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Chapter |

THE name on his birth certificate was Wilmore Riggs, so it was naturd for everybody to cdl him Billy
Riggs. He was a pleasant young man; the name fitted. He was twenty-four years old.

He had inherited the smal black Indian-head charm from his Grandfather Eben, whom he had never
seen, but whose rascdly reputation had aways secretly amused him. Grandfather Eben had been dead
thirty years or so, but Eben's avful reputation was dill going full blast. Grandfather Eben was certainly the
skeleton in the Riggs closet.

Billy Riggs had worn Grandfather Eben's Indian-head as a watch charm for along time.

When he was a kid, atending grade school, Billy Riggs had read the fandful story about Aladdin and the
lamp that Aladdin rubbed, and the genie that popped out to serve as Aladdin's servant. Later Billy had
seen the story presented, with Hollywood embdlishment, in two motion pictures. He had been much
impressed when the Aladdin in the movies rubbed the lamp and the genie came out; the titanic
proportions of the genie had awed Billy Riggs.

It had never occurred to Billy Riggs that there could be any possible amilarity between Grandpa Eben's
Indian-head and that magic lamp of Aladdin.

Because Billy Riggs had too much common sense to believe that such quff was possible.
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But it came to pass otherwise.
It came to pass otherwise on a Monday morning, 8 am. to be exact.

Mr. Harland Crown Copeland, piloted by a large Negro chauffeur in his limousine, pulled into the filling
gation where Billy Riggs was employed. Harland Crown Copeland rolled down the rear window of the
limousine and gave young Billy Riggs a look of contempt and mean, unforgiving hatred.

“I will take four gdlons of gas, jalbird,” Harland Crown Copeland said.

Harland Crown Copeland was president of the town's largest industry, Copeland Chemicd Co., and a
gengdly hated man. He was practicdly without admirers, and certainly without friends. A summary of his
character would include most of the unpleasant words in the dictionary. He was sdfish, ignoble, sneaky,
gingy, baeful, mdignantly hateful, and diabalicaly vengeful. You could say everything about him except
that he was not important. He was about the most important man in town, but that was only because he
owned mog of the town. He was a hound after a dollar. He thought a lot of his dollars. Take one of his
dallars, and he hated you worse than if you had chopped off one of hisfingers.

Billy Riggs ran gasoline through a hose into the tank of Harland Crown Copeland's limousine. Billy's neck
was red with embarrassed rage.

Ancther car drove into the filling station at this point, and stopped on the other sde of the pump idand.
The driver of this car was Ezra Strong, a pleasant young man who was generd manager of a amdl locd
concern which was now engaged in manufacturing torpedo driving mechanisms. Ezra Strong waited

patiently, amiling at Billy Riggs
“I'm surprised you're not back in the State penitentiary,” Harland Crown Copeland said to young Riggs
Riggs flushed. “Mr. Copeland, you haven't any right to talk to me like thet.”

“You're a born thigf.” Harland Crown Copeland pointed at the gasoline gauge. It registered just a
fraction of a cent short of the exact amount. “You have swindled me out of a little of my gasoling”
Copeland said. “In the course of a day, | imagine you rob enough people to make it worth while”

BILLY RIGGS was sck with embarrassment, because Harland Crown Copeland was spesking loud
enough for Ezra Strong to hear. Ezra Strong had heard, and he was frowning.

“Youll be back in the penitentiary, Riggs,” said Harland Crown Copeland emphaticaly.
Billy Riggs was not a sheep. Enough was enough. He stepped grimly to the limousine window.

“Mr. Copeland, | never sole a nickd of that money which came up missng when | was working for
you,” he said. “I am convinced the money got into the wastebasket by mistake and was burned. But |
couldnt prove that. So you had me tried and sentenced to two years in the penitentiary. | served my
sentence. | paid my debt to society. Let me done”

“You haven't been cured of being athief.”
“I never was athief. Let me done”

The chauffeur was gtting very ill with a wooden expression on his face, obvioudy not liking the way his
employer was acting. The chauffeur was a new man, hadn't had the job over two weeks, and Billy Riggs



wondered as a Sde thought how long the man would be able to ssomach hisjob.
Harland Crown Copeland glared at Billy Riggs.

“I mugt remind Police Chief Hannigan to keep a close watch on you,” he said. “And | mugt remind your
employer thet if he expects any Copeland Chemicd Co. trade, he should not employ jallbirds.”

Young Riggs trembled with rage and sck heplessness. He happened, purely by chance, to dutch the
Indian-charm which was attached to his watch chain. He looked down at the charm.

“You see this?’ he asked grimly, indicating the charm. “My Grandfather Eben owned it, and when he met
somebody who deserved what was coming to them, he used to rub it and make a wish. And whoever he
wished againgt would get their just desserts.”

Billy Riggs gave the charm avidlent rub.

“Grandfather Eben's spook, wherever you are, give this old man what he's got coming to him!” Riggs
sad violently.

Harland Crown Copeland laughed contemptuoudly.
“Youre crazy,” he said, “aswdl as an inveterate thief.”

Then he spoke curtly to the chauffeur, and the limousine rolled away.

BILLY RIGGS stood there helplesdy, redlizing he had been a fool, and thinking: Now I'm going to lose
this job.

A pleasant voice—Ezra Strong's—spoke, saying, “That was tdling off the old dollar ferret.”

“Helo, Mr. Strong,” Billy Riggs answered miserably. “Yes, but it was kind of glly, wasn't it? And what
good will it do me”

“You think hell get you fired?’

“I know darned wdl hewill. Mr. Roberts, who owns thisfilling station, has dready been ordered to fire
me and he refused. Copeland ordered the chemicd company employees to stop buying their gasoline
here, and business has fdlen off more than haf. Mr. Roberts is a good guy, and he might stand by me,
but I can't see him go broke on my account. I'l have to quit.”

“Copeland isamean old rascd, dl right”

“Brother, that guy in the 'Christmas Carol’, Scrooge, couldn't hold a candle to him for meanness.”
“Dont fed badly, Riggs Nobody in town but Copeland redly thinks you took that money.”

“| fed awful, anyway,” Billy Riggs confessed.

“Old Copeland is so mean he's dmogt a comic opera character. But, unfortunately, he's flesh and blood,
and owns mogt of the property in town.”

“I know.”

“Brace up.”



“Thehdl of it is, now that I've been in the penitentiary, the army doesn't want me,” Billy Riggs said sadly.
“Getting turned down by the army because of that gives aman a pretty bad feding, Mr. Strong.”

Ezra Strong nodded sympetheticdly. He was looking at the Indian-head charm which young Riggs was
wearing on hiswatch chain.

“You know, it would serve the old miser right if that curse you put on him sort of worried him.”
“Oh, that.” Billy Riggs looked at the charm uncomfortably. “Thet was aslly thing to do, wasn't it?’
“Maybe not. It was better than just giving him a cussing, wasn't it?’

“Perhaps. A cussng wouldnt have done me any good.” Billy Riggs fingered the charm ruefully. “It
wouldn't have given me as much satisfaction.”

Ezra Strong indicated the charm. “Y ou say that belonged to your grandfather.”

“Yes. Grandfather Eben Riggs”

“Did he live around here?’

Billy Riggs shook his head. “No. He was a roamer. Grandfather Eben is the skeleton in the family closet.”
“Quite aguy, en?’

“He sure was. If there was any devilment around he didn't get into, | never heard about it. Of course, like
alot of old-timers, his reputation has probably gotten bigger than he was.”

“What busness was Grandfather Eben in?’

Billy Riggs grinned faintly. “Monkey business, mostly, from what 1've been told. You see, | never knew
him. He died before my time. He died at the head of an amy of two hundred adventurers who were
trying to kidnap the head Lama of Tibet. Got killed in the bettle.”

“Thet kind of a bird, eh?’

“Grandfather Eben,” said Billy Riggs, “won and logt at least ten fortunes, and each one was more than a
million dollars. | know thet for a fact.”

“He mugt have been lucky.”
“He was something. | dways heard he attributed it to this charm.”

“Let'slook at that charm,” Ezra Strong was interested.

BILLY RIGGS carefully unhooked the little ornament from his watch chain and passed it to Ezra Strong
for ingoection. Strong turned it curioudy in hisfingers. It was atiny carving of a humen head done in some
shiny black materid.

“What's it made of 7’ Ezra Strong squinted &t the thing. “What kind of black stoneisthis?’

“l don't know. | took it to a jeweler once, and he didn't know either. |1 understand Grandfather Eben
clamed it was a drop of the devil's blood that had frozen.”



“Frozen?’

“Well, the theory was that it is so much hotter in hel where the devil lives thet this dlimate on earth was
rativey cold enough to freeze the drop of devil's blood as soon as it dropped out of the wound. Of
course that's tripe, but it's part of the story.”

Ezra Strong amiled. “Well, it's a good story.”
“Yesh, itis et that.”
“Makes you fed better just to handle the thing and talk about it, en?’

“l guess s0.” Billy Riggs looked startled. “Hey, you're kidding me. | fed better since I've been taking, but
the reason for that is that you generdly fed better after you talk your troubles over with somebody.”

“Maybe”

“No maybetoit. It'safact.”

Ezra Strong weighed the charm. “Thisisnt an American Indian's head.”
“Oh, no. It's an Indian from India, a Hindu or something.”

“But handling it makes you fed better?’

“Aw, shucks, Mr. Strong. Y ou're joshing me.”

Ezra Strong laughed. “Let's try alittle experiment, Billy. Why don't you take the thing and rub it and wish
more bad luck on our mutud friend, Copeland. Or isthat the way it's done?’

Billy Riggs nodded. “That's the idea. It's supposed to put a spook or a hoodoo or something after the
fdlow you wish agang.”

“Here, let's try it out.” Ezra Strong extended the charm. “Rub and put a hoodoo on Harland Crown
Copeland.”

Bill Riggs grinned feebly. “Y ou're making fun of me, Mr. Strong.”
“No, honedt. Try it.”
“It'sdlly.”

“No, it's not glly. It's a dose of psychology you can give yoursdf. Doing it will make you fed better, so
go ahead and do it

Billy Riggs grin became more genuine. He liked Ezra Strong, dthough he did not know the man very
inimately. Strong was a young man who had a good reputation, made a respectable sdary, and was
often on Chamber of Commerce committees for one thing or another. A substantia citizen, you would
cdl him. It was true that taking to Ezra had made Billy Riggs fed better, so he decided to take Ezras
advice about the charm, dthough of course it was hooey. But as Ezra said, the psychology of it might
make him fed better. And goodness knew, he needed any hit of cheering up that he could gather.

“O. K.” Billy Riggs rubbed the charm vigoroudy. “Thisisthe way | understand Grandfather Eben did it.”
He rubbed the charm some more, and in agrim tone, talked to the spook.



“Spook,” said Billy Riggs, “do your suff. Private spook of Grandfather Eben, go to work on Harland
Crown Copédand and show him the error of hisways. Scare the dickens out of him. Make him clean up
those miserable tenement buildings he owns, make him give some money to charity, and make him buy a
flock of War Bonds.”

Ezra Strong laughed. “Y ou didn't ask the spook to make old Copeland let up on you, Billy.”

Billy dso laughed. “Oh, | can take it if Copeland can. The spook probably couldn't work thet kind of a
miracle, anyway.”

“Spooks can surprise you.”

Ezra Strong got eight gdlons of gasoline and drove on his way. Billy Riggs looked after him and grinned.
Ezra could sure cheer you up with his foolishness.

For of course the busness about the charm was foolishness.

Chapter Il
THE spook of Grandfather Eben did not lose much time getting to work on Harland Crown Copeland.

Thelimousine reached the chemicd plant, and the chauffeur parked it in the reserved space.

Harland Crown Copeland dighted grandly. He spoke to the chauffeur. “George, polish the car. There
are three pairs of my shoes in the back. Polish those. Then get a rake and rake this whole parking Iat,
and be sure you save dl the paper and tinfall. Paper and tinfall are worth money.”

“Yassuh,” sad George. This was enough work to keep two men busy dl day.

“Then,” said Copeland, “you can buy your lunch. Y ou understand that you buy your own lunch. Then go
over the cars of my employeesin the parking lot and find one with a good tire thet is the same Sze | use
onmy limousine Take that tire and put it on my limousine, then find the owner of the car and inform him
that | need the tire, and it is his duty to sl it to me” Harland Crown Copeland adjusted his coat and
garted for his office. “Tdl him,” he caled over his shoulder, “that | will pay him a dollar and a haf
difference between the tires”

“Yasauh,” said George. “And what do Ah do with mah spare time?’

Harland Crown Copedand pretended not to hear the question, snce he was not sure whether it was
sarcasm, or whether George was just dumb. He preferred not to have a fuss with George because the
fdlow was a good chauffeur and seemed satisfied with the miserable sdlary he was receiving. With dl the
well-paid defense jobs now to be had, chauffeurs who would work for peanuts were scarce.

“Oops!” gasped Harland Crown Copeland. “ Get out of my way, damn you!”
He had the impression that heldd run into something.
But there was nothing there.

Preserving his dignity, Harland Crown Copeland now glanced at his arms, and a his feet, for he thought
that he had run into a piece of fine wire, or a cord, or something that had yanked him to a hdt. But there
was no wire or cord.



He started forward again.
Thump! He stopped.
“What the devil!” he muttered.

A GOOD many unpleasant things had happened to Harland Crown Copeland in his lifetime. A man with
his miserable disposition and grasping traits was bound to be insulted frequently. But he understood the
reasons for the inaults, and actudly took a kind of vicious pleasure in recaving them, because he
invariably had taken something, usudly in the form of dollars, from the individud who dished out the
inaults. He figured that he had the best of the bargain every time.

It took very little to bring out the ugliness in Harland Crown Copeland. The ugliness came out now. He
ddivered a vicdious kick at the ar—seemingly there was nothing se—in front of him. He howled,
grabbed his bruised foot, and danced in pan.

“Damn you!” he shouted. “You're fired! | won't have practical jokes on my property!”

There was no answer. Harland Crown Copeland's rage increased in proportion to the growth of the
fodlish feding he had because he was shouting at nothing at dl.

“Get that thing away!” He gave avidlent shove.

He put both hands out in front of him, and pushed. He pushed urtil his feet skidded. Pushed againgt
nothing.

Theidiocy, the impossibility, the tacit goofiness of what he was doing struck Harland Crown Copeland.
He stopped pushing. He retreated afew paces. He pulled down his deeves and adjusted his hat.

“Yourefired! You hear mel” He spoke loudy and wrathfully.

Discharging employees who opposed him in the dightest degree, whether intentiondly or not, was his
favorite method of taking revenge. He supposed someone was perpetrating an unusud joke, athough he
couldnt understand exactly how it was being done. But he was certainly going to fire whoever was
responsible. He would not only discharge the culprit, but he would see that the person didn't get another
jobintown.

“You're discharged!” he roared.
Then he whedled and walked in a different direction.
He took about ten paces and—thump!

Thistime, Harland Crown Copeland didn't push, kick or curse. He reached out very cautioudy and felt
of the—apparently—empty air in front of him. He explored with his fingers.

He nearly screamed.
He jerked his hands back asif they had touched something hideous.

He could fed it, but he couldn't seeit! And the fed was awful. It was soft, sort of brisling soft, like iff
fur. And it was strange to the touch, not particularly cold or dammy, but just strange without his being
able to tdl exactly what made it strange. But the worst thing of dl was his conviction that it was dive.



“Youre firedl” he screamed. “Get off my property!” He whirled wildy, howling at the chauffeur.
“George! Come here! Help! Bring a monkey wrench! Kill thisthing! Come herel”

George came gdloping with a wrench. “What's yoah trouble, boss?’
“Kill thisthing!”
“What thing?’

“Thid Here it id” Harland Crown Copeand lunged a the spot where he had encountered the
phenomenon—and it wasn't there. He fdt around with his hands. But there was nathing.

“l doan' see what yo' want hit,” said George, hefting the wrench.

HARLAND CROWN COPELAND had difficulty controlling himsdlf. For the firg timein his adult life he
hed encountered something he did not understand, and worse, something which he did not have the least
idea how to best.

“There was something here.”

“Ah doan’ see nothin,” said George.

“Wel, it was here.”

“Ah doan’ seeit”

“Damn you, don't cdl me aliar!” The old moneybags was dightly incoherent.
“Nossuh.” George looked around. “What was it?’

“Something in my way.”

“Aint nothin'.”

“There was. And don't tdl me there wasn't.”

“Nossuh.”

“Strike around with that monkey wrench.”

“Strike & what?’

“Jud hit around in the air. Y ou may be able to kill the damned thing.”

George rolled his eyes. He didn't strike a blow. “Was this hegh thing dive?’
“Of course it was. Go ahead and dirike at it. Begt its brains out.”

George didn't make amove. “Ah aint swettin' no spook. Might be bad luck.”

Harland Crown Copeland now saized hold of himsdf, because hed had time to redize that he was
behaving like a crazy man. A crazy man! The idea was dckening, and sobered him indantly. It

overpowered even the horror of what he had just encountered; in what appeared to be nothing but thin
ar.



“George.”

“Yasuh.”

“Dont you tdl a soul about this, you hear. If you breasthe aword of it, you are discharged.”
“Yassuh. What'd you cdl me for?’

“It was ajoke.”

“Joke? You doan' look like no joke.”

“Wel, it was ajoke. And don't you tdl anybody.”

George nodded vehemently. “Yassuh.”

“Go back and start polishing the car.”

“Yassuh. Y ou suppose dat was Grandpa Eben's spook gettin' after you?’
“Grandfather Eben's spook? Oh, you mean that slly suff the thieving Riggs boy said.”
“Yasuh.”

“Ridiculous. Go gtart palishing the car.”

“Yasuh”

Harland Crown Copeland waked toward his office, and George moved back to the car. George,
however, could be heard emitting a loud chuckle. And a remark which George made dso reached
Harland Crown Copeland's ears.

“He sure soun’ funny, tryin' tuh fire Grandpa Eben's spook,” was what George said.

HARLAND CROWN COPELAND reached his office without encountering any more spectra
difficulties But he was shaken. He flopped in his swive chair, and wished he had a drink of whiskey for a
bracer. He was too gingy to keep any liquor for himsdf, but he knew his head clerk kept a bottle to
revive an occasond stenographer who fainted, quite possbly from overwork.

He rang for the underpaid, timid old maid who served as his secretary.
“Sarah, get me the whiskey bottle from Grimm's desk.”

Sarah was disturbed, and not by her employer's agitation. She seemed hardly to notice that anything
unusud had happened to Harland Crown Copeland.

“There are two men—"
“Get me the whiskey! Do you want me to fire you!”
“Oh, no, Sr.” Sarah scuttled away, returning shortly with the liquor bottle. “There are two men to see—"

“Tdl them to go away!” Harland Crown Copeland snapped. “I don't want to talk to anybody. Get out
yoursdf. Get out!”



“Ya S'r.n

Not more than thirty seconds after the timid and flustered Sarah |eft the office, the door banged open,
letting in two men. The new arivas staked in without a by your leave.

“So that's the secretary you pay so poorly,” sad the shorter of the newcomers. “You ought to be
ashamed of such davery.”

“Get out!”
The two newcomers camly pulled up chairs and sat down.

One of them, the short one who had just spoken, was a remarkable fdlow who bore a pleasant but
driking likeness to an ape about five feet two inches tal. He had reddish har, which looked asiif it had
been transplanted from a Fuller brush, and wore a tweed suit which was as loud as a Fourth of July. The
amiable grin on hishomely face seemed to be a permanent fixture there.

This remarkable-looking fdlow had been followed into the office by a remarkable-looking hog, or pig.
The shote had legs as long as those of a rabbit, and a pair of ears which should have been wings.

The second man, in appearance, was mogt of the things the fird man was not. He was lean, dapper,
wasp-waisted, dressed in a business auit that would have ddighted a tailor. He had a large mobile mouth,
the kind of a mouth which orators usudly have. He carried a black cane.

The second man was trailed into the office by a amdl animd which was ether a chimpanzee or a dwarf
ape. But whatever the animd was, it was remarkable because of the resemblance it bore to the first man,
the short one with the reddish hair and the grin.

Harland Crown Copeland looked &t the two newcomers and their two animas.
“Get out!”

"B

“Get out!”

“Not us” said the homdy one.

“I'l throw you out!”

The homdy dtranger examined the irate moneybags criticdly. “Youll need about 9x more like you to
throw me out, and even then | wouldn't bet on it. Anyway, you havent the right.”

“Right!” Harland Crown Copeland screamed. “Thisis my factory, damn you!”
“Cdm down.”

“Cdm down!” Harland Crown Copdand screamed. “Two clowns and a blasted zoo wak into my
office—and you tdl me to cadm down! In my own officel Get out!”

THE two strangers glanced at each other, obvioudy enjoying the Stuation.
Then the dapper one, who had the orator's mouth, stood up and extracted a bunch of credentids from



hisinner coat pocket.

