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Chapter I. DARK AND SCARED
LINCOLN WILSON WASHINGTON SMITH was an amigble colored gentleman who was baggage
attendant and porter on a passenger train running from Chicago to New Y ork.
He had akind heart.
He liked dogs.

He didnt scare easy, this last being a part of his character which contributed no little to the subsequent
mystery which came out of the first-of-the-week run of the limited train.

The tran was one tha left Chicago late in the evening and got into New York City the following
afternoon, making about a twenty-hour schedule, which was good time. The train carried two lounge
cars, coaches, deepers, drawing-room cars, baggage coaches—and Lincoln Wilson Washington Smith,
who was porter.

Duty of the porter was to put bags aboard, generdly “butter up” the passengers so they fdt good toward
the railroad and shdlled out fancy tips, and kid dong with the soldiers who were crowding the trains these
days, aswdl as occasondly rescue agirl passenger from a salor.

Feeding dogs was not among his duties.
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He put the dog-carrying case aboard, himsdf, in Chicago, and he noticed it particularly at the time
because carrying large animds, even in cases, was againg the rulesin the coaches.

A dollar fixed up everything, though, as far as getting the dog-carrying case aboard the train. The young
mean who had brought the case contributed the dollar, together with a wink, and that fixed that. Anyway,
the young man had a drawing room ticket, and drawing-room passengers get a little extra consideration.

There was adog in the case—at least there was a dog's weight in the case, and a couple of disgruntled
dog barks.

The case was about Airedale-dog Sze It was covered with black leatherette and had ventilation
apertures covered with black wire screen. The congruction of the dog-carrying case was such thet it was
impossble to tdl anything much about what kind of an animd was ingde, even by putting an eye to the
vertilating grills

The case was not |ocked.

The young man carrying the case was atdl young man with a tan overcoat and tan hat, the latter yanked
down over his eyes. The porter accidentdly rubbed agangt hm and fdt something hard in the young
man's pocket which he—the porter—took to be aflask or a pint; but this proved to be a bad guess as to
the nature of the hard object, as was afterward evident.

For ayoung man who was as terrified and puzzled as he later proved to be, he showed very little of the
emotion which was lashing him.

The young men sat, white-faced, in his compartment for some time, then got up and went back to the
bar. But he stopped and spoke to the porter.

“Porter,” he said. “Porter, for five dollars could you start watching something and not stop wetching it?’
“For how long, suh?

“For long enough for me to go to the bar and get to the stage where | can flap my wings”

“l sho' could,” said the porter.

So Lincoln Wilson Washington Smith sat in the compartment and began to fed sorry for the dog in the
case.

THE unseen dog in the case, from the beginning, had shown sgns of uneasiness and discomfort, dirring
around a great dedl and giving smdl, complaining barks now and then. Now that the man was gone this
grew worse.

The dog jumped about, barked, whined, made plaintive noises, pitiful noises. Noises that soon began to
wring the heart of Smith, the porter.

This went on for some time. “Nice doggie” Smith said, and wondered if the dog wanted water, and
looked around for a dish in which to give im some water, but there was none.

The train had been booming dong on its way for some time now and it had reached the firg of the
infrequent stops which it made between Chicago and New Y ork.

“A hamburger!” ydled Smith, the porter.



That was the answer. The dog was hungry, and a hamburger would shut him up, and there was a lunch
“quicki€’ near the railroad platform in the next town, where the porter could dash over and get a hot one.
After dl held have to pay for the hamburger, of course; but then he was meking five dollars out of this
dedl and he couldnt stand the whining and carrying-on the dog was doing.

Lincoln Wilson Washington Smith got off and secured the hamburger without incident, except that he got
stuck fifteen cents for it, and he did some squawking about thét.

He made a quick trip and got back in the car before the train began moving again. The train started just
as he was entering the compartment and, taking the dog case off the floor, where it had been resting, and
placing it on one of the sedts.

He opened the dog case.

Hisideawas to stick the hamburger insde with a quick gesture. One could never tdl when a dog might
bite, particularly a discontented pooch, and this one certainly sounded discontented.

But there was a little accident—the engineer goosed the throttle and gave the train a hdl of a yank at just
that point—and the case toppled off the seat, the lid fdl open, and the dog tumbled out.

Or what had been in the case miking the sounds and movements, and having the weight of a dog—it
tumbled out.

THE scream of Lincoln Wilson Washington Smith was heard dl through the car, where it made everyone
jump and started three babies to bawling. Heads turned toward that end of the car. Due to the
condruction of the car, only afew passengers saw Smith break out of the room. The compartments were
a the far end of the car, with an aide on what happened to be the north sde of the car, the direction the
train was traveling.

Those passengers who saw could tdl that Smith had had alittle accident.

Snith had tried to leave the compartment like a bullet, his coat pocket had got caught on the door
handle, it had yanked the door shut, and the dosing door had pinched Smith's coat and hdd him hung. It
didn't hold im long. He tore hdlf the tail out of his coat and took wings.

No movie director Saging a comedy exit of a scared man out of a graveyard ever got more action. If
Smith's feet touched the car floor at dl they didn't remain there long enough to be visble.

He reached the car door and |eft the train with a blind, flying leap.

Thetrain was traveing farly fast now, and Smith hit the roadbed hard and broke a leg and was knocked
sensdess.

Chapter Il. ABOUT A BRONZE MAN

IN stopping the train to pick up Smith, the engineer did the hdting job with another of those terific
examples of dam-bang carelessness which had started the whole thing. The train hdted as if it had run
into something as solid as Gibraltar.

The young man who had brought the dog-carrying case aboard was sgtting in the bar, at a round table
only dightly larger than his hat, and the shock dumped his Scotch and sodain his lap.



He stood up and cursed the engineer, the railroad and Scotch whiskey. Everyone else was cursing, so his
madedictions got no specid attention. He sat down again.

Some of the passengers dimbed off the train to see what had happened.
The young man remained where he was.

There was some shouting, then those who had got off jumped back on. The engineer got the train started
agan, trying to break everybody's necksin the act.

A passenger who had got off sat down beside the young man.
“What,” asked the young man, “was it? An earthquake?’

“A man.”

“He mug have been braced to stop the train like that.”

“It didn't hit him.”

“No?’

“He jumped off.”

“Remembered he'd forgot something, | suppose?’

“He was the porter.” The passenger scratched his head. “Poor devil has a broken leg and a fractured
skull, or something. Anyway, he was incoherent. Kept muttering about a dog—"

The young man jumped. He looked asif he'd found he was stting in some water. “Dog?’ he said.
“yes”

“And it was a porter off thistran?’

“Thet'sright He—"

“Atdl, kind of hungry-looking porter?’

“That'shim. He—’

“Excuseme” the young man said, and got up and headed for the compartment where the dog-carrying
case had been placed.

THE young man was wearing composure on his face like a mask, just as he had been wearing it dl dong,
to hide inner terror; but now the mask was made of thinner duff and a litle of what he fdt showed

through.

He took agun out of his pocket. The gun was the object the porter had thought was aflask or a pint. He
carried the gun under his hat, and held his hat close to his chest. He walked with care and tried to look dl
directions at once.

Without trouble he reached the compartment. The porter's coat tal was wedged in the door and he had a
little trouble forcing the door open for that reason. People in the car stared at him curioudy—those who



knew the porter had popped out of this compartment—but no one did anything.
The young man got into the compartment in a hurry, quickly, ducking ingde.
He was there three or four minutes.

Coming out, he was carrying the dog case, holding it down a arm-length, casudly. A coat was over his
other arm, covering the gun that was gill in his hand.

He worked hisway forward dowly and carefully until he came to the office car.

The office car was a specid idea on the limited, one of the reasons the railroad soaked you twenty
dollars extra fare for riding the train from Chicago to New York. Here, for the use of passengers, there
were desks, typewriters and stenographers, dl free. There was an information clerk, a young woman, to
give you data on time tables, hotels, plane reservations, shows and so on.

The young man with the dog-carrying case went on through the car. At the opposite end he encountered
alocked door.

“Mall coach and baggage cars ahead,” said the young woman information clerk.
The young man nodded.
He looked asif he wereiill.

Fanly, because he could not think of anything else to do, he sank in the chair beside the information girl's
desk.

“Look,” he said. “Look, I've got to get to aman named Doc Savage.”

THERE was interest and curiogity in the reception girl's eyes. She was not a foal; she could see there
was something amiss. And she began to redize, dowly, that the young man was full of writhing terror.
Fear wasin him like snakes.

“In New York,” thegirl said. “Yes, hisaddress isin New York City. The tdlest building in the midtown
section. The eighty-sxth floor.”

The young man looked at her. He wet hislips. “You don't know me. My name is Tom Lewis—Thomas
Maurice Lewis, and I'm a traveling sdesman for the Admiration Radio Cabinet Co., manufecturers of
Sazzy cabinets for radios. Around the Admiration Radio Cabinet Co. office they would tdl you I'm the
office humorigt, and very funny.”

“Tom Lewis” thegirl sad. “Yes?”

Tom Lewis licked hislips grimly. “Funny man, that's me. Fired five times by old Walt Buxton because of
my practica jokes, and then hired back because I'm a good sdesman.” He showed his teeth fiercdy. “A
good, loud-mouthed sdesman, that's me But don't forget that name—Tom Lewis And the
company—Admiraion Radio Cabinets”

“Chicago?’

“Gosh, no! Way south of there in the Ozarks. Sort of an unusud factory out in the country with a little
town of its own cdled Admiraion City.”



He went slent. The words seemed to have stuck in his throat.

The girl, to break him loose from his tenson, pointed at the dog-carrying case and said, “Is that one of
your samples?’

Tom Lewis seemed to shake alittle a dl hisjoints.
“What do you know about Doc Savage?’ he asked.
The gl watched him intently. “So you're in trouble?’
[1] I_”

“Dont,” sad the girl, “start tdling me about it. | don't want to hear it because I've got troubles of my own
dedling with the pot-stomached Romeos and big butter-and-egg men who seem to think a train secretary
should swoon on their necks.”

Tom Lewis complained, “All | wanted was to ask you about Savage.”
“O. K. Ax!”

“You know him?’

“Of course not!”

“You knew where he could be found?’

“I didn't say he could be found there. That was the location of his headquarters that | gave you. A lot of
people know that. It's part of my business to know such things”

Tom Lewis sat hiting hislips for awhile. “Look, you seem to have sense,” he said. “What do you know
about Savage?’

“l saw him once from a distance,” the gifl said. “I dreamed about him for about a week &fter that. He
affects you thet way.”

“l don't careif heis awoman-killer. | want to know—"
“Y ou've got the wrong idea—at least, partly wrong. | understand the girls have to take it out in looking.”
“l want to know—"

“You want to know whether his business is righting wrongs and punishing evildoers in the far corners of
the earth? Correct; that's what they say. It sounds screwy, and probably it is screwy, or maybe it just
sounds crazy when you cdl it a busness. Anyway, that's right.”

Tom Lewis bit hislips some more. “How do you contact him?’

“Jud contact him,” thegirl said. “That'sdl | know.”

For amoment Tom Lewis looked down & the dog-carrying case.

“l want you,” he said, “to fix up ashipping tag | can put on this case.”

“Who to?’



“l want this case to get into the hands of Doc Savage,” Tom Lewis explained.

The gifl riffled through the contents of her desk and came up with a regulation shipping tag which she
filled out. She started to tie it to the case, but Tom Lewis hurriedly picked it from her fingers and tied it
on himsdlf. The girl undoubtedly redlized he didn't want her to touch the case, but she made no comment.

She leaned back and watched the young man curioudy. Tom Lewis wasn't hard to look at, but the terror
S0 obvioudy within im made him alittle repellent, asif he had warts.

Because she was watching him she saw his reaction when the red-headed man went past.

The red-haired man was well-dressed, but not sufficently overdressed to be conspicuous. His har was
not a spectacular red, his suit was a discreet dark-blue, his tie and shirt subdued. He was not
outstanding.

The red-headed man walked past without gpparently noticing Tom Lewis,

Without moving a muscle, without gtirring anything but his eyes, and those only dightly, Tom Lewis
managed to look asif he had been stabbed dead.

The red-headed man came to the locked door, tried it, looked disappointed, said, “Where is the dining
car, please?’

“The other direction,” the gifl said. * Seven cars back.”
The red-headed man went away. Tom Lewis sat there more dead than dive from terror.

The train secretary-information clerk tried to think of something. She was getting a little scared hersdf.
She didn't know what was afoot, but she wanted no part of it.

“Look,” she said, “why don't you telephone him?’

Tom Lewis stared at her wordledly.

“Telephone Doc Savage from the train,” the girl explained patiently. “Y ou can do that, you know.”
Four or five times Tom Lewis moved hislips soundlesdy, then he managed to ask, “How?’
“Radio,” thegirl said. “Radio and telephone. Regular service”

Tom Lewis, shaking alittle, said thickly, “Get Doc Savage on the telephone for me, and quick, because |
don't think I'm going to be dive ten minutes from now.”

Chapter IlIl. THE INDIGNANT MAN
THE radio contact from train to land-line station, and thence by regulation long distance to New York
City, was made, and the telephone rang in the eighty-sixth-floor Doc Savage headquarters.
Lieutenant Colond Andrew Blodgett—Monk—Mayfair took the call.

There were two outstanding things about Monk Mayfair. First, he was one of the world's indugrid
chemids, dthough his head did not look as if it contained room enough for a spoonful of brains, and he
was aso a man who would be a sure bet in any homely-man contest.



Second, today Monk Mayfar was very indignant.
“Yah?' he sad into the telephone. “What you bothering us for?’

“This” said adigtant voice, “isalimited en route from Chicago to New Y ork, and we have a cdl from a
passenger to Doc Savage.”

The voice was femining, and ordinarily Monk was a push-over for anything in skirts. But today his
temper was very bad.

“Yah?' he said. “ Can'tcha cdl some other time?’
“This” said the girl on the train, “isimportant.”
1] Yd.l.”

Thegirl on the train now became indignant hersdf and shouted, “Y ah, you little shrimp! Yah, yah, yah, it's
important! Now get aavil tonguein your head and put Doc Savage on the wire”

Startled, Monk stared at the telephone. He hadn't been cdled a litle shrimp before. HE been caled
many things, but not that. Although not a tal man, Monk was a very big one, bang dmog as tdl as he
was wide. His amdl, childlike voice had doubtless led the girl to deduce he was alittle shrimp.

“I'll take the cdl,” Monk growled.
“We want Mr. Savage—"

“I'll take the call!”
sad Monk in avoice that mugt have scared the birds off the telephone wires. “Now put your party on.”
“Who are you?’

“I'm the guy who istaking—"
“Ligen, smple-wits, if you—"

“O. K.,” Monk said. “O. K., sger. I'm one of Doc Savage's associates and my name is Monk Mayfair.
Now, if—"

“Hold the wire, please” sad the girl. She evidently consulted Tom Lewis, because he took over the
other end of the conversation.

He got to the point.
“My name” he said, “isTom Lewis, and I'min trouble. | want to talk to Doc Savage.”

“Everybody isin trouble. I've got plenty of my own,” said Monk disagreegbly. “And why don't you tak
to the police? They get paid nice fa sdaries for taking care of the citizens Why not et them earn it?

“This” said Tom Lewis, “isalittle beyond the police.”

The grimness, the terror in Tom Lewis voice took some of the acid out of Monk.
“Wheat's the hitch?” Monk asked.

“I mug talk to Mr. Savage—"



In a much more patient and reasonable tone, Monk said, “That is out of the question right at this point, |
am afraid. Doc is working in his [aboratory on some specid government suff and can't be interrupted.
The experiments he's doing will go to pot if he's interrupted in the next hour, and the presdent himsdf
couldnt get a telephone connection. I'm one of his assstants. Youll have to tak to me or make an
gppointment for later—and then youll have to talk to me, anyway because I'm the guy who decides who
gl tak to Doc.”

“All right,” Tom Lewis said. “Ligen!”

APPARENTLY he did not quite have his words organized, or wanted to hold back some—and wished
to decide what to hold back—because he was taking to a subordinate of Doc Savage rather than Doc
himsdf.

“I'm coming to New Y ork right now,” Tom Lewis said, “to see Doc Savage.”
"y e’

“But,” said Lewis, “they've followed me”

“Who followed you?’

“l don't know their names. But they are the men who are after the dog.”
“Whet dog?’

“The dog in the carrying case | have with me”

“Thisis making sense,” Monk told him, *“about as fast as a woodpecker drills a hole through a rock.”
“Themen,” said Tom Lewis, “are trying to keep me from reaching Savage.”
“Why?'

“Because the dog is—wdl, rather incredible.”

“Wha do you mean, incredible?’

“The porter on the train just took alook at him and was so horrified he legped off the moving train. That's
how incredible the dog is”

Monk eyed the telephone sourly. “Say, you! Isthisa gag?’
“It certainly isnot.”
“Then make sense out of it.”

“Il make sense when | see you,” Tom Lewis said. “Now, ligen to this | will meet you a the dtaion
exactly ten hours from now.” He named one of the termindsin New York. “I will be wearing a white
raincoat. Understand, a white raincoat.”

“A white raincoat,” Monk said. “O. K.”

“And the dog-carrying case will be with meif | can manage. But if it isn't, don't get darmed. I'm a tdl
men and Il have a tan hat and tan gloves. I'm wearing a tan overcoat now, but Il put on the white



raincoat | haveinmy suitcase”
“What,” asked Monk, “does this dog-carrying case look like?’

“A black case, leatherette-covered, with vertilating holes covered with black wire screen. You've seen a
hundred liket. It's just a carrying case for travelers to use when they take their dogs with them. This one
would hold a shepherd or an Airedde dog.”

“What kind of adog isinit?’

“The damnedest dog you ever saw,” said Tom Lewis. “I'll be seeing you in ten hours, exactly!”

THIS ended the conversation. Monk's bad humor came back because he had started getting interested.
“Always something!” he snarled.

He turned around and for once in hislife spoke a dvil and polite sentence to Brigedier Generd Theodore
Marley—Ham—Brooks.

“What do you think of that cal, Ham?’ he asked.
Ordinarily, Monk would aso never have asked Ham's opinion on anything.

Ham Brooks had picked up the receiver on the extenson telephone as a matter of course, and had made
shorthand notes of the conversation. This was aregular procedure on acdl of the sort.

Ham Brooks was a lean, dapper man with athin waist and the wide, flexible mouth of a man who made
hisliving by talking. He was a lawyer, and Harvard Law School considered him its leading product. He
was wonderfully dressed and was dways immaculaidy dressed, being as famous for his dathing as he
was for hislegd ahility. He carried, as he habitudly did, an innocent-looking black cane that was a sword
cane.

“Wdl, Ham,” said Monk, “what did you think of the cal?’

“There might be something to it,” Ham admitted. “And again it might be some feather-wits with some
new breed of dog, or a dog with two tals, or something like that.”

Monk nodded. “Yeah, you cant tell. Peopl€e's idea of the importance of things varies alittle”

“It certainly does. He may have a dog hes taught a few tricks, and think he's got something
world-shaking.”

“Hemight have.”

“We better see him when he comes in, though.”

“Yes wed better.”

Thiswas probably the longest harmonious conversation that Monk and Ham had conducted in years.
Anyone knowing them well would have known something was stridently wrong.

