | practicdly had to
hit him over the head with a char to keep him here”

Rotary growled, “You try kissng me with a char and itll be the last guy you try it on.”

“Now, dad!” Sis sad. “He's right. The police probably know we are with Mr. Savage. We cannot do
anyone any good injail.”

LONG TOM, Renny, Sis and Rotary watched with interest, but with no immediate understanding, as
Doc Savage went to work on Sam Joseph.

It first appeared that the bronze man was going to do nothing but give Sam Joseph another physca
examination, induding various blood tests. Then it was clear that the examination was of Specidized
nature.

Doc andyzed blood samples, tissue, sdiva It seemed to the others that he was making every possible
andyss.

He spent some four hours at it.
Then he asked Sam Joseph questions.



“These periods of coma, or unconsciousness, to which you refer,” Doc said. “Did they come on
regularly?’

“No, not a dl,” Sam Joseph assured him. “There was an irregular interva of time between each one”
“I want you to think carefully,” Doc said, “and tdl me whether some of them came on after medls”

“Yes Yes, after | had taken a cocktall sometimes. | thought it was the cocktails causng it, and | even
stopped drinking.”

“Who was with you when you had the cocktails?’

“Why . . . why, Dr. Nedden, now that | think of it.”

Doc Savage was pleased.

“Have you ever heard of the monosodium sdts of diethylbarbituric acid?’ the bronze man asked.

Sam Joseph frowned. “No-except that | beieve | have seen Dr. Nedden reading a sdentific text
concerning something like that.”

Doc nodded.

“Your spdlsof coma,” he said, “have been brought on by medinds and other drugs. My andyss is not
complete, but there is unmidiekable evidence of the presence of medinds and therr continued
adminigration.”

“What is a medind?’
“A hypnatic,” Doc explained.
Renny gave aviolent jump. “Holy cow! Hypnotics! Y ou mean there's a drug that hypnatizes a person-"

“No, no,” Doc corrected him. “The medicd agpplication of the term hypnotic amply means an agent
producing deep. But in the present case other drugs have been added to the barbituric group to produce
physcdly a state of comawith apparently only the loss of the fadility of memory and initidive”

(It has long been the palicy of Doc Savage magazine when deding with chemica formulas which might be
subject to misuse in unscrupulous hands, to refrain from giving exact chemicd ingredientsin grest detall.)

Sam Joseph gpparently understood it better than any of them.

“They drugged me!” he gjaculated. “And then they made me do whatever they wanted me to do, and |
didn't remember.”

Rotary Harrison seemed astounded. “ That's why you don't remember the agreement you signed to renew
my loan!”

“That mugt be it.”

DOC SAVAGE confronted Renny Renwick and Long Tom Roberts. He said, “There is one thing more
we should do to make sure about this thing. Thet is to get hold of at least one of the graduates of our
College who, according to the police, have turned crooked.”



“Right now?” Renny asked.
“Right now,” Doc said.
Renny and Long Tom Ieft on the job.

Doc Savage went back to work testing and andlyzing blood specimens from Sam Joseph. It was a job
not made any easier by the fact that Long Tom's eectrical |aboratory was not equipped with medica
type dides for the microscopes, nor proper chemicas. There was, however, a wonderful aomic
microscope which made up for much that was lacking.

Ss Harrison waited patiently, employing her time in adminigering little comforts to Sam Joseph. Sis, it
was evident, was admiring Doc Savage more and more.

“What will happen to Mr. Ham Brooksiif they find heis not Sam Joseph?’ she asked.
Doc sad, “We had better cross our fingers and hope on that.”

An hour later Renny and Long Tom came back. They had a man named Charles Moore, once a patient
inthe College.

“We got him,” Long Tom explained dryly, “by highjacking hm away from two police detectives who
were taking him to talk to the didtrict attorney.”

Charles Moore was a smooth, brown, capable man, a little tdler than the average, in good physcd
shape. Clean living had made his face pleasant, and there remained very little of the thin hardness that had
once been there when he was a notorious aimind. He had once, as a matter of fact, very nearly
succeeded in murdering Doc Savage. But that was before he had been captured, subjected to a bran
operation that wiped out dl knowledge of past, and trained as an accountant. He had been a successful,
honest man in the field of accountancy, having risen to be vice president of hisfirm.

“They had arrested me,” Charles Moore said. “1 do not understand it at dl. They say | have robbed my
company of large sums of money. Thet is ridiculous.”

He looked extremdy worried.
Doc Savage asked, “How do they dam the robberies were executed?’

“Asvice president of my concern, which dedlsin heavy indudrid and oil-fidld machinery, | handled a lot
of executive matters” Charles Moore explained. “There are many occasons where | could dgn the
wrong kind of abill of sale, or lease, or other document, and sted a large sum. In the company files, they
dam they have found alot of such papers. One example is a bunch of receipts for money paid out, and
no merchandise was recelved. The money went into my pocket, they daim. It does look logicd. But I'm
no crook. | hate crooks.”

Doc Savage's voice was quiet, intended to restore the man's confidence in himsdf.

“How about those spdlls of coma, somewhat like deep, from which you have suffered?” Doc asked.
Charles Moore stared a him in astonishment.

“How did you know about those?’

“You have had them?’



“Oh, yes”

“Do you know a man named Dr. Nedden?’

“Why, yes, | do.”

“And do you have a drink with Dr. Nedden now and then?’
“yes”

Renny Renwick leaped up and dammed a fig into a pam, bdlowing, “This tears it! This tears it right up
themiddlel | see the guts of the thing now!”

“St down or they'll hear youin China” Long Tom snapped. “We dl see it now.”

Renny subsided. Charles Moore didn't know that he had once been a crimind; none of the graduates
knew that about themsdaves. Charles Moore did not even know the purpose of the strange inditution in
upstate New Y ork where he had received histraining, nor did he know its exact location.

Charles Moore mug not, Renny knew, be told of his past, or the unorthodox method that had been used
to change im from acrimind to an honest man. It would do Charles Moore no good, and it might saddle
hismind with aworry that would hamper him through the rest of hislife

Doc Savage told Charles Moore, “The thing for you to do is go back and give yoursdf up to the police.
We are going to do our best to draighten out this mess”

“Shdl | tdl them about this meeting with you?’
Doc nodded. “It will do no harm. Yes, tdl them. But do not tdl them where the interview took place.”