“Mr. Copeland, may we introduce oursaves. This homdy gentleman, here, who is | am sorry to say,
soiritudly the ape which he resembles, is Lieutenant Colond Andrew Blodgett Mayfarr. Frequently called
Monk Mayfair, for obvious reasons.”

The dapper man pointed athumb at his own chest. “1 am Brigadier General Theodore Marley Brooks.”
“Cadled Ham Brooks, for a reason not so obvious,” said the homdy Monk Mayfair.

(These two gentlemen have squabbled for years over tha nickname of Ham. Monk Mayfair hung the
name on Marley Brooks as a gag when he found that Brooks had sort of a fixation that amounted to a
horror againgt ham, pigs, pork in any form. Monk is dways looking for anything he can use to gouge
Ham Brooks mentdly or spiritudly. Their quarrdl is an endless classic.)

The dapper man became indignant. “I don't care for that nickname, Ham. Very close friends occasondly
get away with usng it. I'm afraid that will not include you, Mr. Copeland.”

Harland Crown Copeland was garing a the two men with a different expression, a look of surprise and
unessiness.

“Ham Brooks and Monk Mayfair!” He licked hislips nervoudy. “Y ou—ah—Doc Savage?’

“That,” said Monk, “hitsthe nal on the head. We are associated with Clark Savage, Jr., or Doc Savage,
asyou have just cdled him.”

“Ah—

“So we didnt come from the zoo,” Ham pointed out. “Although my companion, Mr. Mayfair,
undoubtedly escaped from one in his youth.”

“You—" Harland Crown Copeland swalowed. His swalowing was done with some difficulty. He didn't
look well.

Monk Mayfar and Ham Brooks now took turns in announcing the reason for their presence.

“Doc Savage,” sad Ham, “owns a share of the cgpitd stock in this company, the Copeland Chemica
Co. He bought it just recently and he's checked up on the place because of that.”

“We” sad Monk, “are two members of a group of five men associated with Doc Savage.”
“We are Doc's assstants” said Ham.

“There are indications” sad Monk, “that you are ddivering inferior chemicads on the concern's
government contract. Doc Savage doesn't like the idea of a company in which he's interested jerrying its
chemicdsin atime like this when theres awar.”

“Monk isachemicd engineer, one of the best in the business” Ham said.
“I'm here to see that the chemica production is up to snuff.”
“I'malawyer,” said Ham.

“He's an overdressed shyster who chases pretty girls” said Monk.



“That'salie Theonly time | chase them isto warn them againg you.”
“That makes two lies”

Ham Brooks stopped quarrding with Monk Mayfair and leveled an unexpected, accusng arm at Harland
Crown Copeland. He shouted, “There are reports that you are profiteering, that you are shystering the
government out of money! As alawyer, | an here to invedtigate that!”

Harland Crown Copeland turned white.

“Doc Savage sent us” Monk Mayfar said, to put a period to the explanations. “And, brother, don't try
to pull anything on us. We're a par of he-witches when were aroused, and we arouse easy. In fact,
we're aroused most of thetime”

“That'sright,” said Ham. “Just looking at Monk's odious face arouses me.”

“And vice versa”

Chapter Il

THE unorthodox nature of hisvigtors by now had thoroughly confused Harland Crown Copeland. They
were behaving as if they were intoxicated, which they obvioudy weren't. Another dternaive was that
they were a par of pixilated gentlemen, a couple of menta rabbits—but the fact that they were
associated with Doc Savage gave the lieto that.

Harland Crown Copeand was suddenly and unutterably frightened. If the two men had been serious and
determined, he would not have fdt as he fdt now. He knew how to ded with serious men. You could
watch them and get some idea what they were going to do next and counteract their moves. But this pair
hed come gdloping on to the scene like a couple of bloodhounds who dready had treed their game. The
feding it gave Copeand was anything but good.

He did not fed guilty, though. He fdt indignant instead. Indignant that anyone should interfere with his
doings. Since the government was throwing money around so generoudy, he did not fed in the least guilty
about grabbing dl of it he could get.

A man was afodl if he did not take advantage of opportunity. There might not be another war in Harland
Crown Copeland's life gpan, never another chance like this Other defense plants, under less cunning
management than Copeland Chemicd, were paying labor more than a dollar an hour. If [abor could rob
the government in that fashion, Harland Crown Copeland fdt entirdy judified in doing some robbing
himsdf.

His thoughts traveled in this vein for a few moments, and so he became very indignant a& Monk Mayfar
and Ham Brooks that they should presume to interfere. What if he had cut the qudity of certain chemica
products below specifications, and whet if he had manipulated shipping records so that he was collecting
for more than the plant turned out? What damned business was it of this pair of men? Why didn't they
leave a men done?

“Get out!” Copeand jumped up angrily. “Leave this plant!”
Monk grinned a him. “So you're guilty.”

1] Ga OL[t! ”



Monk waved an am. “1'm going down and check the chemica andysis of your finished product, and do
some andyzing of my own. I'll soon know whether you've been hooking our army.”

Ham dso waved an arm. “And I'll check the shipping records and your books. I'm curious to know
whether you've been getting paid for more than you delivered.”

Harland Crown Copeland trembled with rage. For a moment, he was inarticulate. Then he shook his figs
a them.

“Thismorning,” he screamed, “ayoung man set his persond witch on me. | hereby set the spook on you
two nosy fdlows, curse you!”

After he said that, he looked silly, because of course it was afoolish sort of an outburst to make.

HAM BROOKS remained in Harland Crown Copeland's private office and ordered dl the company
books and shipping records to be ddivered to him. He opened a brief case of his own, explaning that it
contained an accurate record of what the government had actudly received from the plant, and that the
records dl had better check.

But Monk Mayfair left the office, saying he was going to andlyze the finished chemicals.

However, Monk did not go directly to the finishing line and packing sheds, instead he detoured to the
company parking lot where George the chauffeur was indudrioudy palishing the Copeland limousine

“Hdlo, Doc,” Monk said.

George, who was no Negro at dl, stopped palishing the limousne “Have you confronted Harland
Crown Copdand yet?’

Monk nodded. “With words. But he's guilty. It sticks out dl over him.”

“Yes. Inthe two weeks | have been acting as his chauffeur | have uncovered unmistakable evidences of
quilt”

Monk grinned at the bronze man. “That's a good disguise. | see you are usng that new hair dye | worked
out, and my skin dye. How does it work?’

(Doc Savage, of course, is actudly a man of remarkable physica ability and sze whose skin has been
bronzed by tropica suns. Hence the term “The Bronze Man,” often gpplied to him.)

“The skin dye needs more research. It holds its color wdl enough, and is unaffected by soap and water
asfar asfading or remova goes, but soap causes some irritation to the skin.”

“Il work on that, firs chance | get.”

“These eye caps are more efficient than any others | have used. They disguise eye color quite wdl, yet
interfere very little with norma vison.”

“Wdl, it'sagood disguise. Copeland never tumbled, en?’
“Never.”

“What kind of aguy is Copdand, Doc?’



“Completdy mean.”

Monk chuckled. “Wdll, | guess we got him upset, dl right. He said a funny thing a while ago when he was
gving us hdll. Cdled down a spook and st it after us”

Doc Savage looked a Monk Mayfair thoughtfully. “ Grandpa Eben's spook?’

“He didn't say whose spook it was. Said a young man this morning had occasion to sick it on him. So he
passed it on to us”

“Thet is strange.”
“Huh?’

“A short time ago, while crossang the parking lot toward his office, Harland Crown Copeland behaved
maog strangely. Seemed to bump into something, push againgt it, and kick at it.”

“What was it?’

“There was nothing vishle”

Monk popped hisamdl eyes suspicioudy. “Hey, you aren't pulling my leg.”
“It isthe truth.”

“He kicked a something, en?’

“yYes”

“What was it?’

“Atfird, he indgted it was there, that it was dive, and he wanted me to beet it to death with a monkey
wrench.”

“That sounds asif he was crazy.”
“Yes. Copeland redized it sounded that way. And so he ordered me not to tel anybody about it.”
Monk laughed heartily. “The old chiseler must redly think this Grandpa Eben's spook is after him.”

MONK went on to the packing sheds where it did not take him long to see that most of the chemicals
being packed for shipment were below the grade which the plant was supposed to supply to the
government.

Full of indignation, Monk went back to Harland Crown Copeland's office.
“Ligen, skinflint, I've dready found evidence that the chemicals are below qudity.”

Ham said, “Cdl him worse than skinflint. You should hear some of the things he's been cdling me. Such
words!”

“Get out!” Copeland ydled. “You have no right herel”

“l want im to cdl the cops and throw us out,” Ham said.



“Don't he want t0?”

“No. He's as guilty as can be”

Monk beckoned at Copeland. “Come on, you gyp.”
“Where you taking me?’ Copeland was darmed.

“Not to jal just yet. That will come later.” Monk beckoned again, angrily. “Come on. I'm going to take
you down to the packing sheds and show you the chemicds are below par.”

Copeland glared a them. “If anything is below qudity, it is the fault of my foreman. | didn't have anything
to do withit.”

“You drike me as the kind of a guy who would saddle the blame on somebody who was innocent,”
Monk told him. “But it won't work thistime. Come on. We're going to look into it.”

“Why don't you let me done?’” Copeland shrieked.
Monk and Ham eyed him curioudly.

“Brother,” Ham said, “| actudly bdlieve you are sincere in thinking we should let you chisd and gyp our
country in time of war. I'm beginning to think you do not have the least idea of the difference between
right and wrong.”

Copeland glared.
“Y ou going with us?” Monk sounded hopeful. “Or do | have to grab you by an ear and drag you?’
“Il go,” Copdand snarled. “And I'll sue you for assault and kidnaping.”

“If this keeps up”—Monk was more hopeful—"*you can add battery to your charge—when you get out
of the hospitd.”

Harland Crown Copeland stalked dong with them. He was shaking with rage and pale with uneasiness.

The two animas accompanied the group out of the office building. Monk introduced his pig formdly to
Harland Crown Copedand. “Copdand, thisis Habeas Corpus. Habess, thisis Harland Crown Copeland,
and people would cal him a pig, which you can consider a thoughtlesslibd.”

Copeland denched hisfigs with rage.

Ham said, “Copeland, my pet is named Chemigry. He bdongs to a royd dran of chimpanzee,
regardliess of what Monk Mayfar may say about his ancestry. Chemidry, this is Copeland, and you
should hide your face when you look at him. He isn't something nice to look at.”

Copeland shook with wrath.

He shouted, “Damn you meddlers! | hope that spook gets you!”

Monk laughed. “Ham, you hear that. He's got a spook that does his dirty work.”
“Youll see!” the distracted Copeland shrieked.



THEY met Grandfather Eben's spook in the areaway between the drying rooms and the loading shed,
and the medting was pretty much the same as Harland Crown Copeland's earlier megting with the spook
hed been.

Monk walked into it first, and bounced back, said, “Oof!” He grabbed his nose, which began to bleed
dightly. “Who the devil would leave awire stretched across a place like this?’

Harland Crown Copeland turned quite pae. He pointed. “There is no wire”
“So there isn't.” Monk stared. “Whét the dickens!”

Ham, who thought Monk was pulling some kind of a gag, said, “Oh, cut out the foolishness. Let's get the
goods on this old gaffer and dap himin jall, and then you can play spooks.”

Ham then strode forward. He ran into something. It brought him to an abrupt stop. He put both hands
out in front and did some exploring.

Ham jumped back horrified.
“There's something there!” he yelled.

Copdland said, “Grandfather Eben's spook!” He was gripped by terror, and he whirled and ran—ran
wildy for about five paces, then brought up with damming violence againg what looked no more solid
than ordinary atmosphere. The shock stunned him, and he sank to the ground, dazed, putting his hands to
his nose which had been flattened as Monk's had been.

Monk's eyes were about to come out of his head.
“Therés two of them!” he said.

Ham Brooks had been fairly incredulous up to this point, reluctant to exchange the reasonable belief that
Monk was perpetrating a practical joke for the fantastic idea that there was something—something
meanifesly impossble—near them.

Ham yanked his cane apart. It was a sword cane with a long flexible blade, the tip of which was coated
with a chemicd that would produce quick unconsciousness. Ham advanced with the sword jabbing.

“Well seeif it's swordproof,” he said.

It was. Ham encountered the thing, and the moment he fdt it againg the tip of his blade, he became
agitated, gave the sword a jab, and the blade bent nearly double before it snapped. The blade broke off
close to the hilt, flew back vidently and would have speared Monk with the coated tip had Monk not
dodged wildly and successfully.

“You be careful!’” Monk ydled. “I've dways figured you would damage me with that blasted sword cane
some day.”

Ham jumped back in darm. “What is the thing?’
“So you think there's something there?”
“Of course.”

“Wdl, wdl, for aminute | thought you didn't believe me”



“What isit?”

“Monk touched his bruised nose gingerly. “Grandpa Eben's spook, | guess”
“Dont be gliy!”

“Wdl,” said Monk, “you supply the smart answers yoursdf, then.”

“Thereis no such thing as a spook.”

“Of course not,” Monk agreed. “We're just dedling with our imaginations”

Ham began fishing around, rgpping at the empty ar with the remains of his sword cane. He made quite an
extengve exploration, covering the spots where they had just encountered the—whatever it was—and
finding that there was nothing there but empty air.

“Isit gone?” Monk asked.

“Yes, it'sgone” Ham nodded. “And so ismy confidence in my sanity.”

THEY spent four or five minutes getting over their surprise and returning to something near norma mentdl
equilibrium, after which they collared Harland Crown Copeland in a manner that was not gentle.

“What kind of agag wasthat? Monk demanded.
“|—it was that spook.”

“Now don't give me that kind of talk. | was born some little time ago and I've been back and forth over
the world somewhat, and | havent run into any such a thing as a spook before, and I'm not willing to
think | just ran into one.”

“Youfdtit”

“Yeah, | fdt something.”

“What wasiit like?’

“Kind of afeding like | hadn't fet before.”
“But dive”

“Yeah, dive It fdt dive, dl right” Monk shook Copeland angrily. “Now quit gdling. | want to know
what it was.”

“It was the spook,” Harland said desperately. “That's the only thing | can think of it having been.”
“ Spook?”

“Yes. | will say that, evenif | do sound crazy.”

“You sound crazy, dl right.”

Harland Crown Copeland had made a practice dl his life of blaming other people for his own misdeeds,
and now he suddenly remembered this spook doing was not his act a al, but the work of young Billy



Riggs
“It'sBilly Riggs fauit.”
“Who's he?’

“A gasolinefilling gation attendant who stole some money from me and served a term in the penitentiary,
and will probably wind up in the penitentiary again.”

“He was probably innocent of the charge,” Monk said. “What makes you blame him?’
“He set the thing on me.”

“The spook?”

“Yes”

“How'd he do that?’

“He rubbed a funny black watch charm he was wearing, and said for Grandfather Eben's spook to get
after me. And it did.”

“ThisBilly Riggs just rubbed the charm and wished, en?’
“yYes”

“You dam that's the truth?’

“Those are the facts”

Monk glanced at Ham and winked. “You know, Ham, | think we could have him locked up in the bird
house on the strength of this story he's tdling us. Shdl we do that, or shdl we let hm stand trid for
defrauding the government on hiswar contracts?’

Ham pondered the question. “I would hate to deny the fact thet | fdt the thing, too, dthough | would like
to deny it. Except for that, | would say let him go to the boobyhatch. But under the circumstances, |
would hate to tdl my part of the story on the witness stand.”

“Meaning,” said Monk, “that they might put usin the hatch, too?’

“If they didn't, after hearing our story, they would be nuts themsdves”

“l hate to admit it, but you got something.”

“l suggest we look into this further.”

“Tdk to thisBilly Riggs, you mean?’

“yYes”

“What about the undergrade chemicas and the fasfied shipping records here at the plant?’
“Oh, they can wait an hour or two.”

“Y ou think we can solve this cock-eyed mystery in an hour or two?’



“If we can't, we're running below form.”

Monk nodded. “Let's seeif we can.”

Chapter IV

YOUNG BILLY RIGGS looked at them in astonishment and—when he saw Harland Crown Copeland
in the limousne—congderable displeasure when they drove into the filling station. The big chauffeur,
George, wore aquizzica expresson, and he had worn it dl through the drive from the chemicd plant to
thefilling station. George seemed to be wondering what was going on.

“You agan!” Billy Riggs addressed Harland Crown Copeland angrily. “Why don't you stay away from
here and leave me done!”

Harland Crown Copeland was back in form.
“Dont you dare talk to me like that, you young jailbird,” he said. “You are in more trouble.”
Billy Riggs face tightened. “Another frame-up, | suppose.”

Monk Mayfar and Ham Brooks got out of the limousne and Monk said, “Your name is Riggs |
presume.”

“That'sright,” said Riggs “And whoever you are, you're in mighty poor company when you're with this
old scoundrd.”

Monk grinned. “Y ou needn't tdl us about Copeland. We are gradudly finding out about him ourselves.”
Billy Riggs examined them suspicioudy. “Youre a srange-looking par of goons” Then, as Habeas
Corpus, the pig, and Chemidry, the chimp, got out of the limousne, Riggs exploded, “Hey, is this a
portable zoo?’

“This is Ham Brooks, and | am Monk Mayfar,” Monk said. “The ful names are Brigadier Generd
Theodore Marley Brooks and Lieutenant Colond Andrew Blodgett Mayfar, if you want to be
impressed.”

“Humpty and Dumpty on araft!” sad Riggs. “So what?’
“Are you trying to be courteous?’

“You bet I'm not,” said young Riggs. “What do you expect? You come in here with thet old rascal. Like
travelswith like, | dways say.”

“You won't tak to us avil?’
“| don't intend to.”

“Then well talk unavil,” Monk said reedily. “We want to tak about Grandpa Eben's spook, which is
kind of an unavil subject, anyway.”

Billy Riggs mouth fdl open in genuine astonishment.

And an automobile drove into the station, with Ezra Strong at the whedl. Ezra stopped the car, put his
head out of the window and asked, “ Something wrong, Billy?’



“l have some vidtors” said Billy, “for whom somebodly is probably looking with a net. Or do they catch
dingy fdlowswith a net?’

“Wha makes you think they're dingy?’
“Heck, they're asking me about Grandpa Eben's spook.”

THIS brought a roar of laughter from Ezra Strong, and he lost no time dimbing out of his car. “Boy, oh,
boy! | want to bein on thid”

Monk examined Strong. “Who're you?’

“Ezra Strong.”

“Go on, rall your little hoop away from here. There's too many in the party now.”
Ezra Strong asked, “By too many, meaning Grandpa Eben's genie is the surplus?’
“Genie? | thought it was a spook.”

“Genie or spook, what's the difference?’

“So you know about it, en?” Monk asked thoughtfully.

“l was jugt driving by and saw the excitement, and thought | would drop in and see if my friend Billy
Riggs needed any mord support,” Ezra Strong explained.

“I need some kind of support,” said Billy Riggs. “I think somebodly is off their bat.”

Harland Crown Copeland pointed at Ezra Strong and shouted loudly and accusingly, “That man was in
the ation here this morning when young Riggs put that thing on me. He knows dl about it!”

Ezra Strong gave Copeland a bedeviling grin. “Yes, old man, and in case you are interested, after you
left, Billy and | gave the charm afew extra rubs and wished you some more bad luck.”

“If it's bad luck you wished him, you certainly gave him a sackful,” Monk said. “Plus the ghost or spook
or whatever.”

Ham asked, “Charm? What charm?’

“This He means this” Billy Riggs fingered the Indian-head gadget. “But this whole thing is getting pretty
fooligh.”

Ham extended a hand. “Let me seeit”

Both Ham and Monk inspected the little ornament, with Copeland and Ezra Strong looking over ther
shoulders.

“I wish we had old Johnny Littlgohn here,” Monk said, trying to decide the nature of the bit of stone or
jewe from which the thing was carved. “He'd know what this was.”

Ezra Strong contributed glegfully, “1 know what it is. It's a frozen drop of the devil's blood.”
Both Monk and Ham scowled at him, and Monk said, “Y ou think thisis mighty funny, don't you?’



“I think it's hilarious,” Ezra Strong confessed. “I haven't laughed so much since | fdl in the well down on
the fam.”

“You wouldn't,” said Monk indignantly, “be implying that our minds are dipping?’
“Do you think you're crazy?’
“No.”

“They never do,” said Ezra “So it'sa bad sgn”

AT this point, George the chauffeur made an explosve noise that conveyed infinite disgust with the
gtuation. He threw open the car door, got out and stalked into the filling-gaion washroom without a

word to anybody.
“Now, what's the matter with George?’ asked Harland Crown Copeland.

“George,” sad Ezra Strong, “seems to be indignant.”

Monk and Ham exchanged unessy glances. “George’ was probably indignant, al right. Monk whispered
to Ham, “Doc probably isn't too enthusiastic about us going off spook chasng when we are supposed to
be draightening up the mess at the chemicd plant.”

