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Origindly published in Doc Savage Magazine January 1946
This issue of DOC SAVAGE is an extragood one, we think. The novd, MEASURES FOR A

COFFIN, represents Kenneth Robeson at his best . . . and we bet youll be wondering if Doc is redly
what he pretends to be. See how long it takes you to guess the answer in this puzzing thriller.

Chapter |

MR. WATERS, an average-sized and undiginguished man, had worked Gate Four a the Coliseum for
years. His job was listed on the payroll as Admissons Clerk, which meant teking tickets. However, the
Colisaum had highbrow aspirations—the management hoped to eventudly displace Carnegie Hal as the
ultimate god of singers, performers, lecturers, musicians—and the labd of ticket taker was not gilded
with sufficient dignity, so it was Admissons Clerk.

It was 2:40 p.m., a Wednesday afternoon in December.
“Joey!” sad Mr. Waters.
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“Yesh? What isit?” Joey handled Gate Three.

Mr. Waters waved some ticket stubs, two ticket stubs to be exact, which he was holding in his hand.
“Herés afunny one” Mr. Waters said. “ Somebody is counterfeiting tickets on us”

“You're kidding,” said Joey.

“No. Honedt. I've got two tickets here which have the same numbers. | just noticed they were dike. One
has got to be a counterfeit.”

“l don't see how that could happen. The Colissum has its own print shop do the tickets, and they
wouldn't dgp out any duplicates, unless they made a mistake. | guess that's what happened. Somebody
made a mistake with the numbering machine and got the same number on two tickets”

“No migtake,” said Mr. Waters firmly.

“Why not?’
“Take alook.”

One ticket was a counterfeit, quite skillfully done. There existed no question on this point, because both
Mr. Waters and Joey had been handing Coliseum tickets for in excess of five years, hence knew
Colisaum tickets better, probably, than they knew their own faces.

“Hdl's patoot!” said Joey. “Why should anybody counterfeit tickets to this shindig. Tian't like as if it was
abig-time show or an opera.” He jerked his head in the direction of the lobby to indicate he was taking
about the crowd gathered there. “All of those guys in there are doctors or surgeons here for the big
convention, and to ligten to that bigshot sawbones lecture. They didn't pay anything for ther tickets. The
tickets were digtributed free”

“Itis” agreed Mr. Waters, “rather strange.”
“Better cdl Old Bubblenose's attention to it, though,” Joey suggested.
“l will.”

Old Bubblenose was an unloving term for Mr. Glizer, the Staff Manager, who had a suspicious nature,
and who was immediady seized with the horrible suspicion that the Colissum was being systematicdly
defrauded.

Mr. Glizer forced the g&ff to work overtime, checking dl ticket stubs for the performance in search of
more counterfeits. As Joey expressed it, this was a hdl of a job, because about twelve hundred doctors
and surgeons had that afternoon attended the convention's festure lecture.

They found seven counterfeits.

Mr. Glizer was quite bothered, but he needn't have been, because only seven counterfeits had been
printed, and none were ever printed again. The seven men usng the phonies had dready gained
admisson. That was their objective.

THE lecturer for the afternoon, to whom Joey had referred to as “that bigshot sawbones,” wished
desperately that he had not put his neck out by agreeing to give a tak. He was a the moment in the



throes of aworse-than-mild attack of stage fright. He had a tough audience, a hard subject, for what he
was going to do was get up and try to convince twelve hundred of the country's best physcians and
surgeons that they were, in their present methods of treting epitheioma, as prehistoric as the cave man.

He became aware that Doctor Joseph Benson was addressing him.

“You look,” said Benson, “asif you thought there might be a lighted firecracker in your pocket.”

“Thet about expressesit.”

“Why?'

“l don't like lecture platforms.”

“They're safe.”

“And twelve hundred of those guys out there are going to think | called them quacks when | get through.”

Doctor Benson laughed heartily and said, “Theyll eat it up. Three fourths of the men out there only came
to this convention because you were scheduled to talk.”

He said, “Thanks for the cheering words. | hope you are right.”

He redly hoped so, too, and the thing he hoped even more strongly was that he was right about his
epithdioma theories. Being a scientist had taught him to distrust theories, even after endless experiment.
Sometimes a theory stood up like the rock of Gibrdtar for a century or more, only to get blown to
hokum. How many hundred years was it that Doctors had been sure the best cure for a common cold
was bleading?

The platform chairman was turning to Doctor Benson and saying:

“Our esteemed colleague, internationdly known, who is to make the feature address of this convention,
will be introduced by Doctor Joseph Benson, of New York City, who has known him persondly for
years. Doctor Benson.”

Before he arose, Benson leaned over and whispered, “I'm going to lay it on thick.”
“Dont you do it, Joe. For God's sake, have a heart.”

Benson snorted.

Benson addressed the gathering.

“Ladies and gentlemen: Dr. Clark Savage J.” he said. Benson sat down.

THE accident happened when they were leaving the Coliseum, after he had insulted dl the good doctors,
and after they had crawled dl over him with questions and arguments and insults, as he had expected
them to do. He had, as a whole, come off rather wdll, he thought. He had put his epithdioma ideas in
their hands, or, in other words, the hands of the gods. Time would tdl whether he had redly found an
effective treetment for cancer.

He was not the only victim of the accident. He and Doctor Benson and four other surgeons were in the
group who were leaving by a Sde door, intent on going to a coffee shop across the street for food and an



argument. Sx of them. Of the Sx, Doctor Benson was the one who escaped.
“Dammit, | forgot my hat,” Doctor Benson said, and turned back. “Wait for me, en?’

The hour was now twenty minutes past five, a wonderful, golden, warm afternoon, unusud for New
York in the boisterous month of December. On this sort of an afternoon everyone looked happy. The
faces were amiling. The city was rumbling contentedly.

Two taxicabs came down the street. The Street was a one-way crosstown thoroughfare, and the cabs
were travding fairly fast but not bresking the speed limit.

Apparently something went wrong with the steering gear of one cab, causng it to swerve and crash into
the cab adongside. This taxi in turn smashed into a parked gasoline transport truck. The truck tank was
ruptured.

The transport truck was loaded with high-test aviation gasoline, and in a moment, literaly in a flagh, there
was a hell-sheet of fire over street, Sdewak, pedestrians, the five surgeons.

The blue gasoline blaze went up to thefifth floor level, people screamed and flesh burned.
Doctor Benson charged heroicdly out of the Coliseum side door.
“Doc Savage! My God, Doc Savage is burned!” he was screaming.

There was no question about Benson's heroism. He was burned somewhat himsdf, and he did rescue
Doc Savage, dthough it was true that Savage at the time was endeavoring to drag three of the surgeons
to safety. Doctor Benson, when he had Doc Savage safe, attempted to dash back after the remaning
two surgeons, but was restrained. The pair had reached safety under their own power, anyway. Benson
was sobbing now.

It soon developed that no one had actualy been burned fatdly.

Ambulances, fire department, police, and gaping multitude converged on the scene.

THE hospitd, clean and white, had a reassuring ar of crigp efficiency. Doctor Benson permitted himsdf
to be treated for minor ankle, hand and face burns, then hurried to Doc Savage's room.

Savage was getting the adminigrations of four anxious doctors.

“There are too many cooks,” Doc Savage told Benson, “working on this broth.”
His cheer didn't come off. Obvioudy he was in considerable pain.

Benson drew a doctor aside. “What's his condition?’

“Hell be out tomorrow or the next day. Outsde of some peripherd leson, and the expected amount of
shock, he should make it dl right. There may be some scarring, dthough that is unlikdy.”

Doctor Benson watched the dressing of Doc Savage's injuries, and the bandaging.
“Get me a mirror,” Doc Savage requested. And then, when he had examined himsdf: “I look like a



mummy!”
“I'm certainly sorry about this” Doctor Benson said.

Doc Savage laughed. “You should be! It was your idea to dip out through that sde door.” And then,
when the remorse on Benson's face actudly became horrifying, he added hedtily, “1 was kidding you,
Joe. It was an accident. Stop looking like that. It was nobody's fault. Go on home and let me get some

deep.”

“Is there anything | can do?’
“Not athing,” Doc Savage sad.
“Wdl, good night.”

“Good night, Joe.”

Doc Savage watched Benson leave, then lay back thoughtfully on the hospital bed. He asked one of the
nurses if any fatdities had resulted from the fire, and she said she would find out, soon reporting there
hadn't. “Thank you,” Doc said. “Could | have a telephone plugged in, please?”’



“You are supposed to rest.”
“I' will,” he promised, “&fter | make acdl.”

The tdephone cdl he made was to the desk sergeant a the didrict police dation, an inquiry for
information. He learned successvely that the taxicab drivers, both of them, were being held, that the
gasoline transport truck driver had been in a restaurant when the accident happened, that one cab had
been found to have a broken steering gear.

“The accident seemed legitimate, then?” Doc asked.

“Oh, sure”

“Thank you, Sergeant.”

The nurse took the telephone, said, “You cut out this activity, or well give you another hypo.”

Startled, he said, “Ancther!” He hadn't redized he had had one aready, and suddenly he concluded that
he had been burned worse than he thought.

Either that, or he was more disturbed than he had thought by the feding there was something off-tune
about the accident.

HE closed his eyes and, to satisfy the hypo-minded nurse, pretended to compose himsdf, but actudly
went back to thinking intently about the accident. He could not, he was forced to admit, lay his finger on
athing that was off-color about the accident, but he dill had the feding that something wasn't right. He
knew from experience that such hunches usudly sprang from a warning caught by his subconscious, but
not by him. That is, he had seen something, but had not yet been able to redize whét it was.

Or was this ridiculous? It was possible that his professon had made him overly suspicious. He rardy
thought of his professon any longer as being surgery, or dectrica research, or chemidry, or psychiatry,
or any of the other kills he had endeavored to master. His professon was the pursuit of excitement.
There was no need to kid around abouit that.

Theinvedigating of the strange, the unusud, the fighting of crime which seemed to be beyond the fingers
of the law for one reason or another, occupied more of his time than anything else. That made it his
profession. It was not dways a safe business, so he would naturaly become sourly expectant of trouble
disguised as innocence, he reflected. Instead of beating his brains together now trying to find something
gniger in the accident, probably what he should do was go to deep.

Drowsiness, brought by the hypo shot, was sdtling his nerves anyway. He fdt drowsy, and presently he
sncerdy endeavored to relax.

It would be a poor time for him to get into trouble. His five assgtants, with whom he usudly worked,
were, at the moment, scattered widdy. Renny Renwick, the engineer, was in Ching, and Mgor Thomas
J. Roberts, known everywhere as Long Tom, the dectricd wizard of the group, was in the Pecific
somewhere, on a radar project. The other three, chemis Andrew Blodgett Mayfair, lavyer Theodore
Marley “Ham" Brooks, archaeologist and geologist William Harper Littlgohn, were in Europe, heping



with the mess that had fdlen into the American |ap after the end of the war there.

He concluded he was going to be able to deep after dl. He fdt quite drowsy indeed. They mugt have
gven him a large shot of morphine. . . . larger than he needed. He wasn't in any danger, and he could
haverested. . . .

He dept . . . presently he was aware, vagudy, of movement. Of being moved. Stirring. The bed being
rolled. Voices. Saying: “Push it over here. He's heavy. Better use the same bed. You can't tdl what these
nurses might have noticed, a spot on the bed covers or something. . . . The nurse coming yet?”

Another voice “There's no onein Sght yet.”
“Get amove on!”

Quite suddenly, he knew there was indeed something wrong, and darm ran dong his nerves like wild
horses. His conscious gave a great wrench at the restraining mud of morphine dullness.

A voice “Hey, helswaking up!”
Another voice “Bug him one.”

He was busted one. The blackness fet squishy, asif it was a semi-gdid substance which had squirted out
of apipe or a hose. It filled everything, every cranny of the conscious world, completely.

Chapter Il

DOCTOR JOSEPH BENSON, a about six-thirty o'clock that evening, found himsdf possessed of a set
of nerves that wanted to scream. He had changed from the grimy dothing in which he had left the
accident scene, his intention being to have a private snack of milk and sandwiches from his refrigerator,
then go to bed. But it was obvious he was too much on edge to deep. He went to the telephone and
dided Miss Clayton's number.

Benson's apartment, dartlingly expensve—he had dways liked a better gpartment than he could
afford—was high in the tower of one of those sand-colored monaliths on Centrad Park West, and it was
richly done throughout. What it cost Benson would have maintained five ordinary families for a year, but
he never thought of getting less pretentious quarters. He was eaten by envy, on the other hand, when he
saw a better place.

“Miss Clayton, please,” he said into the telephone.

His nerves quieted and he amiled dightly in anticipation of talking to Miss Clayton. He was, in his sparse,
withdrawn, cautious way, in love with Miss Clayton. On the other hand, Miss Clayton was not the least
bit in love with him, and he knew this It hurt his pride. It was a problem to which he had given
considerable thought, and the thing he thought most about, the part of the Stuation that most fully puzzled
him, was how in the devil Miss Clayton could help being madly in love with him. Doctor Benson was a



bit of an egoid.

“Miss Clayton? How are you?’ In spite of himsdf, Doctor Benson dways found that he was reserved
with Miss Clayton, dthough Miss Clayton didn't, when one was looking at her, seem like a person with
whom one would be reserved.

“Helo, Joe,” said Miss Clayton.
“Are you doing anything this evening?’ Doctor Benson asked.
He had not planned to be so blunt, but it came out. My nerves, he thought, have redly gone to hell.

He thought that Miss Clayton hesitated, but findly she said, “Nothing in particular, Joe. Why? Got
plans?’

He said, “I wondered if you'd be nice enough to have dinner with me?”

“It's rether short notice.”

“Wel, you don't have to dress up. Thiswon't be anything fancy. | just thought of the idea mysdf.”
Miss Clayton laughed. “Nothing fancier than the Colony, | imagine. All right, call for me”

“When shdl | cal?”

“Right now, if you wish,” Miss Clayton said. He knew she was laughing a him. “I'm redly not going to
fancy-Dan it. That's what you said, it it?’

“Sure” Doctor Benson said, hiding his discouragement. He knew she wouldn't dress up, and he decided
to take her to the Colony after dl, just to make her fed uncomfortable if he could, among dl the rich
dientde which patronized the Colony.

MISS CLAYTON laughed a the idea of the Colony and sad sure, why not. She was wearing
low-hedled shoes and a swester, like a college kid, except that she had an ar about her. Doctor Benson
proceeded grimly to the Colony. He winced when Miss Clayton said, “Hy'yah, Mike,” to the doorman.
And he was embarrassed when they got one of the tables that were given to people the management
wanted seen.

Miss Clayton, he reflected, was a damned deceitful package, because such a piquant and sassy looking
g redly shouldn't have any brains. Not an Intellect, anyway. And Miss Clayton had an Intdllect. She
was something or other in a concern manufacturing something complicated and dectricd. Whatever Miss
Clayton was to this outfit, it entitled her to the most impressive office in the place, and two secretaries.
Miss Clayton was a gold brick enclosed in atinsd wrapper, to Benson's way of thinking.

“What,” demanded Miss Clayton, “is corroding you?’
1] B,]?i
“You're acting,” said Miss Clayton, “like a man who forgot to wear his suspenders.”

Doctor Benson smiled wryly. “I imagine I'm il upset over a rather disagreeable experience | had this
afternoon.”



“Y ou mean the accident in which Doc Savage was burned?’
“How on earth did you know about that?’

“Oh, it's in the newspapers,” Miss Clayton said. “Why do you think we got a front row seat here
tonight?’

“What? Good God, what do you mean?’
“The newspaper accounts make you out the hero who saved Doc Savage,” said Miss Clayton.

Thiswas genuindy news to Benson, who colored deeply, then said savagely, “Let's get out of herel They
mug think I'm a damned show-off!”

“Y ou mean, you haven't seen the newspapers?’
“Of course not!”

“I'm glad of that,” Miss Clayton said. “1 was afraid you were redly the kind of arat 1've dways hdfway
suspected you of being.”

Benson grimaced. “You've made cracks like that before, and | didnt like it. Why do you say such
things?’

Miss Clayton laughed. “I don't know,” she said. “Let's dance.”
“I'm going to get a more secluded table. Do you mind?’
“I'd appreciate it, Joe.”

The food was good, the service excdlent, and they had a satisfactory amount of privacy. But Doctor
Benson was distracted, obvioudy absorbed with his thoughts.

“Something is on your mind,” Miss Clayton said.
Doctor Benson nodded soberly. “As a matter of fact, I'm worried.”
“What about?’

“l can't get rid of the feding there was something wrong about that accident to Doc Savage this
afternoon,” Benson said grimly.

MISS CLAY TON looked a Benson thoughtfully. “What do you redly mean by that?’

He made amless marks with the tip of a spoon on the linen. “I haven't been able to put my mentd fingers
on anything, exactly. There was just something too pat about the whole thing.”

“Did you mention this to Doc Savage?’

“No, | didn't, dthough perhaps | should have. But Doc was rather panfully burned, and | didn't want to
bother im with it.”

“l should think,” said Miss Clayton, “he would want to be bothered with something like that.”



Doctor Benson gloomily finished his coffee, seemed logt in thought for an interva. He draightened. “I
have an ideal” he exclamed. “What do you say we do a bit of detecting?’

Miss Clayton was definitdy interested. “Finel That would be more interesting than the quffy show | was
expecting you to take me to.” She gathered her handbag and gloves together. “Where do we detect
firg?

They got a cab outside. “The Coliseum,” Doctor Benson told the driver. He added apologeticaly to Miss
Clayton, “I don't know of anywhere dse to sart.”

“| can't think of a better place,” shetold him.

They looked over the scene of the accident without learning much. The burned gasoline transport truck
had been removed, the two taxicabs were gone, and there was only the blackened sdewak and seared
gde of the buildings to show that anything out of the ordinary had happened there late that afternoon.