They sat in slence for awhile

Then Ham absently fished in his coat pocket for a handkerchief with which to wipe his perspiring pams.



When he dragged the handkerchief out a smdl square of cardboard was didodged from its folds and fell
to the floor. Ham picked the cardboard up, read:

PEACE IS WONDERFUL!

The effect of reading this on Ham was pronounced. His neck got red. He dammed the table with his
sword cane.

“That'sfifty or gxty of them cards I've found!” he shrieked.

Monk pounded the table with him. “Me, too!” Monk shouted. “1 get up this morning and there it is
painted on my caling!”

“Somebody,” said Ham, “had written it on the breskfast plate on which my scrambled eggs were
served.”

“Thetaxi driver who brought me to the office sang it over and over,” Monk contributed.
“Itisnt funny.”

“You're danged right it isn't funny any longer,” Monk said.

“Let'stdl them s0.”

“Why not?”

MONK and Ham had taken the telephone cdl in the reception room, which was equipped with a large
safe, comfortable chairs, a remarkable inlad desk, and not much dse tha met the eye outwardly,
athough there were quite a few gadgets in concealed spots.

The adjoining room was the library, and into this Monk and Ham stamped.

The library was very large, crowded with bookcases containing one of the most complete, purely
stientific book collections in existence.

Three men were in the libray—the other three members of Doc Savages group of five
assgants—checking over the parts of the library in which they specidized. This was a periodic
procedure.

William Harper—Johnny—L.ittljohn was checking the tomes on archaeology and geology. Johnny, who
was tdler and thinner than it seemed any man could be and 4ill live, was one of the world's eminent men
in archaeology and geology, and aso capable of usng words of sunning Sze.

Magor Thomas J—Long Tom—Roberts, an undersized man with a mushroom-cdlar complexion, was
going over the dectrica-engineering section. He had just returned from England, where he had been
doing advanced work in eectronic arplane detection.

Colond John—Renny—Renwick, hig fists and dl, was poking around the engineering section. Held
found an enginearing book latdy published by a rivd and was reading it, disagreeing heatily, and
muittering his favorite expression, “Holy cow!” about every third paragraph.

Monk and Ham advanced on these three gentlemen.



“Holy cow!” said Renny loudly in darm.

“A nonultraadvantageous adventation,” remarked Johnny Littlgohn.

“We"” announced Monk, “are going to break bones.”

“Were going to ped you from head to foot,” agreed Ham. “All three of you.”
“Like bananas,” Monk added.

Long Tom Roberts said, “Now, wat aminute, you two! There is no reason—"
“Itsnot,” said Ham, “ajoke. It's not any part of ajoke. We're tired of it.”
“Were awfully tired,” said Monk.

Renny Renwick |ooked extremey adarmed.

“Haly cow, they're agreeing with each other!” he said. “Our lives are in danger!”
“Peace iswonderful!” Monk snarled. “I'll show you how wonderful peace id”
“Severd pieces” sad Ham. “The ones we're going to separate each of you into.”

In a moment the place was in an uproar. Someone upset a bookcase in front of Monk and he fdl over it.
Ham beaned Renny Renwick with alarge law book, flooring Renny. Long Tom Roberts, who looked to
be the mogt ineffective fighter of any of them, proceeded to tie into Monk and begin trying to remove a

leg.
The laboratory door opened, Doc Savage camein and asked, “What kind of aavil war isthis anyway?’

The fight stopped and there was sheepish silence except for the breath sounds that were like escaping
steam.

DOC SAVAGE was a big man with such symmetricd proportions that he seemed big only when he
stood close to some object to which his Sze could be compared. Tropica suns had made his skin a deep
bronze, and his har was only a dightly darker bronze, his eyes a strange golden color, like pools of
flake-gold aways dirred by tiny winds. There was no qudity of coarseness about him, nor any of
physca weakness. The whole effect of him was arresting.

“Wha,” he repested, “isthis?

Monk tried to get the two haves of his necktie to fit together, foolishly. “We're teaching them what's a
joke and what aint,” he said.

Ham sad, “That'sit.”

“They have,” explained Monk, “been riding us”
“Wrongly.”

“Putting 9gnsin our pockets.”

“And painting them on our plates.”



“And our calings” added Monk.
“Inaulting Sgns” said Ham.
“Sgns” sad Monk, “tdling us peace is wonderful!”

Doc Savage's bronze features did not change expression as he turned to Johnny, Long Tom and Renny
and asked, “What isyour Sde of it?’

“Wejud,” said Renny, “ran out of patience.”

“Enough,” said Long Tom, “is enough.”

“Enough,” said Johnny, “is a supermaagorgeous abundance.”
Renny said, “We mean their quarreling.”

“Monk and Ham have conducted a perpetua quarrd between themsdves that has lasted for years”
Long Tom explained.

“Until today,” said Johnny, usng smdl words in his vehemence, “no one has ever heard them say a avil
word to each other.”

“They've enjoyed it,” said Renny.

“But nobody €se has” said Long Tom.

“Only a sesquipeddian ambagious inveteberate lacks convulition,” said Johnny.
“Hemeans” trandated Renny, “that it's a mighty long worm that has no turning.”

Doc Savage's expresson became dightly thoughtful and he said, “Monk and Ham have entertained
themsalves with a perpetua quarrd for years and you felows have gotten tired of it.”

“Aswho hasn't got tired of it!” said Renny.

“And now,” continued Doc, “you are conducting a campaign to reduce the nuisance of this quarrding.”
“That's right.”

“Thet,” Doc said, “isfine. | hope no one gets fatdly killed.”

He turned around and went back into the laboratory.

MONK and Ham, their fedings hurt, retired from the premises. They Ieft the building and got into a cab
and headed for their gpartments to change clothes. The bout in the library had done ther garments no
good.

“Doc,” said Monk, “let us down.”
“He certainly jerked it out from under us” Ham agreed.
They were slently and mutudly indignant.



The quarrding in which they had indulged for so long had actudly become a part of their character, of
themselves, and to think of giving it up was worse than the idea of surrendering their money, or even an
am apiece.

“We cant,” said Ham, “do any such thing.”
“Naturdly not,” Monk agreed.

“You see how we're getting dong now?’ said Ham. “Very polite. Agreeing with each other. There's no
funinit”

“It's9ckening,” Monk said.

“We might,” Ham suggested after some thought, “do an about face. Be so goody-goody nice to each
other that it would turn their somachs. Alfonse-and-Gaston Suff.”

“That wouldn't be any fun. And I'd hate to give them the stisfaction.”
“Yes, you'reright. We can't do that.”

Monk sat up graight. “We can do something, though.”

“What?'

“They're gtting around up there,” Monk pointed out, “itching for some excitement to come dong. They
think they're checking over the books in the library, and Doc thinks he's making something out of
chemicdsin the laboratory. But, actudly, they're waiting with baited breath for some excitement.”

“What's your ideg?’
“Well gyp them out of their excitement,” Monk declared. “That'll get even with them.”

Ham began looking very chearful. “Stating with this Tom Lewis and his fantagtic dog. That your
uggedion?’

“What do you think of it?’
“I think it'sfing” said Ham.
“What do you say we get in touch with Tom Lewis on the train and ask him for more details?’

“I think that's aswdl idea,” Ham said.

MONK MAYFAIR occupied a penthouse apartment-laboratory on top of a very high building in the
finendd didrict on the lower end of Manhattan Idand. The place was about as modernidic as a
penthouse could be made, looking like an overdone movie set. Ham considered the place gaudy and in
vary bad taste, and invariably told Monk so. Today, though, he uttered not a word of criticiam of the

apartment.

Monk had inddled in the place, before war days, an expendve arangement for his pet pig, Habeas
Corpus. The pig was an Arabian runt hog of unknown species, very long of leg, enormous of ear,
scrawny of body, with the digposition of a bumblebee, yet very intdligent. The hog gpartment indluded a
mud bath with perfumed mud and other luxuries.



Hitherto, Ham had not cared for Habess, the pig.

Monk likewise professed no love for Ham's pet, an undersized chimpanzee named Chemidry, which
bore aremarkable likeness, in miniaure, to Monk himsdf.

Monk and Ham were so upset by their current trouble that they had done something they would never
have done ordinarily. They had Ieft the two pets a Monk's place together. And the two pets, which
usudly fought as enthusadticdly as their owners, were behaving like lovebirds.

Ham got on the telephone and started contacting the limited train.

Monk checked over his autometic telephone recorder to see how many of his girl friends had cdled him.
This apparatus was an dfar which, when a telephone cdl came in, automaticadly asked the cdler for
name and business, then recorded the answers, together with the explanation that Monk was absent.

“Psst!”
Ham said. “Got the train.”
Monk hurriedly plugged another, telephone instrument into the circuit. “ Don't hear anybody,” he said.

“Thegirl has gone to page Tom Lewis” Ham explained.
Monk frowned. “The guy sounded asiif he was scared or worried.”
“That's right.”

“Maybe” Monk said, “the girl shouldn't be going through the train paging him by name. He might not
want hisidentity known.”

“She's not.”
“How's she going to find him?’

“It'sthe girl who is the information clerk on the train,” Ham explained. “ She knows him by sght. She is
going to find him, and—Hello? Hello?’

It was the information clerk on the train.
“About Tom Lewis,” she said. “A strange thing happened.”
“Y&?’

“The train dowed up for a amdl town a few minutes ago,” the girl explained, “and Tom Lewis jumped
off. | just happened to see him.”

“Was he” Monk asked, “carrying a leatherette case of the type used for transporting animds, a case
about large enough to contain a shepherd or an Airedde dog?’

“Why, yes—he wadl”

Chapter IV. TROUBLE HERE AND THERE

THE train secretary was an experienced young woman and capable of taking care of hersdf. One of the
best ways of teking care of hersdlf in her present job, she had found, was not to get unduly excited about



anything that happened, and she had made a practice of this.

So, at the end of the telephone conversation with Monk Mayfair in New Y ork, she replaced the receiver
on its prong and picked up the detective thriller she was reading. That was the way she relaxed.

The system collapsed vidently when she looked up and found a gun under her nose.
The man back of the gun had red hair and wore a quiet blue suit and looked as if he was not fooling.

“Ss” he sad softly, “I shot awoman one time, believeit or not, right through the pretty mush. It made a
hdl of amess out of what had once been a nice baby-blond face, and it kept me awake for a while. But
it didn't bother me as much as | thought it would, so | might do it again with the right provocation.”

Thegirl believed him. She sat perfectly ill.

“Tom Lewis,” the man said. “That name mean anything to you?’
“He was taking to me” the girl said, genuindy afraid to lie.
“Whet was the talk about?”

“He made,” sad the girl, “atelephone cdl to New York.”

“That,” said the man, “isthe way | want you to tak to me. Open and frank. The blonde would have been
dl right if she had done that. What did he talk about?’

“He cdled—"
“What else did he talk about to you, | mean?’

“Oh. He asked meif | had heard of a man named Doc Savage, and where he could find Doc Savage. |
told hm Savage was a rather remarkable man who is supposed to make a business of righting wrongs
and punishing evildoers, and he could find Savage in New Y ork.”

“Savage?’ the man said. “Doc Savage?’
13 YS”

The red-headed man looked asif adull sickness had suddenly come ingde him. He fought the feding, the
greenish tint around his mouth, for a few moments.

“He telephoned Doc Savage?’ he asked.

“yYes”

“Who's telephone operator?’

“Onthetran here? | am.”

“You hear the conversation?’

“|—yes”

“Repest it.”

Thegirl grimaced. “Good gracious, how do you expect me to remember—"



“Remember, 99” the man said grimly. “Remember, or this gun will start making holes. And it makes big
ones.”

Thegirl closed her eyes. She was trembling.

“Ten hours,” she said. “In ten hours he was going to meet a man named Monk Mayfair, an associate of
Doc Savage, in a ralroad termind in New York. He was going to be wearing a white raincoat and
carying a dog-carrying case. | do not remember the exact words of the conversation, but that was the
generd sense of it”

“Ten hours from when?’
“Thecdl,” sad the girl, “was made one hour and forty minutes ago. Ten hours from then.”
“What €lse was said?’

“Tom Lewis sad, or gave the idea, that the dog in the case was the cause of some rather fantastic
mystery, and it was about that mystery which he wished to interview Doc Savage.”

“THAT dI?
“All' I remember. All that's important, I'm sure.”

The red-headed man did a hand into his coat pocket and brought out a pair of smdl white pills He
placed them on the desk beside the girl. He indicated the pills, then a glass of water which was sanding
on the back of the desk.

“Takethepills” he said. “Use the water for a chaser.”
Thegirl got white and showed sgns of fainting.

“Theyl just put you to deep for afew hours, 9" the man said. “Of course, if you'd rather get shut up by
getting shot, | can accommodate you there, too.”

She took the tablets.

Theman sat down and smiled at her, his hand holding the gun thrust into his pocket until the girl began to
swvay and her eyes closed. This did not take more than ten minutes. Findly, the young woman toppled
out of her chair.

The red-headed man cdled the car attendant.
“Fainted or something.” He indicated the girl.

The man then walked back through the train and entered a double bedroom. The bedroom, very smdl,
was full of men with guns and uneasy expressions. Four of them.

“Want a good scare?’ asked the red-headed man.
They obvioudy didn't, but one of them nodded foalighly in response to the query.
“Tom Lewis,” the man sad, “is headed for help from Doc Savage.”

The dlence was stark.



The red-headed man laughed, said, “I see you've heard of Savage.”

He took out his gun and contemplated it obvioudy, not because he was interested in the condition of the
gun, but in order to show them that he had it and to impress a point on their minds.

“Nobody,” he said, “is backing out because of Savage.”

No words from the others.

“Tom Lewis,” sad the man, “has hopped off the train. He got wise that we were fallowing him.”
They nodded. They had known that.

“The informetion girl, who is dso the train telephone operator, tdls me Tom Lewis made an gppointment
to meet one of Doc Savage's men in a ralroad gtation in New York in”—he consulted his wrigt watch,
named the station—" seven hours and fifty minutes.”

He tucked the gun away in a hidden holger.

“We better be there,” he said, “to take care of that meeting.”

They nodded. They were glad to agree with him.

“We want Tom Lewis,” the red-headed man said.

More nods.

“But we want that case and the dog more than that,” the man added.

“What about the telephone operator who gave you the dope?’ a man asked.

“I gave her apill. She won' tdl anybody anything that makes sense for two days.”

Chapter V. WHITE RAINCOAT

THE more they had thought about it, the more plessant Monk Mayfair and Ham Brooks fdt about the
prospect of cutting Doc and Renny and Long Tom and Johnny out of a bit of excitement. This struck
them as a very just kind of vengeance for the ribbing they had been taking. Nobody would be harmed,
actudly, and Monk and Ham considered themsdlves, not without reason, perfectly capable of teking care
of any mysery about a dog in a box.

Missang a little excitement would hurt Doc and Renny and the others more than anything ese that was
harmless. Doc and the others liked excitement, dthough Doc himsdf had never admitted it. But it was
entirdy plain that excitement was the glue which held the bronze man and his group of five associates
together.

Monk and Ham had changed clothes, eaten a good dinner, fed their pets, had a nap, and taken a subway
up to the railroad termind. Riding in a subway was a little beneath Ham's dignity, but what the Japanese
had done to the rubber supply in the current war made alittle matter like dignity not so important.

Now they stood in the station, in the great domed room of the upper levd, and were jostled by soldiers,
sallors, marines and commuters.

“Gate 69,” Monk said. “The limited comesin a Gate 69.”



“Yes, and there comes its passengers,” Ham pointed out.

“Waetch for awhite raincoat,” Monk urged. “It would be a shame if we didn't meet this guy and he went
ahead and got in contact with Doc and the others. Then they'd have the sneer on us. And, boy, would

they lay it on!”

A river of passengers flowed up the doping ramp and through the metd doors. Monk and Ham craned
their necks and dodged thisway and that. As the river of people flowed its fullest and then began to get
thin, they exchanged dumfounded |ooks.

“Missed him!” Monk bleated.
“Couldn't have. He wasn't aboard.”

“Blazed” Monk wailed. “Now hell contact Doc and the others and they'll laugh us out of sx years
growth! | wish—"

A drange voice sad, “Doc? Y ou mean Doc Savage?’
Monk and Ham whedled.
“A white raincoat!” Monk exploded. “Brother, are we glad to see you!”

Ham looked at the large leatherette case the man was carying. “Not to mention,” he sad, “a
dog-carrying case. | guess you are Tom Lewis?’

“Tom Lewis, that'sme” the other said. “Best damned sdesman that ever sold a man something he didn't
want.”

“Sdesman?’ Monk scowled.

“Oh, dont get excited,” said the other briskly. “I'm not sdling anything right now but trouble. The
strangest kind of trouble you ever heard about. Where can we go and tak?’

“Let's go up on the bacony,” Monk said. “ Ther€'s never anybody around there.”
“Nobody around, that's fing” the man said.
They climbed the steps, turned to the right, and stopped in the londy marble nakedness of the ba cony.

The man in the white raincoat set down the dog case and unbuttoned his white raincoat, saying, “Here, I'll
show you what this is dl about.” He took two flat, blue automatic pistols out of his dothing, showed
Monk and Ham the noisy end of the weapons and said, “If you guys want to see a nice double murder,
just dance around.”

THE man with the gun made a gesture and two more men joined him. These had lumps in their coat
pockets which were probably guns.

“So these are the kind of guys the famous Doc Savage has workin' for him,” one of them said.
“Yeah. Not so tough, eh?’

“No, pretty soft. What do we do with them?’



The man in the white raincoat looked around and made sure no one was passing. “Give them a quick
frisk,” he said. “Look for guns or anything they could use on us”

The quick frisk turned up a par of remarkable-looking weagpons ressmbling overszed automatics, but
with curled drum magazines. The leader fiddled with one of these, examining it.

Monk said, “Go ahead and pull the trigger,” hopefully. “Youll see more fireworks than you ever saw
before”

The men hadtily ceased foaling with the supermachine pistal.

“Thefireworks” he said, “wouldn't be anything to the ones youll be ingpecting before long.”
“Meaning,” asked Monk, “that you figure on knocking us off?’

“I might be meaning something like that.”

Monk, watching the man's face, decided that the fdlow did mean something that drastic. The felow might
be planning to murder them in cold blood, an entirdy feasible act, here on the deserted bacony. If they
did not plan to kill Monk and Ham they had something else in mind that was not pleasant.

“A gun,” said Monk, “makes alot of noise. Somebody might hear.”

The leader snorted. “Wak,” he ordered. “Wak out and get in the sedan that youll find parked in the
drive”

The sedan redly wasn't parked in the drive, but in a section assgned to the machines of a rent-a-car firm
which had one of the station concessions.

There was a driver in the sedan who belonged to the gang, and three men in the back seat, one of these
being Tom Lewis.

Monk knew his captor with the gun was not Tom Lewis, having by now redized that the man's voice was
not the voice they had heard over the telephone from the train. Tom Lewis sat in the back of the sedan
with two men pointing revolvers a him.

“They're not going to kill you,” Tom Lewis sad quiglly to Monk and Ham. “But what they are going to
do is worse than that.”

Tom Lewis, dl right, because Monk recognized the voice of the train telephone call.
“That's too bad,” Monk said decatfully, “because we can't do athing to help ourselves”

He then hit one man in the somach and kicked the feet out from another. He intended to dart a
firg-class fight. He and Ham were wearing bulletproof undershirts of chan mesh, which the searchers
hed evidently mistaken for siff underwear of some sort. These would stop revolver bullets.