This proved to be an excdlent guess. Presently Doc Savage came out of the washroom, and he was no
longer George the chauffeur, but his normd sdf, a giant man of bronze with unmistakable evidences of
datling physca drength and a hint of his enormous cgpability in his speech and manner. He had
removed the “invishle spectacle’ type lens caps from his eyes, which were one of his most remarkable
features, his eyes being like pools of flake gold dways tirred by tiny winds.

The change was 0 greet that Harland Crown Copeland didn't recognize him, dthough Doc dill wore the
chauffeur's uniform.

“Who the devil are you?' Copeland demanded.
“Clark Savage, X.,” Doc said.

“Wdl, go away!” Copeland snapped. Then he paled. “Oh, you . . . you are Doc Savage?’ He looked as
if he was about to fant. *Y ou're George—you.”

Doc Savage turned to Monk and Ham and demanded, “What on earth are you fdlows up to?’
“Were chasng a spook,” Monk confessed uneesly.

“The job you came here to do is get that chemicd plant to producing chemicds that come up to
specification,” Doc said. “It just happens that the war effort needs those chemicas badly. Now, what did
you say you were doing, agan?’

Monk was uncomfortable. “ Spook chasing.”
“Thereis not supposed to be such athing as a spook.”
“That's what we thought.”



“Then what are you doing here?’

“But, Doc, we felt it!”

“Fdt what?’

“The spook.”

Doc Savage was slent for afew moments. Possibly long enough for hisfedings to Smmer down.

He said, “The chemicds and the war effort come fird. If you want to chase a spook, you can make a
hobby of it. But our job is at the plant. Thereisawar.”

MONK and Ham rode back to the chemicd plant, feding cretfdlen because it was obvious that Doc
Savage was right. The phenomena they had encountered in the factory yard—the spook or
whatever—was quiite interesting, but it was a mistake to let their curiodty put the thing ahead of the war
effort in importance.

“It was your fault we got sdetracked,” Ham told Monk.

This accusation, which Monk considered unjust and said so, started a row which lasted most of the day,
whenever they were together, which was not a great ded of the time, Since their separate tasks kept them

scampering.

Harland Crown Copeland Iéft the factory in a howling mixture of rage and terror in the middle of the
afternoon, and they let im go. “He's just hampering us underfoot,” as Monk expressed it. “And weve
dready got the goods on him.”

The damage had been quite serious as far as past shipments of chemicads from the plant were involved,
but it was a thing that could be quickly remedied. Monk merdly indituted the proper mixes and proper
temperatures, diminating the chegp subgtitutes which Harland Crown Copeland had caused to be used,
and afirg-rate batch of chemicas began coming out of the loading sheds.

Ham Brooks, with his book work, had a more difficult mess. He not only had to unearth evidence of
duplicity and conniving on the part of Copeland, but he had to get the materid in such form that it would
stand up legdly in a court of law.

“Thisjob will take severd days,” Ham complained. “PFitch in and help me, Monk.”

“Ritch in, nothing. It's your job.” Monk had been making a tour of the plant, a tour of inspection, as he
cdled it, and had szed up the feminine prospects. They were good enough to make him approve. “If | do
any pitching, it will be to these lonesome-looking gds around the plant,” he told Ham.

“While| dave awvay on these books, | suppose.”
“Sure”

At five o'clock they knocked off with the day shift, washed up and got ther hats. Neither Monk nor Ham
attempted to make sheep's eyes at the pretty stenographers and plant workers who were leaving at the
same time, which was not like them. Without sraying at dl, they walked to a car which they had rented
for use whilein town.

“Shdl we get Doc?’ Ham asked.



Monk's tone sounded injured. “Doc seemed a little critical of our ghost chasng earlier in the day. He
suggested we take it up as a hobby. Wasn't aword said about hisjoining us.”

Ham grinned. “We wouldn't want to bother him with alittle thing like a spook, would we?’

“No, we wouldnt,” Monk said. “I think we'd better pick up Billy Riggs first.”

Chapter V

BILLY RIGGS looked a Monk and Ham wearily when they drove into the filling station. “You two
funny-boners again, eh? What isit thistime, little red pixies dancing in the grass?’

“You about to get off work?’
“| get off at 9x.”

Monk grinned. “How about having dinner with us, then driving out and taking to Harland Crown
Copeland about that spook of Grandpa Eben.”

“l don't want to talk to Copeland. If | never see that old man, it will make me that much happier.”
“Youll enjoy the talk. Were going to give Copeland hdl.”

“You are? That sounds more enticing.”

“Getin”

“O. K. In about five minutes it will be dosing time, and Il go dong. You fdlows aren't serious about
there being a spook, are you?’

Monk looked uncomfortable. “We don' like to think we're serious, but as a matter of fact, we are. There
was something queer, and we don't know what it was, but we want to know.”

Promptly at six, Billy Riggs locked up the gtation, then climbed in the car. “The Town House is a good
place to est.”

“You know that Ezra Strong who was around, thinking the thing was so funny?”

“Oh, Ezra Sure.”

“Know him very well?’

“Jud to tak to. But I've known him that way for four or five years. He's dl right. He's a nice fdlow.”
“Why was he s0 interested?”’

“Oh, he was around this morning, and he talked me into wishing tha hoodoo on old Copeland the
second time”

“Talked you into it, en? Why'd he do that?’

“He sad it was psychology, and it should make me fed better. And sure enough, it did. But | guess just
gving old Copeland a good cussing would have made me fed better, too. It was probably just a matter

of rdieving my fedings”



“Thet was his excuse, eh?’

Billy looked aarmed. “Oh, now, you've got old Ezradl wrong.”

“Well see. Where does he live?’

“What are you going to do?’

“Fick him up and take him dong. He thought the thing was so funny, | want to entertain him some more.”

They found Ezra Strong at his apartment in his shirt deeves, and with one Sde of his face lathered. “I
shavein the evening.” He listened to them explain why they had come.

“Sure, | want to go dong. | was right on the job and helped sick the spook on old Copeland in the
beginning, and | want to see the fireworks right straight through.”

He burgt into a howl of laughter.

“l guess you think we're dl crazy,” Monk told him.

“Wl, it's very entertaining, to say the least.”

“Yeah,” Monk agreed. “The trouble is, me and Ham both felt the darned thing.”

“| told them the Town House was a good place to eat,” Billy Riggs said uncomfortably. “That O. K. with
you, Ezra?’

THE med at the Town House was good as far as the food was concerned, but not very productive with
regard to information about Ezra Strong. Monk tried to pump Ezra Strong about himsdf, but Strong
burd into howls of laughter. Findly Monk became embarrassed and gave it up. Ezra Strong seemed to
be a likable cuss. But in Monk's opinion he thought the whole thing was too damned funny. Monk was
feding slly about the matter to begin with, and he didn't like being laughed at uproarioudly.

Billy Riggs and Ezra Strong inssted that they match odd man for the dinner, and they stuck Ham Brooks,
much to Monk's pleasure. The bill came to nearly seven dollars.

“Now,” said Monk, “wewill dl go out and heckle old Copeland.”
“Bet the old miser isin bed by now, to save dectricity,” said Billy Riggs

But Copeland was not in bed. He was wide awake, in fine voice and tongue. He took one look at them,
and told them, callectivey and individudly, what he thought of them. His vocabulary of low-life expletives
was a remarkable one for a factory owner and the leading property owner of the town.

Monk let him run down, then explained, “We're interested in that spook proposition, and we want to get
a the bottom of it, so you might as wel let usin.”

Harland Crown Copeand surprised them by Ietting them into his home. “If you learn anything, | want to
know about it.”

The house was an ancient mansion in good repair and wel furnished, the fittings evidently had been
inherited from some ancestor with a taste for richness and luxury. They had been wdl taken care of, but
that was about dl. Looking around, one could note nothing that looked as though it were of recent



enough vintage to have been purchased by Copeland, except for the dectric-light fixtures, and there was
some doubt about them. It was the home of a gingy man, but dso aman who knew how to take care of
his possessions S0 as to get the most out of them.

By way of opening the fireworks, Monk looked at Copeland and asked, “Could this be a persond devil
of your own that ishaunting us? | hear you are mean enough to have a persond devil.”

Copeland expressed an acid opinion of Monk's appearance and ancestry.

“l don't understand it,” the moneybags said. “It is undoubtedly the work of Billy Riggs who, as you
should know, isajailbird.”

“l didn't!” Billy Riggs yelled. “You aren't fools enough to think | could conjure up an invisble devil just by
wishing for one.”

“Up until today,” Monk said, “we weren't fools enough to think we could run into something invisble and
dive”

Thisgot the best of Ezra Strong, and he burst into a bellow of laughter. “Invisble and divel” He went off
in another gpasm of mirth.

“Shut up,” Monk said.

“Yes, shut up or well throw you out of here” added Ham.

“Let's throw him out anyway,” said Harland Crown Copeland. “I never did like the felow.”
“Ezraismy friend,” said Billy Riggs indignantly. “ Stop picking on him.”

Ezra Strong whooped again in a helpless convulson of glee.

Monk eyed him sourly and said, “I just wonder whao's picking on who.”

“Were not getting anywhere,” Ham complained.

MONK checked an impulse to kick the furniture because the whole affar was so ridiculous, and pointed
afinger & Billy Riggs. “What about your Grandfather Eben, Riggs? Tdl us about him.”

“Eben isthe skeleton in the family closet,” said Billy. “He died thirty years ago. He was a great rascal. At
one time he was president of a Centra American republic, and another time he owned a whale ailfidd in
Oklahoma, and another time he amogt got to be emperor of part of China The German kaiser offered a
reward of amillion dollars for his head back in the 1890s.”

“He got around, dl right.”

“He sure did, and into everything.”

“Was his name Eben Riggs?’

“Yes, but he wasn't known as Eben. The name they generdly called hm was Wildbuck Riggs”

Ham's jaw fdl in astonishment. “Why, I've heard of him. He was quite a reprobate; everything you've
sad, and more. He started life as a lawyer.”



“Began as a lawyer, eh.” Monk grinned. “An excellent foundation for a career of rascdity.” He waited
for Ham to blow up at the remark, but Ham disappointed him.

“Wildbuck Riggs” said Ham, “was sometimes called the luckiest man dive”

Billy Riggs nodded. “That's what they cdled Grandpa Eben. And he admitted it. He gave dl the credit to
this Indian-head charm.” Billy removed the charm from his watch chain and placed it on the table. “You
fdlows want to look at it again?’

Everyone did want to examine the charm, but they got no stisfaction out of the inspection, not even
when Harland Crown Copeland brought a megnifying glass to help ouit.

“That's a carving of aHindu head, or at least an Indian,” Ham said. “1 wish we had old Johnny here. He's
an archaeologist and a specidist on races, and he could give us more information.”

Harland Crown Copedand snorted vidlently. “Thisisdlly tak and slly doings. It doesn't explan what that
thing was.”

“That's right,” Monk agreed. “Common sense says that there couldn't be anything such as a genie or
spook or devil resurrected by rubbing this charm.”

“Absolutdy,” said Copeland.
“Therefore” said Monk, “the thing had to be some kind of devilment you were pulling, Copeland.”

COPELAND did not react to thisin the way Monk had expected, which was with another outburst of
abuse. Ingtead, Copeland looked at them soberly—and somewhat cunningly, Monk thought—and rose
to his feet. “Wait here a moment. | have something that will interest you gentlemen.” Copeland went out
of the room.

“What do you suppose he's gone to get?’ Billy Riggs asked.
“A pet snake, probably,” Monk said.

But it was a shotgun; a repeating shotgun, twelve gauge, with a short barrel. Copeland came back into
the room carrying this weapon in both hands.

While Monk, Ham, Riggs and Strong stared at the old man, Copeland went to the window. With the
barrel of the shotgun he knocked the glass out of the window, meking a greet racket. Then he put his
face to the hole he had made and bellowed.

“Help! Help!” he squalled. “They forced their way into my house! They're attacking me!”
Monk and the others sprang to ther feet in darm.

Copeland faced them with the shotgun.

“I'l give you fellows something to worry about!” Copeland said.

He began firing the shotgun. Monk's firg thought was “Wow! He's not fool enough to try to kill ud Or
was that right?’

A charge of shot tore the rug under Monk's feet and took off part of the sole of one shoe, which caused



Monk to endeavor unsuccessfully to jump through the calling.

Ezra Strong bolted for the door, which was locked, and took the door off its hinges bodily as he went
through. He wasn't laughing.

Billy Riggs said, “Mr. Copeland, you idiot!”

Ham Brooks picked up a char and threw it & Copeland, making a good throw, so that the chair struck
the old man and hurt his arms, forcing him to drop the shotgun.

Copeland then whirled and leaped through the window which he had just smashed, taking out more of
the glass, and fdl sprawling into the shrubbery below the window.

“The old geezer has blown his cork!” Monk said.
“l was the only one with sense to throw a chair,” Ham said.

“Yes, and | think it was your idea to come herein thefirg place,” Monk said, dthough this was not true.
“You dmog got uskilled.”

“You going to let m go?’
Billy Riggs dashed for the window. “I'll catch him. Itll be a pleasure to turn him over to the police”

Monk and Ham went out of the window close on the hedls of Billy Riggs. They stood in the darkness and
ligened and looked for Copeland.

Many windows in houses in the neighborhood were open, heads dicking out, and a few people were
ganding on porches, peering around porch pillars or around corners.

“Boo!” Monk yeled, and hdf a dozen of the heads hedtily disappeared.

“That you?’ Ezra Strong's voice cdled cautioudy from near the front of the house.
“Itsus”

“How many did he shoot?’ Ezra asked.

“Nobody. But he sure fixed me up so | need a new shoe ration samp,” Monk said. “Which way did he
g7

“Over that way, | think.”

“Which way is that way?’

Ezra Strong joined them and indicated that he meant the east, and they began to advance carefully.
“Was that door you broke down very hard?” Monk asked Ezra Strong.

“l didn't notice a the time” Ezra admitted. “Say, why did you felows ring me in on this in the firg
place?

“Wel, you helped rub the charm and wish the spook onto old Copeland,” Monk explained. “So we
thought we would do you the favor of letting you help find out just how you did it.”

“l would as soon you had passed up the favor.”



THEY saw Harland Crown Copeland then. There was no doubt that they saw Copeland. This was an
important point later—whether or not they actudly saw Copeland at this time—and they were certain

they glimpsad him.

Copeland was cregping through the shrubbery in the yard, and Monk put a flashlight beam squarely on
him, so there was no doubt about it being Copeland, or that the old man could run like a fox, which was
what he proceeded to do. Copeland ran away from them.

“Gone crazy as a June bug,” Ham said. “Well have to catch him.”
Ezra Strong said, “Yes, we had better.” And he did not sound mirthful, or even amused.

They lunged in pursuit of Harland Crown Copeland, keeping the flashlight glowing and pointing the beam
a Copeland.

One of the neighbors who was observing the stuation yeled—this ydl proved to he quite important
later—for the benefit of someone in the house behind him, “They're chasng Mr. Copeland! A gang is
after Mr. Copdand!” He shouted it so loud that the whole neighborhood—there was plenty of later
testimony about the darity with which everyone heard—got every word.

Copeland had turned off through the brushy backyard of the estate. The grass was not too wel cut and
the bushes were not wel trimmed, because Monk and the others found out afterward, the caretaker was
an old fdlow who received the fruit from a scrawny orchard which was part of the estate back yard, as
payment. He didn't need do too good a job.

The pursuers logt Sght of Copeland, loang himin the thick shrubbery, and a moment later Ham Brooks,
who was at the time leading the chase, gave a sound that was a combination of a “whoodh” and a moan

and collapsed.
“What the devil!” gasped Ezra Strong.

Monk had an idea what was the matter, but not until he had dashed to Ham's side and fdlt of the dapper
lawyer's wris—Ham was unconscious—and of his bruised face and forehead, not until he was sure did
Monk say, “It's that blamed spook again!”

“Spook! You're nuts” said Ezra Strong.

Monk got to hisfeet, exploring around in the darkness with his hands, until he had encountered what he
expected to find, after which he turned his head and said, “Come here, you fool! Here it is. Come here
and fed of it”

Ezra Strong's voice got hoarse. “Fed of wha?’

“The spook. Come on.”

“It'simpossblel”

Monk said, “I know it'simpossible, but come here and fed of it.”

Ezra Strong was shaking—Ilater Monk wished held redized the importance of this too—with the most
remarkable violence as he came close to Monk and tried to put out his hands to the spot where Monk
told him to put them. Findly Monk had to grasp the man's wrists and shove Ezra's hands forward so that



he could fed what Monk wanted him to touch.

Monk expected Ezra Strong to be surprised, but he did not expect as much emation as Strong showed,
and cartainly he wasn't ready for the man to scream, which was what Strong did. The screech was full of
abject horror. Monk was s0 sartled that he let go of Ezra Strong's wridts, thinking the man might have
been sung or hurt by whatever was here in the empty ar before them, yet invisble

Now a shout came from young Billy Riggs. It was a strangled sort of a shout, with young Riggs voice
sounding as it had never sounded before.

“He's dead!” Riggs cried.

“Dont bedlly,” Monk caled. “Ezraisjust scared.”

“l don't mean Ezra,” Billy Riggs said in alow, ghadlly voice. “It's Mr. Copeland. He's dead.”
“Dead?’

“The whole top of his head bashed in,” Billy Riggs said.

Chapter VI

DOC SAVAGE came out of the darkness now. He had arrived quielly and stood beside Monk and the
others. The body of Harland Crown Copeland lay before them.

“Dead?’ Doc asked.

“Yes” Monk sad.

“Jugt where did you find this spook, asyou cdl it.”

“Right there where Ham islying. He ran into it and knocked himsdf out when he hit it.”

Billy Riggs and Ezra Strong apparently knotted up with horror over the death, did not, until now, seem to
fuly redize that Doc Savage had joined them. They did not recognize Doc in the darkness. Strong,
scared, bolted to hisfeet and yeled, “Who's this?’

“Doc Savage,” Monk said.

“Oh—yes. Yes, we met a thefilling Sation this afternoon,” Strong said foolishly.
Billy Riggs sad, “I didn't know he was going to be here with us”

“l didn't, @ther,” Monk confessed.

Doc Savage, without spesking again, had moved over to the spot where Ham was Stting, dazed by the
jolt he had received by running into the invisble solidarity which they had encountered in the darkness.
Doc began exploring around with his hands, searching for the “thing.”

Strong asked, “Was he hanging around here?’
“Who?’

“Doc Savage”



“Obvioudy.”

“But why?

“l guess” Monk admitted, “he was more interested in this business of Grandpa Eben's spook than he
seemed to be this afternoon.”

Ezra Strong drew in a heavily sheking bregth. “1s Copeland redly dead?’
“YS.”
“What . . . what do you think killed him?’

“l don't know. Maybe he ran into that ‘thing' in the darkness, and hit it hard enough to smash in the top of
hishead.”

“l don't think that is possible.”
“The way he was running, it could be.”

Ezra Strong made a hoarse noise in his throat, a sound that was unadulterated menta and physca
anguish. “In that case, whoever is responsible for the spook is guilty of murder.”

1] M wm”

“Wat a minute” Billy Riggs exclamed. “When | put that spook on old Copeland, | didn't intend to kill

Monk snorted. “Let's be sensble about this. Let's stop this crazy tak about a spook. There is no such
thing as a spook, and we dl know it.”

“Thenwhat . . . what—" Ezra Strong's voice hit a snag and he couldn't finish.
“l don't know what the thing is” Monk confessed. “But we are going to find out.”

The complete mental and physical nausea was dill in Ezra Strong's voice when he asked, “And . . . it . . .
it was murder?’

Monk did not answer him, dthough he soon wished he had, or rather wished that he had seized hold of
Ezra Strong and kept him there.

BECAUSE Ezra Strong escaped. He said, “I'm going to fed around for that ‘thing,” whatever it is” and
he said it camly in order to fool Monk, who was upset anyway. In fact, Monk paid no atention to him,
not until Doc Savage came back and asked where Strong had gone.

Doc had been exploring in the darkness also. He had given it up and approached Monk, asking, “Where
is Strong? Riggs and Ham are here. But where is Strong?’

Monk was trying to find some dgn of life in the body, dthough he knew the man was dead. He said,
geduring to the left, “He went over there to look around.”

Doc Savage glanced the way Monk had pointed, then asked sharply, “Toward the street? Where you
left your car?’



The sgnificance sank into Monk's consciousness, and he jumped to his feet. “He's getting away!”

But Doc Savage was dready running toward the street. Monk followed, and both of them were too late.
They heard the car engine gart, and heard the car leave with a haste that was punishing on the tires. The
mechine was a block away by the time they gained the sdewalk.

Billy Riggs came running to see what the excitement was, and demanded, “Who was that? Where's
Ezre?

“He copped our car,” Monk said.

“You mean he fled?’

“Yesh”

“But why?’ Billy Riggs was startled.

Monk rubbed hisjaw thoughtfully. “Y ou know something?’

“What?’