It was Miss Clayton who suggested that they tak to the Colissum management, and Doctor Benson
agreed. Soon they were in conference with Mr. Glizer, the Coliseum manager.

Mr. Glizer was a firg doof, feding that the management of the Coliseum was being unjustly suspected of
something. They corrected thisimpresson, and Mr. Glizer unbent to the extent of assuring them there had
been nothing suspicious. “Outside of the matter of the seven counterfeit tickets,” he added.

Miss Clayton pounced on that. “What counterfeit tickets?’

Mr. Glizer explained that one of the Admissions Clerks had spotted a counterfeit ticket stub, and that a
search of the tickets had been made, and 9x other counterfats had been located, or sevenindl.

“Are counterfeit tickets to the Colissum a usud thing?” Benson demanded.
“No, gr, not a dl. Thisisthefirg time”
Miss Clayton frowned. “Did these doctors who attended the lecture buy their tickets?”

“No, Miss, they didn't. The Convention management rented the Coliseum for alump sum, and distributed
the tickets to registered attendants of the convention.”

“That,” said Miss Clayton, “makes it ssem darned strange that there would be counterfeits”

“I'm sure the personnd of the Coliseum would not be engaged in anything shedy,” said Mr. Glizer Hiffly.

“JOE,” sad Miss Clayton when they were leavingin a cab, “1 have ahunch, and | don't likeit.”

Doctor Benson eyed her intently. “1 imagine you fed the same way | do. A vague, gnawing suspicion that
there might be something rancid afoot.”

“Rancid isright,” Miss Clayton agreed. “| think we should do something.”

“What?'

“Put our suspicions,” said Miss Clayton, “in more capable hands.”

Benson nodded miserably. “But | hate to disturb Doc Savage at the hospitd about what may not be



anything after dl.”
“Doesn't Doc Savage have some hdpers?’

“By Jove, you've hit it! He does. He has five friends who have worked with him a number of years.
They're just the fdlows to Sc on to thisthing.”

“Do you know where we can find them?’
“No, | don't. But we can try the headquarters which Doc Savage maintains”

“Let's do that,” sad Miss Clayton. “I think that's the smart thing to do, since were not detectives
oursglves”

“Well telephone,” Benson said, “and seeif we can contact one of Doc's friends”

They made the tdephone cdl from a drugstore on Sxth Avenue. Doctor Benson did the actud cdling.
He found the number in his address book. “Doc's private number,” he explained, whirling the did with his

forefinger.

Presently a metdlic, busnesdike voice sad: “This is Doc Savage's office, but Savage is not immediady
available. Will you state the purpose of your cdl, please”

Benson said, “Thisis Doctor Joseph Benson, and I've become convinced there was something Sinister
about the accident which befdl Savage this afternoon. If you will connect me with Monk or Ham or some
of Doc's aides, I'll be glad to give the details of what I've learned.”

There was a perceptible pause.

The madlic voice said, “Have you finished?”
“Yes, of course” Benson snapped.

Another slence.

Agan the mddlic voice, sying. “Thank you very kindly. Your message has been recorded by a
mechanicd device and will be made avalable to Doc Savage as soon as possible. This voice is
mechanicaly recorded and so it cannot answer questions or give information. Thank you very much. If
you have anything more to say, please say it immediady, because the crcuit will be broken and the
mechanica recorder disconnected after an intervad of thirty seconds.”

“I'l be damned!” Benson exploded. He hung up. He was angry.

Noating the rage on his face, Miss Clayton asked, “What happened?’

“Some kind of a damned robot,” said Doctor Benson sourly, “made a sucker of me!”
Miss Clayton listened to the details, then burst out laughing.

“What the hdll are you laughing a?’ Benson demanded.

“The expression you wear when your dignity is upset,” Miss Clayton explained. “It's good for you. It
should happen to you more often.”

Benson snorted. “I guess | should not be surprised. Doc is dways tinkering around with gadgets, and |



should have expected something of the sort. But it makes me fed like a foal, talking to that phonograph
or whatever it was. | probably sounded as important as anything.” He rubbed his jaw sheepishly.

“Then none of Doc Savage's aides were there?’

“Apparently not.”

“Then,” said Miss Clayton, “we had better disturb Doc Savage after dl.”

Benson exhibited displeasure. “I hate to do that. This after dl may be of no importance.”

Miss Clayton was determined. “We're going to tdl him about the counterfeit tickets” she indsted.
“It couldn't be,” suggested Benson, “that you just want an excuse to meet Doc Savage?’

“Could be,” said Miss Clayton.

ON Ffty-axth Street, which is a one-way street going east, they stopped for the treffic light at Ffth
Avenue, and a sedan drew dongside. The sedan was dark grey in color. The sedan's rear door opened,
two men got out, and one of these opened the front door of the cab and said to the driver, “Side over,
bub!” Smultaneoudy he showed the driver something.

The driver's, “Hey, what dya think—" died a that point, and he gazed in terror a what the man was
showing him. He did over. The man got behind the whed.

The other man jerked open the cab's rear door. He got in.
“This cab is taken, fdlow!” Doctor Benson snapped.
“It's share-the-ride night, hadn't you heard?’ the man said coldly.

Enraged, Doctor Benson started to lunge forward with his fig clubbed. Then he froze. The stranger hed
displayed arevolver of ominous proportions.

The cab got moving. The sedan fdl in behind. The doings had escaped notice on the Street, apparently.

The man who had joined them so ominoudy was a long, blond young men with a full-festured
Scandinavian look, well-dressed in blue suit, white shirt, neatly shined black shoes and socks with a fant
red clock of dashes. He wore shiny, dark legther gloves.

He told Miss Clayton, “1 hope you aren't a screamer by nature.”

Miss Clayton stared at him wordlesdy. She was more shocked than scared. Actudly, fright hadn't yet
hed a chance to take hold of her.

The Scandinavian-looking young man added, “It's much too quiet a night on Ffth Avenue for a scream
ended by a shot, don't you think?’

Benson blurted, “What's the meaning of this?’

“St dill, Doctor Benson,” the young man said. “Better clasp your hands behind your neck. Don't raise
them. Jugt clasp them behind your neck. We want thisto look natura, you know.”

“You know my name!” Benson exploded.



“Why, of course, Doctor. Will you clasp your hands as | suggested, please?’
“I'm damned if [—uh!”

The young man, with what seemed blinding quickness because it was so unexpected, had dugged Doctor
Benson dongside the head with his gun. Benson flopped back on the seat, sensdless.

The man driving turned his head, asked, “Trouble, Ole?’

Ole examined Miss Clayton. “What do you say, toots? Isit to be trouble?’
Miss Clayton shuddered. “No,” she said. “No trouble.”

“No trouble, Sven,” Ole reported.

Sven sad, “That's good.” Then, with a vicious abruptness that equaled Ole's handling of Doctor Benson,
he knocked the taxi driver sensdless with the gun which he had been udng to threaten the fdlow into
dlent compliance. He pushed the limp hulk of the driver down out of sght. “We'd better dump this
cookie somewhere,” he said.

Ole asked, “Where's a good place?’
“Oh, the parkway after we get out of town is as good as any.”

Ole fumbled ingde his dothing. He brought out asmdl object. It was an ice pick. He passed the ice pick
forward to Sven.

“If youll use the eye socket, itll go in easier,” he said. “But be sure to dant it up enough to do the
busness”

Miss Clayton, watching the movement of Sven's shouldersin the front seat, closed her eyes.
Quietly and horribly, she fainted.

Chapter Il

LIEUTENANT COLONEL ANDREW BLODGETT “MONK” MAYFAIR had never been overly
fond of German cooking, and his ideas had become somewhat bitter on the subject during the past Six
weeks, the length of his stay in occupied Germany. Except for the cooking, and the creepy feding that
came from living in an occupied country that might not for many years change its ways, he was
comfortable. He should have been happy, because he was doing abig job in chemigtry.

The business of dtering the life and thinking of a people was complicated, and Monk was a the moment
functioning as a sort of advisory czar over the German chemicd industry. The ideawas to let the German
chemicd industry reestablish itsdf only in so far as it would be unable to later convert itsdf to war use,
and Monk Mayfair, who was admittedly one of the world's great indudrid chemigts, was hdping with the
job. He had boned up on the Garman language, armored himsdf with intense suspicion of the most
harmless-seeming Germans, and done the best he could with the job. He had done fairly wel. At least,
there had been many squawks from the Germans, and none from anyone else, which was a good sign.

Monk Mayfar was a short man of great breadth, great length of arm, and a great quantity of homeiness.
His generd resemblance to an ape, paticulally the family of great apes cdled Smiidee, consdered
closest of dl animds to man, was noticesble. Monk didnt mind. He had an amigble grin that made



friends with everyone, afondness for loud clothes and red-haired chorus girls, and a generd indingtion to
do exactly what no one expected him to do.

He liked his deep, and since the high aamy officdas with whom he was working had the habit of getting
hm out of bed at dl hours, he had, tonight for the firg time, cunningly rigged a gag every kid knows
about, or has seen in the funny paper. He had put a bucket of water over the bedroom door so it would
deluge the first guy who camein.

Sometime during the night, he heard a knocking.

“Comein,” he cdled drowsly, but not so drowsly that he forgot to open one eye and waich for the
bucket of water to fdl.

The door opened. Monk blanched, started to ydl. “Hey, Angele, watch out! Dont—" He went slent,
but mentaly added an, “Oh, great grief!”

There was quite a commotion when the bucket of water came down, and Monk learned one thing
immediatdly. Angele could not take a practical joke. Angde was a French girl, very pretty. Monk had
been doing promotion work rec Angde for sometime.

“You dog-faced ape!” Angde said, after she had said dl she could think of in French. “Here is a
cablegram which came for you!”

She threw the cablegram, now sodden, a Monk, after which she caled him a sow's son, and departed.

How fortunate | am, Monk reflected, to learn in time thet the little lady has a temper like that.

MONK supposed the cablegram would be from the Allied Militay Government headquarters in
Washington, giving him hell about something. It wasn't. It wasn't from Doc Savage ether, dthough
amogt. The message had been sent by the superintendent of the building which housed Doc Savage's
New York headquarters. It was the man's job, when Doc and his aides were not around the office, to
open up the telephone recording gimmick and relay to them any messages that seemed important. Having
the super do this was Doc's ideg, after they had learned that the man had an uncanny fadility for finding
out what part of the world they were at the moment occupying.

The building superintendent, a frugd gentleman, was aways appdled at the thought of a dallar or so0 a
word rate for cables, and saved dl the words he could, sometimes at the expense of darity.

The cablegram read:

DOC HOSPITAL BURNED DOCTOR BENSON PHONED UNLIKE SUSPECTS FOULPLAY
MY STERIOUS COUNTERFEIT TICKETS CLUE.

“Boy!” Monk said, and re-read the message wondering whether Doc had burned down a hospita full of
mysterious counterfeit tickets and Doctor Benson, or what had happened.

He got up and ran cold water in the basin, buried his head therein so the degp would be driven away,
toweed his homey countenance vigoroudy, after which he went to the telephone.

“l want to tak to Doc Savagein New York,” he told the telephone operator.

An argument followed with the Signd Corps operator, for this was an AMG line and a dvilian cdl



couldn' just be put through without preiminaries. But eventudly Monk was informed by the New Y ork
operator that Doc Savage wasin a hospita, and that the hospital refused to permit acal to go through.

Monk was quite darmed. If Doc Savage was in a state where the hospitd wouldn't dlow him to take a
cdl, it wasn't good. It must be serious.

Furthermore Monk redized he was the only one of Doc's group of five aides in a podtion to do much
about it, dthough being in Germany didn't put him in a very favorable position. But he was handier than
the others. Renny Renwick was in Ching, Long Tom Roberts was Heaven-knew-where in the Pacific,
Johnny Littlgohn was in Sweden, Ham Brooks was in Jugodavia. Ham was, in a pinch, avallable. At
leest Monk knew where he could be reached. He had no idea exactly where the others were.

Monk dressed, his concern increasing. He tried to think of whom he could cdl in New Y ork, and wished
Petricia Savage was avalable Pat was Doc's cousn, a young lady who liked excitement and
occasondly helped them, but the catch there was that Pat was hersdf in England somewhere, trying to
hire a high-powered Frenchman for her string of beauty salons.

A knock on the door sounded the second time before he heard it and he asked, “Who's there?’
It was the pretty Angele.
“Comein,” Monk said.

Angde had thought of severd other things she thought he was, and she expressed hersdf. “Here, you
scurvy ape,” she finished, “is another cablegram which just came for you.”

Thismessage sad:

DISREGARD SERIOUS TONE EARLIER CABLEGRAM DOC IS IN HOSPITAL SLIGHTLY
BURNED BE OUT TOMORROW DOCTOR BENSON WAS JUST EXCITABLE.

“Theat's ardief,” Monk remarked.

SOME three or four seconds later, a red light flashed in his subconscious. He became suspicious. He did
not immediatdy know why, but he knew he was suspicious, and he eyed the cablegram speculatively.

It was alittle funny, he decided, that the superintendent of their office building would be so cryptic in the
firgt cablegram, then use plenty of words in the second one. In fact, the second message didn't sound asiif
the same fdlow had sent it.

He got on the telephone again. “A cablegram was just ddlivered to me, and | want to check back on the
thing to see who sent it. Where would | start?’

“You want to sart at thisend?’

“Sure”

“Il connect you with the telegraph office”

At the telegraph office, they were emphatic on one point. They had handled no such cablegram.

“l want to be sure about this” Monk explained.



“Y ou got the message handy?’
13 YS”

“Read usthe letters and figures that precede and follow the message, the quff that's tacked on to show
thefiling time and trangit route of the message.”

Monk read this.
The telegraph station man sounded surprised. “What kind of a typewriter is that written on?’
“An ordinary typewriter,” Monk said.

“That's a phony message, brother. Our suff nearly dl comesin teletype on atape, and the tape is pasted
on the message blank. The rest we copy on machines that type dl capitd letters. It's afake.”

“How,” Monk demanded, “would anybody find out | received a cablegram earlier? Wait a minute!
Maybe the first one was a fake, too.”

“Give me the same data off it, and I'll tdl you.”

Monk furnished the informeation.

“Thet oneisgenuine” he was assured.

“Okay, answer my question. How would anybody learn | received it?’

“I'm not Sherlock Holmes, bub. Theré's twenty ways. Where are you? A hotd? Maybe somebody a the
hotel got money across his pam.”

“Thanks” Monk said. “I'll look into that angle.”

ANGELE had some more to say when Monk confronted her.

“Stow it, baby,” Monk sad grimly. “Do you know what the American army does to dvilians who pull
funny quff on them? Stuff like letting people read cablegrams they're not supposed to read?’

Angde had seemed very pretty, but now suddenly she wasn't so pretty. She was a sharp-faced, cunning
little shrew who had been caught.

“Liar!” she snarled. “Don't you dare accuse me of such athing!”

Monk had had experience with such females He Sghed. “You St and stay there.” He pointed at a chair.
“In a few minutes after | use the telephone, some nice unsympathetic MPs are going to come and take
you to jail where you will rest comfortably until time for you to be shot.”

Angde like dmog everyone ese in Europe, had seen enough violence during her lifetime to be
impressed. The emations which she began experiencing were violent enough to make Monk fed sorry for
her. Presently her tongue loosened.

The man was about five feet seven, dark-haired, dressed in a gray tweed slit and a beret and amy
shoes. He spoke French with a Parigan accent, and had carried a very large roll of good American
banknotes. He had approached Angdle day before yesterday, paid her twenty American dollars and two



cartons of cigarettes for her services in intercepting any cablegrams which came for Lieutenant Colondl
Andrew Blodgett Mayfair. She was to intercept them, and permit him to read them.

Thisman had read the firgt cablegram. He had then typed out the second one—he had a typewriter and
cablegram blanks dl ready for this—and given it to Angde to deliver, together with an additiond twenty
dollars, and another carton of cigarettes.

“Where” asked Monk, “isthis guy?’

“l don't know.”

“Come on, baby. You took the cablegram to imin a hurry, didn't you?’

Angde burgt into tears. The man was at the Penson Avaon, down the street, she confessed.

An MP appeared at this point, engaged in making his routine patrol of the town, and Monk explained
things to him and gave Angdle into his custody, not being entirdy sure that Angde had told the whole
truth. Also he wanted Angele on hand to identify the man if he caught him.

The Penson Avdon, in spite of its French name, was operated by a stout, shifty fréulein who had Nazi
Women's Corps worker written dl over her. Did she have a boarder of such a description? Nein, of
course not.

“Lady, if you want to know whéat trouble is, just tdl me another lie” Monk said.

Monk's anthropoid appearance, which he could accentuate by looking fierce, was not far short of
terrifying. He tried his worst manner out on the woman, who presently mumbled in German, “Ah, you
mus mean Mr. Williams”

“| probably do,” Monk growled. “Now, where isthis Mr. Williams?’
Hewasin No. 9.

Only he wasn't. Mr. Williams had fled the coop. Monk climbed out of the open window and looked
disgustedly into a dark dley, after he went back and scowled at the gill-smoking cigarette which Mr.
Williams had I€ft behind.

THE officer to cdl when you wanted action, Monk had learned, was Lieutenant Jackokis. Almogt
everyone in the locd AMG unit outranked Lieutenant Jackokis, but for meking things happen the
Lieutenant was unexcdlled. He had been assgtant director for a second-rate movie outfit in Hollywood
before the war, which was probably where he had gotten histraining in doing a lot with nothing.

Monk addressed the Lieutenant over the telephone. “1 have got to get back to New York, because
something has happened to Doc Savage there. | haven't got time to fool around with officid red tape.
Now, how do | get to New York quick?