A man hit Monk over the head unexpectedly and knocked him flat and helpless.
Ancther man clubbed Ham down.

“That'sright,” said the fird man. “You can't do athing”



NEITHER Monk nor Ham were completely unconscious, so they were both able to watch Doc Savage
appear on the spot and start work.

Doc Savage was the last Sght they expected to see, and yet they were not too surprised. It was touches
of magic which made Doc the unusud individua he was.

Doc had been behind a nearby parked car, apparently observing proceedings.
He came from behind the car, came forward and threw a gas grenade.

His luck with the gas grenade was unusudly bad for it hit the car window and did not break for some
reason, probably because the impact on the window was a glanang one. The grenade consisted of an
egg dfar, shel of brittle plastic resembling glass, contents a liquid anaesthetic gas which vaporized and
became effective quickly, but which could be avoided by holding the breath. The grenade hit twenty feet
away and burst harmledy.

Doc never even reached the car.

Sght of the bronze man had an dectrifying effect on the occupants of the machine and those standing
outsde. Everyone piled into the car and amultaneoudy the driver let out the dutch and gave the engine dl
it would take.

The sedan rocketed out into the street, made the corner traffic cop jump for hislife, and was gone.
Monk and Ham crawled around on the concrete pavement trying to get organized and on ther feet.

Doc Savage ran out into the street but ran back again when a smdl flurry of bullets arrived from the
sedan, which was just rounding another corner to disappear.

“One can never tdl,” said the bronze man, apparently explaining his race for cover, “when awild bullet
might catch onein the face”

He wore the same type of bulletproof undergarment which Monk and Ham wore.
Monk and Ham had an embarrassed nothing to say.

DOC SAVAGE ligened to the digant howl of the fleeng car and his metdlic features showed no
paticular excitement. When he glanced a Monk and Ham there was no specid expresson, no
noticeable disapprova on his bronze face.

Monk and Ham were far from reassured. When you could tdl the least by looking at Doc's face, then
was when you'd better look out.

“They got away,” Monk muitered findly, “with the dog carrying case.”
“Yes” said Ham hadiily. “We'd better catch them.”

“Am|,” asked Doc quietly, “supposed to know what you are taking about?’
Ham looked at Monk and Monk shuddered.

“O. K., itwasmy idea,” Monk said gloomiily.



“It was both our ideas,” Ham corrected. “How were we to know it would blow out from under us?’
Monk stared at Doc Savage. “Doc, how'd you know about it? How'd you happen to come here?’

“Have you forgotten,” the bronze man said, “that we have recording apparatus on the telephone circuits
leeding into headquarters?’

Monk looked blank. The recorder in Doc's headquarters was the same type which Monk himsdf
employed to retain the cdls of hisgirl friends.

“| forgot,” Monk admitted. “So you played the record back and got dl the information we have.”
“All you know iswhat Tom Lewis told you in that telephone cdl from the train?’

“Wdl, yes. That is, we tried to contact Tom Lewis on the train later, but he'd gotten off.”

“Did you find out anything from those men?’

“Nothing except that we had better learn to keep our eyes open. That fdlow in the white raincoat just
walked up to us and showed us agun and said to come dong.”

Ham said, “Doc, just as we were about to start fighting, Tom Lewis said something to us. He said they
weren't going to kill us, but what they would do to us would be alot worse.”

“He did not explain that?”
“He didn't have a chance.”
“What gets me” Monk said, “iswhat went wrong.”

Doc Savage made no comment and no guesses. He listened again for the car, which by now had entirdy
gone from hearing. He listened to the loud complaining of the cop on the corner, who had nearly been run
over. The cop was excited and tdling everybody in hearing what he thought of motorigts in generd, his
thoughts not being very flattering.

“Are your heads clear enough,” asked Doc, “to remember a license number?’

“Doc,” Monk sad, “I'm afrad we made a little mistake. We were going to take this thing over and
hendle it oursaves, by way of getting revenge for this 'peace is wonderful' Suff.”

“Can you remember the number?’
“ure”

Doc gave them a New York State car-license number. “Taxicab,” he said. “Private machine, not
bdonging to afleet.”

13 YS’?’
“Repest the number.”
Monk repeated it.

“Now,” Doc said, “find the driver of that cab. Hand him a ten-dollar hill. Say to him, The red-headed
men sent me.™



“The red-headed man sent me,”* Monk muttered. “Is that supposed to make sense?’

“It might,” Doc Savage said. “It might!”

Chapter VI. SHE WASN'T FOOLING

DOC SAVAGE left Monk and Ham, headed for the subway, bound downtown to the bureau of licenses
and the police department, where they could trace the taxicab license number.

Entering the gtation, Doc located an assstant passenger agent whom he knew and asked if anything out
of the ordinary had occurred on the limited, just arrived from Chicago.

The answer he received gave him a good idea of how Tom Lewis, aswel as Monk and Ham, had come
to meet misfortune,

Thegirl who served as telephone operator and information clerk on the train had collapsed, and a doctor
hed diagnosed her trouble as an overdose of a strong hypnoatic. But the doctor had aso mentioned that
his attention had been caled to the young womean by a red-headed man.

One of the assallants of Monk and Ham had been a red-headed man, so that made thet farly clear.

Doc Savage then Ieft the station, walked up a Sde Street and entered a car. It was a sedate machine, not
alarge one, and bdied the armor plate and bulletproof glassin its congtruction.

From a compartment Doc removed a loop antenna and plugged it into a jack. He switched on the radio,
changed some connections with a jack to make it highly directiond, and began experimenting.

He had alittle trouble picking up the note of the transmitter, which he had attached to the sedan driven by
the men who had seized Tom Lewis. He got it, findly, an endless series of tiny dots that sounded very
much like interference from some nearby dectricd system.

The 9gnd was coming from ether the north or the south, and the north seemed a more logicd guess. He
drove north.

Thetrick transmitter which he had attached to the sedan the men were driving was quite smdl, powered
by adry battery, and would give this continuous Sgnd over a period of ten hours or so.

Usng aradio direction-finder and a planted transmitter to trace individuas in a case of this kind was not
anew method for Doc Savage. This particular tranamitter, however, was a new type. It was hed in place
by a powerful, permanent magnet of the new type of metd which hdd severa hundred times the
magnetiam that ordinary sted would retain. The tranamitter, itsdf, was extremdy sturdy, containing metd
tubes and everything specidly reinforced.

It was possible to apply the tranamitter to a car, for instance, by merdy tossing the gadget againg the
mechinein passing. The magnet would hold it in place and dso served as part of the tranamitter entralls.

North was the right direction.

The tral led up into suburban Westchester County, findly ended in a section—or rather came to a
sop—in a section of rather impressive estates.

Loudness of the tranamitter note warned Doc and he scooted down in the seat, kept his hat over his eyes
and watched right and left.



It was not hard to locate the house. It stood done on a wide sweep of somewhat untended lawn, that
was s0 thickly furred with untrimmed shrubbery that it was a jungle. Somewhere in there was the car.

Doc drove on a quarter of a mile, turned right, found a secluded spot and parked. He headed for the
house with caution, carrying asmdll case of equipment.

THE shrubbery was even larger, more overgrown than it had seemed from the road. The duff was
expensve, or had been expensve in the beginning, fifteen or so years ago; but for at leest seven or eght
yearsit had been permitted to grow rank and unguided and practicaly unattended, so that it towered and
the branches interl aced.

Doc went from one patch of shadow to another, rardy snking to dl fours, but dways slent.
The dog came around the corner of the house when he was abot fifty feet away.

The bronze man stopped ingantly, stood very ill. The dog was no different from a wild animd in not
having the ability to immediatdy ditinguish an object that was not moving. The animd sniffed a time or
two, seemed about to bark, then moved allittle, passng behind a bush.

The moment the dog was out of Sght, Doc Savage dived into the amdl equipment case. He brought out a
glass phid, uncorked it, sprinkled a few drops of the contents on himsdlf, then flipped the remainder out
into the air around him.

He waited.

The chemicd mixture was one that was in the experimentd stage. If it functioned as it should it would
arouse a degre for self-preservation in the animal, an emation &kin to fear, and yet not fear. The chemicd
had grown out of earlier experiments amed a developing a substance which would keep dogs and
animds away from expensive shrubbery.

The thing might have worked on this dog, and it might not have had any effect at al.
Because aman opened the door, stood there smoking, and findly caled the dog insde.
The dog, Doc noted, was a police dog and too large to have been in the dog-carrying case.

Doc went immediatdy to the sde of the house, eased into the thick undergrowth that had once been a
neet foundation planting.

He soon found a basement areaway, used a glass cutter on the window, kept the cut pand from fdling
out by the use of chewing gum, removed it, unlocked the window, went insde.

He found a stoneware laundry tub under the window which could be reached easly, and from there to
the floor was a slent matter. The laundry was none too clean. From a drying rack hung two pairs of
overdls awork shirt, some underwesr.

Voices were digtinct enough to be a little gartling, and he located the source in a moment. A laundry
chute, evidently leading to a bathroom where men were having a drink.

He could hear the squesk of a cork, dink of glasses, rush of water into glasses A man coughed
explosvely.

“Whered you get that panther sveat?” demanded the man who'd coughed.



“Thet's good duff, Joe.”
“They drained it off some corpse,” Joe said disagreesbly.
“Have another?’

“Wdl, that one didn't kill me, so O. K.”

THERE was more cork-sguesking, gurgling, glass-clinking, water, and appreciative coughing.
“l don't like Savage being mixed up inthis” said aman unexpectedly.
“Oh, hdl! Do you have to keep harping on that?” demanded another.

A third man, a more educated voice, sad, “That'sdl right. We're dl worried about Doc Savage. And it's
not a bad idea to swest a little, at that. Savage isnt anything to fool around with. We know that, and
nobody but afool would shut his eyes to the danger.”

“You sound,” said the man called Joe, “like aguy | used to know named Crying Thomas.”
The other laughed. “Matter of fact, | don't think Savage will bother us now.”
“How come?’

“We got Tom Lewis before he was able to tdl Savage or Savage's men anything. We got the case and
the dog.”

“We didn't get Savage's two men, though.”

“A damned good thing,” said the man with the educated voice. “In grabbing them we were just pulling a
hornets nest down around our ears. It wasn't my idea.”

“Too bad,” sad Joe sarcadticaly, “that you aren't running the thing.”
“I've thought so atime or two mysdf,” the other agreed.
“Maybe the bossd like to hear that,” said Joe.

Inavoice just as pleasant and educated, the other man said, “Joseph, Il bet they would give you a big
funerd. One of those whoppers with lots of flowers, the way they used to send off the boys back in the
good old prohibition days.”

Joe sad, “Hunh! Say, are you—"

“Put your head back on your shoulders, Joe,” someone said in a cold, warning voice.
Joe had nothing more to say.

“Another round?’ asked the man with the bottle.

They didn't mind if they did, and aman said, “It was nice of old Dirty Chin to have this place lying around
for usto use”

“How'd old Dirty get a place like this?” someone asked.



“Oh, he heared it. Uncdle or something. Poor old Dirty. He's wanted for knocking over a bank in this
State, and he doesn't dare come here and live. Doesn't dare try to sl the place. Just has to leave it here
with a caretaker.”

“So that's why it's gone to seed. How's old Dirty pay the caretaker?’

“Oh, theré's a fam connected with it, and he rents that for enough to pay expenses. Can't keep up the
place the way it should be, though. Shame, too.”

“How long you reckon well be here?’

“No longer than necessary, | imaging” said the man with the educated voice. He was in a little better
humor. “1 expect we will receive orders to get the blazes back to the Ozarks with Tom Lewis and the

“Hdl, | wanted to see alittle night lifewhile | was here!” one man muttered.
They got to discussing the various kinds of night life the city offered.

Doc's interest in the conversation lagged and vanished completely when he discovered a young woman
ganding in the door with agun pointed at him.

“QUIET,” she sad, “likeamouse” Her tone was very low.

She was a thedtricdly spectacular girl who was not gaudy, an unusua combination. She was something
that might have stepped off a magazine cover, preferably, the cover of a men's magazine which doted on
interesting figures. Blond, with tawny eyes and humorous lips, and a face that had more character than
dall beauty; aface that lent itsdf well to laughter, you could tell. And her clothes hadn't been bought on
any stenographer's twenty-five a week.

She waggled the gun a Doc.

“Nice day to get shot,” she said. “I hope you don't think—"

Doc gestured dightly at the upper part of the house. “ Suppose they hear you?’

“I'd be anfully sorry,” she said. “But not as sorry as you would be.”

Doc sad, “You do not want them to hear?’

“No.”

“Would you believe me” he asked her, “if | told you | do not want them to discover me, either?’

She shook her head ingantly. And then she looked doubtful, concerned, curious. “How did you get
down here? | thought | was watching the Sairs”

“Window.”

“Yes? She moved alittle, saw the window from which Doc had removed the glass. “Why did you come
inthat way?’

“The obvious reason.”



“Didn't want them to know you were here, en? Who are you, anyway?” She moved a little to give im a
closer ingpection. “You know, there is something familiar about you. I'm having trouble placing you,
though. Ever been connected with the stage?’

“The thester?’

“Dont be glly. Thester is the highbrow end of it. Just say stage, and you measure me. No burlesgue,
though. Not that | wouldn't have taken a burley job if one came dong. Say, who are you, anyway?’

“Clark Savage,” Doc admitted.

“Wdl, | don't know any—" She stopped. “Wait aminute! Y ou're kidding. You couldn't be!”
Doc said nothing.

“Wow!” the young womean yeled. “You are that Savage!”

“Sh-h-h,” Doc warned. “They can hear you in the next county.”

The young woman stared at him unbdievingly. “Well, nal me down and cal me floored.” Then she
clapped ahand over her lips. “You suppose they heard me?’

Doc Savage ligened for awhile. He heard no darming sound from above.

AFTER awhile, in a low voice, the young woman said, “Say, overlook my astonishment, will you? |
never met you before, but up until about a year ago | kept your pictures thumbtacked dl over the wdl of
my dressing room and in the lid of my trunk. Pal, did | have a crush on you!”

Doc's face logt its calmness. He looked very embarrassed.

“This” he muttered, “is no time to be facetious.”

“You think I'm kidding”?" said the young woman. “Oh, oh, brother!”
Sill more uncomfortable, Doc asked, Do you have a name?’

“Willie” she said. “And don't cdl me Billie Ten chorus girls out of every dozen are cdled Billie, and |
resent being one of the mob.”

“Do you,” Doc inquired, “have a more reserved name?’

“Who wants a reserved name? | wouldn't have any use for one.”

“ AP

“Willie Stevens,” said Willie “ And that much name will have to do you.”
Doc weas satisfied.

“What,” he inquired, “are you doing here?’

Willie Stevens shrugged. “Checking up on aman. What else?’

“Wha man?’



“Boy friend. Name of Tom Lewis”

Doc Savage, beginning to recover his composure, said, “'Checking up' is a rather broad term. Would
you care to be more specific?’

“If it was anybody but you 1'd tdl you to go rall your hoop,” the rather eyefilling Willie Stevens informed
him. “But congdering it's you, and in memory of old loves—and, brother, | wasn't doing bad, | see
now—I'll tdl you dl about it—"

Tha ended the tde for the time being because there was a rumbling rush of men down the sairs and
glass-bresking as they kicked in the basement windows.

“Oh, oh!” said Willie “They heard meydling & you.”

Chapter VII. WHO HAS THE DOG?

DOC SAVAGE was not taken entirdly by surprise, having heard the men moving about upgtairsin such a
way that he had been farly sure they were preparing to raid the basement. Doc had not moved then
because they would be watching the yard, and would stand an excellent chance of shooting him down if
he ran for it. Nor did there seem to be any place in the basement where it was worth hiding. Now that
the men had started ther rush, he spoke quietly.

“Get behind this” he said.

He saized the heavy, stoneware laundry tub and yanked it off its stand so thet it fel heavily on the floor.
The copper water-piping broke and water, hot and cold, spouted out.

The cdmness of the bronze man's voice shocked Willie, gpparently. But she got behind the tub.
“I'l get scalded,” she said.

Doc saized the copper water pipes, which would bend quite easly, and twisted them up 0 that the
gpouting streams of water were aimed at the doorway into the laundry room.

“Stay there,” hetold the girl.

He took a smoke grenade from his pocket, popped it on the floor. He popped two more—they sounded
like ineffective firecrackers when they went off—out into the stairway and the other part of the basement.

Smoke came out of the grenades like fat, black animasthat grew.
“Hey!” ydled aman. “Hey, what the hdl isthis?’

A gun emptied at least twelve consecutive shots into the basement, not a machine gun but an autometic
with a specid magazine, evidently. The bullets made big bumblebee-and-police-whistle noises, loud

impacts.

Doc kept down in the smoke, let it spread and grow. He followed it toward the nearest window. The
smoke dimbed up and enveloped the window.

Doc, beside the window, said, “Here, try thisway out.” He said it very softly.

Someone outside the window heard him and began shooting. The man poured bullets into the window,



emptied a revolver. “I'm getting him!” the man screamed. “Gimme another gun!” They evidently handed
him another gun because he began shooting some more.

Doc waited until the man outside, in his excitement, got his am and gun near enough to the window for
Doc to reach. He could hardly see the gun flashes in the incredible blackness of the pdl from the smoke
grenades. But he could hear the blasting impacts of the weapon.

What Doc wanted most now was a prisoner, to be questioned.
He reached out and got the man's gun am.

He pulled. The man squaled. Doc yanked furioudy, trying to get the fdlow indde. But, outdoors, they
thought fast and fdl upon the man, grabbed his legs, hauled back.

“You're pullin' me gpart!” the man screamed, and after that the shrieking was just agony.

They got him away from Doc. Skin came off the man's arm asiif he had been scalded and he did outside,
safe.

Doc got away from the window, which was good, because now they emptied rifle, revolver and even
shotgun chargesin through the opening.

AFTER that there was a shoot-at-the-next-sound silence, which the showgirl, Willie, broke by saying,
“I'mO. K.”

A man fired once, missed the sound of her voice by severd feet.

The whole interior of the basement was now just alittle less black than ebony.
Doc searched his pockets for an anaesthetic gas grenade.

He did not have any. Hed used them dl earlier, a the railway sation.

He had, however, an explosive grenade. He got one out, flicked up the little firing lever with a fingernail,
tossed it out.

The exploson made the black ar seem to become a sepia giant which dammed the bronze man againgt
the basement wall. There were splinters, dust, masonry and profanity inthe air.

“Hdl, what're we up agang?’ aman yelled.

Another voice, the educated voice Doc had heard down the laundry chute, said, “It's got to be Savage.
Stay with it, you guys”

But someone ese logt his nerve and shrieked, “Hell get usdl in this black suff!”
“Gad” bawled athird. “It's gagl”

That did it. They broke and ran, those in the basement. Someone screamed that the stairs had been
blown away. His howl came from a part of the basement where there had never been stairs. The voice of
Joe cursed him and said, “Y ou're logt, you slly goon.”

Doc made for the stairs himsdlf. In the black pall they could not see him, and he was as safe with them as



he was away from them.,

Suddenly there was afight, blows and profanity, aydl of agony.
“Joe, you knifed me!” avoice said.