“After Copeland got killed,” Monk said, “this ‘thing' suddenly wasn't so funny to Ezra Strong.”
“Thet took the fun out of it for everybody.”

“Yegh, but it ssemed to undermine Ezra Strong a little more explosvely than you would suspect.”
Billy Riggs started to say something, then jumped, and said, “Who's this?’

A man was coming.

“One of the neighbors, probably,” Monk muttered.

THE newcomer was a short, wide, rounded man with a slhouette—they could only see his generd form
agang a digant street light—which resembled that of a cub bear.

“What's going on here?’ he demanded. “Is Mr. Copeland dl right?’
“Were you expecting something to happen to hm?” Monk asked.

The man turned the blinding beam of a flashlight on Monk. Ingantly Doc Savage had the beam of a
flashlight of his own on the newcomer. They were able, except for Monk, who was blinded, to see what
the fdlow looked like.

For a heavy man, he gave an unusud impresson of being muscular instead of fat, and he was very
dapper, wearing a sngppy tweed suit which was jud a little on the zoot side, but not sufficently zoot to
be ridiculous. It was a good uit, and dl the accessories were expensgve. He was not much more than
thirty, with blue eyes, fine white teeth, a taffy-colored mustache, blond har. He gave the generd
impresson of a dicker.

“Why, helo, Mr. Overby,” Billy Riggs said.

“Good evening, Riggs”



“Who ishe?’ Doc asked.

“Mr. Overby, Ansen Overby,” said Riggs “Heis a red-estate broker downtown.”

“Take that damned light out of my eyes” said Ansen Overby. “What is going on here?’

“What are you doing here?” Doc Savage asked.

“I'm asking the questiond” Overby ydled. “Who the devil are you?’

Billy Riggs sad, “Thisis Doc Savage, Ansen.”

Ansen Overby jumped vishly and gave other Sgns of astonishment; his sagging jaw gave him the
expression of having been dapped by something he hadn't expected. “Oh,” he said. “I—uh—the Doc
Savage who bought an interest in the chemicd plant some time ago?’

“yYes”

“For the love of Mikel” Ansen Overby gestured vagudy. “When Copeland called me and mentioned the
name Savage, | never got the connection at dl.”

“Copeland cdled you?’ Doc asked.
“By telephone.”

“How long have you been around here?’
“Why, | just arrived.”

“Why did you come?’

Ansen Overby was getting nervous. He shaded his eyes againgt the light. “Why, because of the telephone
cdl. Mr. Copeland asked me to come out. He said hislife was in danger.”

As if he wanted to get dl the details draight, Doc Savage repeated, “Copeland sad his life was in
danger?’

“Yes. He sad a man named Monk Mayfair, one named Ham Brooks, Billy Riggs Ezra Strong and
Savage had threatened him. Said he was afraid they would kill him.”

“Jugt why would Copeland cal you about something like that?’ Doc asked.
“l guess | am about the only friend the old fdlow has,” Ansen Overby said.
“Had,” Monk said. “The word is had, when you refer to Copeand.”
“Had?"

“He's dead.”

Billy Riggs interrupted hoarsdly, “Isn't that a police car that just pulled up. Isnt tha Police Chief
Hannigan getting out and coming in?’

“Some of the neighbors have been hdping things dong,” Monk muttered.



BERTRAM FLANNIGAN, chief of police, was alarge rangy man who gave the impresson of having a
body built for Commando tactics and a voice made for shaking rafters. He firgt saw and recognized Billy

Riggs

“Billy, I hope you're not back in trouble,” he said.

Ansen Overby said wildly, “1 just got here! | didn't have anything to do with it!”
“With what?’

“Harland Crown Copeland is dead.”

Chief Hannigan thought for a moment, and seemed to be battling with an inner impulse which got the best
of him, for he sghed. “I shouldn't say this, but I'm going to. I'll bet they roll out a new red plush carpet in
hdl for that old gaffer.”

“That's a horrible thing to say!” Ansen Overby gasped.
“Anyway, it's human.”

“The body is over here, Chief Hannigan,” Doc Savage said.
“Who're you?’

“My nameis Savage. Clark Savage, J.”

“Doc Savage?’

“yes”

“Wdl, wdl, fame comes to our little village” Chief Hannigan said. “I've heard of you. What this country
needs is afew more men to scare crooks the way you do.”

“The body is over here”

They walked through the darkness, lighting the way with flashlights, and encountered Ham Brooks, who
hed regained his senses after having been knocked out by bumping into whatever “thing” had been solid
and invisblein the darkness. Ham joined them, betraying by his slence and the pop-eyed look he gave
Chief Hannigan's uniform that he had seen the body of Harland Crown Copeland, and didnt like the way
the pieces were fitting together.

“Wel, wdl, wel,” said the police chief. “Died out in the yard, did he? Heart trouble, en?’

Then Chief Hannigan turned his flaghlight on the dead man's head. The flash beam jumped a little just
after it rested on the head, and after that was steady for quite atime.

“What hit im?" Hannigan asked.

“We don't know,” Monk said. “He mugt have run into something.”
He never ran into anything that made his heed like that.”

Bt *

“He was dammed,” Hannigan said. “Sanmed hard.” The police officer turned his flashlight beam,
running the light over Doc Savage, Monk Mayfair, Billy Riggs, Ansen Overby and findly over Ham



Brooks. The light explored Ham's bruised head and face and the trickle of blood running down Ham's
cheek.

“Wha happened to your face?’

“I ran into something,” Ham said.

“Ran into a door, | suppose, like when you get a black eve?”
“I'm not lying.”

“You know why | came out here?’ Chief Hannigan asked.
“No.”

“| got atedephone cdl. From old Copeland. He said some guys were going to kill him. He was afraid. He
sad ther names were Billy Riggs, Doc Savage, Monk Mayfar, Ham Brooks and Ezra Strong.”

Ansen Overby said wildly, “I got acdl just like that from Copeland, chief!”

“Did, eh?’

“Yes. And when | got here, they had just finished killing him.”

“You saw 'em?’

“I—no. No, | didnt see them, exactly.”

“Hald your tongue, then,” Hannigan said. “All of you stand 4ill. | want to look around.”

The police chief did not go far, only to the front wak where he began halling the neighbors and getting
thar stories of what they had heard or seen. Because most of the eyewitnesses were excited, they spoke
loud enough for Doc and the others to hear what was said. What they heard wasn't very favorable to
themsdves.

“l don't like this” Billy Riggs muttered. “They're tdling him about old Copeland ydling out of the window
that he was being attacked. Sure makes it sound bad for us. Makes us look guilty.”

Chief Hannigan came driding back to them, a formidable object in the night. “Where's Ezra Strong?’
Doc Savage sad, “Strong left hurriedly.”
Hannigan sghed.

“Murder,” he said. “So you are under arrest. Mr. Savage, Monk Mayfair, Ham Brooks, Billy Riggs—the
four of you are under arrest. And Ezra Strong, when we catch him.”

Chapter VIl

EZRA STRONG had fled in terror, and the terror did not leave him, but grew worse. He drove wildly,
with no am except to get away from the vianity. Fndly it dawned on him that he was technicdly in a
golen car, and that he should get rid of it. “The policel” he muttered. “The police will have the license
numbers of this car by now.” He said this to himsdf, and it was the only time he spoke to himsdf. But his
agitation kept increasng.



Strong parked the car three blocks from his apartment, then ran dong dleys until he reached his
gpartment house, where he found the back door locked. Rductantly, he ducked in the front, and scuttled
up the gtairs.

He poured himsdf a drink of liquor, drank only one swalow and spilled the rest on the floor in his
agitaion. He swore, kicked a the fdlen glass, and fdl to pacing nervoudy back and forth through the

apartment.

Suddenly he made up his mind, and plunged into the bedroom, where he began packing clothes, socks,
underclothes, razor and toothbrush in a smdl handbag. He took two hundred dollars from a hide-out
where he kept the cash for emergencies, such emergencies as getting a chance to go out on a party when
he was short of pocket money and the banks were closed. It was not getaway money, but it would
serve—he grinned ruefully at the idea. Getaway! How far would two hundred dollars take him, and how
long would it keep him out of Sght?

A knock on the door made him jump wildly, then remember that he hadn't locked the door. He headed
for the door with a series of long jumpsto lock it, but the door opened before he got there. A girl came
in.

“Oh, Lucybdlel” Ezra Strong said, his voice hoarse with rdief. “Lucybdle”

“Ezra, youre an old meanie” Lucybdle sad. Lucybdle was a mixture of cherub and dimness with
enough curves to hint that in another ten years she would be needing fifteen-dollar girdles. Her blue-eyed,
flaxen-haired looks were pretty rather than beautiful.

“Ezra, you're mean,” she said. “What happened to you?’
“Oh, gosh, we had a date, didn't we?’ Ezra Strong said.

“Wdl, I'm surprised you remembered it,” Lucybele said peevishly. “You didn't come, and | thought
maybe something had happened to you, so | came to see”

“| intended to cdl you, and couldn't get to a telephone,” Ezra said, which was only hdf a lie He had
intended to cal her, dl right, but he had forgotten it in the excitement of the evening.

Lucybele fluffed her flaxen har archly. “Ruth said | was a slly girl to be running after you. She didnt
want me to come. But | thought maybe you wereill.”

“Did Ruth come dong?’
“No, of course nat,” Lucybelle said.

Ezra Strong found himsdf wishing that Ruth had come instead of Lucybelle. Ruth was Lucybdlles sster,
and lady Ezra had been redizing that Ruth had a bushd of common sense for every spoonful that
Lucybdle had, and that Ruth had severd times as much genuine beauty. Ruth was a swel person. But
Ezra was technically engaged to Lucybelle, and held thought he was very much in love with her. He'd
thought he was in love with Lucybelle, he suddenly redized, until this moment. But now, very abruptly,
she seemed slly and flitterbrained to him.

He looked at Lucybdle, and a rather terrible suspicion came into his mind.

“Lucybdle” he said. “St down. | want to ask you a question or two.”



LUCYBELLE pouted and sad, “Oh, don't start being serious, Ezra. We had a date tonight, and it isn't
too late yet to have some fun. I'l forgive you. We can go out to the Corners and dance.”

“St down,” Ezra said.
“l don't want to talk, dlly. | want to do things” Lucybelle whirled away from a chair.
“Lucybdle” Ezra Strong's voice was hard and jarring, loud.

“Oh, stop shouting.” Lucybelle made a mouth. “Actudly, | think I'll get mad at you. What's wrong with
you, anyway?”

Ezra Strong grasped her am. “Lucybdlle, ligen! Y ou remember what | told you about a week ago?’
Lucybele ampered up a him. “That glly suff? Oh, sure, | remember.”

“l asked you not to tdl anybody.”

“Wel, | promised | wouldnt, didn't 1?7 Lucybelle said archly.

“Have you?’

“Have | what?’

“Did you tdl anyone what | asked you not to tdl?’

There was just the barest hesitation before Lucybdle said, “Why, of course | didn't, slly.”
Ezra Strong looked at her in horror.

“Yourelying” he sad.

Lucybelle was shaken. Then she jerked away from him. “1 don't think I like you.”

Ezra continued to stare &t her. “Who did you tdl?’

“Nobody.”

“Lucybdle, you fathfully promised that—"

“l didn't tdl anybody.”

“Yourelying to me” Ezra Strong said with aflat certainty.

Lucybdll€es pouting turned to anger and she said, “I'm just going to give your old ring back to you, that's
what!”

Ezra Strong breathed inward heavily and shakily.
“Ligten, you little empty head!” he growled.

Then he told her how Harland Crown Copeland had died, told her of the man's death exactly as he and
Monk and Ham had witnessed it. He described the condition of Copeland's head when they had found
him, and he described the “thing” they had found in the darkness, the invisble, immoveble solid,
dive-seeming thing that they had found.



Lucybdle was white-faced when he had finished. The sgnificance of what he was tdling her had soaked
into her frothy little head, and she was scared. She had little red strength of character to sugtain her, and
now that she was frightened, she was very frightened.

“You got meinto thid” she cried, and she whirled and ran out of the apartment.

LUCYBELLE ran down the gtairs, and when she was on the street, she kept running. She was panting,
because she was dready inclined to be fa, and she took no exercise. She was so scared that she had no

bresth anyway.

She ran dong the street, which was dark. The darkness terrified her more. She began to whimper, sob,
and to sumble, and once shefdl.

“Oh, aruninmy stocking!” she sobbed, when she was on her feet. But she kept running.

And then she ran agang something solid, a solidarity in the darkness where there should have been
nothing—for she could look draight ahead through the solidness and see the street light on the corner,
shedding its cone of ydlow light.

She put out her hands and fdt of the “thing” she had encountered, after which she screamed, and,
wheding around wildly, fled back the way she had come.

But she hit the solidness again, and this time she did not whirl away, but beat at it with her amdl fids,
sobbing in fear and anguish.

A man came out of the darkness. He was swathed in a dark raincoat and a dark hat was low over his
eyes and he had black gloves.

“Lucybdle” he said. “You haven't alick of sense, and you know too much. You know much too much.
Y ou know enough to get usdl hanged or eectrocuted. So that's just too bad for you, Lucybele”

The man had an object in his hand, a short wrench wrapped in doth, and he hit Lucybelle over the head
with it, struck her until she became quite ill on the sdewalk. Then he picked her up and carried her to a
car and drove away with her.

Chapter VIII

DOC SAVAGE was in jal. Monk, Ham and Billy Riggs were with him. They had been, for a while,
locked in a cdl. But now they were back in the front room, ligening to Police Chief Hannigan make a
short speech which was intended to impress them with the seriousness of their predicament. Not that they
needed much impressing.

“The man Copdand was murdered,” sad Hannigan. “There are unmigtekable marks of a blunt
indrument, marks indicating he was clubbed to death.”

“We had nathing to do with it,” Billy Riggs said earnestly.

“Two telephone cdls from Copeland indicated he feared for his life from you felows” Hannigen
continued. “The neighbors heard him shout from the windows, immediatdy after they heard glass
bresking, that you were menading his life. At least we are forced to presume it was you, because you
were the only ones there at the time. Then there were shots, admittedly fired at you, and Copeland was



Seen to burst out of the window. You were seen to follow him. Copeland fled screaming. You pursued
him. He was found dead on the grounds. It does not look good.”

“We didn't kill him,” Billy Riggs repeated.
“Wha were you doing there?’

Billy Riggs glanced a Doc Savage. “Mr. Savage, | wish you would do the talking. If | tll the story about
that spook, they will think I'm crazy.”

Hannigan said, “1 think you were crazy, anyway, to kill Copeland the way you did, practicaly in front of
dl them witnesses. What's this spook talk?’

“You want to hear astory?’ Doc Savage asked him.

“Isit asengble one?’

“It'strue”

“That would be awelcome change,” said Hannigan. “When | catch crooks, they generdly lieto me”

Doc taked for some time, spesking just fast enough to hold the other man's interest, devating more time
to the essentid points that he wanted the other to understand, and hurrying over the parts which he did
not consder important. He told the complete story of Grandfather Eben Riggs “spook” and the
Indian-head charm, up to, but not induding, their vist to Harland Crown Copeland's home.

Chief Hannigan, listened patiently and without interrupting, punctuated the end of the story by letting out a
long and amazed grunt.

He looked a Monk, Ham and Billy Riggs. “That your tale, too?’
All three nodded.
“We know it sounds fantadtic,” Billy Riggs said.

“Fantadtic, hdl!” Hannigan looked at the celling and whigtled. “If my poor old mother ever thought for a
minute that her boy Hannigan would St here with his bare face hanging out and lisen to such a tae, and
for aminute believe aword of it, she would have drowned him when he was a pup.”

No one said anything for a few moments, then findly Hannigan snorted again, but less emphaticaly, and
looked curioudy at Billy Riggs.

“You got that Indian-head charm, Billy?’ he asked hdf sheepishly.
“YS.H

“Mind melooking at it?" But examining the thing seemed to get his thoughts in no better shape than they
hed been, and he shook his head vidlently as he passed the charm back. “Billy, the story is so dlly I'm not
even going to take that charm for exhibit A. You better think of a better story than that before the trid.”

No one said anything for awhile
Chief Hannigan rapped his desk suddenly. “All right, what happened at Copeland's house?’

Siill no one showed an indination to answer. Fndly Billy Riggs said, “That was more spook, chief.”



Hannigan started to darken with rage.

Doc Savage leaned forward. “What do you say we go out there and re-enact the thing. Maybe that
would convince you of something or other.”

The officer struck his desk. “That's a damned good ideal”

MONK MAYFAIR began to have uneasy thoughts as they rode in police cars to the late Harland
Crown Copeland's home, for he remembered that Doc Savage had not been with them until after they
had found Copeland dead.

Monk suddenly redlized that Doc had not told them whether or not he had seen anything connected with
the murder, nor had the bronze man said a word about how he happened to come to Copeland's place,
or turn up there at such a criticd time.

Suddenly Monk shivered. He wondered if some plan of Doc's had gone wrong and resulted in the
unfortunate death of Copeland. Such a thing could happen. The whole thing was such a confounded
mydery that one could believe that anything could happen. If Doc had had a plan which had gone
wrong—Doc's plans had away of cropping up in the most unusud places, so it wasn't hard to wonder if
hed had one—and the midfiring of the plan had resulted in Copeland's desath, that would explain why
Doc hadn't said why he had come to Copeland's place and just what hed seen. Monk began to wonder
mightily what Doc had seen out there.

The police car stopped. Hannigan threw open the door. “Here we are.”

There was a policeman a the front door, two in the yard, and three more indde with a studious
middle-aged man wearing spectacles who was introduced to them as the prosecuting attorney. His name
was Winders.

“l thought Winders would want to see this re-enaction of the crime” Police Chief Hannigan then told
Winders the story about the charm of Grandfather Eben which Doc Savage had told him, getting indl the
details which Doc had entered in the story. “Now, what do you think of such ayarn, Winders?

“Mogt improbable thing | ever heard,” Winders said.
“Yeah, we agree there.” Hannigan gestured. “All right, Savage. Do we dtart the act?”’

Doc Savage nodded. “Early this evening, | telephoned the hotd where Monk and Ham are saying and
was not able to get hold of them. | then telephoned Billy Riggs place and Ezra Strong's apartment, and
getting neither one of them, it was easy to guess that Monk and Ham had got them together and were
taking my suggestion to do their spook hunting in their spare time. They would undoubtedly tak to
Copdand.”

“So you came out here?’

“Exadtly.”

“When did you get here?’

“Jud as the shotgun was being fired in the house,” Doc replied.

Monk, hearing that, suddenly fdt a great dedl better, for if Doc had arrived that late, it was not likdy that



he was accidentdly responsible for Copeland's desth.
“Go ahead,” Hannigan said suspicioudy.

DOC SAVAGE showed them the route by which he had come to the place—he had arrived following
the sdewak openly, but when he heard the shotgun discharges, he had ducked into the shrubbery near
the sdewak. He retraced the exact route he had taken, showing them a track here and there in the soft
earth as evidence that he had gone that way before.

When he had come to a spot where the shrubbery was quite thick, a spot that was not at dl near where
Copeland's body had been found, he stopped.

“Here” Hashlights were on the bronze man, and they could dl see each move he made. Doc gestured
for them to come closer. “Stand around me, right at this point.”

“What the hdl?” Hannigan shoved out hisjaw suspicioudy.
“l have something to show you. Stand il and watch me”

Doc now began to make gestures, feding gestures directed a the empty air, that made Monk's hair want
to stand on end.

What the dickens, Monk thought! Is that thing dill around here?

Then Doc sad a few words in a drange language. Monk dmost gave it away then, he was 0
astonished—and rdieved. Doc had spoken Mayan. Mayan was an dmost unknown language. It was the
tongue of ancient Maya, not the modern one spoken by Central American descendants of old Maya, and
they had found it necessary to learn to speak the language during one of their earlier adventures.

It was Doc's habit to use Mayan when he had something to say which he did not wish understood by
bystanders. Asfar as he and his aids knew, they were the only men outside a smdl lost vdley in Centrd
Americawho understood the tongue.

Doc had suggested that they hold their breath.

So Monk knew what was coming. He stopped weatching Doc's hands and looked & the bronze man's
feet, knowing that the anaesthetic gas must be in the ground, buried just under the surface. The gas would
probably bein fragile little globules, because that was the way Doc usudly carried it. Sure enough, Monk
saw Doc's toe dig into the earth and bring up some glass globules and crush them. Monk redized he was
forgetting to hold his breath, so he hdd it.

When you held your breath, the gas would not affect you. The stuff mingled with the air, and after about a
minute, due to an intricate chemicad reaction which took place when it mixed with oxygen in smdl
quantities, would become ineffective. You just hed your breath for a minute, then you could sart
breething again.

The police and the prosecuting attorney did not hold their breath. Neither did Billy Riggs.