Charles Moore departed, not alittle reieved.

“A DEVILISH scheme,” Renny said when they were done. “That fiend, Dr. Nedden, somehow learned
the identity of a group of the men we have made honest by brain operations. He worked on those men
with drugs, got them to perpetrate crimes which they did not know they were doing. And now he is
saddling the whole thing on us”

Long Tom looked a Doc, asked, “Daoc, do you suppose Nedden is the brains behind it.”

The bronze man did not seem to hear the question, which was a rather aggravating eccentricity of his
when he did not wish to answer an inquiry. Renny and Long Tom had seen him do it many times before.
They did not put the question again, knowing it would get no response.

Long Tom sad findly, “We know how that letter from Monk came to happen, anyway. They drugged
him. He sgned it when he was drugged.”

Renny nodded, agreed, “Thet iswhy they kept hm dive”
“What about Ham? When do we put Sam Joseph back in his place?’

Doc Savage looked asif he was worried about Ham.



Chapter XIlI. KILL ORDER

HAM BROOKS was alittle worried about himsdlf. He had played the part of Sam Joseph, recuperating
operation victim, with complete success for some hours now. The success was so complete thet it was
contributing to Ham's worry. Nothing had happened so that he could prove to himsdf that he could get
away with it.

He did not like the looks of the medicine Dr. Nedden was mixing either. Medicine was something Ham
didn't want.

Dr. Nedden approached. “Here's your little tonic for the day,” he said.
“l don't fed asif | need anything,” Ham said hurriedly.
“Oh, but you must build up your strength. Thiswill just make you rest comfortably and deep alittle”

Ham fdt more kindly toward the suff. Seep, en? Wel, if he was adeep it would be that much easier to
get away with thisthing.

He drank the suff. It tasted as if they had drowned a cat in it about a month ago and forgot to remove
the remains.

He was a little astonished a the speed with which he became deepy. It was sure potent suff. Not
unpleasant, though. He remembered thinking that, and then he was able to think of no more.

DR. NEDDEN bent over Ham and said, “Sam! Sam! Can you hear me?’
There was no response from the figure on the bed.

Dr. Nedden rolled back Ham's eydids and examined the reaction of the eyes to the beam of a amdl
flaghlight which he splashed into them. He seemed satisfied.

“Fully under,” he remarked.

Dr. Nedden then went into the kitchen of the eaborate penthouse layout, and from there into an
excdlent-and bizarre, congdering that it was on top of a skyscraper-imitation of a French wine cdlar.
Thiswas wdl stocked with imported wines and champagnes.

Sdecting a wicker-covered jug labeled as a wine, Dr. Nedden separated this. The gut had been cut in
the middle, the two havesfitting together insde the wicker covering.

He took a brass devil image out of this.

Having carried the thing back to the room where Ham lay, Dr. Nedden placed the image on the table,
and turned on a thermd switch by holding a lighted match againgt the devil's left ear. The switch evidently
operated as a thermodtat functions.

There was aclick and a radio apparatus began humming as it warmed up indde the thing.

Dr. Nedden took hold of the thing, pressed on a spot where there was a concealed button, sad, “All
right. Y ou can come up now. And bring the papers.”

“Beright up,” the devil said, but with the voice of Butch, the meek-looking man.



Butch came in looking very subdued and sheeplike in blue suit, black shoes and a diff collar. He had a
brief case under an arm, and wore a pair of rimless spectacles. He was dtogether benign.

“Good afternoon,” he sad gently. “You need new batteries in that devil, doctor. Your 9gnd comes in
very weak. Y ou may want to contact someone at the other end of the city sometime, and they will not be
able to hear you.”

“Thanks” said Dr. Nedden shortly.

“Furthermore, | would suggest you dispose of the devil,” added Butch. “The thing nearly got us into
trouble once, when you ingsted on having it tak to poor Sam Joseph to further convince him he was
mentaly unbalanced and needed a brain operation. Suppose Doc Savage had gotten the red Statue
containing the transceiver that day instead of the fake one which he did findly get? Savage's suspicions
would have been aroused.”

“Oh, stop harping onit,” Dr. Nedden snapped. “Savage didn't get the red one, and he operated on Sam
Joseph, and dl those witnessng doctors saw that he had made a mistake, and that gave us the foothold
we needed to start accusng him.”

BUTCH shrugged and placed his brief case on the table. He removed severa documents, together with a
fountain pen. “Herethey are,” he said.

“Thet the last of them?’ Dr. Nedden demanded.

“Sure. This finishes up deaning out Montague Ogden. These papers prove that Sam Joseph bought, or
rather pretended to buy, a large quantity of stock, which he proceeded to carry on the books of the
concern. The stock, being actudly nonexigent, will prove Sam Joseph shystered his boss out of a
fortune. The checks, of course, have aready been Sgned by Sam Joseph two weeks ago, when he was
under the effects of the drug, and cashed. The boss has the money. All we need now is these few papers
to help dinch the blame on Sam.”

Dr. Nedden grinned, waved an am. “There heis. Go to it.”

Butch seated himsdf beside the bed. It was obvious that he had gone through the routine many times
before, because he leaned forward, took Ham's hand and said, “Sam, Sam, hear me? Sam, do as you
are told. Hereisafountain pen. Take it and hold it. Take the pen, Sam.”

Ham's hand then moved vagudly, findly grasped the pen in writing position.

Butch said, “Writel Write, Sam. Sgn your name. Sgn it. Sam Joseph. S-am J-o-s-e-p-h.”
Ham wrote the signature.

Butch repeated this paingtakingly with the other documents, got dl of them signed.

“FHne” he said. “Now you won't need to dope him up any more. We're dl shaped up.”

Dr. Nedden looked much relieved. “Y ou think everything isfine then?’

Butch nodded. “Sure. All hunky. Savage hasn't made any progress whatever. We just hit him with
everything and hit im so fadt that he hasn't been able to get his head above water. He was tricked into
that operation. That sunned him. We had him framed before he knew it.”