Joe gasped, “| thought you were Savage.”

The educated voice sad, “Come here, come herel Come to me, dl of you! And join hands! That way
we can tdl who iswho.”

Doc went over hadlily, joined them, began pawing over them trying to find hands, and to get on the end
of theline. He joined up with them, dthough he failed to get on the end of the line. He was in the middle
of it somewhere.

“Now, up the sairs,” said the educated voice. “And the minute anybody lets go your hand, shoot him.”

The cavacade got under way, moving with strained caution. Doc went dong with them, aware that the
stuation under less deadly circumstances would have been thoroughly slly, and suddenly wondering why
he had gotten into such a predicament. He should have seized a man, taking a chance on slencing the
fdlow quickly. Yet he had not, a any time during the asnine business of joining hands, gotten into a
position where he fdt that was sofe.

The smoke from the grenades would have penetrated upgtairs by now, too.

He would, at the top, pretend he was wounded, mutter something about having to drop out, and fal. As
bothered as they were, they might not try to drag him ouit.

They climbed to the top of the Sairs.
Doc opened his mouth to complain redigticaly about being unable to continue because of injuries.
The educated voice beat him to it, saying, “ Joe, get the dog-carrying case.”

Doc, immediately taking advantage of the order, freed himsdf from the men on ather side of him. They
wouldn't know where Joe was in the line.

But Joe, up ahead, said, “O. K., I'll get it. Wait for me”
“Here heid” ydled one of the men Doc had just released. “Hdl, he came up the stairs with ug”

Doc went down, to the side—and got his feet kicked from under him. He went down the dairs, heds
over appetite as he expressed it later, disgustedly. He hit hard, got to his feet, went back up the stair
agan and fast.

Going up the dtairs probably saved his life. Certainly if he had been at the bottom of the flight of steps,
some of the sorm of bullets they sent down would have hit him. As many men as could crowd into the
head of the stairway did so and emptied guns downward.

Doc, crowding into them, snarled, “Watch out! Be careful!” He crawled through them, got behind them.
They stopped shooting.
“Joe, have you got that dog?’ yeled the educated voice.



“Yeah,” Joe sad. “But | do not see what the hel—"

Doc went toward Joe. He located the manin the darkness, got what he thought was a wonderful break,
spotted the man's jaw exactly and hit it a short, arching swing that should have submerged awhde.

Joe fdl down.

Doc got the case. It was fairly heavy with an inanimate weight that was about the same as that of a dog.
They had heard the noise of Joe faling.

“What happened to you, Joe?’ someone demanded.

Doc hadtily imitated Jo€'s coarse voice, said, “Fdl down. What you think?’

It was a good job of voice imitation. Under the breathless circumstances he thought it was excdllent.
But a miracle happened, and Joe got up off the floor, ydling, “He hit me! Savage hit mel”

Doc had the dog case. He took cover. The room was suddenly full of crashing gun flame, and Doc found
adoor, got it open, legped through, smashed into another wal. He had, like the burglar in the old joke,
fled into a clothes closet by mistake.

Joe and the educated voice and the others fled out of the door.

Doc worked cautioudy with the door. It had shut behind him and it had a soring lock. He did not dare
take a chance on drawing atention to himsdf until the men were outsde. Then he smashed the door

open.
He heard at least two automobiles leaving with great haste.

The smoke cleared away after awhile.

WILLIE came up the dairs cautioudy. “War over?’ she asked.

Doc Savage sat down in achar and shrugged.

Williefrowned a him. “Where did they hit you?’

“They didnt,” Doc admitted.

“You mean to tdl me” said the girl, “that you came through that party without a scratch?’
Doc nodded.

“Then what makes your face long?’

“They got away,” Doc sad.

“Oh, isthat dl!”

“And that,” Doc added, “isthe mogt futilefight | have ever taken part in, | think.”
“Futile?



“No results”

“It sounded,” said Willie, “like there was a heck of alat of hither and yon.”
“But no results. They got away. All of them.”

“And you are disappointed?’

“Very,” Doc agreed sourly.

“I' will,” said Willie, “be darned! | figured they'd scalped you at least 9x times. You should have heard it.
Then | got the idea you had turned into ten men. | would even say ten wild men. Men howled and men
screamed. Guns went off everywhere. The houseisfull of bullet holes. | happen to know there were over
adozen of them. You licked them. You chased them out. They were scared diff. They ran like an dley
ca that had just met Sx bulldogs. And you cdl that afailurel”

Shefdl into a chair.

“I give up,” she said. “I came up here scared giff and with every intention of fainting dead away. But you
amaze me”

Doc Savage now took his mind off the fiasco which, in his opinion, the fight had turned out to be. He
gave thought to the conversation he was having—he was taking. Usudly he did not tak fredy. And, in
particular, he was not in the habit of talking easlly to young women who looked as if they might have
stepped out of a poster advertising the latest sensationd movie. But he had been spesking fredy, indeed
dangily, with Willie It was alittle startling.

Suddenly, Willie shot to her feet.

“What"—she pointed—"is that?’

She had discovered the dog-carrying case.

“A dog case,” Doc sad.

“Isthat the one they had? Did you take it away from them?’
“yYes”

Willie did a hop, skip and jump in her excitement.

“You,” she sad, “have solved the whole blamed mydery!”

THE young woman started to open the carrying case, but Doc Savage put a hand on her am. “Before
we do tha,” he suggested, “suppose you tdl your story.”

“But, I—"
“Begin,” Doc sad, “at the beginning.”

Wiillie scratched her head and looked longingly at the carrying case. “Well, O. K. Let's see, where was |
when they busted—oh, yed | was checking up on Tom Lewis.”

“You had met him previoudy, | take it?” Doc inquired.



“Oh, you want it dl?” She nodded vehemently. “Yes, | met imin St. Louis when | was working with the
Municipd Opera. | told you | wasn't a burlesque gd, remember? Anyway, | met Tom in St. Louis. |
guess hisgift of gab fascinated me. You never saw such a guy for words. He was a sdesman. With that
line of patter he couldn't be anything dse”

She paused, sghed, then laughed. “Tongue-tied in the middle and loose a both ends—that's Tom Lewis.
| guess his words are what scared me. | got to thinking maybe held taked me into promisng to marry
him. It sort of bothered me”

Doc Savage ligened patiently.

“My home town,” she said, “happens to he the same one in which the Admiration Radio Cabinet Co. is
located, and Tom Lewis travels for the Admiraion concern, and lives in the same town. So, when | was
home on vacation—which was the last two weeks—we saw alot of each other.”

She frowned darkly at the floor.

“We saw enough of each other,” she continued, “for me to discover Tom Lewis wasn't a man whose
mind was at ease. He was scared. I'm sure heisvery scared—terrified.”

She spread her hands. “You see what that did to me? It got me to wondering. Firs, | figured he was
scared of me and trying to figure out a way of getting out of marrying me. Then | decided that wasnt it.
So | thought—if he's scared, he maybe has done something.”

Williemet Doc's eyes. “If he was a crook | wanted to know it intime”
“@ On_"

“So | began keeping an eye on him. The more | watched him the more certain | got that something was
redly wrong. And then | discovered men were following him and trying to get that thing.”

Doc indicated the dog-carrying case. “This?’

“yes”

“Who,” Doc asked, “were the men fallowing Tom Lewis?’
“The same gang you kissed good-by a minute ago.”

“Where was this?”

“In the Ozarks. They're mountainsin the Midwest, you know.”
“And Tom Lewis had this dog-carrying case?’

“That's right.”

“And they were after it?’

“Youvegot it. And Tom Lewis was plenty scared. | think he was scared of more than tha they would
et the case. | think he was afraid of himsdlf. It looked to me like he was afraid of something they were
going to do to himif they caught him.”

“And then?’



“Tom Lewislit out for New York,” Willie explained. “The more | think about it the more | am convinced
he had decided to come to New Y ork to get your hdp. In fact I'm sure of that now.”

Doc Savage asked, “How did you know dl this?’

“Oh, Tom talked to me one night about you. He asked alot of questions. 1'd shown him those pictures of
you | kept in my trunk before I met him, and that was why he asked me about you. When | told him
about the pictures he thought it was funny. | guess it was. But when he talked to me about you that last
time he didn't act like he thought it was funny at dl. | know, now, that he was finding out dl he could
about you, so he could come and ask you for help.”

“How did you get to New York?’

“Trailed him. That is, | trailed the gang who were trailing him. Tom got off the train somewhere en route
to New York and | lost him. But | kept trailing the men and they led me here”

“When was that?’

“Only afew hours ago. This house seemed to belong to one of them. There was no one here but an old
caretaker, and | don't know what became of him. | heard them quarrdling with him.”

Doc Savage was slent a moment. “Did you see Tom Lewis here?’
“No.” Williegot alittle pale. “Has he—’
“They captured him at the raillway stationin New York,” Doc explained.

“Thet's tough.” Willie sighed. “That's tough on Tom, but it rdlieves my mind. | was afraid, for a minute,
you meant held thrown in with them. It'd be awful to think I'd been messng around with a guy who
turned out to be a crook.”

“They evidently sent him away before | reached here,” Doc decided.

“Say, they could have done that! Come to think of it, | heard a car leave alittle after that bunch got in
from the city. They must have sent Tom away in that.”

“That seems to bring us up to date,” Doc said.

Willie asked eagerly, “Now, can | open this dog box?’
“Therewill,” Doc said, “be nothinginiit.”

Willie hedtily wrenched open the carrying case.

“Youreright!” she exdlamed. “Nothing in here but some bricks!”

Chapter VIII. THE MUMBLING MAN

DOC SAVAGE smashed the bricks to powder as a matter of precaution. But they were ordinary bricks
of the type manufactured in New Jersey, and there was certainly no possibility of mystery about them.

The dog-carrying case dso identified itsdf as having come from a Sxth Avenue luggage shop in
Manhattan, and it was very new; and aso the sles dip was indde, under the bricks, where the men had
tossed it. The carrying case had cost deven dollars and eghty-five cents, plus tax.



Willie picked up the sdes dip, said, “Look here, they bought this today.”

Doc made no comment. He was acutdy conscious that he had done more taking, and somewhat
facetious conversation at that, than was his habit. This was evidently due to the influence of Willie, and he
was somewhat disturbed.

He went through the house, searching. It was not a tidily kept place, dthough the furnishings had cost a
consderable sum when they were new, which probably had been thirty years before in some of the
rooms, no more than twelve or fifteen years in others. An effort had been made to cover and preserve
the better suff, but this work had been done by someone inexperienced, so thet it had not been very
effective. Clouds of moths flew up ahead of him from time to time.

Two rooms and agmd| servants kitchen had been lived in, but that was al. The garments hanging in the
closets here were those of aman.

Tom Lewis was not there.

Nowhere was there anything to show the identity of the man with the educated voice or Joe or the
others.

Doc found Willie contempleating the dog-carrying case. Her face was long.
“l don't know,” she said ruefully, “what to do now.”
“Have you thought of doing the sengble thing?’ Doc asked.

“Go back to St. Louis?” She shook her head. “Nothing doing. | started out to swvim this puddle and I'm
going to stay withit.”

“What will be your next move?’

“I'mgoing,” she said, “with you.”

Looking darmed, Doc said, “Thet will be too dangerous.”

“Pfooey! Not as dangerous as sumbling around by mysdf, | betcha.”
“I would much rather you did not.”

Wiillie pointed afinger a him. “Now look, | was doing very wdl until you came aong. All | wanted out of
thiswas to find out if my intended was a crook. But you barged in and the lid flew off everything.”

“ Bth—”

“You messed up the playhouse” Willie said. “Therefore it is up to you to let me trall dong until I'm
sidfied.”

“That,” said Doc, “is athin argument.”

“I bet | makeit stick, though.”

THEY drove dong a Westchester cross-county highway a a speed which kept them in the thin traffic
stream and Doc switched on the directiond radio-receiver and manipulated the dids. The tubes warmed



up and he located the regularly spaced sound of the tranamitter which he had fastened to the car driven
by Tom Lewis captors at the rallway station. He identified the note by its resemblance to a mechanicd
interference.

Willie was interested. “Say, in't thet a radio direction-finder?’
[1] YSH

“l thought so. My kid brother is a radio ham and | used to fool with the Suff mysdf. Where is the
trangmitter?’

“Fastened to the frame of a car which they rented.”
“Ohl” Her eyes were wide. “That how you tralled them out herein the firgt place?’
“YS.”

Willie settled back in the seat and made smdl ducking sounds of approval. “You know, you may live up
to your advance natices,” she told Doc.

Thetral left the main highway and headed more directly west, then northward through a section of dairy
farms. It was evident that the men they were following had a definite destination but intended to get there
without following the main highways.

“Il bet,” said Willie, “thet they're driving at least one stolen car. That would explain why they are keeping
off the trunk roads.”

Doc made no comment.

Willie nudged him. “Hey, you never did tdl me how you knew there wouldn't be anything in that
dog-carrying case before | opened it.”

Doc consdered the point. “It did not fed asif there was adog init. The weight, | mean.”

“Nonsense. The weaight was judt right. The weaght wasn't dive, but then how did you know the dog
wasn't dead?’

Doc made no reply.

Twenty minutes later, having evaded numerous questions put to him by Willie, he discovered tha the
direction-finder note was getting much louder. They were, in fact, rapidly approaching the tranamitter.

A patch of woodland appeared. A lane turned off into this. In the lane—they would have missed it if they
hed not been looking for it—a car was parked.

“The rented sedan,” Doc said.

He drove on, turned off the road, parked, said, “You say here”
Willie sorang out after him.

“Nothing doing,” she said. “I get scared when I'm done.”

“But | have to approach that car Slently—"

“I'm going to surprise you,” Willie told him. “I'm quite a woodsman. Danid Boone didn't have a thing on



me.

Doc, who was irritated, made the discovery that she had not exaggerated. Dancing and posture exercises
had given the young woman a natural grace and certainty of foot, and she was dmost as quiet as he was
in traveling through the timber growth.

Frequent pauses to ligen brought no suspicious sound to thelr ears. The woods were quigt, but not too
quiet, for the birds were making ther normd noises. There were no odors in the ar that should not
reasonably have been there.

They drew close to the car.
Doc gestured for Willie to stop.
Shedid so thistime.

Doc then wasted enough time snesking up on the car and going over it with care in search of wired
bombs that he fdt alittle foolish when he discovered it was abandoned—and he turned around and saw
Williegrinning at him.

There was aman in the machine.

He was tied hand and foot, making mumbling noises.
Doc hauled him out of the car.

“Not Tom Lewis” he said to Willie

She shook her head.

“It'sthe caretaker of the house we just left,” she explained. “Remember | told you they had a row with
him?1 guess they knocked him out and tossed himin the car here.”

Doc looked at the car grimly. “In some way,” he said, “they began to suspect this car was the means by
which | trailed them. So they abandoned it.”

Willie shook her head dowly. “If you ask me, that whips us”

Chapter IX. THE FRIGHTFUL DOG

MONK MAYFAIR and Ham Brooks were not in good humor. On top of their earlier difficulties with
the campaign to stop their quarrding they had run into some plain-spoken policemen. The police
department was shorthanded, short-tempered, and unfortunately they had encountered a cop who had
once caught a fellow whom Ham had gotten off in court.

Fndly, they had gotten the name and address of a taxi driver who owned a cab with the license number
which Doc Savage had given them. The trip to the man's house had induded a blow-out, running out of
gas, atraffic jam with amilitary column. Then they arrived at the house and found the taxi driver was not
home yet, and that his wife thought they were a pair of hill collectors.

The wife was very fat and death on hill collectors. She immediaidy showed them a beer bottle and
threatened to dter the shape of their skulls with it. They retired to the sdewak to wait. The wife stuck
her head, and a kettle of boiling water, out of awindow and threatened to scald them if they did not leave



the neighborhood.
“Nobody loves us” Monk muttered.
“How could they?’ asked Ham disagreesbly. “With that face!”

“| thought,” said Monk, “that we were going to cdl a stop to our private fussng until we figured out a
way to put the quietus on this campaign Renny, Johnny and the others are conducting againg us?’

“All right,” said Ham, “since you ask it.”

Monk didn' like histone. “Listen, you overdressed shyster, you're not doing me any favorsif | can hep
it”

“Look, tree boy,” Ham said, “the favor they should have done you was pull you down off the chandelier
afew minutes after you were born, and—"

They stared at the Street.
“Oh, oh, our taxi driver!” Monk said.
They got up hedtily and approached the hack pilot.

The taximan was a samdl, meek, henpecked fdlow of the type who would have awife such as Monk and
Ham had just encountered, and who was dill watching them from the upstairs window with her kettle of
bailing water.

“Your name Gerdd Deusen?’ Ham asked.

“Look, migter, I'll pay you for the radio Monday sure,” said the taxi driver. “Only, right now I'm as fla as
anything. But by Monday—"

“WEe're not hill collectors,” Monk told him.

Thisdarmed the cab driver. “Oh, damn me, you aint my wife's two cousns, Fred and—"
“Heaven,” said Monk, “forbid!”

Ham Brooks took charge of the conversation.

He hauled a ten-dollar bill from his pocket. “Here” he said. “The red-headed man sent us”
Thetaxi driver immediady grinned. “Say, I'm glad to get rid of that,” he said.

His cab had a trunk compartment at the rear and he went around, opened this. There was a dog-carrying
case within and he picked it up, shook it, said, “The pooch seems to be dl right.” He handed the case
over to Monk, whose mouth was open, then took the ten-dollar hill and pocketed it. “Glad to oblige you
oguys” he sad.

MONK and Ham waked down the street sdf-conscioudy carrying the dog container, hardly able to
credit their good fortune,

“Sure alucky break!” Monk exclamed.



“Break nothing,” Ham told him. “Doc had it figured out that we would get the mysterious dog if we did it
thisway.”

1] Ya,]?’

“You know what happened? It must have been this At the rallway station, Doc saw them switch dog
cases. Or, rather, saw them give this one to the taxi driver and tel the driver they would pick it up later.
Docisgood at reading lips, so he probably knew what ingtructions they'd given the driver.”

“Why did they giveit to ataxi driver?’

“Safest place. Suppose they had checked it in the baggage room in the gation? A search would have
turned it up. Suppose they had kept it? They might get caught and have it taken away from them.”

“But they had a dog-carrying case with them.”
“Fake, probably. Dead herring.”
“Theterm,” Ham said, “isred herring, not dead herring.”

“Pardon me” sad Monk, “but | happened to be looking a you while | was tdking. | guess | was
influenced.”

Ham snorted. “Let's take alook at the thing.”

“We better take it to headquarters, and—" Monk stopped, looked a Ham, grinned. “You know, it ain't
too late to cut Renny and Johnny and Long Tom out of thisthing. Doc, of course, outsmarted us.”

Ham grinned back a Monk. “You got something there,” Ham said. “Let's turn into the park here”

They were passing a Brooklyn public park at the moment, and Monk nodded, headed down one of the
walks. They strode aong rapidly, but no secluded spots appeared.

“They sure designed this park,” said Monk, “so aguy couldnt find a spot to neck hisgirl.”

“I'll take the other side of the driveway,” Ham offered. “If | find a place I'll holler. And if you find one, do
the same.”