They soon began to fal, because the anaesthetic gas worked very quickly, athough it was odorless,
colorless and amost unnaticeable. Y ou noticed a dight sweetish ginging in the nasd passages when you
inhded it, but by then it was too late, and as a usud thing the victims never remembered the swesetish
dinging after they revived.



Chief Hannigan and everyone dse fdl.
Doc began breathing again. “We will take Billy Riggs aong.”

THEY did not have to borrow one of the police cars, because Doc Savage had Ieft his car parked two
blocks awvay when he came earlier in the evening, and he had told no one about the machine, so it was
dill there. They took it.

Doc Savage did not get in the car. “Drive two blocks south, then turn east and drive dowly. After about
five blocks, wait for me”

The bronze man then went back to Copeland's house, following dleys and shadows to keep out of Sght
in the late night. When he was hidden in Copeland's shrubbery, he cleared his throat and used his best
voice.

“Hep, hep, hdp!” he roared. “The spook! The spook! It's got ud It's meking us disappear!”
The volume of his shout started the neighborhood, and windows went up and lights came on.

Doc gave everyone time to get awake and aert, then repeated hisydl, arranging the words differently but
sying about the same thing.

Then he faded away into the night.

HAM BROOKS chuckled grimly when Doc Savage joined them and dimbed into the car.
“That should give Chief Hannigan something supernaturd to think about,” Ham said.

“Providing it does not dawn on him that they were overcome by gas, and not something more fantagtic,”
Doc agreed.

“Where to?’ Monk was behind the whed.

“Ezra Strong's gpartment. And be careful. There are probably police in the neighborhood, since the
police are looking for Strong.”

Billy Riggs sghed. “Poor Ezra. | fed badly about his getting involved in this mess”
Ham grunted skepticaly. “He pushed his nose right into it himsdf, didn't he? Nobody invited him.”
“But Ezrawas just being friendly. And maybe amusing himsdlf, too, because he thought it was so funny.”

Doc Savage pointed out some facts in a quiet tone. “Ezra Strong was too Johnny-on-the-spot when he
appeared a thefilling sation this morning when Monk, Ham and Copeland came from the factory to talk
to you, Riggs Apparently he followed the limousines from the factory. And there was nothing innocent
about the way he skipped out tonight. Ezra Strong knows something about this”

Billy Riggs was doubtful. “Maybe he ran tonight because getting involved in a murder so innocently
scared him.”

Monk took the car around a corner. “He was scared, dl right—but not by the murder.”



“What do you mean?’

“l was watching Strong,” Monk explained. “When we encountered that spook—or whatever it is—in
Copeland's yard was when Strong got scared.”

“How did he act?’ Doc was interested.

“Before that, Strong thought it was as funny as a barrd of monkeys on Friday. When we found the
spook, he was suddenly as scared as could be.”

“Hnding that thing would scare anybody,” said Billy Riggs defengively.

“Not likeit got Strong. We'd been tdling im about the invisble, solid thing, and he just laughed his head
off. But when we found it, he blew higher than a kite”

Monk stopped the car. “It's only about three blocks from here to where Ezra Strong lives”

Doc Savage got out of the mechine. “Wait here.”

Chapter IX

REACHING Ezra Strong's gpartment, and discovering the police were there, Doc Savage did something
which he would not have done if Monk and the others had been dong. Doc took along chance at a bluff.
Chief Hannigan and his men would not yet have had time to put out an darm for Doc.

Doc Savage walked in boldly. “Good evening. Is Chief FHannigan here?”
There were two policemen, and they were surprised.
“No, the chief isnt here”

Doc looked surprised. “Do you mind if | ask some questions before he comes? He is very anxious to get
this mystery solved.”

The bronze man's matter-of-fact manner was confident enough to decelve the two officers.
Doc asked, “Any trace of Ezra Strong yet?’

“No.”

“l imagine you are covering the railroads, bus stations, airport and highways?’

“That's right.”

“l would suggest,” Doc said, “that you check with Strong's friends and acquaintances and find where he
lived origindly, where he has gone on his vacations the last few years, and any other locdities with which
heisfamiliar. A clever man, when hiding out, will usudly head for some locdity he knows.”

The policeman grinned. “By gosh, nobody thought of that.”
“Did he take any daothing with him?’

“Yeah. We got his deaning woman. She says a suitcase, a tweed auit, some shirts, a par of riding
breeches and boots, a raincoat and his shaving Suff are missng.”



“That sounds like the country, possibly a cabin. The spots where he has gone on vacation, or a cabin out
of town if he has one, would be worth watching.”

“Sure” The officer started away. “I'll get our men on that now.”

“Walt, you can tel Chief Hannigan,” Doc said. “He will probably have some even better idess”
“O.K.”

“What else have you learned?’

“Strong had avistor. Girl.”

“When?’

“About the time he mugt have been packing up to leave, the way we make it out.”

“Have you any idea who she was?’

“Hisgrl friend. Name is Lucybelle Nolan.”

“How did you learn that?’

“Oh, we got a break,” the officer explained. “Firg, this Lucybelle has a Sster named Ruth, and Ruth
knew she was coming to see what had happened to Ezra Strong. Seems Lucybele and Ezra had a date
tonight, and when Ezra didn't show up, Lucybdle rushed off to see what was wrong. When Lucybelle
didn't come back, the sster, Ruth, got worried and telephoned the police”

“Then Lucybdlle did not get back home?’
“No.”
“Did she go with Ezra Strong?’

The policeman scratched his head. “Now, there is something that puzzles us. There was a kind of a
commotion on the street, a woman screaming. A guy who lives down the street heard it, and looked out
and says he saw awoman being blackjacked by a man. The man threw her in the car and drove off.”

“I would like to talk to the eyewitness”

1] SJre.”

THE eyewitness was a fat, degpy man who was a little sour about being disturbed at this late hour. It
was now wel| past three o'clock in the morning.

“Next time | hear awoman ydl, | don't put my head out any windows,” the witness said.
“A man dugged a woman and threw her ina car?’ Doc asked.
“Soit looked to me”

Doc Savage described Ezra Strong, Sze, build and the dothing which Ezra had been wearing when he
fled from Copeland's place. “That sound like the man?’



“Shucks, no. This man was short and heavy-set. He had on different clothes, a dark raincoat and dark
hat down over his eyes.”

That certainly did not sound like Ezra Strong.

“Whet kind of a car wasit?’

“Coupé”

One of the policemen said, “Ezra Strong drives a coach, and it ismissng.”

Doc Savage was thoughtful. “ Apparently the man who got Lucybelle was not Ezra Strong.”
“Were not pogtive.”

The eyewitness had been growing more friendly and less resentful under the pleasant persuasion of Doc
Savage's persondity. He cleared his throat sheepighly.

“Herés something se,” he said. “1 don't want you guysto laugh a me”
Doc Savage showed quick interest. “Yes?’

“l saw the girl,” the man said, “a little before this guy come out of the shadows and bopped her. And
when | firg saw her, she was behaving funny. Kind of beating at the air, as if she were fighting something
thet wasn't there”

“Asif she had run into, sl we say, a spook?’
“Well—yes”

“Did thisthing appear to be movable, or immovable?’
“The way she was pushing and beating—immovable”

One of the policeman interrupted and said, “Wait a minute, you say there was nothing visble, but she
was beating and pushing a something?’

“Yes, and I'm not crazy,” the man said. “I know it sounds funny, but that's what | saw.”

Doc Savage said, “Thank you very much. You have been a great hep.” To the policeman, the bronze
men said, “Will you tdl Chief Hannigan what we have learned, in case | do not see him immediatdy?’

“Sure” the cop sad.

MONK, Ham and Billy Riggs heaved gusty sghs of rdief when Doc joined them, and they were startled
by the bronze man's description of what he had done and learned.

“Chief Hannigan,” Billy Riggs said, “is going to be disturbed about this. What was the idea of Ietting the
cops hear what you found out?’

“Itisjust possble” Doc sad, “that it may dawn on Hannigan that we are trying as hard as he is to find
out what is at the bottom of this”

Billy Riggs nodded. “Wdl, Hannigan isnt a bad guy at that. He was police chief when | had my trouble,



and he gave medl the breaks.”

“Did you know this Lucybelle Nolan?’
“I've seen her with Ezra Strong.”

“Know her sigter, Ruth?”

“No,” sad Billy. “But, oh, boy, I'd like to!”
“Any idea where she lives?’

“Sure”

The Nolan home was a pleasant ranch-type brick in a good resdence section. There was a lighted
window, and when Doc Savage rang, the door was opened dmost immediatdy by Ruth hersdlf.

“Oh.” She was disgppointed when she saw the bronze man. “I thought that perhaps Lucybdle had
returned.”

“We want to talk to you about Lucybdle” Doc sad.
“Who are you?’

Doc Savage identified himsdlf, giving his name, explaining that two of his assstants, Monk Mayfar and
Ham Brooks, were waiting in the car with Billy Riggs.

“Do you know something about Lucybelle?” Ruth asked anxioudy.
“A little. Enough to make us want to know more.”

Ruth hesitated. “Very good, | will talk to you. But first let metdl my mother that everything is dl right, or
a leadt that Lucybdle did not come home. Mother heard you ring, and she will be anxious. Excuse me,
plesse”

“Certainly.”

Ruth was gone about three minutes, then returned with an air of subdued excitement. “Mother isnt very
wdl.” She closed the door and stepped outside. “We had better talk here on the porch.”

SHE taked eadly and rapidly.

“Lucybdle has known Ezra Strong some time, but she has only been going with him about sx months.
Mother and | were both glad when she started going with Strong, because sheisindined to be flighty and
flutterbrained. We haven't dways particularly liked her associates, dthough the young man she was in
love with before Ezra wasn't so bad. His name was Ansen Overby.”

“What is Ezra Strong's busness?’

“He has a amdl machine shop. But he dso has quite a bit of money, too. | have the impresson that he
made the money himsdf in some previous business, or business ded, but | don't know what it was. |
don' think he ever told us. | understand he is now manufacturing torpedo driving mechanisms for the
government in his machine shop.”



“Has Lucybdle behaved drangdy laidy?’

Ruth thought for a moment. “1 don't think so. I've been wondering about that mysdf, but | haven't been
able to remember anything unusud.”

“She hadn't quarreled with Ezra Strong?’
“Not that | heard. They were engaged.”

“Anything unusud that happened,” Doc said, “probably would have concerned Lucybdle and Ezra
Strong.”

Ruth shook her head, then said, “Wait, the other evening . . . but that isslly.”
“What was it?’

“It was just aremark Lucybdle made. She said, 'Ezra is the dlliet thing, or he islosng his mind." Those
were her exact words, as | remember them.”

Doc Savage had been aware of afeding of animosty which Ruth held againgt him in the beginning. It was
not an open emation; it seemed to be something she was hiding. So the bronze man was exercisng his
pleasant persondity as much as possble to draw the young woman out, to loosen her flow of
informetion.

He suggested, “Perhaps there was nothing unusud in Lucybeles remark that Ezra was a slly thing. Girls
often say that about boys without mesning anything.”

“Oh, but Lucybdlle had dways complained because Ezra Strong was 0 sensble” Ruth explained. “She
kept grumbling about his being so sensble that he wasn't much fun.”

“Then, when she cdled Ezra slly, and said he was loang his mind, it was a noticegbly different way of
referring to him?’

“Yesindeed.”
“When did Lucybelle make this remark, do you recal?’
“About a week ago.”

The young woman seemed to be answering questions fredy enough, but Doc Savage was puzzled. He
sensed something vagudy wrong in the background.

“Ruth, have the police told you anything about what has happened tonight?’ he asked.

“The policel” She became darmed. “Is something redly wrong? Has something terrible happened to
Lucybdle?

Doc Savage, in his friendliest voice, said, “Your sster seems involved in this, and you have a right to
know dl that has happened.”

The bronze man then summarized the whole thing from the time Billy Riggs had rubbed the Indian-head
charm that had belonged to his Grandfather Eben, through the various appearances of the fantagtic thing
which they had taken to cdling a* spook,” through the death of Copeland, finishing with what he knew of
the disappearance of Lucybdlein the hands of a man in a dark raincoat and dark hat on the Street near
Ezra Strong's gpartment.



“The police didn't tdl me any of this” Ruth said.

“Probably they should have”

Ruth had a queer expression.

“Mr. Savage, | made amistake” she said. “I want to gpologize”

“Why?

“Y ou remember, just before we came out hereto tak, | sad | had to go reassure my mother.”

“Ya”
“l didn't. | lied.”
“What did you do?’

“l had been ligening to the poalice radio, and | heard an darm being broadcast for you, and it said you
were adso wanted in connection with Lucybelle€'s disappearance.”

Doc made a guess. “So, indead of talking to your mother, you caled the police and told them we were
here?’

“ YS”

Monk Mayfair said, “That mugt explain the guy who just came skulking into the yard. It's probably a
policeman.”

“Why didn't you say you saw somebody!” Ham gasped. “They must be surrounding us.”

“l just saw him.” Monk got out the powerful flashlight which had been in Doc Savage's car and which he
hed brought dong. “Get set, everybody! 1'm going to turn this beam on him and blind him, and while he's
blinded, well dl make afew tracks.”

“Oh, I'm sorry!” Ruth said.
“'Sdl right,” Monk told her. “You did the naturd thing.”

Monk placed the flaghlight on the porch floor, aming it so that the beam would come to rest on the
skulker. Monk planned to switch on the light and leave it lying there to keep the man blinded while he
and the others ran for it.

“Switch it on, dopel” Ham whispered.

Monk hesitated, ddiberaidy goading Ham Brooks, and when Ham snarled a soft question, Monk
chuckled. He switched on the light.

“Why!” Monk gasped. “It's Ansen Overby!”

Ansen Overby, blinded by the beam of light, behaved in away they did not expect. He shoved both arms
above his head. “All right, officers, don't shoot! Y ou've got me!”

He approached. He saw they were not police.

“Oh, my!” he gasped. “I'm glad to see you gentlemen!”



Chapter X

MONK examined Ansen Overby with no approva whatever and said, “Y ou're the guy who helped get
usinjall, so we're not happy to see you, if youll just pardon us”

“l know,” Overby said. “But now I'min trouble, too.”

“Yeah?

“The police are looking for me for murder, dong with you felows”
Ham Brooks grunted suddenly. “There's a police Sren. Hear it?

They could hear the faint howl of the Sren in the distance. It came closer, and shut off, probably a dozen
blocks away.

Doc sad, “They are coming in slently. We had best get out of here”

He started for therr car.

“I'm going with you.” Ruth Nolan clutched Doc's arm. “Thisismy fault, because | natified the police.”
“It being your fault does not mean you have to go dong.”

“But | want to. | want to talk to you some more.”

“You have additiond information?”

“No. | want to ask you something.”

“Wdl, we can argue about it in the car.” Doc hurried on.

They piled into the sedan—Ruth Nolan and Ansen Overby with them—and got ralling. They headed
north, drove sedately, and kept off the main streets.

“Have you a place to go?" Ansen Overby sounded frightened.
“No.”

“l am in the red estate business, as you may know. | have a country home liged for sde It is
unoccupied, and | have the key with my bunch of keys. The place is rather isolated. We can go there”

“Good enough.”

Overby gave directions, and they got out of town safely, taking a country road which was black-topped
and overhung with pleasant trees.

Doc Savage spoke to Ruth Nolan. “What do you have to ask us?’

“I've heard of you,” Ruth said. “Y ou have the name of being a man who helps people out of trouble. 1sn't
that your busness?’

“Inaway,” Doc admitted. “It would be hard to dearly define our busness”

W, | want you to help mefind Lucybelle”



“Thet iswhat you wanted to ask?’

“yYes”

“Wewill do what we can.”

She was genuindy grateful. “ Oh, thank you! And will you let me go dong?’
Doc Savage consdered the point. “For the time being.”

THE car had adight knock on the low hills and one of the front tires was worn in a Sngle spot so that it
kept dapping the road monotonoudy.

“The police” said Ansen Overby, “are after me”

“That's no novety for us,” Monk grumbled. “They want us on amurder charge.”
“But they want me for the same thing.”

“How come?’

“Y ou remember that telephone cdl | got from Harland Crown Copeland, the one where he said he was
being menaced by you fdlows and Ezra Strong?’

“We have afaint recollection.” Monk's voice was bitter.
“Wel, it was a phony. Copeland didn't make it.”

“Who found that out?’

“The police”

“How?

“The time. They checked the time of the cdl, and they found Copeland had a vistor a the time, the
proprietor of a grocery store who was quareing with Copeland over a grocery hill the old miser didn't
want to pay—and Copeland didn't make the call. The grocer was darn positive.”

“And s0?7’

“Somebody dse made the cal,” Ansen Overby said miserably. “ Somebody who fooled me into thinking
he was Copeland.”

“That,” said Monk amiably, “might make the police think you were trying to frame us to protect
yoursdlf.”

“That's exactly whet they think, and the letter made them sure”
“Whet |etter?’

“A letter they found in old Copeland's desk at his home. It was on my dtationery, and sgned with a
reasonable imitation of my sgnature, saying that | would kill old Copeland if he dared raise a fuss about
the shortage in my accounting for the red estate | had sold for him last month.”



Ham, interested by the dight legd aspect of thislast, asked, “Was there a shortage?’

“l...ah...adight one Nothing serious. | had made arrangements to handle it with Copeland, but
unfortunately our arrangement was verbd, so | can't proveit.”

“So the cops are after you, too?’
[1] Ya”

The man sounded sincere, and the others were willing to accept his story. Doc Savage, however, put a
question. “Overby, how did you find the police were after you?’

“They sent an officer to arrest me. He told me what | have jugt told you—the evidence againg me—and
| became terrified and, | fear, a little foolish. At any rate, | dugged the man, gunning im momentarily,
and fled.”

“That,” Doc said, “leaves only the point of how you found us?’

“Oh, that was alucky accident. | had heard, of course, that something had happened to Lucybelle Nolan
and | thought | would talk to her sister, Ruth, about it. | thought there might be some connection which
would help me clear mysdf.”

“Lucybdle” said Ruth Nolan sharply, “isn't a crook.”

“I'm sure she's nat,” Overby said hedlily.

“Lucybdle may be athoughtless, but she's not a bad girl.”

“Oh, I'm sure that's true.”

“Overby, how much was that shortage?” Monk asked suddenly.
“l...vey dight”

“How much?’

“Eleven hundred and thirty dollars, but—"

“To old Copeland, that wouldn't have meant any more than deven hundred and thirty of his ams and
legs” Monk sad dryly.

“I'm not amurderer!” Overby yeled, darmed.

THE country home was not well kept. It belonged to a man who had gone to Washington on a
government job and decided to stay there permanently, Ansen Overby explained uneasily. The interior of
the house proved to be comfortable enough, for the place was furnished. Overby had some trouble
locating the proper key on hisring of a considerable number of keys, but he was successful, and he
invited them indde as if he owned the place.

“Eleven hundred thirty bucks,” Monk remarked, and Overby glared at him.

They went over the place, heeding Doc's warning to be careful that flashlights could not be seen through
the windows by the neighbors.



“The nearest neighbor is hdf amile awvay,” Overby assured them.

Monk noted that Overby was recovering his spirits rgpidly. Doc Savage said, “Regardless of the fact that
we dl want to be up and doing something to solve this mysery, we will have to have degp. Monk and
Ham came by train lagt night and had to stand because of the crowded cars, so they did not get much
deep. Therest of uswill have to have afew hours. So we had better get them now.”

The bronze man divided them up so that they would stand three watches—Monk and Ruth, Doc and
Overby, Ham and Billy Riggs—during the rest of the night. Everyone was satisfied with the arrangement
except Ham, who was irritated at the idea of Monk's keeping lookout with the attractive Ruth.

“That Monk,” Ham warned Ruth, “has awife and thirteen baboonlike childrenin New Y ork.”
Monk became red-faced with rage. “ That's a blasted lie he dways tdls”

But Ham could see enough startled doubt on Ruth's face to show him that he had fixed Monk's clock for
the time being, so he went to deep and dept the deep of the blessed.

Ham dept very soundly indeed, and when he was awakened to stand his turn a watch, he got up
drowsly—he had lain down fully dressed—and started to walk. Then he grabbed a hiswaisline, looked
down, considered for a moment, then went over and kicked Monk in the ribs, not very gently.

“Ow!” Monk ydled. “Whét you trying to do?’

“Where's my belt?’ Ham demanded.

“Your bet?

“Yes, you heard mel”

“How would you lose your belt? What do you do with your head, nall that on so you won't lose it, too?’
Ham kicked Monk again, less softly. “Wheré's my belt, you slly mess?’

“I didn't touch it, you overdressed shyster.”

Ham was pretty grim about it. “You know darned wel | prize that belt because it was a gift from the law
cass | teach evenings during the winters. The buckle was solid gold and it was engraved with my name
and some pleasant sentiment. | think alot of it. Now, you dig it up!”

“l haven't got it.”
“Dig it up, you goon!”
“I'l dig you a grave, you keep messin' with mel” Monk shouted. “If you lost your belt, don't blame me!”