Dr. Nedden said, “That operation on Sam Joseph here was risky. | dill don't think it was worth the risk.”

“You don't? Why, dammit, that was the crowning touch. That was what will convict Doc Savage. That's
what they'll dectrocute him for.”

“| don't understand.”

Butch whipped out a paper which bore typed lines “Look, here is what the morning newspapers will
cary.”

Thetyping sad:
WHY DID SAVAGE OPERATE ON
SAM JOSEPH?

Sam Joseph is a man who was formerly an amnesa victim. He is a man who has no idea who he was in
hisyouth. All the embezzlersin this case are the same. None of them remember back past a certain day.
Did Doc Savage operate on the brains of dl these men? Did he make them crooks? Did he take ther
loot from them? Did they work for him? Did Savage operate on Sam Joseph in an attempt to hide the
crime he had committed in operating on the man's brain?

Dr. Nedden laughed and said, “1 see it now. The operation is the one thing that implicates Doc Savage
directly in the affar.”

“Qre”

Butch, very stisfied with himsaf and the world, started to fold the documents which Ham had just
sgned, and place them with other papersin the brief case.

He froze. He eyed the papers. His eyes came out of ther sockets alittle.
“Look!” he croaked. “The sgnaure ain't higd”

“What?'

“Thisdgnature aint Sam Joseph's Sgnaturel” Butch yelled.

Dr. Nedden legped to the bed and rubbed Ham's face vigoroudy, didodging some of the wax make-up
which Doc had applied as disguise.

“It'snot Sam!” he gasped.
“It's Ham Brooks!” Butch said.

DR. NEDDEN nearly went to pieces then. He wrung his hands, seemed wildy baffled, then suddenly
snatched up his hat and headed for the door in frenzied flight.

Butch said, “None of that!” and produced a gun. Dr. Nedden came back. Butch ordered, “Hep me take
thisguy aong.”

“ BL[t Wh&‘”

“Dont ask baboon questiond” Butch snarled. “Grab him! We've got to get out of here with him. We



may need a hostage, somebody we can knock off if they don't stay off our trail.”

They got out of the building a great ded faster than it seemed possible they could have managed it. Butch
warned the rest of the gang, the minor members, who served as guards around the place. All of them
piled into cars from a nearby parking lot.

They went to the ordinary-looking brick apartment house west of Central Park. Butch ordered dl of the
men to wait outside, preferably in nearby bars, and to respond to a sgnd comprised of two short, one
long and two short blasts of an automaobile horn.

Butch and Dr. Nedden carried Ham, who was dill unconscious, into the eevator. At the sixteenth floor
they got out and packed Ham through one of the numerous doors marked:

DR. MORGAN
PRIVATE HOSPITAL

Two men only were there, and they were minor members of the gang, wearing white mae-nurse
suits-and at the moment in afright, and carrying towels wrapped around pistols.

“Cdl ameding!” Butch snarled at them. “Get everybody herel”

This seemed to be the generd headquarters of the gang, the spot where conferences were held. And in
ordering the summoning of everybody, Butch goparently meant only those who held postions of
respongbility in the organization. Men who considered it important that the other members did not
become too familiar with their faces.

They began ariving. They entered the outer reception rooms and changed to the surgicd robes and
measks which were their conference disguises.

Butch was impatient with this mumbo jumbo.

“Romeisburning!” he snarled. “And you guys fiddle with your faces!”
The group was eventudly gathered. Butch counted. Seven of them.
“And the boss makes eght,” Butch said. “But the boss won't be here.”

Butch produced the little statue of a devil, a devil with Chinese characteristics, and placed it on a white
operating table. He switched the thing on, let the tubes warm, said into the microphone:

“Boss, comein. Thisisimportant.”
He got no answer.

“That'swhat | was afraid of,” he said. “And that doesn't make it look any better.”

BUTCH agpparently held no more pogition of authority than any of the others because a man growled,
“Where do you get off, cdling a medting and giving orders?’

“Oh, shut up,” Butch said. *“ Something has gone wrong.”
He told them about the finding of Ham Brooks in place of Sam Joseph, and pointed out Ham's



unconscious body as proof of the story.

He informed them he did not know just what the unexpected discovery might mean. But it was sure to be
nothing hedlthy for them. It meant at the least that Doc Savage was alot closer to ariving at the truth than
any of them expected.

The boss, he reminded them, had made a provison for a case like this.

“If anything serious went wrong,” he told them, “we were to make a break for the boss southwestern
ranch and stay there until the hounds quit howling. Until things blew over.”

Butch tried to get an answer out of the radio transceiver concealed in the devil statue and failed.

“Get going,” he directed. “You,” he told Dr. Nedden, “will light out firg with Ham Brooks here. We're
taking him dong as a hogtage if we need him. Also, when he comes out from under the effect of that
hypnotic, we're damned sure going to find out how much Doc Savage knows.”

Dr. Nedden nodded. He and another man got a stretcher on which they placed Ham. They carried him
to the eevator and rode down. They were aone, the other men being busy getting rid of their masks and
aurgicd robes.

At the |obby floor they bent to pick up the stretcher.
“Oh!” gasped Dr. Nedden. His eyes got wide.

Montague Ogden was standing there. Ogden's feet were wel apart, and his eyes narrow. He wore a
topcoat, and from the way his hands rested in the pockets it was obvious they hed guns.

“Oh!” repeated Dr. Nedden. “Uh-hello, boss”
Montague Ogden said, “So you know who you take orders from?’

“I-yes, yes, of course.” Dr. Nedden was uncomfortable. “After dl it isn't much of a secret. And your . . .
your ranch, of course. We dl know about that. Know we are to go there and keep out of dght if the
breaks get too tough.”

“l see” Montague Ogden said. He did not seem angry. “And where are you going now?’
“Totheranch.”

“Who gave those orders?’

“Butch,” said Nedden mdicioudy. “Butch gave them. He's becoming very officious”

“l see. Officious, en.” Montague Ogden looked fierce. “Well, well see about that. Is everyone going to
the ranch?’

“Yes. Everyone. Monk Mayfair is dready being held there, of course. And we're taking this other felow,
Ham Brooks, as a hostage if we need one.”