“Qre”

They separated. Monk, who had the dog-carrying case, kept it with him. He walked dong, swinging the
case and grinning chearfully. He could tdl that there was alive dog in the case. The animd growled atime
or two. “Bad-tempered pooch,” Monk thought. “Now what the heck do you suppose a dog has got to
do with dl this?’

And dmog immediately, Monk saw a little glade behind some bushes. Just the spot. There, they could
open the case, look at the dog and seeif they could tdl what it was dl about.

Monk opened his mouth to call to Ham. He closed it.

Monk was a double-crosser a heart where Ham was concerned. For years he had done everything
possible to irritete and bedevil the dapper Ham Brooks, receiving in return—he maintained—more than
he dished out.

“'Ah, ha,' said Desperate Desmond,” Monk remarked to himsdlf. “I'll just leave Ham out of this, too.”



He opened the case and took a good look a what was ingde.

HAM BROOKS missed Monk Mayfar dmost immediady, chancing to glance across the driveway,
which was as wide as a street at this point, and noticing that Monk was not in Sght.

“Monk!” Ham cdled.

He was not darmed urtil he got no answer. Then, suddenly apprehensive, he dashed across the
driveway, plowed into the bushes. “Monk!” he cdled. “Where are you?’

Thirty seconds or so and there was no answer.

Then there was a crashing of shrubbery—a large, animated object traveing full speed. This proved to be
Monk. He came toward Ham.

“Monk!” Ham said. “Y ou dlly muit, whet is the idea of acting—hey! Hey! Monk, whet on earth?”

Because Monk gave no dightest Sgn of seeing Ham, knowing where he was, or knowing where he was
going—except that he wanted to get there fast.

“Monk!” Ham ydled.

Monk's mouth was open its very widest, with jaw and cheek muscles draining as if he were trying to get
it open wider. His throat was a thick column of sinew, the way a man's throat gets when he is srangling
on hisfedings

“Where's that dog case?’
Ham screamed at him.
Monk did not have the case.

All he had was an inarticulate spasm, paroxysm, fit or whatever kind of a saizure it was, and an unearthly
and unbounded desire to get as far away from there as fast as mad speed could do it.

Ham made a flying tackle.
He brought Monk down.
“Monk!” gasped Ham. “What happened? What on earth is the matter? Where's the case?’

Wordless and frenzied, Monk tried to get up and escape. Exasperated, Ham gave him a couple of
wallops over the head with his sword cane. “You haven't any brains, blast you!” Ham said. “But I'll beat
out the sawdust or whatever it is you've got in place of them. What als you, anyhow?’

Thisether sunned or sobered Monk because he stopped sruggling. He sat there for a moment, making
visble efforts to rdlax and to get hisvoca cords to functioning. He made a few croakings.

“I'l be superamadgamated!” he said.

“That's Johnny's word,” Ham said disagreeably. “Come to your senses, you accident of nature.”
Monk swallowed afew times. “Dog!” he gulped.

“What?’



“Dog.”

Ham immediady hit Monk over the head with his sword cane again. “You gossoon!” he said. “So you
tried to double-cross me, and took alook at the dog yoursdf. That what happened?’

Monk nodded weskly.
“l wish I'd let you do it,” Monk said with hitter feding.

Ham's anger subsided as he inspected Monk. It was very plain that something far out of the ordinary had
happened to the homdy chemis.

“Where's the dog?’ Ham demanded in darm. “You let it get away.”
“Box,” Monk said.

“The dog is4ill in the box?’

“Y.yes”

“And where,” asked Ham, “is the box?’

Monk looked around foolishly and pointed two or three different directions. Apparently he was confused
as to just what direction he had been coming.

“I don't see what they gave you a head for,” Ham said disgustedly. “Especidly one that looks like that
atide you've got.”

Ham hauled Monk to his feet and began hunting. He set out in the direction which Monk had been
coming from when he firgt saw the stricken chemigt, on the chance that Monk had not run in a circle, but
inadraight line. This proved to be dightly faulty reasoning, but bushes were smashed down and flowers
were trampled, so that Ham did not have the trouble he had anticipated in backtracking Monk.

“What als you, anyway?’ Ham demanded.

Monk mumbled something that was not understandable.

“Therd” Ham barked. He dashed forward. He had found the dog-carrying case.
“This the same one?’ Ham demanded.

“Uh-huh,” Monk muttered. “I just ran off and left it.”

“Why?"

Monk's answer was another unintdligible mumble.

“Oh, the devil!'” Ham snapped. “What's hit you, anyway? I'll look in the case and seeif the dog is there.”
Ham started to open the case.

Monk grabbed hisarm. “Wait!” Monk blurted. “Dont do tha.”

“Why not?’

“You better not,” Monk said.



“Why—

Monk made excited, worried gestures. “L ook, take it to headquarters, and there we—wadll, it would be
better if we dl looked it over together.”

“You're crazy,” Ham assured him. “I'm opening it now.”

Monk clutched his hand. “Wait a minute, hold on! | know how you fed. | fdt the same way. But don't.”
“You don't want me to open it now?’

“No, of course not.”

“Why?'

“l don't want you to get the shock | got.”

Ham snorted fedingly. “Why, you squesking freak, you! What aliel Y ou don't give a whoop about me”
“Yes, | do.”

“Never before,” said Ham, “have you shown a disposition to keep me from getting a shock.”

B

“Infact,” sad Ham, “I can name times you've arranged trouble for me. | can name them o fadt itll make
your head svim.”

1] Bljt_”
“I'm going to open it.”

Monk waved hisarms franticdly. “Wait a minute)” he ydled. “At least let me prepare you for what you
are going to find.”

“Prepare me—’

“I'l tel you what youll find in there,” Monk said grimly. “Then youll know, and you won't be shocked
like | was—"

A man with agun now came out of the nearby shrubbery. He was followed by three other men, aso with
Weapons.

“l think,” said the firgt man, “that this conversation has gone far enough.”

Chapter X. THE RUSH WEST

DOC SAVAGE and Willie Stevens drove into New York City with the caretaker who had been in
charge of the country home of the man cdled Dirty Chin. The caretaker's name had proved to be Roy
Chapman and he was convinced that he was badly injured, refusng to believe that a few bumps on the
head and a gash in his shoulder would not prove fatal.

“Won't we ever get to the hospitd?’ he kept complaining.



When not squawking about that, he had complained that he had received a dirty ded a the hands of
Dirty Chin, whose red name was T. G. S. Summers, dias severa other names, probably. "I knowed
Summers was a crook,” he said. “I knowed it dl dong. You could tdl it by looking a him.”

“Why,” asked Willie, “did you stay on the job?’
“A man has gotta live”

“When | suspect there's a crook around,” said Willie, “I look into it.” She laughed ruefully. “Come to
think of it, that's wha got meinto this”

The hospitd camein 9ght.

Doc Savage asked the caretaker, “You are sure you cannot give us any information about the men who
took over the house?’

“I've described them for you.”
Willie said, “That was a great help. We had seen them dl ourslves”
“What about Tom Lewis?’ Doc asked.

“Yes” sad Willie “What about him? | have a persond interest in him. You are sure he was dl in one
piece?’

The caretaker asked, “Thet the young fdlow you described, the tal one?’
“Thet's the one.”

“Wel, he had been bunged up some. They brought him to the place, then they put him in another car and
four men took him away. | don't know where.”

“When did they take him away?’

“Jud before you folks started the big fight.”

“Where did they take him?’

“I dunno. They had beat me and my head was ringin’, and | was beginnin' to die—"
“Weve heard about that,” Willie said. “ There's the hospitd.”

They parked the caretaker in the hospitd, leaving hm somewhat revived dready by looking at the
attractive nurses who were to take care of him.

Willie Sghed as they drove on downtown. “Men are funny,” she said. “Now there was one with a piece
of spaghetti for a backbone.”

Doc made no comment.

Willie eyed the bronze man speculdively. Doc's bronze Sze seemed to impress her. “Yep, there's sure
some differencein men,” she said.

Doc carefully avoided the subject.

Renny Renwick met them at headquarters. He was giving off excitement asiif it were sparks.



“Monk and Ham are in trouble over in Brooklyn!” he roared. “Come on!”

THEY used a large sedan which would carry dl of them and which had more complete equipment. It
was one of severd cars and trucks which Doc Savage and his associates had mantained for some time,
keeping the vehides in a private basement garage in the building which housed headquarters. The
collection of cars, which had been extensive, was now considerably abbreviated—they had only two
cars left in fact—because the other machines had been removed to defense plants, where their design
could be gudied and good features, or features suitable to militay operations, adapted to war
production.

Renny drove. The big-fised engineer gave Willie a glance of admiration, said, “Holy cow! Wait until
Ham or Monk sees you!” He turned the car on to one of the main traffic ways leading toward Brooklyn.

“Ham telephoned in,” he explained. “It seems they got the carrying case with the dog in it. But they
stopped off in a park and got into alittle roundup.”

“Who with?" Doc asked.

“Qur friend, the red-headed man, | guess” Renny explained. “Holy cow! Ham sounded as excited as a
tomcat with histal on fire”

“But they had the dog?’ Doc asked.
“yYes”

“Have they dill got it?’

“l don't know.”

Renny switched on ared light, a Siren, and drove at a speed which was certainly not below thirty-five an
hour. He paid atention to the driving, nothing else.

Willie watched the big-fisted engineer narrowly until she seemed stisfied that he was good enough a
driver to warrant the speed he was making. Then she gave atention to Johnny and Long Tom. Long
Tom's puny physique seemed to amaze her, and, being a young woman without inhibitions, she reached
over and pinched to seeif he had any biceps muscle.

“Kind of squirrdly,” she said.

“Look, gorgeous,” Long Tom said irritably. “Y ou tinker with me and I'll backfire on you. Keep out of my
way or youll get run over.”

“You must be the one who doesn't like women,” Willie said.
She turned and inspected Johnny.

“Let's hear some of your words,” she said to Johnny.
Johnny grinned fodlishly.

Willie was a very dtractive young woman.

“You should see your face now,” Long Tom sneered a Johnny. “Just like somebody was tickling your



toes with a feather. You stretched-out goon!”
Johnny sobered.

They pulled into a Brooklyn park, made a left turn, a right swing up a long driveway, and met Ham
Brooks gdloping down the street.

“They got Monk!” Ham yelled. “And they got the dog!”

THE car in which Monk and the dog-carrying case had been taken away had gone due north over a
boulevard route, Ham explained. They drove in that direction themsdves, dthough it was an impossible
hope, and they knew it.

While they drove, Ham explained what had happened.

“Four guys, dtogether,” he said. “One of them was red-headed. They were boys who knew their way
around because they didn't waste any time and didn't make any mistakes.”

Doc asked, “Were they watching the house of the taxi driver to whom they had given the dog?’

“They mugt have been, dthough we didn't see them doing that,” Ham admitted. “We looked around
while we were waiting a the taxi driver's house. The darned taxi driver's wife was threatening to throw
scading water on us because she thought we were bill collectors, and that might have distracted us”

He groaned miserably.

“I guessthey tralled usinto the park,” he continued. “Anyway, they—but first | had better tdl you about
Monk and that dog.”

He told them about Monk opening the dog case and how Monk had acted afterward, running through
the park shrubbery.

“He was shocked dlly,” Ham said. “And for Monk, that is something. I've seen him get shocks before,
and he's nat one to be eesly affected.”

“What did he see when he opened the dog case?’ Doc asked.

“That,” Ham said, “was what he started to tdl me when this gang jumped us”
“He did not tdl you?’

“Not aword.”

“Then you do not know what isin the dog-carrying case?’

Ham shook his head.

“But | would swear whatever isin the case is a dog,” he said. “You could hear the anima move about
and growl. It was an ill-tempered dog.”

Willie stared a Ham.

“You didnt,” she said, “learn anything?’



Ham shook his head. “They closed in on us. Monk had been abouit to tdl me what he saw in the box and
they heard that, so they concentrated on Monk. They wanted Monk because he knew what was in the
box. Well, they got him. It was a heck of a fight but the best | could do was get away into the bushes.
They got Monk to ther car. There was another fdlow in their car—"

Ham stopped, his mouth open.

“Wdl?" said Willie “What did you forget and leave out?’
“Thefdlow inthe car.”

“Who was he?’

“What,” Ham asked, “does this Tom Lewis look like?”
They described Tom Lewis to Ham and Ham nodded.

“Tom Lewis, dl right,” he said. “They had Tom Lewis in their car, a prisoner. They threw Monk in the
meachine, dimbed in and took off. That'sdl there wasto it. | got to a telephone and cdled you fdlows”

THERE was a grim slence that continued for some minutes. Renny, driving their car, saw the futility of
hoping to overtake Ham's captors and gave up the chase. He turned toward the Manhattan
headquarters. The fact that the chase had to be given up did not contribute anything to the good spirits in
the car.

Willie looked around at the long faces of Doc's aids and the expressionless features of the bronze man
himsdf. They were not aglegful lot.

“I mus say,” sad Willie “that | don't hear hope bubbling over.”
“Thisisno timefor sass,” Long Tom muittered.

“Your faces are aslong as beanpoles,” said Willie “Which leads me to take it that you're up a Sump, as
we cdl it back in Missouri.”

“That's right,” Renny rumbled.
“Meaning,” said Willie, “that you don't know where to turn next.”

Long Tom scowled. “You ask too many questions,” he said. “How would you like to become a girl
ganding beside the road trying to thumb a ride?’

“Throw me out,” Willie told him. “I've been thrown out before.” She inspected Long Tom and added,
“Not, however, by aworld-renowned dectricd expert who acts like a kid who pullslittie girls pigtails”

Long Tom blinked and subsided.
Renny told Willie, “When you said we didn't know where to turn next you said a mouthful.”

The car ran up the long, doping ramp of Brooklyn Bridge, went over the hump and coasted down
toward the packed thickness of Manhattan skyscrapers.

“Pessmiam,” said Willie, “is something they ought to shoot people for, like they shoot horses for broken



legs”

“l suppose,” said Renny indignantly, “you have an idea of what to do next?’
“No ideas,” Willietold him. “Only a suggestion.”

“And that would be?’

“Back home weve got a pesky shrub caled buckbrush,” said Willie “It's a nuisance to get rid of in the
pastures. And we've got a saying you can cut down a buckbrush, but there's aways the roots.”

“Meaning?

“The roots of thisthing are down in the Ozarks,” said Willie. “Why don't you look there?’

THEY reached headquarters, Ieft the car in the basement garage and rode the specid high-speed
elevator upgtairs. Willie was not expecting the elevator to be the violent thing it was, and when it started
there was inertia that made her go to her knees and ydp. Johnny and Ham collided with each other in
their haste to help her up.

“Specid devator,” Johnny explained.

Willie said ruefully, “I'm glad you told me. | might have thought it was a skyrocket.”
They entered headquarters, found a pleasantly efficent young men waiting there.
“Hdlo, Frank,” Renny greeted him.

The young man was Frank Burroughs, who had no connection with their organization except that he often
furnished them with quick information. Frank Burroughs had what was by way of being one of the most
effident detective agenciesin the country.

He said, “I have the information.”
“What information?” Renny asked him, surprised.

“Mr. Savage asked for it,” Frank Burroughs explained. “He wanted data on the Admiration Radio
Cabinet Co., and on Admiration City, in the Ozarks. He wanted train, bus and plane schedules on the
place. He wanted me to get plane tickets and priorities so they could be used immediately, and any other
transportation necessary to reach Admiration City. Mr. Savage asked for this information severa hours

ago.
Willie looked at Doc Savage.

“| gpologize” she said, “for being alittle late with my crack about looking for the roots of thisthing.”

Chapter XI. SETUP

THE plane which Doc Savage flew to the Ozark country was large and fast, and when an inquistive
Army Aircobra came diding up in the sky with the warning of a .37-millimeter cannon and a dozen
50-cdiber machine gunsin its wing and nose, and investigated them, they might have outrun the craft.
Instead, they identified themsdves and were politely shepherded off the military reservation over which



they had wandered without clearance and permits. That was over lower Indiana
Doc Savage turned the flying over to Renny, and got out a make-up kit.

He told Long Tom Roberts, “The next part of this job will be yours.”

“Anything eectrica about it?”

“Probably nothing dectrifying except the performance you will be expected to give” Doc told him.
“Here, let me start making over your face.”

With dyes and chemicds he proceeded to change Long Tom's normd, palid, mushroom-cdlar
complexion into a hedthy outdoor leather. He made Long Tom's har gray.

He sent Long Tom into the back of the plane to change clothes. When the dectricd expert came out of
the rear compartment he wore overdls and jumper, heavy shoes, battered hat, al of which were stained
with the kind of stains a man working around a farm would collect.

“All'l need now,” he said, grinning, “is a straw to chew on.”

From aluggage compartment, Doc removed a dog-carrying case. It was black |eatherette, about the sze
to hold an Airedde. He removed the price tags from it, the labels, and gave it a scuffing. He opened a
gmdl packet which proved to contain ordinary dust and further soiled the dog case.

Doc sat down beside Long Tom.
“Here” sad the bronze man, “iswhéat you are to do.”

He spoke rapidly, grouping his indructions so that each step was completely stated and clear, and
repegting such points as might be doubtful, or giving dternate posshilitiesin cases where there might be a
hitch.

Long Tom said he understood.
Willie hadn't heard the indructions and she looked a Doc Savage thoughtfully. “What goes on?’
“Jud anidea”

“We have no idea whatever about what became of Tom Lewis or Monk Mayfair, or the mysterious dog,
or what on earth is behind this mystery,” Willie pointed out. “It looks to me as if we are going to have to
do some tdl fishing in order to get aclue”

“We are going to drop a baited hook in the water,” Doc said, “and see what happens.”
“But you don't even know what pond thefishisin.”

“There are two kinds of bait for fish.”

“How do you meaen?’

“Thereisthe bait the fish likes to eat, say a worm. And for game fish there is dso the bait which makes
the fish mad and arouses the desire to strike, like a casting plug.”

“And we,” sad Willie “are after game fish. That it?’

“Exactly.”



BOONE SHOT, MISSOURI, was not much of a town, congsting of hdf a dozen log cabins and a
ramshackle railroad depot. It was inhabited by picturesque and worthless natives for the most part, and
times were hard. Back in the days when moon-shining had been popular, and there had been wild
turkeys in the surrounding hills there had been a degree of prosperity. But Roosevelt had ruined the
digilling business, and the dude hunters from St. Louis had daughtered the turkeys.

Boone Shot had gotten its name, of course, from that grand old legend of the Indianfighting pioneer
days, Danid Boone. Danid was supposed to have shot the blue head off one of the locd wild turkeys a
arange of hdf amile or so, or something like that. Nothing much ese had ever happened around Boone
Shot worth bragging about, probably.

Y et Boone Shot had gotten a good hit of publicity because the editor of the loca paper happened to be
ahumorig, a publicist and a man with imaginaion.

The newspaper editor's name was Toot Alfred, and, of course, Boone Shot was not large enough to
support a newspaper. It wouldn't support afilling station, for that matter, even before gasoline and rubber
rationing. So Toot Alfred had to make a living by some other means, and he did it by corresponding for
dl the surrounding papers, induding those in St. Louis and Kansas City.

Country correspondents for city newspapers ordinarily do not have incomes that would make movie
gars envious, and Toot was no exception. But he did well. He paid enough income tax to make him turn
pae on March 15th.