Chapter XI
A BELT was an interedting item that turned up during the course of the messin the State National Bank.

The State Nationd had been founded over a hundred years ago by a Scotchman whose descendants sill
operated the inditution. Today the State Nationd occupied a fourteen-story building, had a trust division,
ahome owners loan divison, a securities divison and dl the other divisons that went with a finendd firm
of Sze and importance.



On Fridays, the State Nationa made up the pay roll for the Copeland Chemicd Co., and this was
Friday. The pay rall amounted to about fifty thousand dollars in bills of rather smdl denomination, which
were placed in the envelopes a the bank, and these envelopes were then hauled to the plant in an
armored truck and doled out to the employees.

The actud making up of the pay rall was done at odd times by the bank employees during the week, and
on Friday was placed in the paybags for the trucks to transport. It was cusomary for the truck to cdl for
the pay rall about ten thirty Friday mornings

The pay roll wasin the pay bags and these were sanding on a table in the rear of the bank waiting for the
truck guards. The truck had not yet appeared.

That was the Stuation when the first spook walked in.
“Hey, look!” said one of the tellers. “A spook!”
He laughed when he said it.

There was nothing supernatural about the figure which had walked into the bank, and which was shortly
followed by three more figures dmost identica in appearance. At firg glance the figure was so obvioudy
an ordinary human being wrapped in an ordinary bed sheet. Or perhaps swathed in a couple of bed
sheets, since one sheet would hardly cover a human figure so completely.

“They've got the sheets over their faces!” exclamed another tdller, “Maybe they're bank robbers!”
“Bank robbers went out of fashion with Dillinger.”

By now everyone in the main lobby of the bank had stopped work to stare at the gpparition.
“Mugt be an advertiang sunt,” somebody said.

The guard who dways stood in the lobby of the bank did not think so. He put a hand on his gun and
started forward, but dmost at once brought up sharp, emitting a smdl barking noise of pain and dutching
a his bruised nose.

Then the bank guard fdt of the ar—it looked like nothing but the air, but he encountered a solid
substance he could fed but not see—in front of him. A ghodly unbdieving expresson overspread his
face.

There were now four of the sheet-wrapped spooks in the bank. No more appeared. The four were
enough, it developed.

The guard jumped back, drew his gun, and shouted, “Put your hands up!”

The four spooks did not obey, dthough they glanced toward the angry, frightened, amazed guard in a
rather unspooklike fashion.

So the guard cut loose with a shat, firing over the heads of the four figures, which was the sensible thing
to do, snce he did not know whether they were redly ciminds. Or rather, he amed over ther heads.
The bullet did not go there.

The bullet, the guard swore afterward—and his statement was true—flattened out in midair and remained
embedded there, or suspended.



ONE of the sheet-wrapped “spooks’ then did some downing. He lifted his arms, and made the kind of a
gesture—in the direction of the bulle—which a magician sometimes makes before taking a rabbit out of
ahat.

“ Abracadabra, hocus-pocus,” he said. “Stop, bullet. Stop, dl ye bullets”
His voice sounded distant and hallow to the othersin the bank, asif he were deep in a box.

Thefour sheet-wrapped figures cdmly dimbed over the wanut counter, and began hdping themselves to
the money that was in Sght.

Mogt of the State Nationd tellers kept revolversin ther cages. There was a pistal range in the basement,
and bank rules required a certain amount of practice, so they were good marksmen. But none of them hit
a spook, dthough dl of them did plenty of shooting.

The bullets stuck inthe ar at various points, and hung there.

A thoughtful bank employee set off the tear gas, which ordinarily would have been a good move, but in
this case was a had one, since it accomplished nothing but the gassing of the bank employees.

The spooks were human enough to be wearing gas masks, because they could be seen hedtily adjusting
the mouthpieces under their sheets.

They got the chemicd company pay roll. Fifty-one thousand three hundred eighty dollars and forty-one
cents.

In odd cash lying around they got another deven thousand and some odd dollars. The thirty thousand
dallars in War Bonds which they collected were registered and hence not negotiable; not by thieves a

ay rate.

The Stuation was now quite spectacular. Everyone but the spooks was more or less blinded by the tear
gas. There was plenty of shooting, wel over a hundred rounds of ammunition being fired by the bank
employees during the sensationd affair. Not dl of these hundred bullets stuck in the air, dthough most of
them did. All but four, in fact.

Thefour bullets which did not gtick in the ar were fired at the celling by a teller who kept his head and
did some experimenting. The bullets he shot at the caling behaved as bullets should, hitting overhead and
knocking loose figfuls of plaster.

So there was not a caling of anything invisble that stopped bullets.

The bank interior was so laid out that there was a cage around some of the tellers, and the others merdy
worked behind awalnut counter.

The spooks finished their harvest and left by legping over the counter or dimbing over the cage grille

In dimbing over the grille, one of them got hung. The sheets were dumsy afairs. The man who got caught
did some very unspooky cursaing. He fought around trying to free himsdf, and findly succeeded, faling to
the floor. But he had Ieft his belt hanging to the cage, and did not seem to notice.

This spook, it was now, of course, evident, was a man dressed in ordinary dvilian clothes under the
sheet.

The four spooks ran to the door, where one of them turned and laughed. This one was the joke-lover



who had made the magician's gesture earlier. He made another one now.
“Hocus-pocus, fdl bullets” he said.

The bullets did not fdl immediatdy, but a few seconds later they did, dattering to the floor. They did not
dl fdl at once, but dropped by groups.

It was believed, dthough there was no certainty about this that the men escaped in a cream-colored
sedan.

THE police had dready been cdled, when the tear gas was released, the function performed by part of
the automatic apparatus. The officers arrived shortly.

Police Chief Hannigan himsdf soon appeared. The chief looked weary, showing the gns of anight's loss
of deep. He did not do much talking. There was an assstant prosecuting attorney with him who did most
of the questioning, giving the impression that he thought everyone in the bank was completdy insane.

“Here” a detective said, “is a bdt which was torn off one of the robbers when he dimbed over the
cage”

“A belt may not help us much,” said Chief Hannigan.

“This one will. It has an elaborate gold buckle, with alot of engraving. Look.”
“Let's see”

Chief Hannigan inspected the belt.

It was good engraving, easly read, and it showed that the belt had been given to Brigadier Generd
Theodore Marley Brooks by a class of law students.

“Who is Brigadier Generd Theodore Marley Brooks?” demanded the assgtant prosecuting attorney.
“Wat aminute Say, isthat Ham Brooks?’

“Ham Brooks,” agreed Chief Hannigan grimly.

“That means Doc Savage pulled this”

“Looks s0.”

“We dready had enough evidence to convict them of the murder of Copeland.”

“Wel, this stacks a bank robbery on top of it,” Hannigan said. “Some War Bonds were stolen. That
probably makes it a Federal offense. Notify the Federa Bureau of Investigation.”

The assstant prosecuting attorney was a little too proud of the loca police department, and he said,
“Why ring in the Federals? They dways grab dl the credit. We can handle this”

“Thisthing is utterly fantagtic,” Hannigan told him angrily. “I have a hunch thisis just the beginning. It is
going to take more than us to stop it.”

Chapter XII



THE four spooks left ther cream sedan on the south sSde, and got into another car which they had
previoudy parked there. They had removed their sheets, of course.

They were four ordinary-looking crooks, fdlows who had obvioudy been rgected by the amy for one
reason or another, probably mogt of them on mord grounds. One of them was rather old and none of
them were under twenty.

The amount of money they had collected impressed them.

“I'l bet,” said the youngest, “there's hdf amillion dollars here”
The old men said, “Oh, hdl! We're lucky if there's Sxty grand.”
“But there's alot of it.”

“Smdl hills The bonds are registered. Whoever picked them up was a damned fool. We can't pass
them, and it will be the cause of getting the F. B. I. down on our necks.”

The thought of the F. B. I. sobered them for a while. They drove north, falowing the main streets. Then
they changed to two more cars, on the theory that the police might by now be looking for four men riding
together.

In the course of time, they rgjoined in an office building in the midtown section north of the bank which
they had just looted, but not many blocks distant. The building was a shabby one and the office which
they entered was entirdy unfurnished. It consisted of a suite of rooms, and it had just been rented as a
temporary headquarters.

They waited about twenty minutes. They did not redize there was a back entrance to the suite of offices,
S0 a sound coming from the rear room caused much darm. They had guns out when a door opened and
afigure appeared.

The newcomer was swathed in a sheet.
“Oh, put down those gund” he snapped.
They lowered the wegpons sheepishly.

“Better dill, throw those damned guns away,” the sheet-wrapped individuad commanded. “You won't
need them, and they'll just get you in trouble. Y ou're lidble to shoot somebody.”

The four were reluctant to give up their weapons, however, and the other did not press the point.
“Count the money,” he said.

They spent nearly hdf an hour tearing open the pay envelopes and counting out the proceeds. The only
one adept a figuring was the older man.

The person who had arrived last did not remove the sheet, and did not spesk during the counting. But
when the sum total was announced, it drew awhigtle of pleasure.

1] Gm.”

The older man said, “Chicken feed. With what we've got, we should have waked in and taken a million
somewhere.”



“Wewill,” said the sheet-wrapped form.
“Then why fool around with peewee Suff?’
“Working capitd.”

“Oh.” The older man comprehended. “Y egh, that's right, too. We can't get very far without money to go
on. The only thing is, now the police and everybody ese isgaing to be looking for spooks.”

“What do we care? What can they do to stop us?’
“They might think of something.”

The sheet-wrapped figure, who wore white gloves, began pushing piles of money toward each of the four
men. “Here is two thousand apiece. Y ou will get another eght later. But two thousand is enough for you
now. And do not go around spending it. Better not spend a cent more than you have to, and then only for
necessities. And zoot suits and Scotch whiskey doesn't come under the necessity heading.”

The older man was reassuring. “Don't worry about us. We're not going to mess up a prospect like weve

got’

THE wearer of the sheet appropriated the remainder of the proceeds from the bank adventure.
“What about the bet?’
“| left it there,” said the man who had pretended to get hung on the cage in the bank.

“Did you do it the way | said, by dimbing over a cage on your way out, getting hung and tearing off the
belt when you got loose?’

“Qre”
“It looked naturd?’
“Asnaturd as | could make it look.”

The old men said, “It looked naturd dl right. He did a good job. Hdl, 1 thought hewas redly hung for a
while It was good.”

“Thet's swell. Now the police will look for Savage harder than ever.”
“I'm not happy about this Doc Savage angle” the old men said.
“Don't worry about him.”

The old one snorted. “You might aswdl tdl a guy to ignore the law of gravity. | tdl you, | had a cousn
who got mixed up with Savage once, and something happened to him. We never did find out what. But
hejust disappeared.”

The sheet-wrapped figure asked harshly, “Y ou want to quit?’

“l would have liked to quit before | began,” the old man said with feding. “Buit it was too late when |
found out Savage was mixed upinit. It's fill too late”



“Then shut up!”
“Sure”

“You wait here, the four of you. In about an hour, | will be back. If it's more than an hour, stick around
anyway, because I'll want to outline the generd nature of the next job.”

The old man frowned doubtfully. “Will this one be another little seventy thousand nubbin? Or isit going to
be worth while?’

“Worth while”

“How worth?’

Angrily, the other asked, “How much would it take to satify you, old man?’
“Plenty.”

“I'l guarantee you it won't be less than amillion apiece. Will that satisy you?’

The old man grunted with pleasure. 1t might even make me happy.”

Chapter XllI

DOC SAVAGE'S party was dill a the country home which was for sde with Ansen Overby's red estate
agency. They weren't there because they particularly wanted to be. It was the fault of the man with the
mowing machine.

The man was usng a brand-new power mower, the sickle-bar type. He was mowing the grounds below
the house, dong the lane that led to the highway, where he would certainly see Doc and the others if they
leftin their car.

“We can't leave while the fdlow is there,” Ansen Overby pointed out uneesly. “He knows the place is
unoccupied, and he would be suspicious, and invedtigate to see if we had entered. Probably report it to
the police, even if he didn't see anything wrong in the house. He's a neighbor, probably.”

So they had stayed in the house, except for Monk, who had disappeared.
Doc Savage was curious. “Where is Monk?’

Ham had an opinion. “He's probably off somewhere getting the deep he should have gotten last night,
ingead of being up rascaing around and geding my belt.”

“You have not found the belt?
“No.”

“You think Monk got it?’
“Who else could have?’

“Why would Monk do thet?’

“So he could rib me about holding up my pants with a string, maybe. For an ordinary man you would say



thet was childish, but with Monk you expect such things”

Doc Savage abandoned the conversation, and devoted himsdf to Stting at a window, behind lowered
Vendian blinds, watching the man who was doing the mowing. The man was not making much progress.

“They must be paying him by the hour,” Billy Riggs said.

About an hour later, Monk appeared in triumph. He had not been anywhere adeep. The two pets,
Habeas Corpus and Chemidry, had been |eft at the hotd in town the day before, but now Monk had
themin tow.

“| thought they might be getting hungry,” Monk explained. “So | dipped into town and got them.”
“But the police!” Ruth Nolan exclaimed.
“The police—pf-f-t!” Monk snapped hisfingers. “Those boys have other worries.”

Ham, pleased at getting his chimp, Chemidry, was moved to give Monk an dmog avil word.
“Sometimes you're not too dumb.” Then he suddenly scowled a the pig, Habeas, redizing why Monk
hed probably gone to so much trouble to get the pets. Monk hadn't been having much luck with Ruth
Nolan, and Monk's pig seemed to have a softening effect on feminine hearts, so the connection was
suddenly fairly obvious to Ham. “Y ou homdy schemer!” Ham said angrily to Monk.

“Isthat nice?” Monk asked in a hurt voice.
“You got the pig to soften up the gifl?’

“Why, dang your shyster hide” Monk said. “If that was the case, | wouldnt have brought your
Chemidry. | wish | hadn't, now.”

Ham sneered. “Y ou're not fooling me”

“Remember your belt?” Monk asked.

“Do I! You snesk thief!”

“l got it located for you.”

“That should be easy for you, Snce you soleit.”

Monk produced a folded newspaper. “Hat off the press.” He extended the paper. “Read it.”
The headlines were big, and they made Ham's eyes pop:

LAWYERSBELT IS CLUE

IN FANTASTIC ROBBERY

Ham misunderstood the implication of the headlines and screamed, “Monk, what have you done to me?
Thet isn't ajoke!”

NOT until he had read the newspaper story twice was Ham convinced that Monk was not at the bottom
of the spook robbery of the State National, and then Ham was too contrary to admit that he was wrong.
He stalked around, usng indignetion to hide his astonishment at the fantastic yarn in the newspaper.



Monk looked a Doc Savage uneeslly. “Doc, this mydery is beginning to come out into the open. That
thing we've been cdling a spook is in the hands of crooks. At fird, it looked as though it was just the
work of some practica joker. But now it's no longer funny.”

Doc made no comment.

“Weve got to do something,” Monk said. “Don't you think so?’
“It might be advisable,” Doc admitted.

“O. K. What will we do?’

“Stay here”

Monk was gstartled. “But where is that going to get us? We'rein a heck of amess, accused of Copeland's
murder, accused of being responsible for that spook thing—that's a bitter laugh, when we haven't any
ideawhat it is—and accused of robbing a bank.”

“Thereis no sense in moving until we have a plan.”

“But where are we gonna get a plan?’

“Out of our heads,” the bronze man said wesrily.

Ham said, “We're going to be out of luck if we depend on anything coming out of that head of Monk's.”
“Oh, shut up,” Monk said. “I'm getting kind of scared.”

Ansen Overby waved his arms and shouted, “If you fellows are scared, think how | fed! After dl, you
are accustomed to danger, while I'm just a peace-loving real-estate man.”

“Mr. Overby, shouting won't hep us” Ruth Nolan said.
Billy Riggs grinned a Ruth and said, “Ruth, you have the kind of courage | like to see.”
Monk looked around hadtily, asked, “Where did Doc go?’

The bronze man was no longer with them.

DOC SAVAGE Iéft the house by way of a Sde window so Stuated that he could drop into a dump of
bushes without being observed. From this bush, he reached another, then asmdl drainage ditch, and into
the woods, where it was possible to approach the man who was mowing the grass, without being seen.

The grass mower was making long trips back and forth, the end of each swath now bringing him close to
the thick undergrowth of the woods.

It was not until the last few minutes that he had been cutting near the woods, which was the thing for
which Doc Savage had been waiting.

The mower reached the end of his cut nearest the woods and started to turn.
“Act naturdly!” Doc did not show himsdf. “Don't let anyone notice | am talking to you.”

Theman did afar job of acting—he was good enough to show that he was not just an innocent neighbor



mowing the grass.

“Who're you?’ he demanded.

“I'm supposed to check up on you and see how things are going,” Doc said.
1] Oh.”

“How are they going?’

“O. K., | guess. | haven't seen any 9gn of anybody around the house, but | guess they are ill there.
They haven't taken ther car away, anyhow. Do you know who is supposed to be in the house?’

“Sure. A guy named Doc Savage and some others.”

Doc sad, “Take out your handkerchief, wipe your forehead and pretend to be tired. Then come over
here and st in the shade.”

“Sure” the man said with dacrity. “By gosh, it ain't no lie about me being tired.”
He came over and sat down in the shade, at a spot which was out of Sght of the house.

Doc Savage pounced on the man and dragged him back in the brush.

THE man was scared. “Y ou're not the guy who hired me!”

“No.” Doc gudied the man grimly. The fdlow was dovenly, with a least a two-day beard, and he had
the generd ar of a smdl-time tough guy.

The best quick way of softening up such a man was by giving him a treestment he understood, which Doc
proceeded to do, saizing the man's throat and choking him enough to give him the idea he was going to
be throttled on the spot. Findly, Doc pretended to let his hands dip off the fdlow's neck. Before Doc
could get afresh grip, the man croaked, “Don't! Don't! | don't know nathin®”

“Why, blast you! Y ou are working with them!” Doc sounded fierce.
“No, | didnt know—yplease!”

“What was your job here?’

“Jud to mow the grass, and take dl day doing it.”

“Where did you get the mower?’

“l bought it a week ago. | mow lawns around town for aliving. It's my mower, honest, it is. At home |
got ahbill of sde”

“What is your name?’
“Morand. Bud Morand. Honest, migter, | didn't know—"
“You knew | wasin the house”

“Areyou Doc Savage?’



“ YS,”

“Wdl, | didn't know you. Thet feler just hired me to mow the grass. He said that if | did that, you would
be afraid of being seen if you left the housein the car.”

Doc Savage was dlent for a while, rather impressed by the novety of encountering someone who was
totally unfamiliar with his name or reputation. The ignorance indicated that the man was not a professond
crook.

“Who hired you?’
“Felow name of Ezra Strong.”

Doc Savage immediately described Ezra Strong, giving a photographic word picture of the man, and aso
imitating Strong's rather diginctively drawling manneriams of speech. “That the man?’

“Heck, no. That ain't Ezra Strong,” said Bud Morand emphaticaly.
“You meen it isn't the man who hired you?’

“Wdl, yeah, | guess that's what | mean.”

“Exactly how did he go about hiring you?’

“Well, it was last night late, and | wasin Tony's beer place, and thisfdlow came up to me and asked did
| want to makefifty dollars for a day's work mowing grass, and | sad—"

“He knew your profession was mowing grass?’
“Sure. Everybody around town knows—"
“What did you say?’

“l sad sure, fifty bucks was too much, and what was the worm. So he said the worm wasn't very big and
wouldn't bite nobody, and he said you fellows were hiding out from the cops, and he wanted to keep you
holed up in the house dl during the day, and if | would mow the grass, that would do it. So we made a

“And what ese?’

“That'sdl.”

“This man who hired you knew | would be in the house?’
“yYes”

“And who dse did he say would be there?’

“He sad there would be sx of you, one of them a girl. He named you and a fdlow named Billy Riggs
who went to the pen a year or 0 ago for robbing old Copeland. He mentioned the other names, but |
forgot them.”

Doc Savage, in avoice that was not pleasant, said, “You are in serious trouble, fdlow.”

Theman eyed Doc Savage and was impressed. “Yeah, | guess| am, at that.”



“There might be away out.”
“Gogh, thanks.”
“Areyou an actor?’

The man considered, then said cunningly, “I an't no stage actor, but 1've had some practice lying in my
time. Would that help?’

Doc Savage nodded. “It certainly will. Because | want you to do ajob of lying for me”

“In that case, I'm your liar.”

Chapter XIV

MONK and Ham were reviewing the murder of Harland Crown Copeland, their review taking the form
of an argument, when Doc Savage returned to the house with his new prisoner, Bud Morand.

Monk was saying, “I tdl you, it was possble for Ezra Strong to have murdered Copeland. You
remember how Strong dashed out the front door like a scared kangaroo when old Copeland cut loose
with the shotgun. Then Copeland jumped out of the window, and there was a minute or two before we
saw what we thought was his figure dashing through the shrubbery. But the running figure might not have
been Copeland. It might have been Strong, who had just finished bludgeoning Copeland, and was
running to get back in the front of the house where he could pretend held been dl the time”

“That's afine rattlebrained piece of logic, and quite typicd of you,” Ham said. “You know darned wel it
was Copeland we saw running, not Ezra Strong.”