“Then what?’
“Then, if we don't need Monk or Ham, they can be killed.”

Montague Ogden seemed to give the Stuation thought.



“Y ou two will go with me and bring Ham,” he said. “We will take my private plane. You can fly, can you
not, Dr. Nedden?’

“Yes | canfly.”

“And you know where the ranch is?’

“Yes, yes, of course.”

“Then get going,” Montague Ogden snapped. “We will go together-you two, Ham Brooks and mysdf.”

They got going. For aman who was in command of a Stuaion, Montague Ogden seemed very drained,
and he took only one or the other of his hands from his pockets at atime, never removing both hands.

Chapter XIV. KING AND JOKER

DOC SAVAGE drove his ambulance with care and concentration. On the seat beside him, Sis Harrison
sat and watched with admiration.

“You mean to tdl me” she said, “that you built a radio set amdl enough to inclose in the bandages on
Ham's head?’

From the back of the ambulance, Long Tom said, “Drive north awhile, Doc. And better put on more
speed. The sgnd isn't too good.”

Doc sad, “Not a radio set. Jugt a transmitter. A little oscillator powered with concentrated flashlight
batteries which puts out a Smple wave that can be traced with a direction finder.”

“It's marvdloud” Sis exclamed.

The ambulance was one bdonging to the hospitd which Doc Savage controlled, the one which he had
employed in performing the unfortunate brain operation on Sam Joseph.

Sam Joseph was now back in that hospital to recuperate under an assumed name.

“We have used the device before,” Doc said. “There is nothing stupendous about it. 1t will only work for
afew hours. Not over aday. It is only good for horizon distance because the wave length is so short. It
hes severa drawbacks.”

“I think it's marvelous” Sis said.
Long Tom said, “Go east again, Doc. We're getting alittle closer to it.”

Rotary Harrison bellowed, “1 hope we catch up with him soon! I'm getting tired of this chasing around. |
want to get my hands on somebody. | want my hands on a throat.”

“Quit banling like abull,” Long Tom said. “You are worse than Monk.”
Doc asked, “Long Tom, are you 4ill in contact with Renny?’
“Yes. | can hear his carrier wave.”

“Tdl him to keep somewhere above us. But plenty high. High enough that hell not be noticed.”



“O. K. Renny is bothered. He says what if the Civil Air Patrol or an army plane orders hm down?’

“Thet is a chance we have to take,” Doc said. “A plane is the only way of fallowing if they take Ham
away inaplane”

Ss saw that the bronze man was under an intense drain. She understood his fedings. It was a his
suggestion that Ham Brooks had undertaken the job of pretending to be Sam Joseph. Now Ham was in
trouble, or everything pointed to it.

As soon as Ham had been moved-as indicated by the shift of the little radio transmitter-they had hurried
to follow. They had gotten uptown a little too late to intercept Ham a the time he was dationary,
somewhere near Centrd Park, and now they were trying to catch him.

Feding a change of subject would do Doc good, Sis said, “Y ou have five assstants, have you not? There
are only four-Monk, Ham, Renny and Long Tom-working with you thistime. But don't you have five?’

“Yes, five” Doc Savage said. “The other is Johnny-William Harper Littlgohn, the archaeologist and
geologis. Heisin Alaska, where he is preparing some specimens.”

(The specimens to which doc Savage refers were some amazing prehigtoric life forms which Johnny
Littlgohn had collected in the course of another adventure, “The Time Terror,” which appeared in the
January, 1943, issue of this magazine.)

Long Tom ydled in the back, “Doc! | think they've got Hamin aplane! | think they're just taking the ar!”

THE plane was a bright cabin job. They saw it flash overhead, dimbing steeply, and caught a fant trace
of its strong motor roar.

Doc Savage rapped, “Long Tom! Cal Renny down with our plane. Quick!”
“I've dready cdled him down,” Long Tom said.

Doc Savage tramped on the brake, whedled the car to the right, up a Steeply rutted road into a field. The
fidd was large and flat, a meadow. Nearby was a hangar, and a car parked in front of it. An dderly men
in coverdls stood in front of the hangar, ralling a cigarette.

Doc braked the car to a hdt before the man, demanded, “Who owns the fidd?’
“Reckon it'sme” the man said eedly. He looked honest.
“Whose plane just took off?’

“Private ship. Belongs to Montague Ogden, the financier. Keeps it here. Had three friends with him, one
of them s0 Sck he was on a stretcher. Head dl bandaged.”

“Know any of the friends?’
“One. Fdler named Dr. Nedden. Family physician of Ogden's, | think.”

Renny was down on the fiedld now. He was flying a fast cabin plane that was far from being the freak of
speed in which they had made thar earier flight into the Midwest. This ship could hold its own with
Ogden's plane, however.



Renny taxied up in the ship. They loaded in. Renny fed the cylinders gas and they took off.

Long Tom had brought his direction finder and he was feverishly stting it up. This was the criticd period
and his manner showed it. The little tranamitter concealed on Ham was weak, and if it got out of range
now they were logt.

When he picked up the sgnd hisydl of ddight startled everyone.
“Got it!” he bellowed. “Head more south, Renny.”
And fifteen minutes later Renny was saying, “1 can see the ship now. What do we do? Overtake them?’

“Keep back far enough not to be seen,” Doc Savage sad. “We might as wdl find out where they are
going.”

Rotary Harrison looked disgusted at that. “Always followin!” he snapped. “About time we was gettin'
our hands on some necks, ant it?’

Doc made no comment.

Long Tom remarked, “There is an old Chinese proverb that says 'Snake is amdl because he suck egg;
fox is big because he wait and catch grown bird.™

“What kind of an answer isthat?’ Rotary snarled.

IT got dark and they followed the other plane severd hours by radio done, after which the other ship
landed. They saw itslanding lights streak out beams and these picked up a smooth field, and came to a
stop onit.

“Over Georgia somewhere,” Long Tom said. “Near the coast.”
Doc Savage watched the plane lights below for a moment.
“Parachutes,” he said. “One man with me. Either one of you.”
Renny said, “Match you,” to Long Tom. And then logt.