There was never any news around Boone Shot, but Toot Alfred didnt let this hamper him. If Farmer
Hank's sow got her head caught in the lard bucket, Toot would do a story about it, and readers in St.
Louis and Kansas City and points beyond would scream with laughter. Toot had the touch. Every speck
of “news’ that Toot sent out of Boone Shot got printed.

Given anything even dightly unusud, Toot could turn out a sensationd item.

Toot was gtting on the porch of the generd store, swapping lies with the locas when a car rattled up and
stopped.

The man who got out was short, scrawvny, weatherbeaten and wore agriculturd clothes, well-used.

Theariva put afoot on the store porch, took out a jackknife, absentmindedly whittled a splinter off the
porch post and began picking his teeth with it.

“Howdy,” the stranger said, findly. “Nice day, ant it? If it don't rain there aint gonna be no watermelon
crop.”

No one sad anything.

“I'm adranger,” the newcomer said. “Name's Hick Lewis”
There was another Slence.

Toot asked, “Any kin to them Lewises over on West Fork?’
The stranger spat, “To them em-peders? | hope not!” he said.

The next sllence was hitter. There were some representatives of the West Fork branch of the Lewis dan



present.

The stranger added, “Got a cousin Tom Lewis, over in Admiration City. Travdin' sdesman, heis. Fastest
taker in the country.”

AFTER looking a them deepily and chewing up part of his toothpick, the stranger asked, “Where's your
depot around here? Should have me a express there. Got me a telegram from that Tom Lewis that said
he was sending me an express.”

“Depot's yonder,” sad Toot.
The stranger walked to the depot and disappeared insde.
What happened next probably exceeded even Danid Boone's performance with the wild-turkey head.

The dranger howled three or four times indde the dation. He burst out. He was carying a
leatherette-covered case of the type used for trangporting dogs.

Howling at every jump, the Stranger tore down the street.
He seemed to discover he had the dog case. He threw it away.

He ran fifty yards, stopped, looked at those on the porch of the generad store. He pointed at the dog
case. “That dog!” he bellowed. “That dog in there!”

He jumped up and down severa times. Then he ran back and got the dog case. He picked it up asiif it
were a bomb.

“Thisdog!” heydled. “You. . . you. . . never saw such athing!”
He ran out of town at full speed, leaving his car abandoned in front of the generd store.

He was never again seen in Boone Shot, Missouri.

ACTUALLY, the stranger dackened his speed when he was out of sght, caught his breasth and walked
three quarters of amile up the sde of ahill. Here he joined Doc Savage and the rest of Doc's party.

“Doc, how'd | do?’ asked the stranger.

“Excdlent, Long Tom,” Doc told him.

“You saw the performance?’

“Yes. It was perfect.”

Long Tom grinned. “Y ou think something will come of it?’
“Cross your fingers” Doc said, “and wait.”

Doc Savage had sdlected asmdl, naturd cave, which they had chanced to find on the ridge, for a hiding
place. Ingde there was the remnant of a crude ill, but there was no sgn that the place had been used in
years, or even vigted by anyone.



Leaving the others concealed in the cave, Doc Savage made his way toward the village, dimbed a tree
and used a pair of strong binoculars.

From his perch it was possible to observe the entire town of Boone Shot, and activities there were Smple
enough that a watcher could get an excdlent idea of what went on.

Toot Alfred was conspicuous in the group standing around looking at the ancient car the stranger had
abandoned.

Then Toot left the group, went over and sat on the store porch. His attitude was that of a men thinking.
He laughed to himsdf severd times.

Suddenly, Toot made a dash for a smdl house which was evidently his home.
He was insde about an hour and came out carrying a sheet of paper.

The railway depot was dso the locd telegraph station, and Toot disappeared into this. He came out
without the paper.

Doc was satisfied. He descended from the tree and joined the othersin the cave.
Johnny had caught a rabbit and Willie was concocting a fine-amdling rabbit stew.

“| think my ancestors must have been hobos, the way | can make a rabbit mulligan,” Willie said. “Have
there been any reaults”

“It would appear,” Doc told her, “that Toot Alfred filed a funny story about the incident on the telegraph
wire”

“Sending it to the newspapers he corresponds for dl over the Sate?’
“No doubt.”
“Will they print it?’

“They print any and everything Toot sends them,” Doc said. “The man has a reputation. Why, he is
known dl over the country, and New Y ork syndicates have tried to get im to leave the backwoods and
come to the city. Toot says heistoo lazy.”

Willie peered into the cooking kettle approvingly. “Now we wait, and hope the right people see that
dory.”

Doc nodded. “And hope they react as we wish.”

“Theyll react,” Willie predicted. “Some of them are sure to come charging down here to look into the
dog mystery. They can't afford to passit up.”

THE scheme got results in approximately Sixteen hours, which was sooner than they had expected.
Renny and Johnny were watching Boone Shot at the time, and Johnny arrived at the cave gdloping and
out of bregath.

“The red-headed man himsdlf!” he said.



Willie looked & Johnny in astonishment and said, “You can use andl words, can't you? Well, what are
we waiting on?’

Doc Savage sad, “Willie, you and Ham and Long Tom break camp here, then stick by the portable
radio receivers and wait for indructions.”

“What indructions?” asked Willie. “Arent you going to grab them?’
“No,” Doc sad. “You do as you are told for a change”
The bronze man ran toward Boone Shot with Johnny.

Willie put her figts on her hips and said, “How do you like that? Doesn't even explain what he is going to
do!”

Ham grinned. “You don't seem to know it, but you get more conversation out of Doc than any two
women | ever saw.”

“l wouldn't cal him any gde of words.”
“You're doing dl right.”

Willie eyed Ham suspicioudy to seeif there was a double meaning to that. “Well, double meaning or not,
yourewrong,” she said. “What's the matter with him? I'm not exactly a Frankenstein product. But you'd
think | was just something that had splashed on the wall.”

Ham grinned.
“Dont grin, darn it!” Willie snapped. “1 wish we could find Tom Lewis.”

“Keep hold of your patience,” Ham told her. “We are beginning to get somewhere and well find himif he
can be found.”

Willie sghed.

“l hope we find him quick,” she said. “I want to take another look a him and see if he's the bundle of
virtues | thought he was.”

Ham laughed. “ Doc has that effect on them.”
“Oh, go run arabbit!” Willie said.

Chapter Xll. SAVING MONK

THERE was the red-headed man and two others. They were dressed wel enough to command respect,
but not too richly, and they were free with cigars and questions. Boone Shot was not a place where
drangers learned much with questions, but the inhabitants were old American stock who did not have a
contempt for pipsqueak government investigetors, instead, had a grest ded of awe for everyone
connected with the government except “revenuers” So, when the red-headed man and the other par
caaudly flashed some cards which said they were agents of the F. B. |.—the cards sad they were
G-men, which aone would have proved them a fake to a knowing reader—they got results.

The exact story of what had happened when Long Tom Roberts visited the loca depot came out. It was



probably as truthful a story as had ever been told in Boone Shot, where lying was a practiced art and one
of the main forms of amusement.

The red-headed man listened with attentive interest.

He thanked everybody.

“Come on, boys,” he said.

They climbed intheir car and drove down the road a piece and stopped in the shade to talk it over.
“Why the hdl didn't somebody find out Tom Lewis had a cousn?’ one of the men asked.

“Whatll we do? Hire the locd bumpkins to comb the woods for that dog case? Chances are, if this Hick
Lewis was as scared as they say, he threw the dog away somewhere.”

“Or buried it,” said another.

The red-headed man swore. “Are you guys crazy?’

“What you mean?’

“Suppose one of these brush-hoppers would find that dog?’
“Ouch!”

They were slent and concerned with ther troubles for awhile,
“Then whet'll we do about this?” one asked.

“Report it to the boss, | guess,” the red-headed man sad disgustedly. “Damn my soul! Who'd have
thought there would be trouble every which way we jumped on thisthing.”

He dtarted to get the car engine running, but one of the men reached over and stopped him.

“You know something?’ said the man who had blocked his hand. “This thing is beginning to creep up on
rre”

“How you mean?’

“Wdl, in the beginning, it was dl right. Good pay and dl we had to do was act as guards and to grab this
flow Tom Lewis so the boss could use him”

The red-headed man frowned. “What's changed? It's dill the same, ain't it? You left out part of what you
were hired for in the beginning—you were to keep Tom Lewis grabbed, and that's dl you've done. Tom
Lewis got away and started to New Y ork to get hdp from Doc Savage. Well, we stopped that. We had
our troubles but we stopped it.”

“Why,” asked another of the men, “was tha Monk Mayfar brought back here?’
“There” sad thefirg, “isaquestion.”
The red-headed man looked at them asiif he wanted to use hisfigs on them.

“The boss wants to use Mayfair,” he said.



“Same way as Tom Lewis?

“That's right.”

“| thought,” said one, “that Tom Lewis was to be the only one.”

“Monk Mayfair happened dong,” said the red-headed man, “and so he's going to be used, too.”
“Thet'sdl?’

“Sure. Say, what's egting you, anyway?’

The other man scowled at the red-headed one. “Jugt this Y ou wouldn't be figuring on adding us to the
lig, would you?’

“What?’
“You heard me”

The red-headed man dapped his hands on his knees. He roared laughter. He acted asif he thought it was
50 funny he would have to get out and lie on the ground and rall around to enjoy it.

“Whet adlly ideal” he chortled.

“Jud s0 it stays slly,” sad the other uneesily.

DOC SAVAGE watched them roll away in the car, then in great haste packed the sengtive directiond
microphone and the amplifier with which he had been eavesdropping. The gadget was more sendtive
then the human ear, and insects and birds had aggravated him, but he had heard most of the conversation
held in the car. In addition he was an excdlent lip reader, and he had missed very little

He used the amdl portable “radio transceiver”—an outfit congderably more compact than the regular
military “wakie-takie’—and said, “Pick me up, Renny.”

Renny arrived dmogt immediady, in a car.

Into the radio, Doc said, “Long Tom, report. Also Ham.”
“I'madl right,” Long Tom replied.

“Here, t00,” Ham said.

“Both of you are ahead of the car they are usang?’

“yes”

Doc sad, “Keep wdl ahead. In fact, drive fast enough that there will be no danger of them sghting you.
When you get to an intersection, Split if necessary in order to cover dl possble roads leading toward
Admirgtion City.”

“Right.”

Doc leaned back and relaxed.



Willie examined the bronze man thoughtfully. “The chase has started, | take it,” she said. “Tha was anice
job of hooking the fish you did. | doubt if they have the least suspicion that they've been sucked in on

anything.”

Renny had been keeping a heavy foot on the accelerator. Now he caught Sght of the car containing the
red-headed man and the other two and dackened speed. After that he kept far enough behind them to
tral the car, but not close enough to darm them.

Later, after they came to a highway, Long Tom took over the job of keeping close track of the men. He
dternated with Ham, who was usng a different type of car in order not to arouse suspicion.

“They're heading for Admiration City, dl right,” Willie said excitedly.

THE dedtination was not Admiration City. The car ahead turned off, began dimbing a gravd road that
snaked sharply up aridge.

“Oh-oh, the lakel” Willie said. “The lake lies over this ridge—or one arm of it.”
The ridge was a high one, blegk, gave a view of the country for miles.

Wiillie pointed out a cluster of neat, modern buildingsin the distance. “The Admiration Radio Cabinet Co.
plant,” she said.

“Funny place,” said Renny, “for a radio-cabinet plant. What was the idea of building it back here in the
hills? Close to the supply of wood, or something?’

“Oh, no!” Willie told him. “Admiration makes practicaly no wooden radio cabinets. They are pladtic.
Some very new and unusud types. Some of the mineras used in the cabinets and in getting the marvelous
color effects in the cabinets are found here in the Ozarks. The plant was placed here patly for that
reason. Also, it is close to the eectric-power supply.”

“Electric power used in making the plagtics?” asked Renny, who was interested in any enginesring
metter.

“Thet'sright.”

“The plant,” said Renny, “would dill have been closer to its raw-materia supply, and particularly to labor
supply, if built in a dty the sze of . Louis or Kansas City. Matter of fact, labor supply is usudly the
reason you find plantsin cities.”

Willie shrugged. “Mr. Walter Buxton.”

“Who?’

“Walter J. Buxton. | think hismiddle initid stands for 'Jonas.™
“Who ishe?’

“Generd manager of the Admiraion company,” Willie explained. “The plant started as a smdl concern in
Jefferson City, and they built this plant here about ten years ago, just after the big dam was put in.”

“| ill do not see—"



“Oh, Mr. Buxton's home was down there where the plant is” Willie told Renny. “That was why he
persuaded the Admiration company owners to build the plant here. Mr. Buxton is a very sentimentd

“Friend of Tom Lewis, by any chance?

Willie shook her head. “Not much. Mr. Buxton is a sengtive old gentleman, the kind of old fdlow who
follows a regular routine every day and likes to spend his spare time with his family. Such men don't like
big talkers as a usud thing, and Tom Lewis talked as big as an dephant. Matter of fact, Mr. Buxton fired
Tom once.”

“Buxton fired Tom Lewis once, eh? Any hard fedings over that?’

“l don't think they ever got to kissng each other when they met,” Willie said. “But Tom was too good a
sdesman to stay fired.”

Doc Savage sad, “Renny, stop the car.”

The machine came to a stop. They listened. It was obvious that the car ahead had hated. They could
see, through the trees, the pale-blue, crinkled sheet of the lake surface.

Willie frowned a Doc.
“Holy cow!” she said, borrowing Renny's pet expression. “Are we going to gt around and wait agan?

Doc pretended not to hear her. “Get in touch with Ham and Long Tom and Johnny,” he said. “And be
ready to move quick.”

“All right,” Renny asked, “if we move down toward the lake and keep an eye on what happens.”
“Aslong as they do not discover you,” Doc agreed.
He moved away from the car afew yards—and was suddenly not to be seen or heard.

Willie gasped. “Now there was a dick job of disappearing.”

THE bronze man went carefully and swiftly down the sharp dope toward the lake. He went fast because
he was not sure that there was much time. The woodland was fairly open, the trees rather thick, but not
much brush between them; enough, however, to offer cover. There were ledges of rocks here and there,
large ledges which offered slent footing once Doc removed his shoes, which he did at once. The patch
glimpsss of the lake through the trees showed the water much nearer, and there was the andl of a
fresh-water shore line,

There was, he discovered, no great hurry.

They were hiding their car. Beside the lake was twenty acres or so of fla ground and the hay had been
cut off thisand stacked. They were hiding the car in a haystack, shoveling hay around it with forks, and
swearing at each other when the job looked like anything but a haystack.

The red-headed man was farther to the west, and he was gathering dry sticks and piling these on a tuft of
grass. He struck a match and the grass and wood blazed up, sending doft awisp of blue smoke.

The man then poured a bottle of something, evidently crude ail, on the fire, and the smoke became very



black.

He stood back and admired the smoke in away that proved it was asgnd.
“Get everybody together,” he caled.

“What's the idea?” someone shouted.

“Weredl goingin”

“Who told you—"

“Jm was waiting in the shack with a message,” the red-headed men said angrily. “The boss is getting
worried. He wants us dl to come in. Were going to hole up until we see what goes on. Play safe. And,
damn you, I'm getting tired of explaning every move to you.”

The man who had asked the question scowled. “Ligten, | don't like the amdl of this”
“Youve sad that before,” the red-headed man said contemptuoudly.

“Ligen, I—"

“Shut up and go—~

“Lay off that Suff, Red. You keep tdling people to shut up and somebody is going to do some denta
work on you with afig.”

“Go on and—’

The other man walked forward, tiff-legged. “Red, let's settle something now,” he said. “Why arentt the
rest of the boys out here hdping us?’

“The boss didn't think they—"

“Red, they got what Tom Lewis got, didnt they? Got what that Monk Mayfair is going to get? That
right?”

“Hel, don't be glly,” the red-headed man said, but there was suddenly no ring of truth behind his words.
The other stared at him fixedly. “So | was right.”

“Keep dill about it,” the red-headed man growled. “What has been done has been done, and it's too
lae” He shrugged. “Anyway, you and | and the rest of us here are safe. He just needed hdf a dozen.”

“Who needed hdf a dozen?’

“The boss. He's gat them now. All the men he needs.”

“How do | know—"

“Because | tdl you,” the red-headed man snapped. “Now go get the dog.”
“Whereis—"

“In the shack. Jm left him there. He's dill in the same case”



“So Jm got infrom New Y ork dl right with the dog?’

“He didn't have any trouble. We could have brought the dog with us for that matter. But it was better to
split up and dl take different routes back, in case something went wrong.” The red-headed men jerked
his head impatiently. “Go on and get the dog.”

THE man who had asked the questions walked toward a set of ramshackle outbuildings at the far end of
the meadow. The structures were what remained of a farm, after house and barn had been torn down
and removed. They looked asif they had stood abandoned for years.

Doc Savage, moving fast under cover in the woods, kept abreast of the man, then put on more speed
and got ahead of the fellow.

The man waked around a shed that was more substantid than the other buildings. The shed was
padlocked and he fooled with the lock awhile, then picked up arock and smashed it off the door.

Doc Savage was very close to the shed then and he went forward fast, took the man by the neck. The
men made a samdl, squawking noise, convulsive gestures of arms and legs. Doc got him back into the
shed, down on the floor.

There were certain neck nerve centers which, if subjected to experienced pressure, produced a form of
unconsciousness that was like a spdll. Doc findly had to use a fig to get the man quiet enough to apply
the pressure in the desired spots.

(This method of producing unconsciousnessis not new. It has saverd forms, dl of them dangerousif used
by one without experience. As an example of the fatd consequences possible, some years ago, lifeguards
on the beach at a New Jersey resort were causng unconsciousness by pressure on certain neck centers
of “fun.” They cdled it “hypnatizing,” which it was not. One of ther vicims died, which caused an
unpleasant furor.)

After the man was limp Doc let him lie there.
The shack was empty except for the leatherette-covered dog-carrying case which stood in a corner.

Doc went to it.

Chapter Xlll. SKELETONS
DOC SAVAGE looked into the dog case for only an ingant.
He closad it quickly.

His face, ordinarily expressionless, was strange. The emation on it was stark, incredulous, with a little of
revulson and much of horror.

He made, for atime, asmdl trilling note that was his unconscious habit in moments of mentad stress. The
sound, a low and exatic thing, might have been the product of awind in a forest of arctic ice spires, or
something as unred. Certainly, it was more strange than human. It had a qudity definitdy ventriloquid,
seeming to come from many places far away rather than any definite spot.

The bronze man redlized he was making the sound and stopped it. He looked at the case.



He whedled and went through the pockets of the man he had made unconscious, finding a gun, some
paper money, cigarettes, pocketknife, racing form, two dice, folded typewriter paper that was blank, a
mechanica pencil. He examined and identified dl these objects by the sense of touch, except the paper,
which he removed and inspected, together with the racing form and the pencil.

With the pencil he printed a note on the paper. The note sad:

| HAVE JUST REALIZED WHAT ALL THIS IS GOING TO LEAD TO AND | CANNOT TAKE
IT. DIVIDE MY STUFF AMONG YOU IF YOU WANT TO.

Doc did not 9gn the note—not knowing the man's name—and did not print it too skillfully.

He left the shack, kept down, gained the wood. He ran at full speed until he reached the car containing
Renny and Willie

“The portable chemicd laboratory,” Doc said. “Quick!”