“It just happens that tonight | was daydreaming about how fast | would get back to Hollywood if a
miracle happened and | got a discharge,” said the Lieutenant. “1 was going to do it this way.”

The Lieutenant explained in detail how he was going to do it.

“Thanks” Monk said. “Theat will either get me to New York, or get me locked up in jal for twenty
years”



“Let me know how it works.”

“I will.”

Monk did a quick packing job. He aso cdled the locd MP headquarters and put out a description of
Mr. Williams To insure alittle specid action, he added the information, whally untrue, that Mr. Williams
was redly Adolf Hitler in disguise. He hoped he made this convincing enough.

Then he put in along-distance telephone cal for Brigadier Generd Theodore Marley Brooks in Zagreb.
A miradle promptly happened. He got Ham.

“Fan out your ears, you shyster lawyer, and ligen,” Monk said.

He liked Ham a great dedl, dthough he made it a careful practice to never speak a avil word to Ham if
he could think of an insult. They had been close friends for years, and had quarredled most of the time.

Monk disgorged what information he had.
“I'm headed for New Y ork right now,” he finished.
“I'm going dong,” Ham said promptly.

“Not with me, you're not,” Monk assured him. “I'm going to do it without what it's supposed to take in
the way of officd paper, and | don't want you crabbing my act.” He frowned a the telephone. “Anyway,
aren't you supposed to be giving those Jugodavians a line-up on internationd law?’

“I'm finished,” Ham explained. “Or rather, the Jugodavians are throwing me out. They contend they've
gotten aong without internationd law for several hundred years, and they see no reason for it now.”

“Then you're going to New York?’
“ure”

“Good. But you aren't going to be around to mess me up. However, if you want to get in touch with me,
send a message care of tha little blonde barmaid in the pub across the road from the flying fidd a
Stratford, and I'll try to pick it up.”

“Wedl, okay. Who isthisguy Adolf Hitler you've got the MPs looking for?’

“Some bird who was hired to make me think nothing had happened to Doc,” Monk said.
“You say he planted himsdf there two or three days ago?’

“According to what | got out of thiswench Angele, he did.”

“Thet,” said Ham, “looks like foresght.”

“They had it dl cocked and primed, dl right,” Monk admitted.

“It doesn't,” suggested Ham, “sound so smdl.”

Monk agreed thet it didn't.

“It looks,” he said, “asif someone had done a pretty dick job of working something out.”



Chapter IV

CRISSY, being atiny girl, aswel as very blonde, was wont to ingpirein mae breasts a desire to protect
her. Actudly, it was the other way around. Maes would have done wel to watch out for Crissy.

Thejob of barmaid in the little pub across the Kings Highway from the American ATC fidd a Stratford
was hardly one for training angels, but it hadn't done too badly by Crissy. She was tough, noisy, skeptica
and she would cgjole aman out of hislast dollar if he was thet big a sucker, but she had a code of honor,
which conssted of gticking by afriend. Monk Mayfar was one of Crissy's friends, in every sense of the
word, in spite of previous endeavors to be more.

Crissy leaned her elbows on the bar. Monk was partaking of the free lunch, a feature only recently
returned to the establishment.

“He'samedium bloke,” Crissy advised. “Hair as black as Donegan's dley a midnight. Has amy shoes
and wears a beret and a French accent to go with it.”

“Blazed” Monk remarked.

It had struck him that this description answered very cosdy that of the cablegram-faker, the fdlow
Monk had described to the MPs, with great inaccuracy, as probably being Adolf Hitler.

“Where” Monk added, “isthislad?’

“Around,” said Crissy.

“ERY

“He's keepin' hisbloomin' eye on you, honey,” Crissy explained.
“How'd you find it out?’

Crissy bridled dightly. “I got me ways. And don't go askin' them.”

Monk grinned. The pub was the hangout for most of the chisders and petty crooks in the neighborhood,
gentry who probably regarded dl strangers with greet interest lest they be Scotland Yard men. Crissy
probably had her contacts.

“Thanks” Monk said. “You're a very handy gadget, Crissy.”

Crissy sghed. “When you get to New York,” she said, “give my best to the missus and your thirteen wee
Iurls”

Monk gave two violent jumps, the firs one because he was surprised that Crissy knew he was on his
way to New Y ork, athough on second thought he redlized Crissy probably knew the devious ways that
Y anks used to get to New York in ahurry these days.

The second jump was because Monk didn't have a wife and thirteen young ones. But the lie was familiar.
It was a fasehood which Ham Brooks invariably told about Monk to Monk's lady friends, actud or

prospective.
“That overdressed shyster!” Monk sad bitterly.



MONK'S procedure for getting to New York was now to board an ATC plane flying back to the
States. There was nothing shady about hisway of traveling, but it did take certain ingde knowledge. The
Air Trangport Command was vast and complicated and its current policy was not to fly any planes from
England to America unless they were fully loaded with cargo or men, preferably the latter. As was naturd
in so bulky an organization, the flow of passengers was likdly to get diverted a one place or another so
that the outgoing planes had empty seats, and it was these depots of departure where, if a man was on
hand when a plane was leaving, he could get out for New York or a least the States. Where these seats
were avalable was naurdly a prized piece of information, and it was this which the Lieutenant in
Germany had told Monk.

Although he had been lad up here twelve hours, Monk imagined he would get out shortly on a
States-bound plane.

Monk, perversdly, was rather pleased to discover hmsdf shadowed. Alarmed, too. But not as much
adarmed as pleased to know he wasn't chasing to New Y ork after any wild geese.

He l¢&ft the pub casudly, visted the locd ATC office and made his usud query about the next plane.

“About three hours,” he was told to his surprise. “You be here, and | don't think there's any doubt but
that youll be able to get a seat.”

“Good enough,” Monk said with pleasure.
“And if you missthat one, ther€ll be another two hours later.”
“Il make the first one,” Monk stated.

Theflight across the Atlanticinan ATC ship would be no luxury cruise, and there probably wouldn't be
any meds served, since this was not a brass hat run. Monk decided to eat, and was crossing the street
when he noticed the lean-hipped, wide-shouldered man watching him.

Monk scowled. Two shadows, he thought. He became cautious, but not so eaborately so that he would
arouse suspicion.

He noted the lean man turning back, entering the ATC office.

A bit later, Monk returned there himsdf. He described the fdlow he had seen. “What did he want?’
“Wished to know what plane you were taking.”

“Did, en! That guy's got a crudt. Did hetry to get on the same ship?’

“Yes hedid. And he has a seat.”

“You don't say! His credentids were okay, en?’

“Is there something wrong?’ the ATC officer demanded, his suspicions aroused. “This guy had papers in
order showing he had been on an AMG mission, but if he's not on the up and up, | want to know about
it”

Monk pondered, findly ressting a desire to make some difficulty for the man. “No, as far as | know he's
dl right,” Monk told the ATC man, and took his departure. I'll skin my own cats, he was thinking.



THE young man with the good shoulders and the leen middle made a rather obvious job of watching
Monk Mayfar consume a good dinner, so obvious that he was sure another man, a dark fdlow in
tweeds and beret, vagudy reminiscent of Adolf Hitler in looks, took note of the shadowing. The fdlow
who resembled the paperhanger had been keeping in the background. He was, it was obvious, a highly
killed man at his work.

Having made sure the expert would notice the less illful shadowing job, the lean young man stepped
into a haberdashery shop, took his way out the back door, down a service street, turned right, took off
his shoes, produced a formidable pistol, and cautioudy approached the Hitleresque man. He pressed the
oun muzze to the man's back and explained, “Thisisagun, so don't do any jumping around.”

The other man had considerable cold nerve. At least he was brave enough to turn coolly and make sure
there was redly agun.

“Ah” he said.

“We seem to be getting in each other's way.”

"N

“Too bad, too. A thing like this shouldn't be cluttered up.”

The dark man took off the beret and scratched the perfectly bald centra top area of his head just as
though there were har there. He spoke with a heavy voice which had a fluttering qudity, as though his
throat needed clearing. “You're a bright-eyed Joe,” he said. “I see you with the eye on this Monk
Mayfar as big as the Tower of London, which shoulda tipped me. What'd you do, suck mein?’

The lean young man thoughtfully cocked his revolver. The dicking sound this made did not seem to
disurb the other at dl.

“What became of Williams?’
“Eh?" asked the dark man.

“Williams. The one who was supposed to keep the eye on him in Germany. Incidentdly, you had better
et rid of that beret and tweed suit, because that was what Williams was wearing.”

“Yeah?" The dark-skinned man glanced down &t his tweed. “I don't dig no Williams”
“Okay,” said the younger man. “Suit yoursdf.”

“Wait aminute, Joey boy. Whao're you? Where do you hitch in thisthing?’

“Frankly, I'm damned if | know.”

“That,” said the dark man, “is dumb talk. Get on the bal with some words.”

The lean young man put the revolver indde his coat pocket, but kept his hand on the weapon in a pointed
fashion.



He said, “The word. It comes to mefrom New York.”
“Who from?’

“Anold pd.”

“Who did you say?’

“I| didn't say.”

The dark man thought this over. Most of the swarthy cast of his face was contributed by a pair of
eyebrows which resembled mice fresh from a cod bin. He sad in a conversationd way, “Williams is in
kind of awarmish predicament. It seems that guy Mayfair put the word out that he was redly Hitler, who
was dive after dl, and damned if the story wasn't believed. Williamsis out of circulaion.”

“Hiding out?’ asked the young man.

“Why're you interested?’

“It's one of the things I'm supposed to find out.”

“And after you've found it out?’

“l report it.”

“Williams won't be found, 'tain't likdly,” the dark man said. “Y eah, he's hiding out. But good.”

THEY could see Monk Mayfair in the restaurant. Monk was on his coffee and dessert course, and had
lighted a cigar that was large and black. Monk hooked his thumbs in his vest armholes and blew blue
smoke. He examined the waitress with interest.

“That Mayfair,” said the dark man, “gets around. You'd think a boy that homely would scare the dames
glly”

The lean young man said, “He's got a seat on a plane leaving in a couple of hours.”

“Yeah?’

“I'm on the same plane.”

“Risky?

“I think not. He doesn't know me.”

“Hewill if you don't do a better job roping him.”

“Thet's my worry.”

“You sad it,” the dark man growled. “That's your worry, not mine. So go ahead and worry about it.”

“Dont get tough. | thought I'd tdl you about it, was dl. Oh, yes, and another thing—are you going to
New York yoursdf?’

The dark man grinned.



“Maybe, he said. “And again, maybe not.”

The younger man shoved out a considerable quantity of square jaw and advised, “Ligen, topsy, I'm
supposed to find that out, too. Give me an answer. You're not funny. Youll be less funny in about ten
seconds if you don't watch out.” For effect, he cocked the gun again in his pocket.

The dark man was evidently consderably confused himsdlf, and baffled by the generdly intangible nature
of the conversation. He had given no indication of having made up his mind whether the younger man was
friend or foe, screwbdl or cold-blooded redist. Suddenly, however, he decided the younger man was
dangerous.

“Take it easy!” he urged hedlily. “I'm heading for New Y ork tomorrow. Got a seat on the clipper, and
papersdl in order.”

“That'sfing” the younger man said.
He turned around and walked off.

The other man scratched the hairless part of his scap thoughtfully again while he made various thinking
shapes with his mouth. Presently he blew out his cheeks, let the breath in them escape with a rush, and
sauntered across the street where he could better watch Monk Mayfair.

THE younger man, waking briskly, traveled quiet streets. He did various things to make sure he was not
followed, stopping to watch the reflection in store windows, tying his shoe, making unexpected turns.
Sidfied he was done, he doubled into a house on Robertwood Road. He was known here; the landlady
addressed him politdy, saying, “Mr. Mayfar hasn't returned, Mr. Brooks.”

He said, “Thank you, Mrs. Gravois”

He took off his shoes in his pleasant room. The shoes were the very finest English hand-made, but they
were too smdl for him; he was determined to wear them anyway because they were so fine He liked
good clothes. Fine garb was his hobby, and he had managed, before the war gave mankind many things
more important to think about, to get for himsdf the reputation of being the best-dressed man in New
York City. Today, when he thought of the inordinate pride he had taken in that accomplishment, he could
blush alittle But he il liked the very finest clothes.

It was looking very much, he thought sourly, as if he would have to go back to New Y ork immediady
with Monk. He wasn't unwilling, but he did wish he could have had time for fittings a his English tailor's
on Bond Street. The felow was back in business, and his best cutter was out of the army, a report had
sad.

Altogether, his last few weeks had been sour. Jugodavia had dways been a fever spot in Europe, and
Washington, in sending him there, had hoped that his extensve knowledge of internationd lav—he was
supposed to be one of the best at it—would impress the Jugodavians into fdling in line with the trends.
They hadn't been impressed. They were, if one were charitable, individudiss He had ligened to more
chest-thumping in the last few weeks than he had imagined possible, and Ieft Jugodavia with the feding

that someone like Joe Louis would have made a better emissary. Probably he had not failed entirdy, but
he had not made a howling success, ether.

Footsteps came into the hdl. His eyes jerked to the door, which opened, and Monk Mayfar camein.
“Hdlo, you shyster,” Monk greeted him. “What's the matter, shoes hurt?’

He scowled and lied, “I was just admiring a redly fine piece of boot-making.”



“You callar the guy?’

“yYes”

“Y ou think he knew you were Ham Brooks?’

“If he did, he was amighty good actor,” Ham said.
“What'd you find out?’

“Darned little, to tdl the truth. There seems to be a whole organization at work. This fdlow has been
assigned to trall you, and that other man who used the name Williamsisin hiding.”

Monk nodded. “I thought maybe Williams and thisguy were the same, and | didn't see how the dickens
Williams followed me from Germany with the whole American Army looking for him. What ese did you
find out?’

“He knows you'e headed for New Y ork. He's going there himsdf on the clipper tomorrow.”
“But what about Doc Savage?’ Monk demanded very impaiently. “What's the low-down there?’
“| didn't find out.”

Monk went to a window, pulled the curtain back a fraction and looked out. “He's down there in the
Sreet now, damn him. Do you suppose he knows enough to make it worth our time to grab him and
pump the truth out of him?’

“Hesawise guy. | sort of got the feding he doesn't know too much himsdf. | could be wrong.”
“Think we should grab him?’
“I'd vote agandt it.”

“You're probably wrong,” Monk said, not because he didn't agree with Ham, but he was not going to
admit any agreement, as a matter of policy. “Weve got to think of something,” he added.

They sat there frowning at each other.

Chapter V

THE ATC plane was a C54. It carried mosily cargo, and only a few passengers. The cargo had been
picked up in Germany, radar apparatus that was needed in the Pacific.

Thefidd officer told Monk, “All right, good luck.”

A moment later, he said the same thing to Ham Brooks, who trailed dong far enough behind not to give
the dark man the idea he knew Monk other than as a quarry.

The dark man was weatching. He had trailled Monk to the fidd; Ham had in turn trailed the dark man.

It was a samoky, foggy morning; actudly the fidd should have been closed, but the meteorologist said the
soup was only on the deck. The C54 would take off on ingruments; at a thousand feet it was supposed
to go out on top, and have good wesather the rest of the way across.



Monk and Ham boarded the plane, and Ham commented on the wegather.

“They've sure come along way toward licking wesather in flying,” he remarked. “A few years ago, this
would have been scary as the dickens. You can't even see the other end of the runway. Notice that?’

Monk said he had noticed.

The plane taxied away from the loading depot, made the run downwind to the starting position dowly
and stopped for the cockpit checkoff and clearance from the tower, the latter by radio. The four engines
thundered successivey, pulling the fog back hungrily and throwing it in troubled billows far astern.

Presently the pilot got his clear to take off, acknowledged, and began running the rapid-fire verbd
take-off procedure, making alittle game of it. The pilot was particularly cheerful. Thiswas his last run; he
hed the points necessary for discharge, and he was looking forward to getting into dvilian clothes for the
fird timein more than four years.

The big transport left the ground smoothly, and climbed. This was a ticklish time, and the pilot
concentrated on the ingruments, mentaly deciding thet if he ever took an arline job, it would be on a run
where the sun dways shone.

At eight hundred and fifty feet by the sengtive dtimeter, they pulled out into the sunlight. It was now as if
they were flying over an Arctic vastness of wonderfully white snow piled in soft billows and drifts and
dunes, with here and there a chasm or alittle hillock.

The pilot leaned back, relaxing.

THE plane blew apart at five thousand feet dtitude. Therefore it must have been an dtimeter gadget
which detonated the bomb, rather than atimer. At least this was the finding of the board of invedtigation.

The board which looked into the disaster got a clear picture of what happened, because there was an
eyewitness, another plane flying to the rear and about a thousand feet lower, a perfect spot for observing.

The pilot of the second plane was not watching, but his co-pilot was, and he declared there were two
explosions, then afire. The firg blast, accompanied by a spurt of yelowish smoke, split the starboard hull
about midship. After an interva of about threes seconds, the second blast came, this one evidently the
fud tanks exploding, because it seemed to run the full length of the ship and to the wingtips, and the fire
which followed was completely enveloping.

The ship had fdlen a once, breaking up dightly before it disappeared into the clouds. The fire had been
terrific, however, and it was dmost completely certain that none of the occupants of the plane escaped
even from their seats.

The examining board was dso able to ascertain, from the parts of the bomb which were found in the
wreckage, that the bomb had been of home-made construction, dthough none the less effective for that.



They found bits of the exploding mechanism, which had conssted of an ordinary arcraft dtimeter with
contacts soldered to the hand which indicated thousands of feet—the hand that would correspond to the
hour one on a watch.

Because the thing was et at five thousand—at any rate the exploson had occurred & five thousand—it
was certain the bomb had been put aboard at Stratford.

They were never able to discover how it had been done.

When it was announced that Monk Mayfar and Ham Brooks had boarded the plane before it took off,
there was a locust-plague descent of newspapermen on the scene.