“Maybeit just looked like Copeland.”

Ruth Nolan said, “Ezra Strong isn't the type to commit a murder.”
“Then why did he flee later?’

“Maybe he was just scared and logt his head.”

Monk grunted doubtfully. “He was scared dl right, but he had his head on his shoulders. He had a darn
good reason for beeting it, and I'll bet when we find out the reason Ezra Strong took to his heds, well
have the answer to this mygery.”

Doc Savage, from the door, said, “Here is part of the answer to the mystery.”

Ansen Overby, discovering the grass cutter sanding behind Doc, bolted to his feet and screamed, “You
fool! Why did you bring hmin herel Now hell tdl the police!”

“He won't tdl the police”
“WI‘N’?’

Doc turned to Bud Morand. “Explain the Stuation to them, Morand.” Bud Morand had evidently spoken
amouthful of the truth when he said he had had plenty of experience lying, because he went through his
story without being too glib, and without overdoing any of the hestation or uncertainty.

Firgt, he addressed Doc. “If | tel, youll let me go?’



“That was the agreement.”
Bud Morand faced the others. “You heard him. He promised to let me go.”

“Get going on this story of yours, brother,” Monk advised.

THE grass cutter began, as good liars generdly begin, with the truth. He told how Doc Savage had
decoyed him into the brush and grabbed him and choked him, exhibiting the bruises on his throat as
subgtantid proof that everything he said was gospd, and explaning most convincingly that he had
decided to tdl everything if he would be dlowed to get out of the mess unscathed.

Here, any resemblance to the truth ended. But Bud Morand went on just as dlibly and just as
corvinangly.

“Now, when this Ezra Strong hired me last night in the beer place, | could see the thing wasn't on the up.
It didn't take any crystd gazer to see that. And fifty bucks for a day's mowing meant there was money
mixed upinit.”

He winked at them cunningly at this point.

“Old Bud wasn't never aguy to pick an gpple without sheking the tree to seeif any more would fal. I'm a
fdlow who thinks what's good for the gander is good for the goose. So | tralled dong behind this Ezra
Strong, as he said his name was. | followed him. | wanted to know what his game was.”

He poked his own chest. “I'm no foal.”

“Youre long-winded as a March in Kansas” Monk said. “Get dong with the story, minus the
sdf-gpprova.”

“All right, but 1 wanted you to know why | followed this Ezra Strong, as he called hmsdf. | trailled him to
a place where he met some other guys, and they hatched the damnedest scheme. They've got some kind
of athing that | don't quite understand, but it sounded crazy, and they kept taking about the spooks, and

laughing.”

He paused dramaticaly, said, “But they were going to rob the State Nationd Bank today, dressing up as
spooks, and usng this thing they were taking about.”

“Dang your hide” Monk said. “If you had gone to the palice with this that State Nationd robbery
wouldn't have been pulled off.”

But Morand waved an impdient aam. “Wait until |1 tdl you the rest of it. These guys weren't happy
because they figured the money from the bank would be going to the head man. They wouldn't get much
of ashare, they figured. So they were going to do a little business on the sSde for themsdves”

“Side busness? How you mean? Monk was curious.
“Hvemillion dollard”

“What are you taking about?’

“That's what they are gonna knock down for themselves.”

“You,” said Monk, “are getting close to being aliar. Five million dollars in one place is too much money.



There are darn few places, even big banks, where you would find that much dough in one spot.”
“They've got some located.”
“Where?'

BUD MORAND became coy & this point, to Monk's unbounded disgust, and demanded, “You fdlows
going to let me go? Y ou promised.”

Monk shook a fis under his nose. “Keep taking, you! Or Il drive you into the ground like I would a
Stake!”

Morand was frightened. “Now, now, take it easy. I'm getting to it. This money is on atrain. It's a bank
shipment of currency on its way to a Chicago bank which needs paper money.”

Ansn Overby entered the conference by snorting skepticaly and saying, “How would those crooks
have learned about such a shipment of money?’

“It seems one of them had a hobby of keeping track of big shipments of money.”

“I've known crooks with such hobbies before,” Monk said. “This fdlow had been planning such a
robbery for along time, that the idea?’

“Thet seemed to be theidea”

“They were going to do this on their own hook?’

“yYes”

“Not tdling their boss about it?’

“No. This was something they were going to knock down on the side without the boss knowing about it.”

Ham Brooks said, “What makes them think the boss wouldn't hear about it after they pulled it?” Ham
rapped the newspaper which Monk had brought, indicating the robbery headlines. “Can't their boss
read? Or don't they think the news of a five-million robbery would get in the newspapers?’

Bud Morand shrugged. “They didn't seem to give a hoot what the boss found out, once they had ther
hands on five million.”

Monk grunted. “They might have something there.”

“Want to know where they were to meet and pull this robbery?’
Monk started. “You know?’

“Sure, | overheard.”

“Where?’

“They will meet at five o'clock this afternoon at the west end of the park & the foot of Central Street in
town,” Bud Morand said.

Ruth Nolan was excited. “Now weve got something!”



Monk and Ham and Billy Riggs nodded, agreeing tha they had. Ansen Overby sad, “The man is
probably lying!”

Bud Morand gave Overby an injured stare and said, “Brother, why should | lie about this? The seat of
my pants are in the frying pan, and now would be a darn poor time for me to do any lying.”

Doc Savage sad, “Morand, what isthe rest of the story?’

“Thatisdl of it. Every word, just as | heard it. There was nothing else to it except that | came out here
with my mowing machine and started cutting grass.”

“All right.”
“l can go, you mean?’

“Yes” Doc sad. “Come on.”

DOC SAVAGE conducted Bud Morand as far as the woods, which were out of earshot of the house,
and out of Sght of the windows in case anyone was alip reader.

“You did very wdl,” Doc sad.

“That Ansen Overby was the only one who cdled me a liar,” Morand said. “I was kind of disappointed.
| thought | was fooling everybody.”

“You probably did. Overby was just making a random accusation because the thing was so unexpected.”
Morand was relieved. “Y ou redly going to let me go?’

“Y es—with one condition.”

“Wat a minute, there wasn't nothing said about conditions!”

“Which did not mean there would not be any.”

“I...uh...wdl that's one way of looking & it,” Bud Morand admitted. “What've | got to do now?’
“How old are you?’

“Thirty-eight.”

“Thet is not too old for the army.”

“Whdl, it isfor the draft.”

“Y ou have twenty-four hours,” Doc sad, “to join the amy.”

“Thet's kind of sudden.”

“Your way of life may not be particularly enjoyable to society, but it is yours at least, of your own
choosing, so you had better fight for it.”

Theman considered this. Findly he grinned. “Y ou might be right. | been thinking about it, anyway. What
ds=?



“Thatisdl.” Doc looked a him thoughtfully. The man was not a particularly bad fdlow apparently, and
the expertness with which he had put on the act in the house showed that he had considerable ahility in
the way of wits.

Doc added, “And if you find away of persuading the war department to let my associates and mysdf get
into active service, let us know.”

Bud Morand laughed. “O. K.,” he said. “You know, it wouldn't surprise meif | turned out to be kinda
glad you caught me out there.”

EVERYONE had on ther coats and hats when Doc Savage went back into the house. “We thought
we'd get organized,” Monk explained. “Weve got to stop that robbery, and callar the thieves.”

Doc was agreegble. “You have aplan?’
“Yes. Notify the bank not to send any cash, and natify the police—"

“The notice you give the bank will arouse a lot of interest,” Doc said. “And bank detectives may
investigate and add to our troubles. The police certainly are not in a mood to fdl in and co-operate with
LB”

Monk scratched his head. “Maybe | was too optimidtic.”
“Wewill have to handle this ourselves.”

Monk grinned. “Y ou mean grab these guys oursdves?’
“yes”

“Lead me to it,” Monk said with pleasure. “I've done enough messing around with spooks. Itll be a
pleasure to tie into something | can see and pound.”

Doc turned to the others. “The rest of you fed up to tackling them?’
Ham nodded.
Ruth Nolan asked, “Mr. Savage, do you think thiswill lead to our finding Lucybdle?’

“Ezra Strong and Lucybelle are obvioudy tied in with the affair, and when we solve one, we will clear up
the other.”

Ruth said, “Then I'm for it.”

Ansen Overby compressed hislips grimly, said, “No one is more anxious than | to find Lucybdle.”
“You knew her?” Ham asked Overby.

“Quite well.”

Ruth said, “Lucybdle and Mr. Overby were engaged a one time”

Ansn Overby glanced a Ruth and colored—either with discomfort or anger, it was hard to tdl
which—and said, “Yes, and if you had not disapproved of me, we would probably have been engaged
gill.”



“How long ago was this engagement? Monk asked curioudy.
“Nearly two years ago.”
“A long engagement, eh?” Monk said.

Doc Savage said, “We will separate and each of us will go done to this park at the foot of Centrd
Street, where these men were to meet. The park is wooded, isit not?” He glanced at Ruth Nolan.

“It is very wooded.”

“Wewill meet a the west end, then go together to the east end, where this gang was to meet, according
to Bud Morand.”

Billy Riggs asked uneedily, “What's the idea of our splitting up?’
“So that if the police get one, they will not get dl.”
“Oh”

Doc Savage looked at each of them in succession, thoughtfully. “Be as careful as you can that the police
do not recognize you. With hdfway decent luck, we can dl get to the park without being caught.”

Billy Riggs wet hislips. “If we are caught, what do we tdl the police?’
“For twenty-four hours—nothing.”

“The police won't like that.”

“But we will have twenty-four hoursin which to work,” Doc pointed out.
“You think that's enough time to get a the bottom of the thing?’

“It should be”

Chapter XV

CENTRAL STREET had once been the town's fashionable residence thoroughfare which began on the
hill and wound down lazly to the river, where it ended againg a long narrow park. Today the street was
too old and decrepit to be fashionable, and the park was not popular nor very wel kept. But because it
was close to the river, and the soil was rich, the shrubbery had grown thick and luxuriant.

Bud Morand had said the time of the mesting of the plotters was to be five o'clock, but long before that,
before four o'clock, Doc Savage was in the vianity and had gone over the park carefully searching for
anything that might be wrong. He found nothing to darm him.

Monk was the fird to arrive in the park, for Monk was aways eager to show up on a scene where there
might be a fight. He was carrying an innocent-looking package under his arm, and this proved to be his
pet pig. Ham came a bit later, then Billy Riggs, Ruth and Ansen Overby.

“Wedl madeit,” Ruth said with relief.

“l saw a policeman.” Ansen Overby wiped sweset off his forehead. “The officer waked right past me,
and even looked a me. | nearly died. I'm afraid I'd never make avery good crook.”



“Any of the rest of you have any trouble?” Doc asked.

Billy Riggs grinned sheepishly. “A funny thing happened to me. | met a friend of mine, a fdlow | bowl
with now and then. And you know what he did? He offered to let me hide out in his gpartment and sad
he could let me have some money if | needed it.” Billy Riggs sounded as if tears were near his eyes. “['l
never forget im for ganding by me”

Ruth Nolan looked a him kindly. “Billy, no one ever thought you redly stole anything from Copeland.”

Billy amiled at her. “Thanks. | guess it was Copeland's violence that scared the jury into convicting me.
But that's water under the bridge.”

“Yes, it iswater under the bridge.”

“When | got out of prison,” Billy said thoughtfully, “1 fdt pretty rotten about facing my old friends. But
they've been fine to me. It makes you fed like a man agan.”

“You didnt tdl thisfriend anything? Ham demanded suspicioudy.
“Oh, no. Nothing about us”
Doc Savage consulted his watch.

“Four thirty,” the bronze man said. “That means we had better get organized. Ham, you will come with
me. Monk, you and Riggs and Overby and Ruth remain here. Stay together. Keep each other in Sght. In
case omething happens, | want you dl right here together where | can get hold of you in a hurry.”

Monk said hopefully, “Maybe I'd better go with you instead of Ham, in case you run into a fight. Ham's
pretty near usdessin afight.”

Ham was indignant. “Why, you homdy oaf, dl you do in afight isjump around and make a noise. On the
other hand, I'm cool and efficent.”

Doc, to stop an argument, said, “Ham, come with me. Monk, you see that everyone ese remans
together here. | want no straying off on lone wolf expeditions.”

Monk winced, remembering atime or two when he had gone long-woalfing on his own, as Doc expressed
it, and gotten into more trouble than he could handle done. “O. K.,” he said.

HAM BROOKS had sensed that something was not as it should be, but he waited until he and Doc
were done before he expressed his suspicion. “Doc, this iant fitting together just right.”

“Wha do you mean?’
“I mean,” said Ham, “that | think you are pulling something.”

The bronze man nodded. “What would you say if | told you that the whole Bud Morand story was a
pack of lieswhich | asked Morand to tdl for me”

“Blazed Wasn't Morand a plant—wasn't he there mowing the grass to keep us from leaving the house in
thecar?’

“That,” said Doc, “was the only truth in his story.”



Ham whidtled. “Then there is no mesting of crooks in the park here at five o'clock?”

“At the time” Doc said, “none was planned that | knew about. But | imagine one has been arranged
now, and will convene shortly.”

Ham whistled again, then he laughed.

“You had Bud Morand tdl that story to give us an excuse to be here?’
“A little more than that.”

“En

“Suppose,” Doc said, “that the story that Bud Morand told should have reached, by one way or another,
the ear of the person behind this mess. It is probable the story would accomplish the purpose for which it
was designed, which was to make the individud think that the underlings were cutting a piece of pie for
themsalves, suggest the idea of catching the double-crossers red-handed, and adso the idea of catching us
or possbly digposng of us aswel.”

“Man, man! You think itll do that?’

“Keep your fingers crossed.”

Ham took a couple more steps, then stopped suddenly. “Blazed Who relayed the dope?’
“We do not know that anyone did.”

“But if—wal, it has to be the girl, Billy Riggs or Ansen Overby.” Ham thought for a moment, scowling.
“Billy Riggd That's the one! He said he talked to a friend, and | should have known that was a Sgn of
quilt and he was judt tdling that in case anybody saw him taking to someone.”

Doc Savage sad, “Come on. We are going to look around and see what we find.”

“Billy Riggd” Ham said. “He was in this right from the fird. He sorung that story about Grandfather
Eben's charm, and the story was crazy enough that it should have tipped us off by itsdf.”

Doc Savage turned left, and from a bush lifted an equipment case. Ham stared. “One of our supply
cases! Where did you collect that?’

“Went past the railway station and got it out of the checkroom on the way here,” Doc explained. “1 had
checked it there two weeks ago, when | was working as Copeland's chauffeur.”

“Billy Riggs” Ham said. “What will he do now?’
“Monk will watch him.”

“Monk doesn't know.”

“Monk will watch anyway.”

Ham nodded. That was right. Monk would know something was wrong. The way Doc was doing this
thing would tdl Monk that something was wrong, and Monk would watch. He had better watch, or
Monk—the rest of them, too—might die there in the park in the afternoon sunlight.

Seven men came in two cars. They looked like a bunch of fellows, not too well-dressed and not too



shabby, out fooling away the afternoon, to talk and get the sun. But they had galf bags; there was no golf
COUrse near.

Doc used a powerful telescope from the equipment case, and watched ther lips He was a good lip
reader, but they were very far away. However he got afew words.

“Those are the men, Ham.”
“You able to tdl what they are going to do?’

“They will split. | did not get the rest of it, but we can guess that one group will serve as decoys,
pretending to be the men we think are to meet here. The others will close in on us when we close in on
thefirg group.”

Ham watched the men grimly. “Y ou going to use radio direction-finding apparatus on them?’
“Seems gppropriate.”

“All right, they're leaving their cars. I'll place one tranamitter while you place the other.”
“Good.”

The radio tranamitters were smple gadgets which Doc Savage often used. They were very compact, not
much larger than a kitchen match box, and they would put out a regular sgnd for severd hours, a Sgnd
which would be spotted without much difficulty by a radio direction-finder. The little tranamitters had a
thumb-screw-operated damp attached, and there was even a powerful permanent magnet embedded in
one Sde so that they could be tossed againg amoving car and would ding there.

The seven men I€ft their two cars and ambled into the park with an elaborate pretense of innocence.

Doc Savage and Ham placed their radio transmitters, damping them under the cars where they would
not be noticed.

They went back to Monk, who was waiting with Billy Riggs, Ruth and Ansen Overby. Young Riggs was
perspiring fredy, and seemed to get white when Ham looked at him narrowly.

Doc sad, “Our quarry is here. They have separated in two groups. Ham and | have placed radio
trangmitters on their cars so that we can trace them with direction-finders. There remains nothing to do
but frighten them into flight, then follow them.”

Ham amiled thinly a the bronze man's statement. Doc had given the facts necessary, but given them so
that Billy Riggs—and Ham was sure it was Billy Riggs—suspicions would not be aroused.

Doc Savage was moving away. “I will flush the game.”

He started away. Then he stopped, wheded and came back. He opened the equipment case, and took
out a box.

“Ham, maybe you had better come with me” he said.

Ham and Doc Savage went away together.

MONK MAY FAIR, Ruth, Billy Riggs, and Ansen Overby had waited for along time, it seemed, when



the action started. They had crawled to a spot where they could watch ther quarry, and they could tdl
that the men were getting nervous. The samdl group, those who were sarving as decoys, kept in plan
view and did not move about. The others, who were to do the pouncing, had hidden themselves, but
from time to time they changed position, one cravling over to another to discuss—it was obvious—the
dday and what they had better do.

“What the heck's kegping Doc and Ham,” Monk complained.

Then, dmost immediadly, there was an explosion.

“Grenadel” Monk said.

They heard a voice, loud and menacing, shout, “Over this way, Chief Hannigan!”

Ruth and Riggs bolted up in darm, but Monk grabbed them, saying, “Keep your skins on. That's Doc.
He's throwing a scare into them.”

It was quite a scare, too. There were two more explosons, made by the smdl but noisy grenades which
Doc Savage habitudly carried in the equipment case.

“Look at 'em go!” Monk chortled.

The men, who had arrived in the two cars, had bolted. There was not a police uniform in sght, but the
noise and Doc's ydling had given them plenty of darm. They were not staying around there.

But Monk's first ation became chagrin. “Greet grief!” He sprang up in horror. “They're not goin' back
to thar card”

Thiswas true. It was along run to the spot where the men had left ther cars, and a good ded of it across
the open part of the park. The men were not going to attempt that. They were too scared.

They fled—the seven of them—in the opposite direction, toward the shabby boulevard on the other, and
nearer, Sde of the park.

Monk had a ghestly expression on his homdy face as he watched the men run to the Street, then turn
toward a taxicab which appeared to just happen to be passng, and dimb into the cab.

The cab Ieftin greet haste.

“That's great,” Monk said. “That's Smply greet!”

ALL seven of the men had piled into the cab. But in spite of the jam, they managed to get at least four
revolver muzzes jammed into the hack driver's body.

“Givethisthing wings, friend,” one of them advised.

The hack driver did that for a couple of blocks, then abruptly dowed down.
The driver then looked them over sourly.

“You blamed fools, St back and act like men,” he said.

They stared at him in astonishment. He should have been angry, but he wasn't. He laughed at them.



“How the hdl you think a cab happened to come dong just then?’” he asked. “Think it was an accident?’
One of the men swore softly. “No accident, en?’

“No accident.”

“We haven't seen you before.”

The driver laughed again. “That's your loss. I'm Bill Peters. You don't need to introduce yoursaves until
you fed safe about it.”

The men settled back. They were ill surprised, and most of them were puzzled.
“Where you want me to take you?’ the hack driver asked.
“Haven't you got an idea?’

The driver became indignant. “The hdl with you, you bunch of dopes! | was hired in a hurry and told to
be driving around that end of the park and get there in a heck of a hurry if anything that looked like
exctement developed. Well, it developed, dl right. And | got there. And you got in. And now I'm ready
to follow out the rest of my orders, which was to take you to headquarters, wherever that is. If you know
wherethat is, O. K. | don't. And | don't want alot of lip off you ether way.”

He sounded angry, authentic, genuine.
“Take Highway 6,” one of the men told him. “Y ou fallow it up toward Mountain Lake.”

Chapter XVI

IT was very dark in the shadows, but the moonlight was slver bright where it fdl unobstructed by tree
branches. The trees were thick. They covered the mountaingde like green fur, and the highway made a
litle canyon through them that was quite as black as the trees, for it was an asphat highway, pitted,
rough. The only other break in the forest was at the mountain ridge on the north—it was not a very high
mountain ridge—where a ledge of rock showed naked and gray in the moonlight, looking somewhat like
thewdl of afortification.