The imperative haste in his voice made Renny jump. They got out the mohile lab, an afar contained in a
par of metd equipment cases. Monk Mayfair had designed the portable outfit and selected the basic
chemicas which it contained, intending that they should as nearly as possble fit dl emergencies
connected with their work.

Doc dug out a pair of smdl phids.

“If you do not hear from me,” he said, “do not try to close in on the gang for a while. | have a plan that
may work.”

He left them then, running back toward the shack on the edge of the lake.
Willie looked after im uneeslly. “What's he trying to do?’

“Holy cow, your guess is as good as ming” Renny said. He sounded uneasy himsdf. “I think, from the
way he looked, that he's getting ready to take a heck of a chance.”

Williefrowned, “I don't like that.”
Renny looked at her sharply. “Dont,” he said, “complicate things now by fdling for him.”

“If that complicates it, congder it complicated,” Willie said dowly. She sghed. “Poor Tom Lewis” she
added. “1 hope he's aguy who doesn't mind logng hisgirl.”

BACK a the shack, Doc Savage saw with much rdief that he seemed to have plenty of time The
red-headed man and the others had finished hiding the car, and were sanding around the sgnd fire, fully
two hundred yards from the shack, watching the column of black smoke rise from the burning crude ail,
more of which they gpplied from time to time, and looking up the lake. Apparently, they expected a boat
to be coming.

Doc Savage gave the unconscious man in the shack a hypodermic dosage of the chemicd in the phid
which he had just secured.

He applied locd anaesthetic to a spot on the man's chest, over the heart, and another spot on his back.
Doc then made samdl cuts, not deep enough to be harmful, a both points. He made them so they would
resemble the point of entrance and point of exit of a bullet.



He broke open the man's gun, a revolver, took the lead from one of the cartridges, used a little of the
powder it contained to make a powder burn around a hole which he punched in the man's coat and shirt.
The powder, puffing up, made an odor of burned cordite in the shack.

Doc took another look at the men about the fire. They were dill there.

Because he had the time, and because he was very interested, Doc Savage opened the dog-carrying
case agan.

He did not et the dog out.

The dog was a skeleton, and the skeleton was dive. The skeleton moved, growled, whimpered, snarled,
mede dl the usud dog noises.

Thelight in the shack was not particularly good, and it was somewhat more gloomy in the dog case. Doc
moved the case so tha the light was a little better, but the dog was 4ill only a skeleton that moved,
growled, snarled.

“What's the matter, pup?’ Doc asked.

The skeleton growled, but it was a more friendly kind of growl. Obvioudy the dog that was a skeleton
had the emotions of an ordinary dog. It was somewhat bad-tempered, but it had been shut up in the case
for sometime.

“Come on here, pup,” Doc said quiegtly. “Why not be friends? Y ou hungry? Nice dog!”

The skeleton was more docile and he put a hand dowly into the cage and found ears—not ears made of
bone, either—and scratched and rubbed them. There was the fed of short, iff and curly hair. He ran his
hands over the animd and knew it was an Airedde dog with flesh that was tranducent—not whally
invisble, he could tdl now—and a skeleton that was quite red and probably dightly, very dightly,
luminousin a radioactive way, so that it was more visble than an ordinary skeleton would have been in
such dim light.

Doc struck a match.

By such light, the dog was not whally a skeleton in aspect, but a dog that had a dog's skeleton and a
dog's body; but the body was a tough, leethery substance—as genuine to the touch as a red dog—that
was as tranducent as a clear, gdid substance, but not as transparent as glass or pladtic of the Lucite type.

It was not an invishle dog except for the skeleton. Only in poor light did it appear to be so. But anyone
opening the case and seeing the dog in the hdlf light of the case interior might readily get the idea that the
dog was nathing but aliving skeleton.

Doc stared, frankly horrified and amazed, & the thing until the red-headed man shouted from the other
end of the meadow.

“What the hdll's kegping you with that dog?’ he bellowed.

Doc picked up the unconscious man's gun, put it close to the hole he had powder-stained in the coat and
fired a bullet into the earth floor.

He scuffed out the bullet holein the dirt floor with a toe.

He put the gun in the man's limp hand.



Then Doc jumped, caught a rafter, swung up and lay on a rickety plaiform of loose poles and boards
which formed a makeshift loft.

THEY heard the shot and came running, the red-headed man in the lead, and piled through the shed
door. There they stopped.

“Héell, he shot himsalf!” gasped the red-headed man.

Ancther pointed. “Aint that a note?’

The red-headed man jumped, got the note. He read it. His profane gaculation was startled.
“What'sit say?’ asked one of the others. “What was wrong with him?’

The note, carefully folded, went into the red-headed man's pocket. “He killed himsdf dl right,” he said.
“Jug was feding low.”

“No other reason?’
[13 Nonel”

The red-headed man then got to his knees and fdt of the wrig of the prone man. Doc Savage, watching,
became tense. This was the critical point.

The chemicd, which he had adminigtered with the hypodermic needle, was intended to dow pulse and
drop body temperature, but it would not fool a doctor or even anyone who had taken a good firg-aid
course.

“Dead as arock,” the red-headed man said, and stood up. “We can't leave the body here, though. Have
to take it dong and get rid of it later.” He gestured. *Four of you come and get it when the boat arrives.”

He indicated the four men to do the job.
The four showed no enthusiasm.

“Wat aminute” one of them said. “We wak across that meadow carrying the body? We got to reach
the lake, you know.”

The red-headed man shrugged. “It's your worry.”

“Hél, there's fishermen and squirrel huntersin these woods and dong the lake shore. Chances are they're
not blind.”

Doc Savage waited patiently. This was the second crigs of his little plan, the mogt ticklish point. He
watched them and nothing happened.

“Why not bury him under the floor here?” a man asked.
Doc was shocked. That wasn't what he wanted. 1t would ruin dl his planning.

Hadtily, he said in alow voice, usng a ventriloquis's ddivery so tha the words would seem to come
from one of the group below, “Why not wrap him up in those old sacks?’

It worked and the red-headed man growled, “Theré's an idea. Try those sacks.”



The sacks, together with some old canvas, were stacked in a corner where they had been discarded.
They dug into the pile. A man held up an enormous afair of burlgp and said, “Thisisahdl of a big gunny

“That's awool sack, smpleton,” he was told.

They rolled the body in canvas and burlap and puit it in the wool sack.
“Now we can carry it without anybody tdling whet it is” one said.
“Hdl, leave it here until the boat comes!”

None of them seemed to care to wait in the shack with the body. They went outdoors, stood around
taking, but not too far away.

The sun was low and the evening was close, with the light an increesing redness. The dog in the case
whimpered from time to time and its whimpering was weak, asif it had not been fed for along period.

Doc got carefully out of the little makeshift loft. He took the unconscious man out of the bundle of canvas
and burlgp and placed himin the loft.

Doc took his place in the wool sack. He had some trouble wrapping the canvas and burlap around him
50 that it would cover him thoroughly, yet let him get out in a hurry—if that was necessary.

Chapter XIV. IMMEDIATE PROBLEM

THE wait was nearly an hour, and not pleasant. The unconscious man on the makeshift loft floor snored
softly, which was contrary to the rules. The drug which Doc had given him was supposed to be strong
enough to keep his respiration not much beyond the point of necessity, but it was not functioning
properly. Also, Doc had forgotten to place the man on his Sde or face, so that he would be less likdy to
snore. Only satisfactory thing about the snoring was that it was not loud.

The boat which came had a big motor, one that sounded like an arplane. They did not stop the motor
and the men came running and got the dog-carrying case and the dog, and four of them picked up Doc
Savage.

“Héel, he's made of iron!” a man complained, which was daming to Doc, whose weight was probably
close to twice that of the man they thought they were carrying.

They got himin the boat, however. Placed him over a coaming and lashed him there.
“Got an anchor?” aman asked. “Why nat tieit to the body and drop it overboard?’

“You snk a body like that and they dways come to the top, for some reason or other,” said a man who
evidently had experience aong thet line

The boat stuck its nosein the air, made a great deal of noise and began hitting only the tops of the waves.
It ran that way for a while, not as long as Doc had somehow expected, then dowed and turned and
finelly rubbed against a dock.

“O. K., tie her up,” someone ordered, and the hollowness of the voice indicated they were in a
boathouse,



Someone accidentaly gunned the boat motor while they were tying up and the craft thumped into
something. There was curang.

“I'l go see what he wants to do with the body,” amen said.

They waited. A man was tdling someone what had happened during the afternoon—what had occurred
in Boone Shot and theregfter.

The matter of how there could be a second dog was a great mystery, they agreed. Another point on
which they thought the same was that Tom Lewis would be made to explain the second dog.

A man came back.

“He says to bring the body to the house” he reported, “and put it in the basement.”
They gathered around Doc, untied him, carried him to the solid foating of land.
They dropped him. Hard.

There was slence.

“Who wants to unwrgp him?’ someone asked.

No one volunteered.

“Ted, you do it,” sad the voice.

The voice that was giving the orders was a new voice. The tone was that of an older man, the manner of
ddivery that of a man who had given many ordersin hislife

The covering was removed carefully from Doc. He did not make any movements that were quick enough
to persuade them to shoot. He counted sx men, four with rifles, one with a light machine gun, the other
with a pitchfork.

THE six did not include the man who had given the orders—the new voice.

He wore a mask, a thing that was a hood of thin slk covering his whole head. Vison and speech and
bresthing was possible through the gossamery fabric, but its thinness concealed the mans features except
for generd contour.

“Sorry about the mask,” he said in the same cultured tone. “I imagine some of my associates may suspect
who | am by now, but it tickles my vanity not to give them the satisfaction of knowing they are right.”

Doc examined the man's hands, such of his neck skin as was vigble, and decided his age was
somewhere around thirty, according to those clues. That was a little deceptive because the voice
sounded older, more polished and trained, with the hoarser undertones init that come with age.

“You see,” said the man, “that you didn't fool us”
He seemed to expect an answer, got none, and scowled.

“They found the man you drugged lying in the loft of the shack,” the man snapped. “Or are you curious
about how you were discovered?’



Doc was slent.
In an increesingly irritated voice the man said, “Take his clothes. Then take him up to the house.”

They removed Doc's garments—and the gadgets he dways carried in them—and gave him a grip of
canvas for dothing.

Then they moved up a hill, following a pleasant path through oak and dm trees on which wild grape vines
entwined. The sun was behind the digtant hills and dl the light that showed was very dull red. The twilight
had been a very long one because of the height of the hills the sun got behind the hills and then it was a
long time until complete darkness.

Thiswas an idand. It was amdl, not more then three or four acres. It stood in the lake, which was not a
naturd lake, but one made by the congtruction of a hydroelectric dam. A grip of grave that had once
been amain road cut up over the side of the hump that was the idand, and beside this, where it had been
built thirty years or so ago, stood the house.

The house was a great old castle of an affar, made of wood and stone, forty or fifty rooms, a grand
place with the splendor of the Gay Nineties il intact. It was preserved, for an old house;, a show place
built here in the hills afamily mansion left isolated on this idand by the building of the lake, but kept in a
gate of good repair.

They went ingde. The man with the thin dlk sack over his head stepped to a shelf. He put his gun, a flat
autometic, on the shelf.

“Leave your guns here. Leave any Szesble matd objects here” he told his men. “There is ddicate
electromagnetic apparatus in the laboratory which will be upset by any metd coming in its neighborhood.
So leave your guns, please. There are enough of you to handle Savage barehanded.”

The men weren't too happy about the order. There was some hesitating. “Go ahead!” the hooded man
snapped. They complied then.

They walked through a amdl room, down aflight of gairsinto a basement.

The basement was not a laboratory.

Hdf a dozen grotesque, unbdievable men with skull faces and revolvers stood in the room.
They pointed the guns at the new arivals.

“All right,” said the masked man to the newcomers. “ Sorry to shock you boys, but you are going to join
the experiment.”

SHOCK and disbdlief gripped the basement room in the shape of a frozen, unbreething slence.

Doc Savage, ganding motionless, watched the hdf dozen men who were like the dog. These men were
dressed and dl of them wore gloves or had cloth tied around their hands. The sgnificance of the cloth
and gloves was pitiful, frightening, for it showed a sckening wish not to see their own hands.

Two of them had bandaged their heads to hide the horror of the semitransparent, tranducent flesh which
actudly let the bone structure show through. In the hdf light of the basement there seemed to be no flesh,
only acloudy substance around the bonework.



The degree of tranducence which affected each man was not the same. Two of them were much less
frightening than the others, one of these dmost approaching normd. But whatever had happened to them
it hed happened to dl six.

The red-headed man got words loose from his throat, said, “Join the experiment—what do you mean?’

The masked man had stepped back from them. He told the tranducent men with the guns, “Watch them.
If they make a move, shoot them!”

“What kind of adouble crossisthis?’ screamed the red-headed man.

“I need more subjects for experiment,” said the masked man grimly. “You are elected.”
“Y ou mean you're gonnatry that suff on me?’

“Right.”

“But you sad—"

“l said,” snapped the other, his words blowing the thin slk out from his face explosively, “that | had hired
you men to help in this. All right, you are going to help.”

The red-headed man stepped forward. “You told me that 1'd be an exception.”
“I've changed my mind.”

One of the red-headed man's crew now hit the red-headed man a fis blow into which he put everything
he had. The victim's red hair flew up like grass from the impact and he fdl diffly, not making a sound
during or after hisfdl. “Lousy two-face,” said the man who had hit him, bitterly.

The man who wore the Slk hood said, “If anyone ese moves, shoot him.”
No one dirred.

“Bring Savage,” the man said, “into the living room.”

THE living room was a pleasant place furnished with the elaborate furniture of forty years or more ago.
Doc revised his estimate of the age of the house a little Probably it was fifty years old. Some of the
furniture was that old as wdl, but wonderfully preserved.

He was placed in a Sraight-backed chair.

Themanin the slk mask poured a glass of wine. “It is good wine” he said. “Not drugged, | assure you.
Will you join me?’

Doc Savage said nothing.

The other shrugged. “I understand you are a man of resources,” he said. “So | want to point out that you
have a chance of coming out of thisthing dive, and of aso contributing a great service to mankind, if you
do as you are told. The dterndtive, of course, is that you will become a strange-disappearance case. |
believe | can hide your body so that it will not be found.”

Doc watched him slently.



“l am going to give you,” said the man, “the same explanation | have given the others.”
“Why?" Doc asked bluntly.

The other shrugged. “Cadl it eesing my conscience, if you wish.”

He took a comfortable chair.

“The war,” he said, “is respongble for this. The war has had a momentous and weird effect on many
people, but probably it has affected no one more deeply than mysdf. It did a strange thing for me. It
made meinto a patriot of the most zedlous order.”

Doc sad quigtly, “1t would be hard to find any patriotiam in thisthing so far.”

“Before the war,” the man continued, ignoring the remark, “I was a placid, successful man with a family |
loved. It was strange about my family. | didn't know how much | redly loved them. | had two sons. My
wife died severd years ago, peacefully.”

His hands tightened visbly on the chair ams. “Two sons. They were drafted. They were killed in action.”

There was a tdl grandfather clock, ticking rheumaticdly, between the two high windows. Beyond the
windows, now, there was darkness.

“Killed in action,” he said. “Tha was what the tdegram said. And then the story came out. They had
starved to death.”

THE man got up suddenly, walked to the window, jerked the curtains shut. He came back and sat down.
During the whole move he had traveled a a near run without seeming to be aware that he was hurrying.

“Starvetion is not a bad death, so they say,” he continued. “Perhaps | would have been affected no more
than any father who had lost his only two sons—but then, | saw the pictures”

His voice climbed ghilly. “Pictures of the bodies of my two sons, after they had starved. Pictures taken
by asgnd corps man and sent to me because the Sgnd corps man had once worked for me and been
fired, and hated me. | guess he sent the pictures for revenge. They were horrible. | remember that |
looked at them, and looked a them, and then two days later | awakened and there were doctors there
and they said | had suffered a terrible shock.”

He was dlent awhile, apparently controlling himsdf. He opened and closed his hands.

“Starvetion,” he said. “So | gave up everything, the presidency of my company, everything, to work out a
means of meking soldiers so they would not need food. | believed | could do this, and no more soldiers
would starve, and the American army would be free of the enormous job of bringing supplies up to the
front. But the main thing was that no more boys would starve.”

Doc Savages flake-gold eyes were expressonless, but he sad, “A thing like that would take great
technica and scientific experience.”

“I had it.”
“Enough?’

“You do not understand. | told you | was the president of a company. But | was more than thet. | am a



chemig specidizing in plastics, and have been for many years. No one knows my &hility, for a smple and
mercenary reason.”

He scowled. “My company,” he said, “has the usud system of corporations—it lays dam to dl patents
and discoveries made by its employees while working for it. | did not own the company; | was only its
president, & asdary.

“So | did what any human being would do—I did my research work under another name and sold my
own discoveries to the company of which | was president. Perhaps that was crooked. | think not. | did
the work in my spare time, paying for my own materids, and | think | was entitled to what 1 got. |
cartanly sold my discoveriesin plastic cheap enough.”

He looked a Doc Savage levdly.

“Itistoo bad you got into this” he said. “I perfected, or nearly perfected, my treatment to diminate the
need of food for along intervd of time. | made a test on a dog. It was successful. | needed a human
being. So | sdected aman | did not like, a sdesman named Tom Lewis. | paid hm alarge sum of money
and he agreed to be the human experimenta subject. But Tom Lewis changed his mind.”

The man spread his hands wegrily. “Tom Lewis became scared of me—unnecessaily, | think, athough |
did fly into a great rage when he refused.

“Tom Lewis gtole my experimenta dog and headed for New Y ork to get your help. That meant | had to
stop him. So | hurriedly engaged a group of men whom | had contacted againg such an emergency and
sent them after him.”

“The men in the basement?’

“Right. You know what happened after they started pursuing Tom Lewis to New York. They got him
and they got the dog. But you got on their trail, and here you are.”

Doc watched him for a moment.

“Plagtics?’ Doc asked.

“Yes, as| told you—"

“Pladtics” Doc sad, “are used in modern radio cabinets, are they not?’

“What you redly mean: |s there a connection between the Admiraion Radio Cabinet Co. and mysdf?’
“Isthere?’

“l am Water Buxton,” the man said, “president of the Admiration concern.”

THE man stood up then and produced his gun. “This ends the explanation, and | think it is enough to take
care of my conscience nicdy.”

“You are going to try your no-food suff on me?’
“Exactly. On you and the others.”

Doc Savage shook his head dowly, a gesture which had more understanding than negetive or protest



meaning. “ So the Suff is not successful.”

“Itwill be,” the other said grimly.

“With more than fifteen human subjects, | can work out the bugs”

“You are going to make dl of uslike. . . like those men with the gunsin the basement?’

The other nodded. “Would you like to know why those men with the guns are now hdping me?’
“You evidently have a hold on them.”

“That's right. Unless they play dong with me they will eventudly die, or at least will not become normd.
But | can make them normd. | am going to do it if they coOperate with me. Otherwiseg’—he
shrugged—+they will die or continue to look like skeletons.”

13 But—”
The man in the mask cocked his gun, the amdl automatic hammer dicking audibly when he pulled it back.

“You will be the next subject for the materid,” he said. “You will kindly walk ahead of me”

Chapter XV. THE SKELETON TREATMENT

HAM BROOKS had been ligening to a campaign conducted by Willie The campaign was to the effect
thet they had better be doing something; that they had waited long enough. Ham privately agreed with her
and he cdled together Johnny, Long Tom and Renny, and they had a conference.