They went over the Sde together and cracked open their ‘chutes a once. It was very dark, clouds
above, and smdl chance of their being seen. And probably their plane motor had not been heard because
they could see that the engine of the ship below was dill iding over, and that would drown any sound
from above.

Doc caled softly, “Get out of the harness.”
“Sure” Long Tom said.

They squirmed and strained and unfastened the parachute harness snaps. These were ‘chutes from Doc's
plane, so they were equipped with a gadget which Renny Renwick had worked out for use by American
parachute troopers, a gadget for rdeasing themsdves quickly from the encumbrance of a parachute
harness.

So, when they hit the ground, they were ingantly free and running.



They separated.

Luck was with them. The engine of Ogden's plane was 4ill turning and its coughing had covered the noise
of their hitting the earth.

Ogden and two men were ganding in the glare of the plane landing light.
Ogden had agunin each hand. The two men-one of them Dr. Nedden-dowly put up their hands.

Doc Savage did not carry agun, never carried one if he could avoid it, believing to carry one made you
rdy too much on a firearm, and be logt without it. He waited. Long Tom had a gun, a amdl machine
pigal with a tremendous rate of fire.

Long Tom walked into the glare of landing lights, presented the muzze of his machine pistol, said, “This
little gun puts out a million bullets a minute”

Montague Ogden turned dowly. He looked at Long Tom. He inspected Doc Savage.
“I've been a hdl of afool,” Ogden said.

He tossed his guns on the ground.

“And I'm avery puzzied man,” he added.

Doc sad, “Puzzed?

Ogden nodded. “For some reason or other, these three men seem to think | am their leader. | am nathing
of the sort. It puzzZles me.

No one sad anything.

Hndly, Ogden added, “I tricked them into bringing me down here from New Y ork, thinking they would
lead me to their headquarters.”

He stared at them.

“| became scared,” hefinished. “1 am very glad you came dong.”

WHILE Renny landed the plane containing Rotary and Sis Harrison, Doc Savage tied Dr. Nedden and
the other man. Then Doc examined Ham and found him unharmed but very groggy, able to mutter only
that they had given him some kind of a damned shot of something. He sounded weekly indignant.

They listened to Ogden's story.

It was the story of a man who had been duped. A man who had inherited his wedth and had dways had
other men manage it for him. A man who knew little or nothing about business, but who liked to put on a
big show, liked to impress people with his wealth. The flamboyant Ogden building was an example.

A man of close loydlties, of intense friendships. A man who would sacrifice for his friends, and liked to
fight for them.

“l was intensdy worried about Sam Joseph's mentd troubles” said Montague Ogden. “It was Dr.
Nedden, | redize now, who convinced me you would be the man to operate. And then you did operate,



and there was no brain tumor. How did that happen, anyway?”
Doc Savage was uncomfortable in the darkness.

“l was outsmarted,” Doc confessed, “a my own game. They had imitated the symptoms of cerebral
fibroma so illfully that | was completely taken in.”

“That mus have taken a clever doctor,” Ogden said.
“It did. Nedden is clever. | think we will find he has other clever doctors working with him.”
Montague Ogden sighed explosvely.

“They are dl clever,” he said. “So much smarter than | am. But | became suspicious findly. Who
wouldn't, after | found that Sam Joseph gpparently had been looting my company. | knew Sam would
not do a thing like that. My true friends do not double-cross me. That is one wondeful fact | have
learned about human nature.

“l became suspicious too late. My indignation, and it was righteous indignation | assure you, even if
egged on by Dr. Nedden, about the operation mistake had aready touched off the newspaper publicity. |
mede aterrible fool of mysdf there. But you must understand | did that because | thought Sam Joseph,
my closest friend, had been wronged.”

Doc Savage sad, “You made that clear enough, and it was understandable under the circumstances.”
Montague Ogden sounded grateful.

“l have been shadowing them,” he explained. “Following them around. And that was how | happened to
track them to an gpartment house near Centrd Park. | was waiting downgtairs, not knowing what to do,
when Dr. Nedden and this man came out with the stretcher and what | thought was poor Sam Joseph on
the stretcher. | confronted them. Imagine my astonishment when | found they thought | was their |eeder.”

He sounded bewildered.

“They said they were going to my ranch,” he said. “I havent got a ranch. | own lots of things, but no
place like that. But they landed here and | didn't know what to do. And then you landed and I'm glad.”

He groaned.

“l imagine you thought | was the |leader, too,” he concluded. “Y ou must have thought | was the king. And
now you find I'm only a slly, gullible pawn, the joker. You are probably disgusted.”

DOC SAVAGE asked, “Theranch is near here?’
“Yes. | don't know exactly where, though.”
“Isthis the ranch flying fidd?’

“No,” Montague Ogden said. “Buit there is one. | made Dr. Nedden land on this meadow, tdling him |
did not want the others to know we were here. | told him | wanted to sneak up on Butch, who has been
becoming too officous”

“Nedden knows where the flying field and the ranch is?’



“ YS,”

Without exchanging a word, Renny and Long Tom fdl on Dr. Nedden, clubbed him to the ground and
announced they were going to dispose of him then and there if he did not tdl them where the ranch was
located. There was nothing ridiculous about their performance, dthough they admitted later it should have
been. They sounded o utterly convincing. They sold a bill of goods.

“Pleasa!” Nedden gasped. “I'll tdl you.”

The ranch was about two miles and ahdf distant, dong a country road which bordered one edge of this
mesadow.

“Far enough that they didn't hear us land, probably,” Sis Harrison said with relief.
Rotary Harrison growled, “Let's get going! | want my hands on somebody's neck, and quick!”
“Jugt amoment,” Doc Savage said.

The bronze man went to their plane, his own ship, the one which Renny had just landed. In the cabin
there were equipment cases in specid racks, and he selected one of these.

He carried the case to the others.
He exhibited the contents.

“A new type of grenade,” he explained. “A new gas, one againg which no mask is effective. Extremdy
potent. Acting dmost instantaneoudy.”

Renny looked at the grenades and seemed startled.

“Haly cow, Doc, but-"

“We are each going to take some,” Doc explained, interrupting quickly. “Here, we will divide them.”
“How d'you work the gadgets?’ Rotary asked. “Rull this key out?’