Chapter VI

NEW YORK CITY newspapers are frequently accused of being only two kinds, tabloid and dignified.
Regardiess of the judtice of this charge, the death stories of Monk Mayfair and Ham Brooks received
two treatments. The tabloid sheets and some of their large-format brothers played up the dam-bang lives
of the two men in their association with Doc Savage, who was referred to as a man of mystery—not the
fird time Doc had been so indicated.

The newspapers designated as dignified let emphasisfal on the accomplishments of the two men and the
extent of thar loss to the world. The review of Monk's accomplishments in chemigtry were something to
blush at. Monk, who was no shrinking violet, could not have done better publicity had he written it
himsdf. Monk's research in plagtics; the cracking process in high-test gasoline he had developed, his
dye-drug research, hiswork in the fidds of explosives, synthetics—the lis read like the index to avolume
on generd chemigtry—was fully outlined. Ham Brooks, lawyer, got the same sort of obituary, one of the
features being an interview containing many fine words from a Supreme Court justice who, like Ham,
was a Harvard product.

City editors got thelr best reporters in and directed, “ See what you can get out of Savage about this”
The hopes of most of them were condderably less than mountains. Doc Savage had never been famous
for hunting publicity.

Thetabloid boys, in particular, expected to finish by discovering that somehow or other they hadn't been
able to see Doc. But they were fooled. They were admitted and greeted with the same brand of
restrained dignity as greeted ther full-sheet brothers who smeled of Scotch instead of gin.

Doc Savage's headquarters, as was soon discovered by anyone who tried to barge in without
preliminaries, were best approached through an interviewing office on the fourth floor. This place proved
to be a private detective agency office where inquiries were greeted with courtesy and suspicion.

When Canbeck, of the Times—his column, The World Today, commanded consderable
respect—arrived a the deuthing office, he found a number of other fourth estaters, some of whom he
respected very little. Canbeck was a nice guy, however, who kept hisfedings to himsdf. He noticed that
the other newsmen regarded him with respect, and he was pleased. Presently, as became a man with
prestige, he found that leadership in the interviewing fdl upon him.

Nobody, induding Canbeck, redly expected an interview with Doc Savage. He was as surprised as the
others when they were conducted to the eighty-gixth floor in what was obvioudy a private eevator.

“Hey, buddy!” exclamed one of the private detectivesin the corridor. “Out you go!” He had caught one



of the reporters snapping candid pictures, which had previoudy been forbidden.
The offender was expelled.

The private detective in charge made a brief speech in which he explained, “Mr. Savage is grieved deeply
by the news, and because of that and the burns which he received in the accident, it would be better if
you gentlemen confined your interview to twenty minutes.”

Thiswas fine. The reporters had expected five minutes at the most.

CANBECK had never seen Doc Savage's headquarters before. He believed none of the others had
ether, and he could see that they had come planning not to be impressed, but that they were being
impressed anyway. Canbeck found himsdf in the same boat, dthough, having been a finandd and
politica writer for years, he had met many influentia people againg ther own background, and he had
not expected to fed any particular emotion. But the surroundings did impress him—and no surroundings
hed impressed him for along time.

Actudly, Canbeck was a little startled when he saw the indde of the reception room and the library
where they were recaeived. The library was breath-taking in its incdusveness, there were, Canbeck
redlized, thousands upon thousands of books, dl heavily scientific and specidized. Canbeck happened to
cast an eye over a battery of cases containing materid in his own fidd, economics and trade, and he
redlized presently that surprise was holding his mouth open.

The reporters, about twenty of them, were placed in comfortable chairsin arather crowded space.

A man who was very large, a giant, you redized suddenly when you saw him near something to which his
gze could be compared, entered quietly and seated himsdf behind a desk. His, “Good morning,
gentlemen,” was delivered in a deep-throated, cultured and trained voice.

“Thisis Doc Savage,” explained one of the private detectives.

The newsmen had redized this immediady. But no one asked a question until Canbeck said, “Mr.
Savage, may | express on behdf of dl newspapermen in the aity our regret at the unimdy desath of Ham
Brooks and Monk Mayfair. If we can offer, through our fadlities, anything in the way of newsyou desire,
we would consider it a privilege to do s0.”

The big men lifted a bronze hand to adjust the bandages which swathed the right Sde of his face and his
jaw. He thanked them quietly.

Then his flake gold eyes examined them thoughtfully for awhile

He added, “The world has away of yidding up what is demanded of it. Each of usis a man moulded by
whatever we have indde of usin the way of desires, coupled with whatever we have met in the way of
obstacles. That isthe way we measure ourselves. But our real measure, | think, isin our contribution to
the world outside us”

He paused at this point to produce a stack of mimeographed sheets from a drawer of the desk at which
he was seated.

“Any weakness of fath in yoursdf and your friends will cut yoursdf off from many of the good things of
this earth,” he continued. “ Friends are very important to a man. Close friends may not be as necessary as
breathing, but they are necessary to breathe properly, and loang two of them is like teking away a



necessty.”

His voice had retained its depth, but emotion was moving it deeply, and he paused a moment, then
continued:

“A man's philosophy of lifeis not easly changed, and only the deepest things change it. But if the impact
issufficient, it can move a man to retire from the pursuit of excitement and go into Sraight business life”

It took a moment for that to dap the newsmen in the face.

CANBECK, voice scding up in excitement, demanded, “Mr. Savage, does tha mean you are
abandoning your—er—professon?’

The bronze man nodded dowly, “It does.”
“Y ou mean you're going into business life?’
“yYes”

“For God's sake!” Canbeck gasped.

The news meant more to Canbeck than any of the others. To the tabloid reporters, it merdy meant that
Doc Savage, deeply shocked by the desth of two friends, was going to abandon the pursuit of
exctement which had in a sense been his career. To Canbeck it meant that a giant was coming into the
indudrid fidd. That, to Canbeck, meant more than any other news could have.

“What,” Canbeck asked, “are your plans? Or can you disclose them at thistime?’

“l have no objection to disdlosng them. | shdl enter private enterprise, organizing various corporations to
accomplish what | fed should be accomplished.”

One of the reporters exclaimed, “ Can you imagine that! Doc Savage tuming into a money-maker!”

The bronze giant winced dightly. “Perhaps | have misstated my philosophy dightly. Let us say that | am
changing my fidld of activity from righting wrongs and punishing evildoersin the far corners of the earth to
creating and providing employment for men. Much of the philanthropy which has characterized my past
will be carried into my new line of work, | hope. That iswhy | stated that a man's lifetime philosophy is
not eagly dtered.”

The reporter grinned.
“Anyhow, 1'd like to own a dice of stock in any company you head,” he said.
The other reporters looked asif they would like to own the same thing.

That was the meat of the interview, which ended presently.

Chapter VII

WILLIAM WALTER WALLACE, a tdl young man with hair the color of a haystack on fire, was a
smart boy on Wadl Street and, while the street was not the lamb-trap it had been in other days, it was il
no pasture for fellows who did not have their shirts fastened down securely. Walace had never actudly



log his shirt, which made him rather an oddity among Wall Street's long-time operators, something
equivadent to living in the rain for years and never getting wet. Back in the days when wolves had no
connection with female chasing, Wallace had been known as aWall Street wolf, and of late years he had
been known as Wonderful Wallace, the man who wouldn't trust God. Wallace was cautious.

Favorite reading materid with Wonderful Walace was the Street Today, a news organ of two smdl
pages which was to the inner finandd nervous system of the country what the little gossp shests,
circulated only in Hollywood, are to the film indudry.

Friday's Street Today had a amdl item to the effect that Clark Savage, Jr., known as Doc Savage, was
leaving other activities to become a business operator. Smdl items in the sheet were, like dynamite in
cracks, usudly the most important. For instance, the suicide of a financier, which had collapsed some
forty corporations, had firg appeared as hdf aline buried on page two.

Wallace, who took the trigger easily, blew smoke from both nosgtrils, reached for the telephone and got
hold of Canbeck.

“Hdlo, Chet, how are you this morning? How about lunch with me?’ he said.
Canbeck, who was not a dope, chuckled. “Sowing up, aren't you? Noon is three hours away.”

“l was thinking of an early lunch,” Walace explained. “Say in about twenty minutes. Y ou were with the
gang who interviewed Savage, were not you?’

“Cando.”
“The Mutt's?’
“Qre”

The Muitt's was a decetful place in the extremdy ginking environs of Fulton Fish Market; to reach The
Muitt's was as unpleasant as braving a gas barrage laid down by civet cats, but once ingde the scrubbed
interior, which was largely decorated by hair-rasng cartoons of idiots, not just any idiots but the famous
idiots of dl time induding a well-known paperhanger and a buck-toothed emperor, the fish odor
mysterioudy vanished, and the food was world-renowned.

Canbeck sad, “Doc Savage isamentd genius, a scientific wizard, and any business he gets into is going
to make the ingders so much money they won't even gripe about ther taxes. | would like to bein on a
thing like that.”

“You're reading my mind,” Walace told him.

“l was just on the telephone,” the finendd columnigt added. “And | have an gppointment with Savage for
eeven.”

“Invite me dong, why don't you?’

Canbeck grinned. “I was dready thinking of that.”
“Favorably?’

“yes”

Wialace, surprised, sad, “You're more of afriend of minethan | thought you were.”



“I need your prying nature,” Canbeck observed.

Wallace gave him a quick glance.

THEY found—and they were not redly surprised when they did—severa prominent indudtrid operators
a Doc Savage's office. There were a few other men who, as ingders knew, were scouts for invesment
firms or individuas who did heavy speculaing. At leadt, the interview was not private. Canbeck flushed
angrily, and it did not soothe him entirdly when one of the private detectives, through whom Canbeck had
made the gppointment to see Savage, approached and gpologized for faling to tel Canbeck that the
interview was not to be private; Mr. Savage would have no time for private interviews unless on a
specific subject and by advance negotiation. So sorry.

“That'sdl right,” Canbeck said briefly.
He surmised the other men were here for the same reason as Wallace and himsdf.

Presently, when Doc Savage appeared, he found this was true. The other vistors were not indined to he
bashful, and they launched a once to the matter that had brought them. They would furnish Doc Savage
with capitd, and they stated ther terms.

The big bronze man spoke, and it was evident he was irritated.

“Gentlemen, | have never asked favors, and | can assure you that you are not going to do me any now,”
he said. “Frankly, you fancy yoursaves occupying a podtion which you do not occupy at dl—that of
being able to finance me. | do not need financing.”

The bronze man's suit was a neet blue pin-diripe, his facid bandages were crisp, and there were not as
meany of them, and his voice was more vibrant, had more of the powerful qudity recognizeble by those
who had heard Doc Savage previoudy, ether in person or by radio.

Now there was some oil-on-troubled-waters talk. Canbeck ligened wryly to a man named Doyle
McSwain explaining that persondly he was intrigued by the satisfaction that he would get out of knowing
Doc Savage was working with his dollars. “At my years of life, a man who has not redly done much
good in the world finds that he is entering a desert emationdly,” said McSwain. “1 would fed, if | became
associated with Doc Savage, much as a man mugt fed who has contributed a million to founding a cancer
research plan or something of the sort.”

Canbeck reflected that McSwain was a least hdf right; the man had never done a switch of good to
anyone except himsdf, and the latter only financid. As for McSwain getting an emotiond lift out of
hdping Savage, that was extremdy doubtful. Snakes like McSwain didn't change their scales to angd
feathers overnight.

Sightly disgusted, Canbeck noted that Doc Savage seemed mallified. He lisened to the remarkable
bronze man's voice saying that, dthough he had not contemplated usng outside capitd, it was true that
there were points to be considered.

The bronze giant seemed logt in thought for awhile

“Suppose | put it thisway,” he said findly. “1 do not promise definitdy to accept outside capitd, but | will
consider usng only money which the investors will not take from present holdings”

McSwain asked cautioudy just what was meant by that.



“Shdl we say that | will accept only such cash as you gentlemen have on hand—and then only when you
produce evidence it is cash on hand, not the proceeds from assets you have converted in order to invest
with my corporations.”

McSwain wished to know what in the hdl was meant by that. But he didn't use those words.

“Exactly what | say,” the bronze man replied. “Y ou will hand me your invesment in cash, together with
proof that the money is not taken from other worth-while holdings. In other words, millions of dollars will
be involved, and | do not wish to create an ungtable condition in invesment funds. Incidentdly, my
detective agency will investigate your proof that the money you wish to invest is cash that is not working.”

That made it clear enough for McSwain.

WHEN they had |eft the conference, Wallace stopped in the building lobby to light a cigarette. He
narrowed one eye through the smoke at Canbeck.

“This” Walace said, “could be alulu”
"B

“Dont you know what | mean?’

“I think | do.”

“Could | be wrong?’

Canbeck had darted to light a cigarette himsdf. He was holding the cigarette poised, however, in an
agtonished posture. He was slent for awhile.

“You scare the hdl out of me” he said.

Wallace grimaced. “Answer my question. Could | be wrong?’
“You could.”

“‘“Am17?’

“God, | hope s0,” Canbeck sad quietly.

“Hadn't we better find out?’

“I hope to tdl you wed better find out.” Canbeck's hand was shaking when helit his cigarette. “What do
you say We look into this detective agency he's usng so fredy.”

They did nat, at least not actudly, in the course of the afternoon put into words the thing that both had in
thar minds. It was not necessary, because both Canbeck and Wallace knew each other probably much
better than they redized or would have admitted.

Name of the detective agency: The Durwel Agency, Research and Investigations. The owner, Mike
Durwdl, was unquestionably a man of character, and he had been associated with Doc Savage for a
considerable period of time,

It was Wallace who made an interesting discovery.



“Canbeck,” he said. “Come over here” They were in the bank where Mike Durwel, private detective
agency owner, did his banking.

Walace had been taking to a thin-necked vice-president.

“Tdl Mr. Canbeck the news,” Walace requested, having introduced the thin-neck as beonging to a man
named Kiss.

“Mr. Durwdl sold his agency,” said Kiss.

“When?’

“Two weeks ago.”

“Who to?’

“A men named Estabrook.”

“What,” demanded Canbeck, “do you know about the purchaser, Estabbrook?’
“Vay little”

“Where isthe former owner, Mike Durwdl?’

“| believe he agreed to go to Mexico on an investigaive misson for the new owner.”

Nether Canbeck nor Wallace looked at each other, and Canbeck said dryly, “That is very interegting.
Very”

THEY had a conference in a bar booth with ox-red lesther and deep green woodwork, and the upshot
of it was that they thought they had better keep snooping. Wallace swore softly for a while “And | was
S0 damn near putting my money into it that it wasn't even funny,” he said.

“We could,” Canbeck reminded him, *“be wrong.”

“Theworld could be flat.”

“We haven't a damned shred of proof.”

“Proof you only need in courts.” Canbeck stood up. “Come on. Let's look into the wilderness farther.”

MIKE DURWELL wasin Campeche state, Mexico; probably right now he was riding a burro back into
the jungles, because his job was to reach a remote gold mine, the Orota Gold Mining Corporation No. 1,
and find out who was gtedling the production. It was a job that would entall Durwell being out of touch
with avilization for weeks. Thisinformation came from Durwel's fat wife, who was allittle indignant about
the whole thing.

“Nice setup,” Canbeck commented when they were leaving.

Wallace agreed it was. “Durwel was an honest man. He's right where a crook would want an honest
mento be”

“You think we've got something?’



“What do you think?’

“It's got me upset.”

“Okay. Let's see what we can find out about the new detective agency owner, Estabrook.”
Canbeck sad, “We wouldn't want to upset him.”

They went out on the Sdewak. Mrs. Durwel lived in a modern gpartment facing Centra Park South,
and there was ahdf block wak south and a block walk east to the subway. They were hafway across
the sdewak to ther cab, which was waiting, when a laundryman got out of a white laundry truck
carying a bundle of laundry in a rather peculiar pogtion in his ams. The laundryman walked toward
Canbeck and Wallace, walked toward them and passed them, but as he passed there was a hissng
sound that blew open the paper a one end of the laundry bundle. He went on without looking at the two
men, who had stopped. He went on and got into another car which was parked. That car |&ft. The white
laundry truck Ieft. Neither logt time.

Canbeck and Wadlace, quite sck by now, staggered into their cab.

“The nearest hospitd!” Canbeck croaked.

The driver looked around. “Huh?’

“That guy squirted gas or something on us,” Canbeck explained in a much sicker voice.
“The hospital ? Y ou want me to take you to a hospitd ?’

“For God's sake, you ape, yes. Yedl”

The driver put his gearsin mesh. “ Okay, keep your shirt on. Just keep your shirt on.”

The cab got moving. Canbeck and Wallace leaned back. They looked a each other in horror, now too
gck to understand much that went on about them. Probably too ill to notice that the driver had closed the
glass partition between the seats, and that he had his windows wide open for plenty of ventilation. It was
not, for that matter, the same driver who had brought them to Mrs. Durwdll's apartment.

Presently they stopped breathing, and later the driver pulled over to the curbing and a man, a stranger,
got in. Not exactly a stranger; it was the fdlow in the laundryman's suit. He examined the two bodies.

“How are they feding?’ the driver asked.

“They aren't,” said the man in white.

Chapter VIl

IMPERIAL AVIATION, LTD., had its American termind at Bdtimore, other landings being made at
Nova Scotia, or Bermuda, depending on the wesather. The reason for the line having a Batimore terminus
rather than a New Y ork or Boston one was purdy a matter of competition. The line was British, and the
American competitors had, by way of turning the cheek for some little unpleasantries imperid had done
them, kept the line from getting a New Y ork base.

Imperid'sflight seven, a variaion of the Short Class C segplane developed early in the war, came in from
London, made a good landing, smung up to the ramp, and the lines and fenders were made fadt.