A few minutes ago, they had been able to see the water of the lake, a surface that shimmered in the
moonlight, but now that they were fallowing the black road down toward the shore, the lake itsdf was no
longer in 9ght. But as they drove dong in the ca—Doc Savage, Monk, Ruth, Billy Riggs and Ansen
Overby—they could tdl they were getting close to the lake by the difference in the odor of the ar,
possibly from the amdl of the water. And, too, there was alittle fog on the road now, surface migt drifting
from the lake.

For along time no one had spoken. Then Monk Mayfair said, “So old Ham played the part of a taxi
driver and picked them up.”

Doc, by way of agreaing, said, “It was arisky job.”

“Ham ign't afraid of his weight in wild cats” Monk said. “But don't anybody ever tdl hm | gave hm a
word of praise”

Ruth Nolan leaned forward. “Mr. Savage, won't they recognize Mr. Brooks and make trouble for him?’



“Y ou remember that box | took from the equipment case?’
13 YS”
“It was a make-up box. | changed Ham's appearance somewhat. They probably will not recognize him.”

The car headlights had been turned off for the last two miles, and Doc Savage was driving. Because they
were going downgrade, he had dso shut off the motor, and was |eting the machine coast.

Ruth pulled in a shaky breath. “I'm pogtive”

“About the cabin? Monk asked.

“Yes. It dmog has to be Ezra Strong's cabin.”

Monk said, “The police didn't seem to know Ezra Strong had a cabin up here”

“No, | don't think anyone knew it.” Ruth's voice was low with excitement. “Ezra told us that no one
knew he had it. He said that when he came up here, he wanted to be alone. He acted as though it were a
little joke, and | didn't think much about it at the time.”

“How did Strong happen to tdl you about the cabin?” Monk asked.

“Why, he told Lucybdle, right after they became engaged. And | just happened to hear. He said he
would take us up here on a picnic sometime.”

“Did you ever go?’
“No.”

Monk picked up a little radio receiver-transmitter set, and said, “Helo, Ham,” into the microphone.
“Hello, Ham. We are getting close”

From the radio, Ham's voice said, “You bet you are. | can hear your car.”
“Shdl we stop?’

“No, come on until you meet me” Ham indructed them.

Ruth asked curioudy, “How does Mr. Brooks happen to have a radio ouitfit?’

“Oh, it's one of our amd| outfits” Monk told her. “Ham could hide it under the seats or in the tool box or
amog anywhere.”

Within a few moments, Ham stepped out of the darkness and jumped on the running board of ther car.
“Therés a place to pull off the road right ahead,” he said. “And the cabin isn't much farther.”

“How'd you get away from them, Ham?" Monk asked.

“Oh, they think I'm one of the boys. I'm supposed to be out looking a the moonlight.”
“Have we got anything here?” Monk demanded.

“At the cabin?’

“Sure”



“What have we got?’

“Thewhale thing,” Ham said. “The answer to everything. Lucybdleis there, and Ezra Strong, and dl the
gang but the boss. And the boss is—’

Ansen Overby said, in hard voice, as he got to hisfeet, “Time for me to leave, it would seem.”

Ansen Overby jumped out of the car and ran.

AT the firg movement, Ham had made a dight mistake by grabbing for Billy Riggs. Redlizing his mistake,
he raced around the car after Overby. Riggs said, “So you thought it was me Fine thing” Ham,
embarrassed, bellowed, “Come on! Help me catch him!”

Ham and Billy Riggs charged after Overby, who obvioudy knew where he was going.
“The cabinl” Ham ydled. “If he gets to the cabin firgt, well have a mes3”

Doc Savage had gotten out of the car on the other side, the Side opposite the one from which Overby
had leaped, and instead of chasang Overby directly, the bronze man asked Ruth, “Where isthe cabin?

“Thet direction.” She pointed. “I'll show you.”

Doc did not wait for her. A light appeared through the trees, coming from a door which someone had
opened. The cabin was there. Doc headed for it.

Overby started the ydling, by howling for help, bawling that Doc Savage was present. Billy Riggs was
swearing. Monk Mayfar howled once, then saw the lighted cabin door, too, and made for it.

The cabin was not far. Doc Savage, running as fast as he could, was far out ahead of the others when he
reached the building.

In the cabin, the lights went out.

The door, however, was ill open.

Doc Savage, taking a chance tha the darkness would hide hisidentity, kept going for the door.
He imitated Ansen Overby's voice. He shouted, “Keep that door open! Let mein!”

It worked. At least they didn't dam the door. Doc got indde.

With Overby's voice again, Doc yeled, “Where are the prisoners?’

“Back room!” somebody said. “Whet is—’

Overby himsdf was suddenly in the door. “What the hdl?” he screamed. “Do something! Savage is herel
Theré's only four of them and a girl—Savage, Monk, Ham, Billy Riggs and the Nolan girl. Get busy!”

Doc Savage, up on tiptoes, made for the rear of the cabin. He found a door. Beyond seemed to be a
corridor. He went down it in Silence.

Behind, a man asked fodlishly, “Wasn't that you just came in, Overby?’
“No.”



The man cursed.
Overby said, “Damn! It must have been Savage! Get alight on!”

At this point, Doc's search for the prisoners—supposed to be Ezra Strong and Lucybdle Nolat—was
made easier. Ezra Strong himsdf let out a howl. Ezra had heard Monk bellowing around outdoors.

“Monk!” Ezraroared. “We'rein here! But be careful! Try to stop them from usng the apparatus.”

The door from behind which Strong shouted was close a hand. But there was a guard a the door. The
guard swore like a pirate. “Shut up, or I'l kill you both!” the guard said.

Doc Savage closed with the guard.

THE guard was along, wide man who had a cocked rifle. At the very beginning of ther struggle, the rifle
exploded, stabbing flame and deafening with its noise, but harming no one. The guard was a trained
close-combat fighter, and he went to work with knees, thumbs, hard part of his head, in a succession of
Commando tricks, every one of them amed to mam or kill. Doc Savage findly got behind hm and
wrapped both arms around him and ran againg the door, which burst inward. They fdl into the room
with Ezra Strong and Lucybelle.

Lucybelle began to cry and scream at the top of her voice.

The guard had gone limpin Doc's arms. Doc got to his feet. “ Strong?’

In the darkness, Ezra Strong said, “Jove, I'm glad to see you! Did you bring the police?’
“No.”

“How many of you?’

“Four, and Ruth Nolan.”

“It should be four dozen,” Ezra said, “and a couple of cannons. Because they are going to use my
apparatus as sure as shooting.”

“Whereisit?
“They've got it.”
Outdoors, Ham yelled excitedly, “Monk! Monk! Get to ther car and fix it so it won't run!”

And Monk, answering from an unexpected direction, asked, “What do you think I've been doing for half
an hour.” There was a danking metdlic sound. Then there was increasing light outdoors.

“You didn't need to set it on fird” Ham said.

“My hand dipped,” said Monk, in alying tone. “It was an old jellopy, anyway.” Then, in a much louder
and darmed voice: “Watch that guy!”

A gun went bang, bang, bang, and the echoes back from the mountains which formed the lake basin.

“Hit you, Ham?" Monk demanded.



“No,” Ham sad. “Blessthistregl”

Ansen Overby, in aloud voice that was less frightened and more angry than his other voices had been,
sad, “Get out of the cabin, men! Don't let them get us cornered in here! And bring the gadgetd!”

“What about Ezra Strong and the gifl?’
“Set the cabin on fire” Overby said.

Somewhere outside, Monk could be heard remarking, “A nice guy! Hell look good with a knot under his
|eft ear!”

Doc Savage picked up the unconscious guard. He told Ezra Strong, “We will have to get out of here.
Bring Lucybdlel”

Ezra Strong muttered something under his breath, said, “Now cut out crying, Lucybele. You're going to
be dl right. Just come on out of here with us.”

Lucybdle stopped her hystericd sobbing long enough to say, “I won't! Go away!” and went right on
blubbering.

Ezratook her am. “Please come, Lucybdle”

Lucybelle screamed a scream which, if it didn't, should have lifted the roof a couple of inches.
Sounding distracted, Ezra said, “What'll | do, Mr. Savage? She won't come?’

“Can you knock a young woman unconscious in a gentlemanly way?’

Ezra thought about that for a moment. “1 don't know about the gentlemanly part,” he said. “But | can do
it with considerable enthusasm.”

And there was a brief scuffle during which Lucybelle shrieked for him to keep away from her, after which
she was slent. The blow had not been very loud.

“Mogt bubbling femde | ever saw,” said Ezra disgustedly. He shouldered Lucybelle. “Lead on.”
“| take it the engagement is a an end?’ Doc sald.

“Put an exdlametion point after that!” sad Ezra

THE cabin had a back door which was fortunately not on the side which was lighted by the burning car.
They got through it, and into the cover of a bush.

Ezra Strong, lowering Lucybdle, said, “Gosh, I'm sorry | hit her. Evenif she did tdl Ansen Overby about
my invention.”

“Ansen Overby found out about the thing through Lucybdle?’

“Yes. They used to be engaged. | didn't know they were dill seeing each other.”
Doc asked, “When did shetdl hm?’

“More than two weeks ago, right after | told her about it mysdf.”



“Why did you tdl her?’

Ezra was uncomfortable. “Oh, | was nuts about her a the time” He grunted angrily. “Boy, was | a
sucker!”

“And she told Ansen Overby immediady?’

“Thet'sright.”

“And Overby saw the possihilitiesin the thing for a crook?”
“yes”

“When,” asked Doc, “did Ansen Overby sted the thing?’

“Not until yesterday—Ilast night. He had been prowling around my place before that, though, and had
found out how the thing operates. It's redly Smple to operate. And then, last night when we started out
to tak to Copeland, Overby stale the thing. And he murdered Copeland.”

Around in front of the cabin, someone fired twice. And there was more firdight, coming from the
windows of the cabin. They had fired the interior.

Doc said, “The mative for murdering Copel and—there were two of them. First, Overby was short in his
red estate account with Copeland and was afraid Copeland would jal him. And second, he wanted us dl
in trouble and locked up in prison where we could not interfere with his plan to use the apparatus to
commit afew robberies. That right?’

“That'swhy he killed Copeland,” Ezra Strong admitted. “Buit it wasn't just afew robberies, he planned. It
was plenty. He had big idess, fantadtic idess.”

Doc sad, “Get Lucybdle avay from here. Back in the woods somewhere.”

DOC SAVAGE himsdf moved from bush to bush, cautioudy, until he came near the front of the house.
Ansen Overby's men were scattered now, and Overby was bedlowing orders to them.

Doc Savage ligened to Overby's shouting for a while, and then, discovering a man moving cautioudy
carying a case of some kind, Doc imitated Overby's voice, shouting, “ Come here with that! Quick!”

“Who the hdl was that?” demanded the red Overby from some distance away.

Ingtantly, Doc Savage made hisimitation of Overby loud, excited, angry, howling, “Watch out! That guy
over among you is afakel Be careful! Grab him! Watch out!”

This piece of chicanery was convincing enough that the man with the case came to Doc Savage, who was
only alump in the shadows. “Y ou want us to use it now?’ he asked.

Doc Savage stepped out, traveding with afis blow, and dropped the manin his tracks. With considerable
agility, he caught the case before the men let it fdl.

Someone saw it happen, and fired. The bullet, from arifle, cut close.

In Mayan, Doc shouted, “Around to the back of the cabin! Get Billy Riggs and Ruth and bring them. |
have one of the machines, | think!”



The bronze man ran, as dlently as he could, carrying the case, and had the good fortune to overtake Ezra
Strong, who was shuffling cautioudy from shadow to shadow with Lucybelle.

“Srrong! Is this one of them?’

Strong pounced on the box, fdt over it. “Oh, glory be! Yes, yes, thisisone”
“Isit dl there?

“Yes, yes, probably. If they haven't tampered with it.”

He fooled with the case, turning knobs and dicking switches and watching faintly illumineted meters. He
sad, “It's going to work!”

Then there was a loud grunt nearby. It was Monk. He followed up the grunt with a howl: “Blazed
Ancther spook!”

“That's Monk,” Doc told Ezra Strong. “He must have run into your beam. Shut it off.”
Strong clicked a switch. “Tdl them to come on.” His voice was shaking with horror.
“You're scared,” Doc said. “Would the beam kill them if it had hit them?”

“That's what I'm afraid of. Oh, mother, we've got to be careful! | wish I'd never sumbled on this damned
thing!”

Monk and the others—Ham, Ruth, Billy Riggs—arrived. Ruth cried out and gathered the hyderica
Lucybdlein her ams.

Monk squinted to look at the case. “So that's the spook!”

IN alow voice that was generdly and completely scared, but a the same time coherent, Ezra Strong
sad, “Weve got to be careful with thisthing. | don't know al 1 should know about it.”

“What isit, anyway? Monk demanded. “Let's find that out before we start messng with it.”

Doc Savage sad, “Explan it to them, Strong, while| seeif | can spot the didribution of Overby's men.”
“Spot the other machineif you can. There's only one other.”

“Rignt.” Doc Savage faded away into the darkness.

Monk punched Strong. “All right,” he whispered. “What is that thing?’

“It's an accident,” Ezra Strong said. “1've been fooling around with ectronics for years, trying to work
out things in the way of death screens for germs and transmisson of power without wires. This is
something | hit by chance, and | haven't been able to work it out yet.”

“Electronic, eh?” Monk muttered. “Y eah, that would be it. You worked out a fidd of some kind which
upsets the norma behavior of eectrons?’

Strong sad, “That'sit. All matter is composed of molecules, and these, in turn, are composed of atoms,
and the atoms are made up of eectrons—"



“We haven't got time for a science lecture,” Monk said. “Give usthe gig of it.”

“Wdl, | can create a fidd with this gpparatus. In the field, something | don't understland happens to
electrons. | don't know whether they stop dead, or whether their behavior is just changed. | know the
neture of matter isnt affected. After | shut off the fidd, everything is just as it was before. But during the
fidd existence, everything in the beam seems to become solid and immovable. It only seems that way.
I've experimented enough to know that the phenomena is actudly caused by the dectronic fidd ressting
the intruson of any foreign object. That iswhy, when you touch the fiedd with your bare hand, it feds like
something dive. This resistance causes that.”

Monk chuckled. “Brother, don't tdl me how it feds. | found out. How long isthis fidd?’
“Not over fifty feet.”

“How high?’

“About ten or twelve feet.”

“Thick?

“Four or five feet.”

“Shucks” Monk said. “Thething doesn't cover much area. Not enough to make it much use as a military
wegpon.”

“I'm afrad not.”

“It's sure a hair-raiser, though, when you don't know whet it is”

Ezra Strong said grimly, “That's what got usinto the trouble—that and my damned slly idea of a joke.”
“Joke?’

“In the beginning,” Ezra explained sheepishly. “You see, | didnt like old Copeland, and | thought I'd play
apracticad joke on him with my gadget. | just happened to drive into that filling station, and hear Billy
Riggs make the remark about his Grandfather Eben's magic charm, and that gave methe idea. | thought it
was very funny. | followed old Copeland to his plant, hid behind an outbuilding, and put the eectronic
fidd in front of him. It was very funny to me at the time. Later in the day, | tried it out on Copeland again,
when you were with him. Y ou see, | ill thought it was funny as could be. And when you went to talk to
Billy Riggs about Grandfather Eben's charm, | turned up to ligen to the fun.”

“I remember how hilarious you thought it was,” Monk said dryly. “That should have tipped me off.”
Ham Brooks said, “Ansen Overby stole the machines from you?’

“Yes. | had told Lucybele, who thought | was crazy, and she had told Overby, whom she was déaing on
the dy. And Overby watched me and found out | redly had such a thing. So he grabbed my only two
machines. He tried to get us dl injal where we wouldn't bother him by murdering Copeland. He aso had
swindled Copeland out of some money and was about to be found out, another reason for killing
Copdand.”

Ezra Strong sighed. “When | redized what had happened—when Copeland was murdered—I became
panicky and fled. | came here. | didn't know Overby was the crook until he turned up here and grabbed
me He had Lucybelle a prisoner, because he knew it wouldn't do for her to tdl that she had told him



about my machines. He'd grabbed her, knocked her unconscious and brought her dong.”

Monk and Ham were slent, thinking it over.

Rather disgppointed, Billy Riggs said, “ So Grandfather Eben didn't have an obedient spook, after dl.”
Ham exploded, “Who stole my belt?’

“Great grief, have you logt another bet?” Monk demanded.

“I mean lagt night.”

“Overby, of course” Monk said.

Ham chuckled. “All right, so you didn't swipe it. And Doc suspected Overby when the belt disappeared,
and herigged that phony story the grass mower told and set the trap which eventudly lead us here.”

WHEN Doc Savage returned, he entered slently. He said, “Is this the other machine?” He had a
leatherette case larger than a suitcase.

“Glory be!” Ezra Strong fdl upon the case dso. “That'sit!”

Doc sad, “Switch on one of them, Strong. We will advance behind the beam asif it were awal.”
“But they have gund” Ruth cried.

“Thefidd is bulletproof,” Strong said confidently. “That is one of the firgt things | discovered.”

Doc sad, “As we approach them, wewill fire a few bullets close to them. As soon as they discover we
can shoot at them but they cannot shoot back at uswith effect, they will probably give up.”

“How we going to shoot through the beam?’

“I' will cal out words,” Doc said. “Whenever | cdl a word which begins with the last |etter of the word
which preceded it, Strong will shut off the machine for a count of three seconds. For example: * Suppose
| cdl out the words man, wild cat, tough, heavens, stars, seepy, and so on. Strong will switch off the
meachine immediatdy after the words tough and deepy, which begin with the last letter of the word that
was shouted before.”

“That's smple enough,” Strong said.
“Here we go.”
Strong warmed up his apparatus, said, “All right.”

They began to advance. Monk was a little dubious about the whole thing. Becoming darmed lest there
would be no beam, and they would be plain targets with no protection. He rushed forward until he
bumped into the beam. He was relieved.

“Nice spook,” he said, paiting the thing.
“That's not funny,” Ham assured him.
Suddenly there was a flash of gun-flame ahead, the whooping sound of a shot. The sound was made a



little unnaturd by the wall.
“Blazed” Monk said. “You see that bullet flatten out! Right in front of our noses!”
There was more shooting. A frantic flurry of it. And Doc Savage began cdling out his words.

Monk completely missed the firgt word that began with the |etter of the word that preceded it, dthough
Ham and Billy Riggs both fired.

And, to Monk's disgugt, that ended it. Ansen Overby appeared, handsin the air, bawling in fear, in stark
terror.

“Why, blast hishide” Monk said. “ So scared he can't even run for it.”

THE State police were alittle more indined to believe the whaole story than was Police Chief Hannigan.

Hannigan stood in front of the smoldering cabin, just before dawn, and said, “But | wish | had a senshble
gory to give the newspapers. Nobody is going to beieve thisthing the way it was.”

“Suppose,” Doc Savage said, “that you just announce that the murderer of Copeland, Ansen Overby,
hes been captured and has confessed. Let it go at that.”

Hannigan grasped the idea hopefully. “Could do. Overby has confessed, and thet would help. And we
got the State Nationd loot, most of it. They had divided it up and were carrying it around with them.”

The State policeman said, “But what about the gadget?’
Ezra Strong shuddered. “The thing isn't funny to me any more. I'm getting rid of it.”
“But the thing might have some vaue?’

“That's what | mean,” said Strong. “I'm turning it over to Mr. Savage for experimenta work. I've seen
thefird and last of it that | want to see. I'm going to reform, and stick to meking parts for torpedoes.”

“l don't blame you,” the State policeman said. “1 guess thatll fix it up dl right.”

MONK MAY FAIR bought Ham Brooks a new belt. Monk carefully equipped the bt with a buckle off
alarge dog collar—the type of buckle which had a tongue with a smdl loop in which one inserted a little
padiock. He supplied a lock, then made the formd presentation.

“You can lock that one on,” Monk explained. “It might save us alot of trouble sometime.”

Ham looked a him bitterly. “I know you; you want a fight,” he said. “But this time, | don't fed like
accommodating you.”

Monk peered a him anxioudy. “You vidently ill, or something?”

Ham spread his hands. “1 just asked Ruth for a date. She turned me down. She has one with Ezra
Strong. | think she's in love with the guy.”

Monk became dricken dso. “That's a hdl of a note. While you burn midnight all straightening up the
books at the chemica company, I'll see what can be done about it.”



Ham replied, bitterly and at length, that this was what was redly bothering him more than anything else.

THE END

According to Plan of a One-eyed Mystic, Kenneth Robeson's newest chapter in the thrilling
adventures of Doc Savage will appear in the January issue.

Read this amazing story of a mad genius who, through the power of some strange combination of
hypnotism and mesmerism, transports the mind of one person into the body of another.

Imagine what would happen if the mind of a murderer were to be transported to the body of a
kind, gentle man. Picture the confusion which would follow if this plan were to be carried out en
masse!

Discover how Doc finds the secret of the One-eyed Mystic, and destroys a would-be ruler of the
world.
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