“Twid the key,” Doc Savage corrected. “You will find that it ssems to wind like an darm clock. Twigt it
up tight then get rid of it. Throw it as you would an ordinary grenade.”

“What's the idea of the winding?’
“The peculiar internad construction which was necessary.”

“Oh,” Rotary said. “1 see. Another one of your gadgets.”

Chapter XV. SATAN'S RANCH

THEY left Dr. Nedden, Montague Ogden and the other crook behind. Doc Savage used a hypodermic
needle on them and they were dmost immediatdy adeep. They would remain that way for some time
until noon the fallowing day, at the least. Renny dragged them off in the tal weeds where they would not
be likdy to be found before then.

Montague Ogden did not object to being drugged and left behind. “I expect you to suspect me,” he said.
“l see how you could not concelve of amen being as big afool as I've been.”



Waking away, Long Tom remarked, “Y ou know, | hdfway think he's innocent.”
“Oh, hdl!” snorted Rotary Harrison. “Next thing youll be thinking toads have wings”

Ham Brooks went with them. He was rapidly regaining his equilibrium. He stripped off his bandages,
which contained the little radio-wave tranamitter, and had salvaged the gadget. When Ss indsted she
would like to have it as a souvenir of an incredibly fantastic adventure, Ham gave it to her, which
somewhat irritated Long Tom. It was Long Tom's device.

Having covered about amile, they heard a series of three planes approach from the north and land in the
night far ahead of them. They saw, by looking up, the faint glow of landing lights reflected againgt the very
low clouds.

“The gang arriving,” Renny rumbled. “Theway | understand it, the whole kit and kaboodle will be there.
What a chance to make a roundup!”

They pushed forward more rapidly. Dust was thick on the country road, a soft pad for their footfals.

Light appeared ahead. Electric glow around low buildings The structures seemed to be made of logs and
dabs, in keeping with the piny woods around them. And there was the excited barking of dogs which
seemed to be confined to a fenced inclosure.

Doc Savage sad, “We had better close in immediatdly while the dogs are dill barking. Otherwise, the
animas might give an darm.”

“Good ides,” Rotary agreed. “What's the plan of campaign?’
“Wewill get alittle closer,” Doc said, “and look over the place.”
Rotary stopped.

“Ss” he sad, “you go back.”

“But dad!” Sis objected. “I may be able to help.”

“Youre agirl, and-”

“But I'm not scared. At least I'm not going to go to pieces”

Rotary was suddenly harsh. “You go back,” he said. “I'm not going to have a daughter of mine mixed up
inthe kind of athing thisisgoing to be.”
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“Better go back, Sis” Doc sad. “ Someone should be free and clear to go for hdpif wefail.”
Ssfindly consented. “All right, if you ings,” she agreed.

They Ieft her in the darkness and went on, moving with increesing care. Sis had been so disappointed at
being left behind that they were Slent.

They were quite close to the ranch buildings when Long Tom spoke in a whisper.
“Sssure hated to miss out on this” he said.

Doc sad, “It was necessary.”



Rotary Harrison was suddenly confronting them.

“You bet it was necessary,” he snarled.

He had a gun and a flashlight. He menaced them with the gun.

“Wouldnt do for her to know what ahdl cat her old menis” Rotary said.

He splashed glare from the flashlight on them. Men came running from the ranch.

“Get Butch!” Rotary snarled a the man. “I don't want no more mistakes about who's boss of thisthing!”

THEY took Doc Savage, Renny and Long Tom and Ham into along low room with beamed callings and
native fieldstone fireplaces a each end. A room where saddles and bridies hung, ropes and spurs, steer
horns and buffalo horns. All the suff that goes into a phony ranch set-up.

“Get back, get back!” Rotary Harrison kept snarling a his men. “Don't get close to these hombres. No
tdlin’ what they'll pull.”

He pushed back his men bodily, and they made a large circle around the prisoners.

“Careful; they got more tricks than a centipede has legs” he warned. He bellowed out a laugh. 1 oughta
know. | been ther shadow for two days.”

Doc Savage said, “You went to alot of trouble, Rotary.”
Rotary Harrison laughed.

“Hél, yes, and why not?’ he asked. “I've spent the best months of my life, to say nothing of what money
| had left in the world, working this out. It was complete” He waved an arm, added, “It was complete,
even to thislittle hide-out here, which | bought and recorded in Montague Ogden's name.”

Doc sad, “And while you were committing the robberies, you included yoursdf?’
“What could have been finer? Who would suspect a robbed man?’

“Particularly,” Doc Savage said, “one who came to me for help.”

“That'sthe idea.”

“And one who has an innocent daughter,” Doc suggested.

That hit Rotary Harrison where it hurt. The smirk did off his face, the lips off his teeth.
“She don't know about it,” he said. “That'swhy | didn't want her to come dong.”

It was dill in the room. Light in the place came from eectric bulbs in ox-yoke and old-fashioned lantern
devices, and from afew fase candles. The men stood tense. None of them looked at ease.

Running his gaze over them, Doc Savage picked out two men who were doctors. He knew they were
doctors without recaling their names, but hed seen their faces before. They were cerebrologists, or
gpecidigts on the human brain. They were not prominent men, yet skilled enough to help in perpetrating
the gigantic hoax that had been pulled. They were crooks, certanly.



Doc looked at their leader, Rotary Harrison, said, “You could have saved a lot of your eaborate
scheming.”

Rotary stared. “Huh?’
“It was needless smoke screen,” Doc said.
“What the hdl do you mean? Mean you were wise to me?’

Doc sad, “You made afew mistakes. First, when you were captured on the Missssppi River, you were
not killed. You were kept dive. There was no reason whatever for you being kept dive, paticularly
when you ingsted your friend, Duster Jones, had been killed because he knew too much. You had
yoursdlf seized to arouse my interest, and it did arouse my interest, particularly in the phony aspect of it.

“Agan, your busness of a loan renewa agreement with Sam Joseph was a fdse note. Sam Joseph
recognized you, but he did not make any loan-renewa agreement with you in talking to you, which you
sad hedid.