Preceding the unloading of the passengers, the cabin steward had some trouble with the door lock. He
couldn't get it open; the door was jammed he explained. Would the passengers please be patient. “The
delay will only be a moment.”

As amatter of fact, the delay was about two or three minutes, and the part of the ground crew who were
the equivadent of stevedores began unloading the baggage from another part of the plane. There were two
men riding in the baggage hold of the plane, and neither had had a pleasant voyage because they'd
neglected to provide an essentid for ocean flying—something to deep on. They had occupied a
considerable part of the flight quarrding over who was responsible for the oversight.

The two, who werent stowaways, managed to reach the passenger depot without there being the
dightest chance of any of the passengers having seen them.

Presently—the passengers were unloading now—the cabin steward paid them afurtive vist.
“Good job,” Monk Mayfar told him. “ Good, thet is, if that blackbird didn't see us”

“Hedid not,” said the steward pogtively. The blackbird referred to a dark-haired man with smouldering
eyes who wore heavy shoes, and whom Monk Mayfair and Ham Brooks had been traling with grest
concentration for some time—since, indeed, Monk and Ham had picked up histral a the pub near the
ATC fidd at Stratford, England. *“He suspects nothing,” the steward reasserted.

Monk tipped the steward five dollars. Ham's contempt was aroused by the niggardliiness of the graiuity,
and he added a twenty-dollar bill. “Thank you very much,” he told the steward.

“I believe there are some reporters on hand,” the steward advised. “I suggest you take a Sde exit if you
wigh to avoid them.”

Ham said they sure didn't want to meet any reporters. “They'd probably lynch us” he added.
“Did you send that radio to have a car waiting? Monk demanded.

“Yes gr.”

“Whereisit?

“I'l show you,” the steward said.

The car was a cab. They had suggested a cab because it was the least likdly to attract atention. They got
into the machine, which was parked where they could waich the passenger exit for the dark man's
appearance.

“Hve dollard” Ham said disgustedly. “Boy, it redly frightens you to turn loose of a dollar.”
“Tipping undermines a man's character,” Monk ingsted.

“Nobody's character isgoing to fdl into the Sze holes you dig.”



“Psssst! There he goes!”

“Where?’

“Behind that derly couple. He's getting into a cab.”

Ham told their driver hedtily, “We want to trail a cab. I'll point it out in a minute. There! That one.”
Thar driver turned his head suspicioudy, wished to know, “Buddy, what an | getting into?’

Ham had szed up the fdlow. He showed the man another twenty-dollar bill. “Youll get into this bill, and
abrother likeit if you don't lose thet fellow.”

The driver took the greenback, held it close to his eyes, turmning it to ingpect one side and then the other.
He put his machine in mation without more remarks.

THE ride proved to be along one, a direct run to the downtown ralway sation. Traffic was satidfyingly
thick, their driver effident, but not reckless.

Monk and Ham were both rather slent. Without being aware, they were being worm-eaten by the same
thoughts. . . . They didnt like the present Stuation, with themsalves supposed to be dead.

Actudly there was no judtification for their feding that they were responsible for the deeth of the men in
the ATC plane which they were supposed to have boarded in England. They had, as a matter of fact,
warned the ATC that ther lives were in danger, and so the plane might be in danger. Someone had
dipped. Somehow, a bomb had been put aboard the ship. It was not thar fault. But they fdt very low
about it.

Ther plan had been, and dill was, Smply to make the dark-complexioned man think they had taken the
ealier plane for the States, then to be aboard the ship on which the fdlow had let dip that he had booked
passage. Thisthey had done, and it was working out well.

The circumstance of their supposed degth they would have ordinarily welcomed, but it had been brought
about by the loss of the ATC plane and dl aboard, so it was redly a Sckening thing.

The newspaper hullabaloo over ther supposed desths was dso a source of worry. They didnt like the
dir, dthough they were not as yet aware just how much excitement their supposed demise had caused.
The way they fdt about it, there would be dmost no one but Doc Savage who would be extremdy
shocked at the news. Monk and Ham both felt they had many friends, no close rdatives. Doc would be
the most concerned about them. They intended to let Doc know they were safe as soon as it could be
sengbly managed. They had not considered it wise to use cable or telephone to advise Doc of the truth.
Information could leak out of cable and telephone offices.

Now that the enemy thought them dead, it was worth the unpleasantness of the thing to stay “dead” for a
while, in order to work without being suspected.

Monk cleared his throat.
“We oughta let Doc know.”
“Hrd chance,” Ham agreed.

“l guess we could get on a telephone and change our voices.”



“Sure”
“If you talk to him,” Monk said, “find out what's behind this mess.”
“I will,” Ham agreed grimly.

Presently, when ther cab was stopped at an intersection for a red light, they had the opportunity to buy a
newspaper, and did so. Monk began looking on the back pages to see whether there would be a line of
print about their deaths. He heard Ham gasp, “Oh my God!” He lowered the paper, stared a Ham,
demanded, “What's egting you?’

Ham indicated the front page. “They're going in for jungle art,” he said.

Monk turned the paper, discovered he was scowling at his own likeness, two columns wide. He read the
cutlines underneath, then read afew lines of print. His ears became red. He tried to Sit on the paper.

“Come on, come on! Hand it over!” Ham ordered. “Son, you're blushing like a schoolgirl.”
Ham began reading. Then he blushed himsdf and shoved the paper down beside the cushion.
“What'd you find?” Monk demanded.

“Never mind,” Ham said uncomfortably.

He was concerned let Monk read the flowery tributes paid the memory of Ham Brooks. He could
imagine the amount of ribbing Monk would get out of the stories. Secretly, though, he was quite pleased,
and presently he cautioudy moved the newspaper from the crack between the cushions to his coat
pocket, for later reading.

FIVE hours later the sun went to bed in puffy black clouds in the west, and the clouds did considerable
squirming as if they were unhappy about it. There was consderable wind, tagting of snow.

There were about two inches of snow on the ground where the ground had not been scoured clean by
the wind, dl the way across the five-acre patch of lawn to the low, white rambling house of wide wooden
sding. The house had at least three fireplace chimneys, and many windows. All of the windows were
heavily curtained insde—or there were no lights being shown.

Ham blew bresath like cigarette smoke into his hands and complained, “I wish we'd had a chance to get
to a telephone and talk to Doc.”

Monk said, “I wish it were warmer.” He was crawling under an evergreen bush of some kind. The bush
dumped some snow down his neck, and he backed away. “How we going to get into that houss?’ he
wanted to know.

Ham did not answer. He could see the cab which had brought the dark man to the house. The cab was
returning. He was sure the dark man had gotten out, but he decided to take no chances. “I'm going to
stop that cab,” he said. “Maybe the driver knows something.”

“Maybe youll get your head shot off, too,” Monk said.

Nothing violent happened, though. The cab driver thought Ham, standing in the street gedticulaing, was a
fare. He halted.



Ham examined the driver and decided he was impressonable. “We're investigators. You can help us, or
you can tdl the police why you didn't,” Ham told himin an impressive voice. “Bt if you ddlay us, you're
going to get into trouble. Plenty of trouble.”

The driver, becoming frightened, said he didn't want any trouble. However, he would like to know, he
sad, who they were. This sumped Ham; they couldnt very wdl tdl the man who they were, and he
wouldn't believe them if they did, probably.

Monk came gaking up to the cab, looking as formideble as a truck. “My name's McGinnis, Plan
Clothes Detective McGinnis” Monk lied. “This is Mr. Gillicuddy, my assstant,” he added, indicating
Ham. “And here's my badge.” He turned back his coat lapd, and a slver hdf-dollar, which he had
pamed and held in place with his thumb, glinted impressvely.

This fooled the cabby. No, he didnt know anything about his fare. No, he hadn't noticed anything
peculiar. Y es, he knew who owned the house.

“Who,” Monk demanded, “owns the place?’

“Doctor Joseph Benson,” the hack driver explained.

HAM BROOKS jumped vighly; his mouth opened to let out something surprised, but Monk punched
himin the ribs to slence him, then drew him over to where the cab driver would not overhear. “I kept
thinking,” Monk whispered, “there was something familiar about that house.”

“Yes, | remember Joe Benson showing Doc a picture of the place one time” Ham agreed. “It's his
summer house, hislittle cottage by the sea, he cdled it.” Ham peered about in the darkness. “Where's the
ocean?’

“Over yonder somewhere.” Monk was thoughtful. “ Doctor Joseph Benson, eh? Joe has been a friend of
Doc's for years”

Ham wrapped his arms around his chest and tried to dipd the bite of the cold wind by shivering. He had
dready turned up his coat collar.

“I think we'd better cdl on Jog,” he said.
“You mean just pay asocid cal? asked Monk, with some darm.
“No. | think wed better be cautious,” Ham said. “I think asmdl dose of caution would be wise”

Monk said fine, but make his alarge dose. They went back to the cab driver. They told him they wanted
to get into the house, or a least get alook into the house.

“Youll change clothes with my friend here)” Monk explained. “Then youll go back and say there was a
migtake in the fare—only my friend will say that.”

Ham became darmed. “What good will that do?”
“It1l get the door open.”

The driver had some objections. It was too cold to do any clothes changing. “Just your hat and coat,”
Monk told him. “Let's get at it. I'l lie down in the back of the cab with you.”



“l don't see what thisis going to accomplish,” Ham complained. The hack driver's coat did not fit him too
badly, but the cap sat on his head like a tomato can on a watermelon. Monk advised, “If Doctor Benson
answers, well ask him some questions. Or you can. I'll ligen. I'll be the reserves, if there's trouble.”

Ham said he thought the thing was hadf-amart. He said this because it was Monk's idea; actudly he saw
nothing wrong with it. They were suffering from along el of monotony because of the trans-Atlantic
flight, and they wanted to see some action.

Ham drove the cab back to Doctor Benson's house. Monk crouched in the back seat, on the floor, with
the driver. The driver smdled of bourbon whiskey and sen-sen, and Monk noticed he was shaking, ether
from fright or the cold.

The cab stopped. Ham said, “Here | go,” out of the corner of his mouth. With foresight, he pretended to
try the rear door lock before leaving the cab, actudly opening the door a trifle so Monk could see what
went on. Then he went to the door and made a tum-tum-tummy sound on it with his knuckles.

The door opened alitile too promptly.

“I'm sorry,” Ham began, “but | made a mistake in the fare of the passenger | jus—hey! Hey! Ugh-h-h. .
..” Thisfinish was due to the fact that two men were trying to seize him by the throat Smultaneoudy.

MONK came out of the cab. Strangdly enough, it did not seem to occur to the pair who had laid hold of
Ham that there might be anyone ese in the hack. All ther attention they gave to Ham. When Monk
reached them, one was grunting, “Told you . . . he wasnt . . . the same hacker!” Between spurting
words, he was belaboring Ham. Monk siwung for the jaw, got the Sde of the man's head instead, but the

fdlow fdl anyway.

The second man released Ham, who promptly hit him in the somach, but with surprisngly smdl results.
The man amply doubled over, then sraightened, butting Ham on the jaw in the process. Dazed, Ham
sumbled back againg the wall.

Monk's dugging vicim suddenly rolled over and crawled with remarkable speed, crawling with such
effort that his fingemails and shoes made teeth-edging sounds on the floor. Monk tried to catch him.
Monk thought he would kick the man in the head thistime and redly quiet him. But Monk couldn't catch
the fdlow, who went through a door and dammed it. Monk began kicking on the door.

Ham's man was doubled up again. He was sick. Beng sick as he ran, he dashed outdoors and jumped



into the cab, the engine of which was dill running. He yanked the gear dhift and the cab began moving.
“Help! Help! Help!” ydled the cab driver. He was in the back sedt.

The man escaping in the hack took both hands off the whed, turned in the seat, and hit the ydling
proprietor of the hack a terrific blow in the face, collapsng him. The cab angled across a driveway,
colliding with asmdl Audraian pine tree and causng a cloud of snow to erupt.

Ham came out of his coma auffidently to sumble to the door, produce a large amy pistol, which he
fired. The pistol made aloud noise, and atwig fdl out of a tree some twenty feet wide of the cab.

The cab was now leaving a path like an inebriated serpent across the snow-covered lawn. It regained the
driveway and departed while Ham was trying unsuccesstully to rest the barrel of his gun againg the Sde
of the door.

Monk findly kicked down the door which the fleeing man had locked. He peered digagtefully at the
darkness beyond, and decided not to go in.

“One guy raninthere” hetold Ham. “Don't you want to go in and see about him?’
Ham wasn't that dizzy. “Go yoursdf,” he said.

“No, thankd” Monk threw a chair through the door into the darkness and listened to it bounce off walls.
He was 4ill ligening when the lights in their room went off, indicating someone had pulled the master
switch. “Now why'd he turn off the lights?” Monk wished to know.

“I'm going outdoors,” Ham said. “I'll look for a back door in case he tries to best it out that way.”

Monk told him to go ahead. “Hey! Two of them! There's at least two of them. The dark-haired bird
didn't show at the door.”

“I know it,” Ham said disgustedly.

MONK waited perhaps a minute, trying to decide whether it wasn't wise to start prowling through the
darkened house, or whether he was merdly afraid to do so. Then he heard Ham Brooks hallering.

“Here they go!” Ham howled. Blam! blam! went a gun which Monk took to be Ham's.

Monk dashed outside, and in a moment found himsaf flat on his back a dozen feat down the sdewak.
There seemed to be ice on the walk, he decided. Ganing his feet, he proceeded more cautioudy.

He couldn't diginguish much in the darkness. He thought it was a great ded darker than when they had
gone into the house, dthough that could hardly be the case. The gun said blam! bam! again, and two
other somethings said 2zZ2 near his head. “Herel Thisisme” Monk ydled indignantly.

From a spot nowhere near where the shots had sounded, Ham's voice advised, “If you'd hold a light,
they could see you better.”

Monk flopped wildly into the snow. “Oh, God! | thought it was you shooting!”

“It wasn't,” Ham explained needlesdy. “I haven't been able to see—listen! | think they're running for it!
Running away.”



Monk listened to what seemed to be two men going away in great haste through the snow and bushes.
Becoming reckless, he sprang to hisfeet and attempted to pursue the sounds. He was quite disturbed at
the idea of their quarry escaping.

Presently he logt the sounds, and he was unable to find any tracks without showing a light. He did not
think it would be very bright to show alight.

“It sounded to me like there were two of them,” he told Ham. “How many did you see?’

“Two.”

“Was Doctor Benson one of them?’

“I couldn't tell. They were just shadowy forms againg the snow when | found them. | only got aglimpse”
“Let's take alook in the house”

Ham was agreesble. “There should be a telephone. We can get the State Police looking for those guys.
Where did the other one go?’

“He got away in the cab. Didn't you know that?’
“The cab? W, we can report its license number to the police. What was the license number?’
“Search me” Monk said.

THEY decided to enter the house via the back door, which was the route the fugitives had used in
departing. Ham had located eectric power wires leading to the back porch, and he thought the master
switch might be there, which proved correct. Monk threw the switch, but jerked it off when light flooded
the porch; he turned it on again long enough for Ham to extinguish the porch light, then left it on.

“Y ou've got the gun, you can goinfirg,” he told Ham.
“You've got one, too,” Ham reminded him. “But I'm not afraid. They scrammed. There's nobody here.”

Nevertheless they didn't turn on the light in the room which they entered. Odors told them the room was
a kitchen, and the smooth fed of cabinets confirmed this. An dectric refrigerator frightened them by
darting to purr softly.

Monk opened another door, advanced cautioudy, then lifted his voice.

“Anybody home?’ he demanded loudly.

A reply camein the form of a scuffling and whimpering noise.

Then aman's voice, vibrating with terror, demanded, “Who's there?’

Monk retreated wildly to the safety of the kitchen, from where he called, “Who are you?’
“Doctor Benson,” the frightened voice said.

Suspicious slence reigned for afew moments. Monk whispered, “Ham?’

“ YS”



“Woas that Bensons voice?’
“It could be.” Ham sounded doubtful.

The voice they were discussing, louder and more frantic, asked, “Who are you? Are you the police? If
you are, for God's sake get in here and turn us loose!”

“It's Benson. I'm sure of it,” Ham whispered.

Chapter IX

DOCTOR JOSEPH BENSON had a nosebleed. He lay on his back, hips twisted to the left, head
twigted right, mouth open and nodtrils distended, and the crimson from his nodtrils had stained his face,
his neck, giving him a horrifying butchered appearance. He looked at them from wide relieved eyes and
sad, “l bumped my nose”

There was awad of handkerchief on the floor and another handkerchief which had formerly held the first
one in his mouth was knotted around his neck. His wrigs and ankles were tied, but not tightly nor

expertly.

He said, dmogt gpologeticdly, “They tied meina great hurry. | can get mysdf loose, | think. Please see
about Clayton.”

When both Monk and Ham started to untie him, he urged, “Won't you see about Miss Clayton fird?’
Ham jumped up nervoudy, hdd his cocked pistal and demanded, “Who's Clayton? One of the gang?’
“Miss Clayton,” Benson said. “She'sin there” He pointed at a door with his chin.

“How many people around here besides yoursdf?” Ham asked.

“Two men, another man who just came, and Miss Clayton,” Benson explained.

Confused, Ham said, “We saw three men leave here—"

“Good! they're dl gone, then!” Doctor Benson exclaimed.

Monk was looking with interest a the door Doctor Benson had indicated. He wondered who Miss
Clayton was. He wondered if Miss Clayton would be interesting. He decided to investigate, and told
Ham, “You keep that gun cocked and protect meif | need it.”

He advanced on the door cautioudy, then decided to be bold, flung the door open and strode forward.
He was somewhat let down by finding himsdf in a amdl halway which had a door at the other end. He
strode forward, flung that door open even more grandly. He intended to make a dashing impresson on
Miss Clayton.