“Nobody has seen aggn of Doc Savage,” Willie pointed out, “since that shot was heard this afternoon.
What kind of agang of assstants are you, anyway?’

Ham and the others, without saying so, had resented the waiting as much as anyone.

Long Tom asked Willie, “You going to take the responshility of going ahead, when Doc's orders were
not to interfere?’

“I'l take the blame, if any,” Willie said promptly.

Renny told Long Tom, “If you think passing the buck to her will make it O. K. with Doc, if we bungle
something, you've got another guess.”

Long Tom grimaced.
“It gives us an excuse, anyway,” he said. “Maybe we can make Doc think she vamped us, or something.”

“l wouldn't waste time vamping you,” Willie told Long Tom disagreeably. “You've been a sour pickle
right from the beginning. What do you get out of life, anyway?’

“| get freedom from the worries women cause you,” Long Tom told her. “Come on. Let's see what goes
on.”

They worked down to the shore of the lake, usng care. They had seen the speedboat arrive and depart
a dusk, but they had no means of tdling whether dl the gang had departed.



Eventudly, they approached the old shack and the other outbuildings at the edge of the meadow. With
much caution they investigated.

“Holy cow!” Renny rumbled suddenly. “Come herel”

The others hurried toward the astonished engineer's booming voice.
“Look,” Renny said.

They stared at the forms on the floor of the shack.

“Four bodies,” Ham said wonderingly. “Say, they're four of the gang who got Monk away from me in
that Brooklyn park.”

Willie had turned white,
“Arethey dead?’ she asked.

The bodies were sprawled in grotesque positions on the floor, but there was no blood and not much sgn
of deeth in thar faces, something tha Renny and the others overlooked in the excitement of the
discovery.

The four bodies sat up and produced guns and said—one of them—in excited urgency, “Stand 4ill or
youll get your heads blowed off!”

Long Tom, in a very disagreeable |-told-you-so voice, told Willie, “See what we get by falowing a
woman's advice?’

LONG TOM'S disagreesble accusation directed a Willie was not as mideading as he had hoped it
would be because when he smultaneoudy kicked at the gun arm of the nearest enemy, the fdlow had
dready dodged back. Long Tom missed with his kick and was shot in the chest where, fortunatdy, his
bulletproof vest offered the best protection.

The bullet force turned him over once, neatly, and started himin a spell of coughing that did not stop until
an avdanche of men on his back jammed dl the breath out of him.

That was about dl the resstance. Renny knocked a man down and was knocked down ingantly himsdf
by a men with arifle who stepped out of the darkness behind them.

“All right, strip and use what's |eft of these gunny sacks and canvas for clothes,” someone said.
“Hey,” Willie said, “there's alady present!”
Someone laughed then took her outside.

Waking down to the lake shore, Ham and Johnny and Long Tom and Renny fdt ridiculous and futile in
their skirts of burlap or canvas.

Willie said, “You know, if it wasn't so darned serious | could laugh urttil | fdl over a you felows”

Long Tom seemed to find this the firg thing she had said which did not offend him. He glanced a her
admiringly, said, “I hope you've got as much nerve as you act like”



“I told you | wasin show business” Willie said.
“What's show business got to do with it?’
“It,” sad Willie, “isdl nerve”

Ther captors were usng flaghlights now. They signded for a while, got an answer from out on the lake.
A boat came in, moving rapidly, and sivung in close to the beach but did not ground.

Everyone waded out and cdlimbed into the craft, which was piloted by a young men in a swesater, who
sad, “This about roundsit up, don't it?’

No one answered him. The boat got in mation. It was fast, threw a considerable bone of spray, rocked
and bounced.

They came to the idand, after not more than two miles and siwung into the boathouse. The crew tied up
the boat, got the prisoners out.

“How many?’ asked a quiet, controlled voice.

“Four.”

“That is good. Thet isdl of them.”

Of the voice, Ham muttered, “There is a guy who has done alot of taking in histime”

They were marched up the hill, dong the gravel road that had been a highway before the making of the
lake, and into the tdll, turreted, old-fashioned house.

“Take them downgairs,” said the controlled voice. “But leave your guns on that shdlf, so the stedl will not
affect the magnetic apparatus in the laboratory.”

They could see the speaker, atdl, somber figure with his head incased in aslk bag.
The captors fdl for the guns-on-the-shelf geg like, as Renny expressed it later, the pinsin a bowling dley.
And then tranducent men were suddenly around dl of them with guns and menacing them.

Willie looked at the faces of the tranducent men. She did what the others fdt much like doing—screamed
a the top of her voice and put both hands over her eyes.

THE cdlar room into which Willie, Ham, Long Tom, Johnny and Renny were crowded was utterly black
and dank, smelled of confined air, and another odor definitdy not pleasant. The place was dark, and light
did not chance to get into the place as they were forced ingde. The door, heavy and of wood, grunted
shut behind them, and there was a ratling and thumping of the bar.

Johnny sank to a knee and fdt of the soft suff on the floor.
“A subterranean repertorium,” he announced.
“Thisisno time” said Ham sourly, “for your words.”

A grangled noise had come from a corner. It came again. It turned into words.



“Take away my head and cal me speechless” it said.
“Monk!” Ham squalled.
Ham plunged around in the darkness and found Monk and began beating on him ecdtatically.

Monk beat him back awhile, then said, “Watch out or youll smash these hdf-rotten turnips. This place is
aroot cdlar.”

“Areyou dl right? Ham demanded.
“Hdl, no! We're locked up in here and they're going to give us—"
“Have they hurt you?’

“My fedings, plenty!” Monk said. “And some guy hit me with a wagon spoke or something back in that
park in Brooklyn, and they've waked my frame a time or two since then. How did you guys trall them
back here? They figured they had covered up everything.”

Ham told him, “Doc invented another dog, let the news get out, and they came to investigate. We got on
their trail.”

“Oh, you found out what that dog was?” Monk asked.
“No. What isit?’

“The head guy here,” Monk explained, “thinks he is right on the verge of inventing something to enable
soldiers to do without food. He tried it out on the dog. 1t makes the flesh get pae, and then lose dl color,
and then become kind of tranducent, like plastic or jdly or whatever you want to cdl it. That's what aled
the dog.”

Ham shuddered. “And those men we saw when we came here”

“That's right. How many men were that way?’

“About a helf dozen.”

“I gather,” Monk said, “that they're dl going to be made that way.”
Willig, in a horrified voice, asked, “They will become that way willingly?’
Monk laughed grimly. “Not willingly.”

“Then—"

“Thefirg hdf dozen,” Monk said, “were caught by surprise, drugged and given the treatment. That was
while the others were out investigaing the false-dog darm you folks stirred up.”

1] BLIt—”

“And now,” Monk added, “the half dozen have to force the others to take it, or the head guy will refuse
to give them the treatment that will bring them back to norma. They're going to do it to us—and to Doc.”

Renny rumbled, “They've got Doc?’
“Sure have” Monk said. “I haven't seen him. But they've got him.”



Johnny Littlgohn had been moving around the dank chamber, feding of the walls. Now he sumbled over
something and fdl into a soft mess of semidecayed vegetables up to his dbows. “I'll be
uperamagamated!” he gasped. “Ugh!”

Then Johnny roared, “Who's this? Here's somebody!”
Thefigure over which Johnny had sumbled groaned a little. The groan was a man's voice.
“Oh, him,” Monk said. “He's the chemist who worked out the no-food guff in the firg place.”

SOMEWHERE in the house a low rumbling started and became the noise of a heavy motor. As it
accelerated there was a background of deep-throated whining that also increased.

“Diesd motor and generator,” Monk explained. “That means they're warming up the apparatus that will
turn us into tranducent men. They use dectricity and chemicas both in the treetment.” He sighed. “I'd
aure like to know more about the method. They produce an eectro-chemica change in everything but the

bony structure of the body.”
“What,” ydled Johnny, “about this man on the floor?’

“Oh, this house beongs to him,” Monk explained. “He is a famous chemis. Been inventing plagtics and
sling them to the radio company of which he's presdent. Had two sons starve to death in the Aleutians
inthis war, and that got him unbalanced on this no-food thing.”

“What's he doing here?’ Johnny bellowed.

“He was” Monk explained, “robbed of his discovery by a very clever guy who saw the possihilities of
the thing.”

Willie spoke quietly, asking, “The guy with his head in the slk bag?’
“Thet'sright.”
Willie said nothing more.

The man on the floor said in a weak voice. “1 mud tdl you people how it works. Some of you may
escape and you can give the secret to scientists who can finish it out and make it practica.”

He had trouble taking, had to catch his breath frequently.

“Humen muscle” he continued, “is three-fourths water, as you know if you studied physiology at dl. Its
fiber contents are samifluid and can be forced out as musde plasma by pressure, leaving a residue of
sarcolemma, connective tissue, keratin, mucin, nuden, and so on.

“You may dso know that muscle in fatigue, or rigor, has turned acid, princpdly lactic acid. It was
discovered by Fletcher and Hopkins as early as 1907 that the formation of lactic could be diminished or
even prevented by suffident oxygen. Later it was found that lactic is removed by resynthesis to a
precursor, dthough not much is actudly known about it. It is certain, though, that glycogen, a
carbohydrate, is necessary for the restoration of activity to a fatigued muscle,

“What | did was affect a chemica subgtitute for glycogen, combined with a method of creating a dtatic
condition in the tissue which is unsympathetic to the formation of toxic lactic, the accumulation of which is
fatigue. Now, ligen closdy and memorize these formulas”



He gave them complicated chemicd terms, repesting each severd times.

(1t has long been the palicy of the author not to give exact chemica formulae which might he dangerous in
unskilled use. The complexity of modern chemica science is such that it has become like a loaded
mechine gun—nothing to fool around with unless you know what you are doing. However, much
stientific work has been done adong these lines, and marvelous progress has been made in the fidd of
blood plasma. It has been discovered that blood plasma—the fluid that carries the blood cdls through the
body—can he preserved for years, then injected into the blood streams of wounded or injured persons
with excdlent effect. These are the “blood banks’ so widdy mentioned during the current
war.—Author.)

Willie spoke in the darkness. “I think | have met you,” she said.

The man on the floor asked, “You are Miss Stevens, are you not? | do not forget people.”

“That's right, but cal me Willie” Willie said. “Thisis aterrible thing to happen to you, Mr. Buxton.”
“Buxton!” Johnny barked.

“Walter Buxton, president of the Admiration Radio Cabinet Co.,” Monk told them.

“Whoin blazes” demanded Renny, “is the guy with the slk sack over his head?’

A voice from the door told them, “Quit worrying about little things, you guys, and come out of there.
We're gaing to give you the treatment now. Get moving.”

Chapter XVI. FROM BEHIND SILK

THE laboratory was a big room made more cavernlike by the lighting system, which was seven
Souttering, wavering candles stuck in their own wax on pieces of furniture here and there.

“Keep the dectric lights off,” said the man with the dlk bag over his head. “We need dl the current and
no magnetic interference from the house wiring.”

The prisoners stared at the apparatus, and they were a little disappointed. There was nathing but a tank,
a glass tank, ful of sour-looking green liquid and a few electrodes. Nearby was a table on which
chemicds stood, but these looked no more impressive than an amateur photographer's darkroom array.

They had rigged a drait jacket out of a two-by-twelve-inch plank and some rope. Tha was for the
unwilling victims while they were being treated.

There were nine men with trand ucent faces and gloves. Over hdf of them had smdl machine guns and the
others had revolvers and pistols.

Those who were to get the treetment made up fully as large a crowd and no one looked happy.
Doc Savage was not in evidence.

Themanin the dlk hood stood before them. “I want to make alittle speech,” he said.

Nobody getting ready to make a speech ever got more sllence or more attention.

“l want,” he said, “to point out a fact. | want to point it out so that every one of you will get it in his head



and understand just what it means.”
He stood in the darker end of the room and his voice was deeply timbered, but somehow
artificid-sounding.

“Thereis no sense in going into an elaborate, scentific explanation of what happens to your bodies when
you get this treatment. It is a system for the prevention of fatigue, which is chemicaly the formation of
lactic acid. The preventing is done by introducing into your muscular tissue a subdtitute for glycogen, a
carbohydrate which affects the restoration of activity to fatigued muscles, and dso producing a détic
datus of tissue which is unsympathetic to the formation of any fatigue toxic.”

He let them ligen with bated bresth for awhile.

“Thefact,” he said, “istha none of you will recover, or will live very longif | am killed.”
He let that soak in.

“Important fact, isn't it?" he said dryly. “Good life insurance for me, wouldn't you say?

“The scientific reason for this in broad terms which you will understand, is smple. First, you would not
be happy as you are. You are not exactly running skeletons, but you are pretty sckening sghts. That is
the firg reason. The second oneis that nature isa drict mistress. You do not upset the balance of nature
without paying for it. There are Smple laws. Anything that goes up must come down—as Smple as that.
What this no-food treatment does to your bodies is againg dl the laws of nature. Everything gets tired.
That isanaturd law. But you do not get tired, so thereis a pendty. The pendty in your case happens to
be degth.”

Agan he waited.

“| can give you treatment,” he said, “that will make your bodies norma.”
Someone's teeth clattered audibly.

“Remember—I can keep you dive” he repeated.

He stepped over into better light.

“l am going to unmask,” he said. “1 want you to stand and look a me, every one of you, for thirty
seconds. Understand! Look a me thirty seconds, and think about the consequences before you do a
thing. In that thirty seconds remember |, done, can keep you dive”

He gave them plenty of time to comprehend that and mul it over.
He pulled the sack mask off his head and showed them that he was Doc Savage.

THEY stood there awhile—but not thirty seconds. Shock held dl of them for a moment. Then they
reacted as differently as any undisciplined group which had logt dl leadership.

Monk and Ham and Renny came out of it first because they had hdf known, in the last minute or two,
that thismust be Doc. They started waking toward the tranducent men who had the guns, going dowly

but purposefully.
Then a man—not a tranducent man—made a break for the door.



One of the tranducent men switched a machine gun toward him, but came down on the firing lever of the
weapon too quick. The gun ripped a everyone's eardrums with its clamor, took greet gouts of plaster
and lath out of the celling.

What happened then was entirdly a product of strain and collapsed horror.

The room was suddenly a fighting méée. Some tried to get at the tranducent men. The latter fought for
their lives. Others judt tried to fleg, and men tried to stop them.

Two machine guns blasted out. Doc got to one of them, stopped it. Ham and Monk had hold of the other
one and got it; and somehow did not recognize each other and struggled for the weapon, kicking and
ydling. They got each other down on the floor before recognition and sense came to them; after which
they just sat there and looked a each other foolighly, asif hypnotized.

The man who had broken for the door was down, ripped badly by the firg machine gun that had started.

Doc waded through the tranducent men, grabbing weapons, shouting orders to stop fighting, but even his
powerful voice had no effect on the uproar.

A tdl man took out across the room at full speed and ran through the window without even a fdter in
gride. The glass and wooden parts of the window sash showered down.

Wind came in through the smashed window and blew out the candles, making the place completely
black.

Doc Savage spoke in Mayan, a little-known language which he and his aids used when they did not wish
to be understood by others.

“Jud lie down on the floor,” he said, “and let them get it out of their systlems.”
“What,” asked Monk in Mayan, “about the boats? Can't they escape from the idand in them?’
“| disabled the boats,” Doc said.

“Did you,” asked Monk, dill in Mayan, “disable the guy who was wearing the slk sack in the firg
place?

“Only temporarily,” Doc explained. “He is upgtairs in the attic, and in farly good shape, providing none
of these machine-gun bullets have gone through the calings and hit him.”

EVENTUALLY, there was peace.

Doc went out into the night and did some shouting. He came back into the house and sad, “Come
daylight and we will get them al rounded up without trouble. The tranducent men are going to help.”

Renny asked, “Can you cure them of what als them?’
“Yes. It should be ample” Doc sad.
“Sure?’

“| have conducted experiments with this suff mysdf,” Doc told him. “Tha was about a year ago.”



Renny thought that over.

“Haly cow!” he said. “That means it won't work, huh? Buxton's duff won't subgtitute for food and
diminate fatigue?’

“Not successfully,” Doc said. “Thet is going to be quite a shock to him. His matives in this thing were
good, you know. Nothing like this would have happened if he had not reveded the secret to a man he
thought was honest, but who turned out to be a crook.”

“Meaning the guy in the atic?’
HY$H

Willie said in a voice remarkably subdued for her, “1 guess my hunch about Tom Lewis being a crook at
heart was right.”

No one sad anything.
“Tom Lewisis the man updtairs, isn't he?” Willie asked.
“Yes” Doc sad.

“Look, don't get any long faces over me” she said. “Remember those pictures | told you | used to stick
onmy wall?Wel, | can put them back up agan.”

Which made Doc fed somewhat darmed.

THE END

DOC SAVAGE AND HISPALS

There has never been agroup just like them, and probably there never will be a group like Doc Savage
and hisfive aids. They roam the world, when necessary. Ther next job might be in Asa Minor, or it
might be in some quiet side street in an American andl town—though usudly things aren't very quiet
when these dtruidtic adventurers get going. They hdp out the underdog and punish evildoers. Whenever
possible, they avoid taking human life. They never take it, in fact, except in sdf-defense. Incorrigible
tough guys who make the mistake of stacking up aganst Doc Savage are usudly sent to Doc's specid
“callege’ in upstate New York, and there, through expert trestment, sometimes invalving delicate brain
operations, are turned into real men who forget their vicious past and start out fresh as new and useful
dtizens ranged on the side of law and order. Doc Savage is what might seem to be modern miracles. His
five companions are no surgeons, but they're a the top of ther own professons. HAM—DBrigadier
Generd Theodore Marley Brooks, the smartest lawyer ever turned out by Harvard, and best dresser
ever turned out by high-class talors, and an efficent fighter with his unusud drug-tipped sword cane.
MONK—L.ieutenant Colond Andrew Blodgett Mayfar, who looks a good ded like a gorilla and a
tough hombre in a scrap, he is actudly one of the world's foremost chemists. LONG TOM—Magjor
Thomas J. Roberts, who is a veritable wizard in the fidd of dectricity. RENNY—Colonel John Renwick,
an eminent engineer. JOHNNY—William Harper Littlgohn, renowned geologig and archaeologist
whose research work has taken him to the fringes of dvilization. They're the perfect group of
adventurers, and no sruggle is too tough for them.



Next Month—

MYSTERY ON HAPPY BONES—Sony Smith finds his idand kingdom is no paradise when
Uncle Sam needs it for all-out war, and the things that happen make him long for the quiet of
Times Sguare! Don't miss, this great novel in our next issue.

AN ISLAND KINGDOM OF YOUR OWN

If that's your ambition—to go away on some nice idand where you can be your own ruler—don't
miss reading “ Mystery on Happy Bones,” the complete novel in our next issue. Sony Smith was
just such a king on his own idand; serene, happy. But when global war came, and Uncle Sam
needed an air base in that vicinity, things began to happen; things which made Stony Smith wish
he had picked Times Square for peace and quiet, rather than hisidand.

Don't miss this fine novel in our July issue, on sale Friday, May 28+.
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