“And aso,” Doc continued, “you were in a postion to know about dl the companies and concerns which
were robbed in the course of this thing. All of them were companies with which you would be familiar.
Charles Moore's ail-fiedd machinery concern, for example. You are an oilman. Y ou would naturaly know
more about how to rob an aoil-fidd machinery concern. And the same thing applied to the rest of your
victims. There was too much coincidence.”

Rotary grinned.

“So there was too much coincidence. So what?’
“So we were able to beat you a your own game.”
“Game?

“Deceit,” Doc Savage sad.

“What kind of nutty talk isthat you-"

DOC SAVAGE jumped then. He moved with abrupt violence, teking the two men holding him
completely by surprise. He was not able to seize a weapon, but he was able to get free, to legp and
reach a stairway that seemed to go down into a cdlar. A window was near, but he ignored that, hit on his
gomach, did to the stairs, went down them.

Renny, Long Tom and Ham began sruggling violently, but with no effect.
Rotary Harrison bellowed, “Hé'sin the cdllar! There's no way out! Give me one of those grenades!”

He meant the trick grenades which Doc Savage had so carefully distributed, with explanations about ther
deadly gas contents, before the raid on the ranch.

Rotary grabbed up one of the grenades. He ran to the cdlar opening.
“Get ready to dam the door shut after | throw this egg down there” he snarled.

“Ready,” one of hismen said, seizing the door.



For the benefit of Doc Savage, down below, Rotary bellowed, “You sad wind the key like an darm
clock, didn't you?’

He wound the key.

Ingantly, there were explosons dl over the room, dl through the ranchhouse-wherever the trick
grenades happened to be-all coming together. They were not loud reports, but there was a guttura
violence about the way they let go, and the gas they spewed was sckening, pardyzing, blinding-if you
innded it. Doc Savage came up out of the cellar.

“Let'sfinshthisjob,” he said.

What Rotary and none of his men knew, and what none of them ever did find out, was that by winding
the key on the grenades, you wound a powerful little generator the size of a watch, and the current from
this, through vacuum tubes not as large as a peanut, was amplified and put out in an impulse that would
effect tiny receivers and these would explode the grenades. Each grenade contained recelver and
transmitter, but they were not complicated, because they employed the same circuit. Wind the key in one
grenade and they would dl explode.

As soon as Rotary Harrison had wound the key, Renny and Long Tom and Ham, knowing dl the
grenades would let go now, began to fight.

The gas was not effective unless breathed. So they held their breathing back. Renny and Long Tom did it
very successtully. But Ham amost immediatdy got hit in the ssomach.

The blow to Ham's middle was terrific, and it opened up his mouth, and he had gas-charged ar into his
lungs before he could hep himsdf. He began to ydl in pain with the other men, and fdl to the floor.

There was nothing deadly about the gas, but it was very painful and brought quick unconsciousness. Not
thet it did the recipient any benfit.

Doc heard Monk.

Monk's bdlowing, even when he was gagged, was distinctive. Doc located the sound, headed for it.
Through a door, across a room, through another door. There was a amdl tight shed stacked high with
litter, old camp stools and tent poles mostly. And Monk floundering around in the middle of it.

Monk was doing his bellowing entirdy through his nose, which was remarkable. He was meking about
the same amount of noise as a good trumpet, dthough it was hardly musicd.

Doc stooped, dashed his bindings.

Monk bolted to his feet. Evidently he had been kicking around enough that his muscles were not Siff
because he was up and out of the door in a streak. Still meking nasa noise of remarkable quantity .

Doc went back into the connecting room, found a window.
He remembered to ydl, “ Anaesthetic gad” & Monk by way of warning.

Then Doc smashed open the window, thrust out his head and got fresh ar into his lungs. Then he turned
and met Rotary Harrison.

In some fashion-astonishment must have stopped the man's breething until he redized what had
happened-Rotary had escaped the gas. His face was purple, bloated, from holding his breath.



Doc tried to belt the wind out of Harrison so he would have to breathe. It was not a success. Rotary
piled out into the night.

Doc followed, caught him. They went to the ground. Rotary was strong and desperate. He was not a
young man, but the iron of his muscle was astonishing.

MONK MAY FAIR, entering the big room, saw no onein motion, only men motionless on the floor. He
knew there was gas, he could fed the dight sting of the suff againg his eyes. He saw Ham and he was
horrified until he discovered Ham merdly seemed to be gassed.

Monk went on. He could hear fighting, a few shots, well in the rear of the house. He headed for the spot.
“Hey!” somebody said. “ Rotary!”

It was dark in the hall. Monk stopped. He recognized the voice. Butch.

“Yeeh?” Monk said.

“Thisway. We can get to aplane”

“Sure” Monk said.

He moved rapidly and pushed adong behind the other man until they came to a lighted room. It was
Butch, dl right. Butch, dim and pale and ddicate-looking. The meekly helpless-looking person.

Monk took Butch by the neck.
“It's a shame to waste time on a spindlin' little guy like you,” Monk said. “Y ou oughta-ow! Ow!”

Monk's grestest pride was wha he could do in a hand-to-hand fight. He liked to brawl,
knock-down-drag-out, anything goes, bite-an-ear, gouge-an-eye. He had never confessed to anyone,
but he took regular lessons in rough and tumble, in jujitsu, and had even hired an osteopath doctor to
teach him how to twigt bones 0 as to hurt the most. He thought he was very good.

He began to get an education. He was hit twice; he didn't know exactly where. But the agony was awful.
Stars exploded. Pain made his toes fed asif they were fdling off.

He managed, and he thought he was lucky to do that, to fal on Butch.

They went over and over. Bones cracked, muscles popped, joints cracked. “Ow!” Monk bawled.
“Ow-w-w-w!” He fdt sure he was rapidly being separated from arms, legs, ears, hair, nose.

Somewherein the back of the house, Renny Renwick yeled, “A gang of them are killing Monk! Come
on!”

But when Renny appeared in the door he stopped. He began to grin uncontrollably, then to knot up with
laughter. Long Tom joined him. He, too, thought it was funny.