He had an impresson of darkness, of a swishing noise, of alot of dull red suff like fire that began as a
multitude of small points, grew into a crimson curtain turning into blackness and Hillness.

Later afemae voice began saying, “Oh, I'm so0 sorry! I'm so awfully sorry!”

Presently Ham Brooks said, “Don't worry about it at al, Miss Clayton. You could no more hurt that
head than you could nick a cement sdewak with your fig.”



“But | thought he was one of the men who've been keeping us here”

“You haven't hurt im.”

“l was 0 scared when | saw him!”

“A perfectly understandable reaction,” Ham assured her. “His face would scare a porcelain saint.”
“Who ishe?” Miss Clayton wished to know.

“Jud a thick-witted stooge who helps me” Ham said lightly.

Monk hurriedly assembled hiswitsin order to complain about the buildup he was getting. He opened his
eyes. He examined Miss Clayton. What he saw caused him to close his eyes a once and groan as though
in death, hoping this would move Miss Clayton to adminiger to him. It did. She took his head on her lagp
and made anxious Noises.

ANXIOUSLY, Miss Clayton said, “He may be dying. I'm terribly worried.”

Ham leaned down, stared a Monk and gave his opinion. “Faking, probably. I've heard him groan
before, and it didn't sound like that. His genuine groan sounds like alion with a knot tied initstail.”

Miss Clayton said, “Wed better send for a doctor.”
Doctor Benson said dryly, “Will | do? After dl, I'm supposed to be a doctor.”

Ham remarked that what he thought Monk needed was the reviving effect of cold water. He suggested
they put Monk bodily into a bathtub and turn the shower on him. Doctor Benson ignored this, and began
exploring Monk's head with his fingers, causng Monk to groan loudly and genuindy and St up.

“I'm Miss Clayton,” Miss Clayton explained. “I hit you. | thought you were the enemy.”

Monk assured her gdlantly that it was al right, perfectly dl right. He liked Miss Clayton. As long as it
was necessary that he be hit over the head, he was glad Miss Clayton had done it. “What did you use,
the kitchen stove?’ he wished to know.

It was a chair. Miss Clayton explained. It seemed the chair had been upholstered, so it hadn't skinned
Monk much.

“There is more contuson and possibly concussion then laceration,” Doctor Benson explained. “I would
advise quiet and observation for awhile to make sure it isn't serious”

Monk told Ham, “I think you'd better search the house. There may be some of those guys here who
didn't run off.”

“| dready did.”

“When?’

“While you were adeep.”

Didbdieving this, Monk asked, “How long was | laid out?’



“ About ten minutes”

Monk looked a Miss Clayton's shapely arms with respect. He had not supposed she could swing a chair
thet hard.

Doctor Benson announced, “1've dready told Mr. Brooks how frightfully glad we are that you arrived. |
was becoming rather terrified.”

“l,” said Miss Clayton, “was scared diff.”

Monk observed that Doctor Benson had washed the blood off his face, adthough the damp handkerchief
he was holding was stained. Benson's dothing was rumpled and his gaunt face had an expression of
dran.

“Did you cdl the police?” Monk asked Ham.
“No. The telephone is out.”

“They cut the wire yesterday,” Doctor Benson explained. “I think they were afraid Miss Clayton or |
would get to the phone and cdl help.”

“They were holding you prisoner here?” Monk asked.
“YS‘”
“How long have they been doing that?’

“Since night before—let me see—it's dlly, but I've sort of logt track of time. | think this would have been
the third night we would have been held here.”

Miss Clayton nodded emphatically. “Thet is correct. We were seized the night following the afternoon
when Doc Savage was burned.”

Monk scrambled to hisfeet in darm. “Burned! Y ou mean Doc has been hurt!”
Doctor Benson and Miss Clayton exchanged rather strange glances.

“Wed better tdl you dl the details” Doctor Benson said uneesly.

LEAPING to his feet so precipitoudy had caused the room, induding Miss Clayton, to begin swvinging
around Monk. He sat down and listened to Doctor Benson describe how he had introduced Doc Savage
a the convention of physcians and surgeons and how he had been with Doc when the taxi collided with
the gasoline transport in the street and Doc Savage had been burned in the resulting fire, later going to the
hospitd with Doc.

Here Miss Clayton interrupted to say, “During the fire, Doctor Benson made a hero out of himsdf by
rushing in to rescue the victims of the flames. He's neglecting to tdl you that.”

Benson looked asif he ft he should blush, but he didntt.

“l don't know what firg aroused my suspicions,” Benson said. “Maybe nothing did. But at lesst | told
Miss Clayton, when she was kind enough to have dinner with me later in the evening, that | had a feding
something was not asit should be. It was Miss Clayton who indsted | should investigate. I'm afraid, if it



hed not been for Miss Clayton, | would not have had the good judgment to begin amateur deuthing.”

Miss Clayton shivered. “I'm afraid | just thought it was play-acting a adventure, that nothing would
develop.”

“What did develop?” Monk asked, watching Miss Clayton with interest. He thought Miss Clayton's
swester could have been a bit more snug.

Doctor Benson explained about the counterfet tickets to the lecture at the Colissum. This had put a
foundation under his suspicions, he said. “I know now that those men must have got into the hdl to keep
track of Doc Savage, and be ready for trouble,” he said.

“You say seven counterfeits?” Monk asked.
“Yes. At least they found seven phony tickets.”
“That means seven guysin the hdl.”

“True”

“And one driving the gasoline truck. Ancther one in the cab. Two in cabs, maybe. Didn't you say two
cabs ran together and one crashed into the gasoline truck?”

Doctor Benson nodded. “That makes &t least nine, possibly ten, doesn't it?’

Monk added, “One in Germany, and that dark-haired guy we trailed across the Atlantic. That makes
twelve”

“Maybe more,” Ham said. “Go ahead with your story, Benson.”

Benson described the saizure. When he came to the part where they had been forced into the cab, he
stopped uncomfortably “They did an anfully cold-blooded thing then. They—wel—they had an ice
pick.” He shuddered violently.

Miss Clayton said, “They killed our cab driver.”

Monk glanced, somewhat sickly, & Ham. He was thinking of their own cab driver, caculaing the
fdlow's chances of going on living. He had a feding they were smdl.

A hadllowness in his voice now, Benson said, “They brought us here. This is my house, my summer
cottage. They kept us here. It was an utterly brazen thing to do, but smart. If anyone came, anyone they
couldn't get rid of, they planned to force me to answer the door and convince the vigtor everything was
dl right.”

Monk frowned. “That would have been a big chance for them to take, wouldn't it?’
Benson shook his head sickly. “They were going to kill Miss Clayton if | didn't.”

Miss Clayton broke the strained silence that followed with, “The pair called each other Ole and Sven. |
think they just made up those names. But they were very bad men.”

MONK sad he bdieved he would see about the telephone wire. He discovered a once tha the
ingrument had been damaged beyond repair instead of the wires baing cut. He was sanding scowling a



the indrument when Ham joined him.

“What do you make of it?” Ham sounded unessy.
“It'sjimmied too bad to fix.”

“l don't mean the telephone.”

“I didn't think you did.” Monk rubbed the sde of his face dowly, fdt of the bruise on top of his head,
then examined his hand to see if his scap was 4ill bleeding. “Frankly, | don't get it. The thing doesn't
meke sense to me”

“| found a newspaper in the other room.”
“Huh?’
Ham produced the paper. “Take alook at the finandd page.”

The paper was the Times, and it had a headline that said Doc Savage had announced that he intended to
abandon his career of adventuring and devote dl his efforts to private business,

“Blazed” Monk was genuindy astonished. He read further, and found that Doc Savage had announced
a a private interview with business leaders that he intended to finance his projected enterprises himsdf,
but that he would accept afew approved investments of cash that was not otherwise ussfully employed.
Savage had made spedificdly conditiond the agreement that any funds he accepted mugt be in the form
of cash that had not come from the sdle of other stocks, or from investments dready made. “That sounds
like the way Doc would do it,” Monk said.

“It does like hdl!” Ham declared bluntly. Ham usudly became very Harvard in his speech when he was
excited, but this time he didn't. “It does like hdl! It stinkd Doc wouldn't break up our group without
conaulting dl of us. Hed tak it over.”

“Maybe he doesn't plan to break up our outfit.”

Ham said angrily, “How long would | lagt as a businessman? How long would you last as a busnessman?
How long would Renny, Long Tom and Johnny last? How long would a snowbadl last in Hades?”’

“Not very long.” Monk thought of himsdlf as a businessman. “God forbid!” he added. He thought about it
some more, added, “Even with a pretty stenographer, | don't believe I'd like it.”

“| think,” said Ham, “wed better see what's got into Doc.”

Monk thought so, too.

Chapter X

IT had suddenly begun to snow and blow. The dark cloud in the west had suddenly emptied itsdf of
pent-up wind, leaving it gray and spent, and the wind was howling through the canyons of Manhattan,
shovding the snow about with great briskness. The night, where the treet lights whitened the tumbling
snow, looked as it was filled with angels fighting, but where it was dark, it was very dark and to open
your mouth was to get hard, icy snowflakes poured into it.

Monk Mayfar was very glad it was only a block from the subway, and he said so. He said, “Much more



of this, and we'd need whatever an Eskimo uses for a seeing-eye dog.”
“Maybe,” said Miss Clayton, “Doc Savage wont be at his office”
“Sure hewill be,” Monk assured her. “He deeps there.”

“Doesn't he have a home?’

Monk said Doc didn't. He was surprised when he sad it; it had suddenly occurred to him that he had
never before thought it unusud that Doc didn't maintain an apartment or & least aroomin a hotd or a
club. He explained this to Miss Clayton.

“That's no way for aman to live” said Miss Clayton. “I don't wonder that he has decided to give up the
kind of alife he has been living”

It was warm in the lobby of the skyscraper, dthough the wind had drifted smdl pennants of snow through
the cracks at the bottoms of the revalving doors. There were a few footprints in the snow pennants, but
not many because the hour was late.

There were only two elevator operators on duty at this time of night, and both greeted Monk and Ham
with pleasure.

“Good evening Robert, Willis” Ham said. He agreed with Robert and Willis that it was a bad night
outside.

Suddenly Monk said loudly, “Herel What's this? What goes on?’

Monk had discovered that the private elevator which ran only to Doc Savage's eighty-sixth floor suite
was not operating and had a neat closed Sgn onit.

The devator operator named Willis explained, “Mr. Savage had discontinued the private devator
sarvice. All vistors are screened through the detective agency on the fourth floor.”

“Won' this devator work?’

“No, gr. The power has been disconnected on Mr. Savage's ingructions” Willis looked uncomfortable.
“I'm afraid, gr, youll have to firg vist the detective agency if you wish to see Mr. Savage. We have very
drict orders.”

“I'm damned if | do!” said Monk indignantly.

“Oh, stop being temperamenta.” Ham was getting into another elevator.

JM LUBBOCK was the man on night shift at the Durwel Detective Agency. He said, “Monk! Haml!
For crying out loud, how are you?' He shook hands warmly with them and said, “Glad to see you two
back. Things are sure changing around here.”

“Were glad to be back,” Monk assured him. “We want to see Doc. Ishein?

“Hesin” Lubbock said, then added uncomfortably, “But I'll have to telephone up for an gppointment
firg”

Monk was startled. “What the hdl!l”



Ham was surprised, too. “Things have changed around here”

Jm Lubbock was on the telephone. He asked, “Did you know Durwdl is out of the agency? He's sold
out, and he'sin Mexico doing a job for the new owner.”

Monk frowned. “Who bought Durwell out?’
“Guy named Estabrook.”
“Dont know him.”

“He seems okay so far.” Lubbock spoke into the telephone, advisng Doc Savage that Monk and Ham
were here to see him.

Monk said, “Give me that phone.” Into the mouthpiece, he said, “Doc? Getting kind of exclusve, aren't
you?’

A powerful, pleasant voice said over the telephone, “1 thought both of you were in Europe.”
“Doc, were you badly burned in that fire?” Monk demanded anxioudy.

“Not very,” Doc Savage's voice explained. “I'm feding better now, dthough the bandages are a
nuisance. And I'm hoarse. | think | mugt have inhded alittle of the flame”

“Well be right up.”

“Oh, no, you won't,” Doc's voice said.

Monk was dumbfounded.

“What?” heydled.

“Youre not,” said the voice, “going to see me tonight.”

“For God's sake!” Monk was indignant. “What are you pulling on us?’

“Monk, I'm not gaing to argue with you, nor with Ham ether. | know why you came rushing back from
Europe, and it won't do a bit of good. Y ou're not going to persuade me to go back into my old avocation
of chasing excitement. I've decided to go into business. It'sfind. So save your breeth.”

“Wait aminute” Monk exclamed. “Y ou've got uswrong. We didn't know you had taken up a business
career until a couple of hours ago.”

The deep-timbered voice seemed gtartled. “No? Then why did you leave Europe so suddenly?’
“Weve got,” said Monk, “amystery on our hands”

“Mystery?

“It's quite a story. Well be up there with it in aminute.

There was a pause, then Monk heard Doc's voice crash out a burst of skeptica mirth. “Oh, no you
don't,” Doc said. “You don't get away with that gag. | don't know what you've cooked up as bait, but |
don't want to hear it. No, thanks. I'll see you in afew days, when you've decided to be reasonable.”

The recaiver dicked on its cradle at the other end of theline



MONK was dumbfounded. “Doc's not going to let us come up!”
“Why not?” Ham ydlled. He was more amazed than Monk.

“He thinks we came rushing home to talk him out of taking up a business career, evidently. And he's not
going to give us a chance to saring any arguments. Isn't that ahdl of a notel”

Miss Clayton eyed them drangdy. “It seems queer, if you ask me”

Monk shook his head. “Not so queer when you know Doc. He probably feds guilty about meking this
change without consulting us”

Doctor Joseph Benson said, “You spoke to Doc Savage?’
“yYes”

“You are certain it was Mr. Savage's voice?’

Monk blinked, then his eyes narrowed. “I think it was.”

Benson turned to the private detective, Jm Lubbock, and asked, “Mr. Lubbock, who did you say this
Estabrook, your new employer, is?’

Lubbock shrugged. “I didn't say.”

Monk glanced a Lubbock sharply. “Cut that out, Jm. Weve known you for years, so don't be coy.
What about Estabrook?’

Lubbock grinned his embarrassed friendship. “I never heard of him before he took over the firm, but |
checked on him out of curiodty. He used to operate a big agency out in Chicago. Heard he was a nice

ouy.
“How did Durwell come to sl out to him?’
“Thet's easy. For the money, Durwdl got his price.”

Monk whedled back to Doctor Benson, demanded, “Why the hdl are you acting so suspicious?” He
rased hisvoice. “Don't you think | know Doc's voice when | hear it?’

Benson was undisturbed. “I'm an outsider. | would have an unbiased viewpoint.”
“Unbiased viewpoint of what? Monk shouted.

“Ligen, my friend,” Benson said. “It seems damned strange Doc Savage won't see youl” Benson
sounded angry.

Monk opened his mouth, closed it, glanced & Ham, and didnt like the peculiar expresson on Ham's
face. “My God!” Monk said, and his voice was suddenly queer.

Doctor Benson cleared histhroat hedtily. “Thisis a rather terrifying thing we're talking about, and perhaps
| shouldn't have made such a blunt statement.”

“Never mind how blunt it is” Monk growled. “Buit it's crazy. Cuckoo!”



Miss Clayton said, “Does anybody mind if | make a suggestion? Nobody did, so Miss Clayton
continued. “If thereisany doubt, any doubt at dl, why don't we get this man's fingerprints. Or would that
be practicd?”’

MONK was ddighted with Miss Clayton. “It would be as practicd as anything—if we got them. But
how?’

“Doctor Benson isa good friend of Doc Savage's,” said Miss Clayton. “He could pay hm acdl.”

Doctor Benson looked ddlighted. “That's a wonderful ideal And Il get Doc's fingerprintd I'll find a
way.”

“Without his being aware of it,” added Miss Clayton.

Ham said he thought this was an excdllent idealif it worked. Benson saw no reason why it wouldn't work,
he declared. He turned to the detective, Lubbock. “Get Mr. Savage on the phone, will you?’

Lubbock was agreedble, but dso puzzled. “Is there something going on | should know about?’ he
wished to know. Monk said he wished he knew. Lubbock got on the telephone, and said, “Mr. Savage,
aDoctor Joseph Benson to see you.” He listened, then handed the tel ephone to Benson.

“Helo, Doc,” Benson said. “How you feding?. . . Fine. Say, I'm coming up. Okay? | have a young lady
with me, aMiss Clayton. . . . Well, it's rather important. Something very sirange has happened to us. . . .
We were kidnapped. . . . You will? Good. A couple of minutes.”

Benson put down the phone and made an everything-is-rosy sgn with circled thumb and forefinger. “He
says come on up.”

Detective Lubbock ran Doctor Benson and Miss Clayton up to the eighty-sixth floor. He couldn't find the
light switch in the evator and the cage was dark, vibrated dolefully, and air rushed past with a distressed
sghing. Miss Clayton was glad when the ride was over. “That's worse than a hearse,” she said.

Miss Clayton entered Doc Savage's eighty-sixth floor headquarters in a spook-hunting frame of mind.
She dso expected to be awed, because she had heard enough about Doc Savage to be impressed. She
had Doc Savage built up in her mind as just about the mogt remarkable living man. She had never met
him.

She was not disappointed. The bronze giant who came forward with hand outstretched was everything
she expected. Theflake gold eyes, the texture of his bronze skin, the bronze hair a little darker than the
skin, was exactly what she had anticipated.

“Hdlo, Benson,” the bronze giant said. “What did Monk and Ham do, send you up here to do spade
work for them?’

Benson seemed surprised. “Wal, to tdl the truth they did.”
The bronze man laughed softly. “It won't do them any good.”
“| think you've got them wrong,” Benson said.