“Get Ham Brooks!” Renny gurgled. “Pour water on Ham or something to wake him up. Ham can't miss
thid Ham would give years off hislife to see this”

Monk and his tiny opponent went through a convulson. Monk emitted fresh belows of pain. He was
suddenly not enjoying the fight. He had often, in the past, tackled a dozen men who were fighting men,



and howled in glee through the whole fray. Now he was suddenly out of glee.

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” Monk squalled.

“We better stop it,” Renny said, “before he eats Monk dive”

He went over and tapped Butch on the head with a revolver barrel. Butch collapsed.

Monk rolled fegbly, crawling away from the sensdless Butch asif the latter was atarantula. Monk tried to
et to hisfedt, faled, collapsed, sat there fodlidhly.

Monk stared at the feeble-looking Butch.

“My, my,” Monk said. “And to think there's only one of him.”

Chapter XVI. TRUTH AND VARNISH

THE head of the New York State police and the didtrict attorney from New York City who had been
assgned to the case arrived afew hours after daylight.

Explanations and arguments, pro and con, and the taking of statements, occupied about three hours.
The D. A. made the speech of summary:

“Offiadly,” he said, “there has been no proof presented that Mr. Savage mantans any kind of an
inditution where crimind brains are operated upon. Whatever our persona opinions may be, they
probably will remain offiddly inactive because of lack of such proof. Persondly, the idea of treating
criminasin that way seems a good ideato me”

Ham Brooks asked, “What about dl this gtink in the newspapers?’

Doc explained, “When it is proven that the whole thing was smply a deverly thought-out and executed
schemeto pick a bunch of men who had been-ah-amnesia vicims in the past, and drug them and force
them to commit crimes while drugged, then lay it dl on to me-when thet isdl proven, the newspapers will
drop their campaign. And gpologize, no doubt.”

Ham said, “They better gpologize, or therell be the fattest goblin of a lawsuit after each one of them.”
The New York didrict atorney checked over alig of prisoners.

“We have checked and rechecked the lig of prisoners,” he said, “and from the statements of the other
prisoners, we seem to be one short. The man who was the ringleader. A man by the name of Rotary
Harrison.”

Doc Savage spoke quietly.

“Rotary Harrison,” the bronze man said, “was badly injured. He was sent to a private hospitd.”
“Can you turn him over to us when heisfit?’

Doc nodded.

“Yes” he sad. “But Rotary Harrison will not be proven the crimind leader, | am afraid.”



“What do you mean?’

“It will probably develop,” Doc Savage sad quietly, “that Rotary Harrison was just another one of the list
of victims who, like mysdf, were framed to be the goats.”

“But dl the solen money and property isinhisname” the D A. pointed out.
Doc shook his head. “Rotary Harrison isturning dl the property back to the rightful owners.”

The D. A. watched the bronze man for a while. Then he grinned. “Wdl, that fdlow Butch will make a
good master mind,” he said. “Well hang it onto him.”

He got his papers together and went outside to watch the prisoners being loaded into cars.

THE moment Doc was done with Monk and the others, the bronze man said, “Monk, get to our plane.
Get your portable chemicd lab.”

“What's the idea?’

“Rotary Harrison,” Doc explained, “is going to our upstate place for an operation that will wipe out dl his
memory of the past. | want you to mix an anaesthetic that will keep him unconscious during the trip.”

“Yes, | know that,” Monk said. “But what was the idea of tdling the D. A. that Rotary was just another
vidim of the plot when you know perfectly wel he was the brains behind the whole thing.”

“That's right,” Doc said. “And that's principaly the reason | want to send him to the College. You see,
Rotary planned this master crime himsdf and he hired dl the others. He was not only plotting to sted
severd million dollars but he was going to discredit us and our life work with the public.

“The firg thing he did was to get hold of Dr. Nedden and that young felow, Butch. The two of them
traced down some of our graduates, drugged them, stole dl the money from the firms they worked for,
and when the big blow-up came, they were going to say that we were responsible for the crimes because
we had performed brain operations on them. The big scheme behind Rotary's mind was that he would
have us trapped and then he could force us to pay blackmall or see the work of our College destroyed.”

Monk grunted. “Blackmail, eh? | guess he was figuring to cut himsdf a big dice of our Central American
gold supply.”

Doc nodded. “Yes. That was his plan. He was so clever about it that only one man in the organization
knew who ther leader redly was. That man was Butch. He was the one who hired dl the others,
induding Dr. Nedden, and they dl got ther ingructions through that little devil statue which, in redity,
was only atiny transmitting and receiving s&t.”

“Where is Rotary now?’ Renny asked.

“Out in the bush, where | hid him,” Doc explained.

Monk looked puzzled. “1 dill don't understand why you're covering Rotary up from the police. | think-”
Renny gave Monk a kick and said, “Come on, you dope.”

Monk followed Renny outside. “What's got into Doc?’ he said. “Rotary was the leader, and-"



“Possbly,” Renny suggested dryly, “Doc is suffering from a dight attack of your chronic trouble.”
“Huh?’
“SsHarrison,” Renny said. “In other words, she doesn't know her dad was the kingfish in this affair.”

“Oh, oh,” Monk grinned. “Now I've run across something | can understand.”

THEEND
THE RUNNING SKELETONS

Seletons in themselves are something to guarantee you chills and excitement; but when you see
skeletons that race around, just as if they were imbued with life, you wonder what makes them
run!

Doc and his gang meet just such skeletons in their next exciting episode, complete in the June
issue. You'll find it a really unusual, pulse-quickening story; one that will stick with you for a long
time.

Don't miss this treat in the next issue of
DOC SAVAGE MAGAZINE
IT ALL STARTED WITH A DOG . ..

The dog was in a carrying case on the limited going to New York. A porter saw the dog and
jumped right off the train. It was that kind of a dog.

Monk, the toughest man in Doc Savage's scrappy group of adventures, took one look at the dog
and hightailed it for places yonder. It was that kind of a dog.

And what is more, that dog led Doc Savage and his gang to a mystery that was even more
startling than that of the strange dog. It led them to the mystery of “ The Running Skeletons,” the
most amazing, most terrifying adventure that Doc Savage and his gang have ever experienced.

Read this complete, exciting novel in the June issue of this magazine, on sale Friday, April 30th.
Don't miss our June issue.