“Wrong? Ligten, I've known that pair for years. They've been the closest friends any man ever had. |
know exactly how they think.”

“They didn't come from Europe to talk you out of going into a business career.”



“No?’
Benson took a seat. “1 want to tdl you what happened to mysdf and Miss Clayton. Will you ligen?’

“Of course”

MISS CLAY TON watched the bronze giant while Doctor Benson talked, and she was impressed. She
saw that he dill wore bandages on a part of his face and a portion of his scap, and his voice was
obvioudy rather hoarse. He looked tired. But the bronze giant seemed at ease, and presently she found
she was ashamed of having promoted the idea this man wasn't Doc Savage.

Doctor Benson did what Miss Clayton thought was a remarkably good story of tdling the story of ther
kidngpping and the incidents which had led up to it. Without usng too many words, he covered just
about everything. “That's what brought Monk and Ham up here,” he finished.

The bronze man frowned. “Did they tdl you why they came from Europe?’

“Only generdly. They said they discovered an effort was made to keep them from getting my message
informing them | thought something was wrong, and that when they headed for New York, attempts
were made to kill them.”

“Thet,” the bronze man said, “isinteregting.”
“Doc, | think they're Sincere.”

The big man's laugh was amiable. “I hate to dislluson you, Doctor Benson, but you're underesimeting
Monk and Ham. This whole thing has the earmarks of being staged.”

“For heaven's sake, how do you mean? How could it be staged?’

“They probably knew | intended to quit adventuring and go into business. They would be agang that.
Monk and Ham are adventurers at heart; nothing else means anything to them. They like me, like to work
with me, and naturdly would want our arrangement to go on asit hasin the past.”

Benson was shocked. “Doc, you mean they would stage this—this kidnapping of Miss Clayton and
mysdf, as part of a plan to make you go back to adventure-chasing?’

“Exactly.”
“Great Scott!”

“You can see how nicdy worked out the thing is. You in dange—I'm to rush to the aid of a friend.
Monk and Ham attacked repeatedly in Europe and America. They need my help.” The bronze giant
chuckled. “They're adick par.”

“But the murderd” Doctor Benson gasped.
“Have you actudly seen any of these murders?’
“Wedl, not exactly—"

1] Smaj.”



“But the degth of dl those men on the planel” Benson exclaimed. “That is genuine. The newspapers are
ful of it”

The bronze man shook his head dowly. “That was either staged, or was an accident and Monk and Ham
took advantage of it. If it was staged, the men on the plane aren't dead. Monk and Ham wouldn't commit
murder. But they're clever chaps. | don't think you redize how clever they redly are. They act like a pair
of downs, paticularly when they're together.”

MISS CLAYTON was amazed, and she could see that Doctor Benson seemed equdly startled. The
thing was fantadtic at first glance, but the more she thought about it, the more facets of logic she could see
inthe matter. Monk and Ham had impressed her as baing dightly eccentric, and they might resort to an
elaborate plan to keep intact an association which they liked.

Doctor Benson sighed. “Well, they seared the devil out of Miss Clayton and mysdf.”

“They shouldn't have done that,” said the bronze man severely.

“Miss Clayton,” Doctor Benson said, “has been very near a collapse. How do you fed now, darling?’
Surprised, Miss Clayton said, “I'm in somewhat of a mentd whirl, to say the least.”

Benson clucked anxioudy.

“l wish,” he said, “that we had some wine. A drink is wha you need, Miss Clayton.” He turned, asked,
“Doc, have you some wine?’

The bronze man stood up quickly. “No, but | can produce a dimulant that won't taste bad.”
1] G(m.”

Miss Clayton started to say she didn't need a simulant, but caught Benson's warning shake of the head,
and remained Slent.

The bronze man disappeared into what Miss Clayton decided, from the apparatus vishle through the
door, was a large laboratory. He was not gone long, and came back bearing a glass of something that
looked like lemonade. “Thiswill pick you up. It's harmless.”

Miss Clayton understood now. The fingerprints. She took the glass, but held it near the bottom so that
her fingers wouldn't smear the bronze man's fingerprints.

The suff didn't taste like lemonade. It wasn't unpleasant, though, and dmogt a once she fdt alift.
“Thank you, Mr. Savage,” she said. She retained the glass.

Doctor Benson was watching her gpprovingly. He turned, said, “Doc, what would you suggest we do?’
“Go home” said the bronze man, “and get a good night's Seep.”

“But suppose thisisn't what you think it is?’

“I'm sure I'm right. But I'll look into it, if it will make you fed eader.”

“I wish you would.”



“I'will.”

Chapter XI

THE bronze giant saw them to the door, shook hands with Benson, expressed ddight with Miss
Clayton—who had surreptitioudy stowed the drinking glass in her purse—and said he was very sorry
that the whole thing had happened as it had, and tha he redly didn't think they should worry. Probably
there was no mystery, no one had been killed, and Monk and Ham would eventudly admit the whole
thing was an innocent but vigorous effort to trick Doc into staying with his former profession, if it could be
cdled a professon.

Benson and Miss Clayton left.

The big bronze man closed the door. He locked it. He went back into the laboratory. “Okay,” he sad
loudly.

Two men, the two who had called each other Sven and Ole, came out of a closet where they had been
concealed. They were armed.

“Oh, put those guns away,” the bronze man told them.
“They suspect anything?’ Ole demanded.

“Not athing.”

“My God, | was afraid you would not get away withit.”

“It was a cinch. The lights were dim in the reception room, and that story | fed them was good enough to
fool anybody.”

“They bdieved it?’
“Seemed to.”

“Boy, wha ardief!”
Sven wasn't as pleased or relieved. He demanded, “Is there going to be much more of this?’

“l think were over the hump,” the bronze man said. “So far, everyone thinks I'm Savage. Monk and
Ham are going to fret around afew days, and then I'll ether have gotten rid of them, or they'll go chasing
off after some other adventure” The bronze man chuckled. “We might even fix up a nice wild goose
chase for them.”

Sven shuddered. “The less we have to do with those birds, the better I'l likeit. They damned near caught
us at that house tonight.”

The bronze men wasn't darmed. “As it turned out, that was the best thing that could possbly have
happened for us. We've got them headed off.”

“What makes you so sure they're headed off?’
“The fingerprints.”



“Oh, they fdll for that.”

The bronze man told how Benson had asked for wine for Miss Clayton, and how he had brought her a
dimulant in a water glass.

“I've had that water glass Stashed here for just such a chance,” he added.

“You sure Savage's fingerprints are on it?’

“Podgtive. | put them there”

“When?’

“Thefirg night, right after we snitched Savage out of the hospita, and | took his place.”
Sven scowled. “You say you took it in and handed it to the gil?’

“yYes”

“How do you know your prints aren't on it now, too?’

The bronze man laughed. He showed them the fingertips of his left hand, in which he had carried the
glass. The fingertips were coated with collodion. “Severa coats of it, sandpapered smooth between
coats,” he told them. “The whorls of the fingerprints won't show through. I'm sure, because | made
sverd tests”

“That was pretty dick,” Sven admitted.

The bronze giant thought it was, too. “1 liked the idea of putting the suff on the left hand only,” he added.
“l used my right hand to do alot of handshaking, so they wouldn't notice. The suff is hardly noticeable

onmy fingers anyway.”

Sven sad, “You think they'll compare the prints on the glass with Doc Savage's prints, find they're the
same, and be stidfied.”

“Certanly. Thegirl took the glass. She thought | didn't see her doit.”

Ole was grinning. “What's next on the calendar?’

“Heecing the sheep,” the bronze man said. “Tomorrow, well start accepting investments. In cash only.”
Ole and Sven looked interested. “How much do you estimate the take will be?’

“Hve or ten million.”

“Oh, hdl! Be reasonablel”

The bronze man chuckled. “Y ou underestimate Savage's reputation for integrity and acumen. The money
will comein a flood. | think well only stay in business four or five days, then Il announce I'm taking a
little trip to close dedls for factories and things The little trip will take us to South Africa | think well
enjoy South Africa”

Sven sad he thought they would, too, and added, “Thething | don't enjoy isthat Monk and Ham.”

The bronze man stopped chuckling. His face was sober for a while. “Maybe wed better take measures
about them.”



“What kind of measures?’

“Measures for a coffin. | think I've got an idea. The fingerprints will convince Monk and Ham that I'm
Doc Savage, and they'll come to meet me any time | suggest it. | might pick a place where we can knock
them off without trouble.”

Sven moigened hislips. “I'd get some deep if | knew they were out of our hair.”
“All right. Well do that, then.”

“What about that girl, that Miss Clayton?’ Ole demanded. “ She's smarter than one dame should be, if
you ask me”

The bronze man grinned. “Ole, were you ever amegician?’
“Huh?’

“l was,” the big men said. “And the firg thing a magidian learns is that the dumb ones are the hardest to
fool. The dumb ones and the kids. But give me an intdligent audience, and I'll fool them every time. A
smart person has sense enough to follow a misdirection, but the dumb ones are too dumb.”

Ole was hiting afingernal. “I hope that's right. But if Monk and Ham ever get alook at you, the goose is
cooked.”

The bronze giant was indignant. “Don't you think | look like Savage?’

“You don't,” said Ole, “look a damned bit like him, except in a generd way. We wouldn't get away with
this, except that very few people redly know wha Doc Savage looks like at close range. It's a good
thing you kept the lights low in there awhile ago.”

Sven joined the argument. “Y ou're not Savage's double, by along shot.”

“I never sad | was” the big man reminded them. “When this thing was hatched out, the firg thing that
stared usin the face was that we couldn't use a double for Savage.”

“Wdl, we're getting away with it.”
“You'd better continue keegping the lights dim,” Sven warned.

The big man said they were boring him. “Let's have a drink,” he said. “Where did you guys hide the
whiskey?’

Chapter XII

CORBETT, the police lieutenant, was getting considerably wrought up. He had lisened to Ham Brooks
tdl about the kidngpping of their taxicab driver, had lisened to Doctor Benson and Miss Clayton tel
about the murder of their own taxi driver, ther kidnapping, and the rest of it. Corbett had made quite a
number of descriptive notes.

“Well get agenerd darm out for this Ole and Sven,” he said. “And that dark-complexioned guy. It's too
bad we haven't got descriptions of the seven who gave the fake tickets to attend that meding in the
Colisaum.”



Monk had known Corbett for a couple of years. “Corbett, | love you,” Monk said. “For a change, it's
mighty wonderful to have aguy tak sense.”

Corbett grinned. “I'll bet you tdl dl the girls that. What the dickens has got into Doc Savage, anyway?
Going into business! | never expected anything like that.”

“Neither did I,” Monk admitted. “ Say, | just thought of something. Why don't you check into the record
of that guy who was driving the gasoline truck that had the accident, and the taxicab driver that hit the
truck.”

“| think the precinct up there did thet,” Corbett said.
“Mind getting me the dope they dug up?’

Corbett got on the telephone and asked questions for quite a while. “Nothing particularly black about
dther one” he reported. “Nether one had police records.”

Monk wasn't convinced.

“This has the earmarks of being a very dick piece of busness” he said. “The truck guy and the cab
driver worked in the open where they were sure to be picked up, so their manager, if he was hdfway
cute, wouldn't pick a pair with a record. Why don't you put atal on them?’

“I'l do exactly that,” Corbett said.

“Now,” Monk told the officer, “we want Doc Savage's fingerprints.”
Surprised, Corbett asked, “What for?’

“Matter of satidfying curiogity.”

While Corbett was gone to get the fingerprint classification card, Doctor Joseph Benson nodded
goprovingly a Monk and said, “I'm glad you're getting right into this investigation. | don't hold with Doc
Savage's bdief that you and Ham are daging something to get his interest, and persuade him from
entering private busness”

Monk said, “We know damned wel we didn't stage anything.”

Miss Clayton wasn't as convinced. She eyed them intently and said, “Will you tdl me the truth?’
“Eh?” Monk glanced up.

“Did you?’

“Did we what?’

“Stage thisthing.”

“You babes,” said Monk hitterly, “adwaysfdl for Doc in abig way. It happens every time” Before Miss
Clayton could say some of the things she was obvioudy wanting to say, Corbett came back carrying print
powder, dusting equipment and the fingerprint dassfication card of Doc Savage.

Monk dusted the water glass which Miss Clayton had filched. He examined the prints this disclosed.
“They're Doc Savage's,” he said.



Benson scowled, asif disgppointed. “Let's have an expert look at them and compare them to the card.”
The expert said the fingerprints on the drinking glass and on the card were identical. Both Doc Savage's.

Monk Mayfair said he had an idea. So they went uptown to the hospitd where Doc Savage had been
taken for trestment of his burns fallowing the gasoline transport truck fire.

“What,” Doctor Benson wished to know, “isthe idea?’

“You and Miss Clayton got into trouble for investigating the circumstances surrounding the accident,”
Monk explained. “That means there was something lying around to be discovered. Y ou didn't discover it,
0 it's ill there. Maybe we can find it.”

“Now you're taking,” said Miss Clayton.

THEY asked alot of questions in the next two hours. They taked to the ambulance driver who had
brought Doc Savage, to the internes who had ridden the cdl, the roustabouts who had packed in the
gretcher. The doctors who had treated the bronze man's burns, the nurses who had attended him. Only
one of the nurses, though. The nurse who had the late night shift, a man named Cones, said, “I'm sorry, |
wasn't on duty that night. Willie Riker wasin my place.”

Ham's interest picked up. “Isnt the late night shift your regular one in that hospital wing?’
“Yes itis” Cones admitted.

“But you weren't on that night?”

“No. Riker was”

“Exactly how,” said Ham, “did that happen?’

“| took off a couple of days about that time.”

“What do you mean, took off? A vacation? Why did you take off?’

“I went fishing.”

“At thistime of the year?’ Ham said skepticdly. “Thisis December. What kind of fidhing is there in these
parts in December?’

Cones grinned. “You sound as if you thought | was a crook. Ice fishing. You cut aholeintheice, drop in
your hook, and haul them out.”

“Oh. where did this take place?’

“At Holaca ocotaongue lake.”

“Hmmm. Where is this whatever-you-cal-it lake?’
“New Jersey.”

“You got a cabin there?’

“No. | stayed a Willie Riker's place.”



“You afriend of Riker's?”’

“Not particularly. But he offered me the use of his cabin, and | took him up.”
“When was this?’

“About a week ago.”

Ham caught Monk's eye. Monk nodded. His jaw muscles were vishbly tight. Ham turned back to the
nurse and said, “Give this one some thought, Cones. When Willie Riker offered you the use of his cabin
at—at this lake, did he suggest a definite date for you to go there?’

Cones didn't have to think about it very long. “Yes. Yes, he did. He said that he might want to use the
place later himsdf, and another friend of his would be usng it earlier, so that I'd better use it those two
days to he perfectly safe”

Ham could not quite conced his excitement.

He said, “Give this one some thought, too: has it ever occurred to you that this Willie Riker might have
pulled a scheme to get you off the job, and himsdf in your place, on that certain date?’

Cones was shocked. “Riker isn't thet sort of fellow.”

“Never mind what sort he is. Did the thought occur to you?’

“Certanly not.”

“All right, don't get upset. Well tak to Willie Riker. Whereishe?’

“Heisoff today.”

“Know his address?”’

“No, | don't.” Cones was now becoming frightened. “But they can giveit to you at the office”
Ham nodded. “Keep your mouth shut about this, Cones.”

“I certanly will!” the mae nurse said. Fright had made his lips moist and his eyes round like the eyes of a
goldfish.

THE wind scooped up snow and gave them a beating with the hard flakes as they waked the streets
looking for a cab. Monk said he wished to God he was back in Germany, where it was & least warm.
He wanted to know why Germany should be warmer than New York in December. “How was it in
Jugodavia? Warm?' he asked Ham.

Ham said he wouldn't trade even New York in a snowstorm for any place else. He looked a Miss
Clayton as he said this, giving the impression Miss Clayton was the main thing New Y ork had to offer.

Doctor Benson scowled and cdled Miss Clayton “darling.”

“Daling, are you getting tired?’ he asked. The “daling” was to remind them that Miss Clayton was his
gl friend. Neither Monk nor Ham was impressed.

The hospitdl office had said nurse Willie Riker lived at a number on Seventy-sixth, west of Centrd Park.



“My God, we could walk it quicker than we're finding a cab.” Ham complained. Almost as he spoke,
they found a cab.

It was warm in the cab, but the radio was blaring. Ham said, “This nurse business looks funny to me”

Monk was doubled over, peering here and there. “I think we've got a hot trall,” he said. He was looking
for some way to shut off the radio.

Ham said, “ Say the cab that hit the truck was part of the frame, and the truck parked there was part of it,
too. Say the ambulance driver wasin it, too. Maybe he was, and maybe he wasn't—"

“I'd say he wasn't,” Doctor Benson said.
“How come?’

“The hospitals have the city divided up into territories for efficiency. A case from that part of town would
aways go to that hospitd. An emergency case, | mean.”

Ham said that was right, because he remembered a stink over one hospita refusing to send an ambulance
out of its bailiwick for an emergency.

Monk said, “I wonder how they got Doc into thet particular ward, or room? | wonder how many guysin
that hospitd are in on it beside the nurse, Riker?’

Doctor Benson had an answer for that, too.

“Nobody but Riker would have to beinonit,” he said. “The finest rooms in the hospita are in that wing.
They would naturdly give Doc Savage the best room. So they were sure to take him there.”

The radio music suddenly stopped. “A dick busness” Monk said. He had found the radio switch. “A
very dick business. Wdl planned.”

Miss Clayton thought they were excdlent deducers. “You're clever,” she said. “Y ou're much more clever
then | thought you were.”

Ham assured her she hadn't seen anything yet. “Watch us work on this Riker,” he said. He was feding
good.

THEY found the Riker number to be a brownstone of ratty appearance. Monk was of the opinion they
should watch the back door. He suggested that Ham do it, but Ham wouldn't. They matched, and Ham
logt. Then they dimbed the front steps and found the door locked.

“Let's not wake anybody up ringing doorbells,” Ham said. “I'll show you what a good lock pick can do.”
He employed a gimmick on his pen knife, and presently had the door open, admitting them to a smdl
anteroom containing mail boxes which had names on them. They peered at these, lighting matches.

“Two-deven,” Monk whispered. “Ham, you get set. Then well go up.”
Ham told Miss Clayton. “Y ou'd better stay downdtairs.”

“I want to see this” Miss Clayton objected. “Anyway, I'd be too scared to dtay done” Lest Ham
volunteer to take care of it, Monk hedtily said she could come dong. They waited for Ham to get placed
a the back sairs, then ascended to the second floor.



The door of 211 seemed to be locked. Monk tried it cautioudy. He had his hand poised to knock, but
changed his mind.

“I'l get Ham to pick the lock,” he whispered.

The corridor was dimly lighted by one twenty-five watt bulb located directly over the stairs. The wadls
were shabby and the carpet under Monk's feet, as he crept toward the rear dairs to summon Ham, felt
hard as if it was nearly worn out or hadn't been cleaned for a long time. It was dark enough to be
gpooky, and presently a successon of chills pursued each other up Monk's backbone. He wished he
hadn' left Doctor Benson and Miss Clayton aone at the door of Riker's room. He started to turn to see
if they were dl right, and there was a sudden yd|, arushing sound, things smashing together, another cry,
dl from the hal outsde Riker's room or the room itsdf.

Doctor Benson had disappeared. Only Miss Clayton stood in the hall.
Monk, arriving, demanded, “My God! What happened?’

Miss Clayton was terrified. “I don't know! Doctor Benson had his hand on the door knob when the door
flew open. Doctor Benson ether fdl or was jerked ingde. Then the door dammed.”

Thelight went out at this point. It became as dark as road tar in the hdll.

Ingde Riker's room another ydl, scuffling, gasps. Things upset. Monk tried the door. Locked. Monk
drew back, put his right foot againg the door below the lock to get properly placed, drew back and
kicked. The door parted from its lock and flew open.

Insde was blackness, degthly dillness. Monk ligtened, holding his bresth. He entered, an inch & atime.
He took along step to the l€ft.

“Benson!” he called.

Fire, the kind of fire that comes out of a gun muzzle, sorang a him. Miss Clayton screamed. Monk
redized he had a gun himsdlf, and got it out. He shot, then jumped, which was a good thing, because a
bullet clubbed the wall gpproximately behind where he had been standing. Monk aimed four or five times
before he decided he hadn't seen the other's gunflash after dl. He waited.

Stillness, strained and degthly, ensued. 1t was broken in time by Ham cdling from the hal, “Monk! What
the hdll's happening? Monk!” He came closer, cdling, “Monk!” Monk wished he was a ventriloquist, so
he could warn Ham, but make his voice seem to come from somewhere else. He knew that any sound he
mede would draw a bullet.

Ham stopped, though. He joined the waiting. There hadn't been a sound out of Miss Clayton since her
last scream. Monk wondered with horror if she had been killed.

Suddenly there was a swishing noise, a crashing and jangling of glass breaking. A window had gone out.
A moment later, some object which sounded like a chair landed in a courtyard.

There was more slence, but it was not complete this time. Monk fdt there was movement going on, but
he couldn't locate any of it definitely enough to shoot.

Doctor Benson's voice, surprisingly cam, said, “1 think he got out through the window.”

Chapter Xllli



MALE nurse Willie Riker had blue eyes, very blue eyes about the same color as lake ice on a very cold
morning, and a full-featured Scandinavian face, probably a Danish face, which must have been quite
ruddy in life, but death had given it a bluish cast. There was quite a lot of blood. In fact Willie Riker's
body lay in a lake of it which had gathered, and was ill gathering, on the sheets of the bed in which he

lay.

Monk didn't fed so good.

“For God's sake! Keep Miss Clayton out of here. Don't et her see thig”

Then he looked at the kitchen knife which had been used to butcher Willie Riker in haste.

Doctor Joseph Benson, being practical, was leening out of a window from which a char had been
thrown, teking nearly dl the glass.

“He got out this way,” Benson said. “Here, you can see the marks he made in the dust dimbing ouit.
Come here and look.”

Ham was in the other room, the living-room, tdling Miss Clayton she wouldn't want to see what they'd
found in the bedroom.

Monk went over to examine Doctor Benson's discovery.

As Benson said, there was dust on the sll with marksin it. Across the areaway, a light came on, causng
Monk to dodge wildly for cover, but it was only a curious neighbor turning on his light and raisng his
window shade. This put light into the areaway. Monk saw that it would have been a Smple matter to
drop from the window into the little court, then escape.

“You see the guy?” Monk asked.

“Not clearly, but | can tdl you he was big and powerful,” Benson declared. “After you left to get Ham, |
thought | would try the door knob to see if the door was redly locked. This fdlow must have unlatched
it. Probably he had heard you moving the door knob, or heard us in the hall. Anyway, he yanked me
ingde” Benson shuddered vidently. “The rest was alittle Supefying, it happened so rapidly.”

“But,” said Monk, “you didn't redly see the guy?’
“Wdl, no. No, not redly.”

Ham Brooks had come back into the bedroom, and was examining the dead man. “This is Willie Riker,
dl right,” Ham said. “He seems to have been adeep in bed, or at least he didn't have time to dress. He's
dill wearing pgjamas.”

“It'stoo damned bad he's dead,” Monk called. “Are you sure he is?’

Ham said that the question was foalish. “The knife gutted him,” he added. “He died indantly. He—well,
what do you know! For God's sake!”

Monk ran into the bedroom. Ham Brooks gesticulated excitedly. “Look here what the guy had stuck on
his back with adhesive tape. An envelopel” Ham removed the envelope gingerly, opened it, examined the
contents, a sngle sheet of paper. “Holy cow! We've got something herel”

The document started off:
TO WHOM IT MAY CONCERN.



The next line began:

IN THE EVENT OF MY DEATH BY VIOLENCE, | WISH TO MAKE CERTAIN STATEMENTS
WHICH WILL INSURE PUNISHMENT OF THE PERSONS RESPONSIBLE FOR MY DEATH.

Benson asked excitedly, “What've you got?’

“The works,” Ham told him. “This guy must have been afraid his pals would knock him off, and he left
them allittle legacy.”

“What does it say?’

IT sad condderably less than they expected it to, but enough to be interesting. Nurse Willie Riker had
been approached about thirty days previoudy with the proposition that he participate, for excelent pay,
in a scheme to kidngp Doc Savage. Riker didn't know the name of the man who approached him,
dthough the fdlow did have an associate caled Sven.

The proposition, to which Riker had agreed, was that Doc Savage was to be made the vicim of an
accident requiring hospitdization, and the setup was to be such tha Savage would land in one of the
private rooms presided over by nurse Riker. Late in the night, Doc Savage was to be removed after
being drugged, with the assistance of Riker, and an impostor placed in his stead. This had been done.

“Wow!” Monk yelled. He was looking at the next part of the statement.
It began:

DOC SAVAGE IS NOW BEING HELD PRISONER AT 14 WEST BALLARD STREET,
PROBABLY UNDER THE INFLUENCE OF DRUGS. . . .

Ham was jumping in excitement. “That's dl we need to know. This tears it! That guy in Doc's place is a
phony. I'm going to cdl a cop.”

Doctor Benson was dready at the telephone, however. He listened to the instrument, then his face got a
surprised expression. “What do you know—the phone won't work,” he said.

Ham said, “Wed better get to atdephone.”

“Wait a minuted” Monk objected. “Weve got some time. That guy a Doc's headquarters thinks he's
sdfe. | think what wed better do is grab Doc out of their hands fird. If we get them stirred up fird, they
might finish Doc off.”

Ham decided there was good sense in that. “Bdlard Street—where's Balard Street?’

Miss Clayton was the only one who seemed to know where Balard Street was. “It's out in Queens,” she
sad. “I don't know exactly where, but | can find it.”

Monk was running for the door. “Come on!”

The rooming house was awake. There were people in the hdls, full of questions to which they didn't get
answers. They found their taxicab driver dill in the street, and he was full of questions too. “What went
onin there? Wasn't that shoating | heard?’ he wanted to know.

“Somebody had a mdlerdrammer tuned in on the radio,” Monk said.



“It was turned on too loud,” Monk explained. “Do you know where Bdlard Street isin Queens?’

“No, but I got a map here” The taxi man was rather suspicious of them, but also somewhat frightened.
He was probably wishing he hadn't waited around.

“Get usout to Bdlard Street,” Monk said. “And if this cab has wings, put them on it.”

Doctor Benson objected, “I don't see why in the hdl you're in such a hurry. 1t seems much more essentia
to get the police searching for the murderer.”

“Lord, has there been amurder?’ The cab driver was very darmed now.

“That murderer,” Monk told Doctor Benson, “might get to Doc Savage before we do.” To the cab driver
he said, “what's holding us up? Do you want me to drive this thing?’

THEY got going. Then went south, then east across Central Park through the underpass. They went o
fadt they sounded like an arplane, and frequently when there were bumps the cab seemed to leave the
pavement for twenty feet a atime They came out and crossed Ffth Avenue like a rocket, againg a red

light

Monk said, “Driver, for God's sake, use your head.” The driver then dowed down a little, and he
stopped for the next red light.

The moment the cab hdted, Doctor Benson said, “Dammit, I'm going to use my own head for a change!”
He sprang out of the cab before they could stop him.

“What're you going to do?’ Monk ydled.
Benson shouted back, “I'm gaing to warn the police about that murderer! Only take a minute”
Monk told the driver, “I guess well have to wait for that guy, but we should go on and leave him.”

Miss Clayton asked, “Do you think Doc Savage isin danger?’ She asked thisin a clear voice, but then
fear made her teeth chatter.

“I think thisthing is popping wide open, and the firg thing they'll do iskill Doc,” Monk said. He stood the
waiting for probably thirty seconds. “I'm going in and get Doctor Benson,” he said. “He picked a fine
time to go bullheaded on us”

He found Doctor Benson in a booth in an dl-night drugstore. Benson saw him coming, opened the booth
door, a the same time saying into the telephone, “Don't ask so damned many questions and get busy
looking for the killer.” He dammed the recelver on the hook. He told Monk, “All that cop could do was
ask questions”

Monk asked, “Did you get them told?’

Benson said, “You bet | did. Let's go. | hope you're not mad.”



They were getting in the cab by the time Monk said, “I'm not mad, no.”

“Maybe they won't catch that murderer, but | wanted them to try,” Benson said. “After dl, the louse tried
to kill me, too. He made me mad.”

Monk thought this was reasonable, and that he would be a little mad himsdf. As it was, he was mosily
worried and frightened. He had a feding the whole thing was blowing up in ther faces before they were
ready for it. He didnt like the speed with which things were beginning to happen.

The driver had used the wait to locate Bdlard Street. “It's in Hushing, but along way out,” he said. He
was driving more sensibly.

BALLARD STREET turned out to be in College Point, which was north of Hushing. The street was a
short one leading down to Hushing Bay, and the number was a boat repair shop bearing a sgn,
STONE'S BOATYARD, REPAIRS AND STORAGE.

Ham didnt likeit. “Theréslots of placesto look in there. We may get waylaid.”

Monk muttered, “Let's get the police to help. That's what we pay taxes for.” He put his head into the cab
and told the driver, “You go to the nearest place you find a telephone and cdl the cops. Send them down
here”

“I surewill,” the driver said.

“Tdl them to send plenty of cops,” Monk said.
“You bet.”

The driver then departed in his cab.

Miss Clayton, skeptical, said, “I'll bet he doesn't call the police. | think he's so scared hell wash his hands
of the whole thing.”

This proved to be an excellent piece of character reading. They never saw the driver, nor the police he
was supposed to send.

They decided againg trying the main gate. The place, Monk fet, would be watched. They had dighted in
agde drest, and they approached the high wooden fence quietly, feding that they wouldn't be seenin the
blizzard. “Give me aleg up,” Monk requested Ham. Presently he found he was able to reach the top of
the fence. He hauled himsdf up and listened.

It was bitterly cold. The world seemed filled with angry wind and ginging snow. He found that he could
reach a hand down and haul the others up, one a atime, and did so.

“What about seeing if there is a man at the gate? Miss Clayton suggested. “Maybe he can be made to
tdl where Mr. Savage ishdd.”

Monk thought it was a good idea. But he wished they had left Miss Clayton outside. Why hadn't they
thought of sending her for the police?

“Ham,” Monk whispered. “Ham, | think we'd better send Miss Clayton for the police. We can boost her
back over the fence”



Ham, who should have answered, didn't.
“Ham!” Monk said, then said it again, more urgently.

Fright suddenly crawled into his brain and roosted there like a buzzard. He didn't cdl again. Instead, he
crouched and changed his position—and collided with someone. The someone got him by the throat, and
Monk grabbed medly at the individud's arm, feding sure the fdlow had a knife or a club. It was very
dark.

They fought slently and furioudy, making no more gruntings and gaspings than they had to, but knocking
the snow about. The snow made an incredibly soft bed for their violence; for an ingant, so great was his
exctement and rage and the heet it generated, the snow seemed dmost warm and the anger of the
blizzard nothing &t dll.

“Monk! Help!” the other man cried out.
And Monk said, “For the love of mud! We'd better get organized before we murder each other.”
He had been fighting Doctor Benson.

BUT Ham Brooks had disappeared. It was Miss Clayton's eye which located the trall his heds had made
when he was dragged away. “Here,” she whispered. She was bending close to the snow, where she had
caught a spot that could be seen faintly by the light from a distant streetlamp. “The marks are fresh, aren't

they?

Monk and Doctor Benson bent down to look. Benson 4ill had the club which, largdy through good
fortune, he hadn't been able to use on Monk. It was a piece of iron pipe about eghteen inches long and
thick enough to smash a skull.

The marks were undoubtedly fresh. In fact, the blizzard was rapidly shovding them full of snow.
“Somebody was dragged there, wasn't he?” Miss Clayton whispered.

Monk said, “Can you dimb over that fence and go for help? | have a hunch that taxi driver didn't like our
looks and cleared out.”

“I'm afraid,” Miss Clayton objected. She sounded as if she were too.
“Have you got aflashlight?” Doctor Benson asked.

Monk had. “But I'm not going to use it, and get my head shot off,” he added. He was trying to follow the
tracks in the snow by feding with his hands, a project which he had thought would be practica, but
which proved utterly unfessible, when the blizzard cleared for amoment. A kind of lull arrived, a moment
when there was no wind and no flying show, and the street light shining over the high board fence
brightened things nicdly.

“Come on!” Monk followed the trall madly, to cover as much ground as he could before the blizzard
swooped again and the illumination suffered. He came to a door in what seemed to be a large and very
rough building. Frightened and startled, he withdrew hedtily to survey the place. Benson and Miss
Clayton were suddenly a his side. “I think that's a protective cover built around a yacht hauled out for
the winter,” Monk explained. “I think they took Ham in there.”



“Welve got to wait for the policel” Benton sounded frightened.

Monk said, “The hdl with the police! I've got enough of chasng feethers.” He went over and kicked the
door as hard as he could. It flew open. Miss Clayton and Benson flattened, gpparently expecting bullets
to come out. None did.

THE three men engaged in tying Ham to a post that was one of the shoring timbers supporting the yacht
were gpparently too surprised to do—for ten or fifteen seconds—more than hold their mouths open with
agtonishment. The light was not too good, ether. It came from aamdl eectric hand lantern around which
they had carefully wrapped a sack.

Ham, Monk saw, was unconscious. There was an odor, one that Monk had some familiarity with, being
achemigt. Suff that would have the same effect as chloroform, but much quicker.

Monk cocked the revolver he was holding with the inward ralling maotion he had taught American soldiers
destined for raider groups. He was an addict of the school of thought which believed a hand gun should
be shot from the navel, that aming could be done more effectively by pointing the navel ingead of the
gun. But he didnt fire. One of the men had too tempting a jaw; Monk struck, usng his left fid, and
changed the shape of the jaw noticeably.

The man Monk had hit took two loose-kneed steps backward and stopped with his shoulders againg the
rounding hull of the boat, stood there asif trying to support the boat on his shoulders. A sck noise, blood
and two teeth came out of hismouth in that order.

The second man and the third man did better. They stepped apart, saw there was no time to draw guns,
and no time to get away.

They even used alittle organization. “Get hislegs, Nate,” one said. Which was a mistake. As Nate came
in, Monk kicked himin the face, sopping him, then kicked himin the throat, chest and on top of the head
while he was fdling.

The survivor decided to use his gun after al. He must have been a little confused about which pocket it
was in, because he went for both coat pockets. Monk lunged for the coat, got both skirts, hauled the
man to him, intending to butt the man's jaw with the top of his head. However the man's coat split up the
back, torein two halves.

Presently Monk had the two haves of the coat, and the man was running. One of the coat haves was
heavy with a gun of some kind.

Monk decided to shoot the runner. He pulled the trigger of his revolver. The result was a amdl and
disconcerting sound, something like a parrot taking a bite of cracker. The portion of coat lying across
Monk's gun had gotten under the hammer, stopping itsfall.

Angrily, Monk yanked &t the cloth, tore off along srip, tore off another, but the hammer was as solidly
wedged as ever. He threw the gun at the fugitive, who was now dimbing a ladder. The gun bounced
harmlesdly off the man'sribs.

The moment the revolver was out of Monk's hand, he wished he hadn't thrown it. He experienced an
attack of fright. He recdled that Doc Savage had dways preached againgt the carrying of firearms on the
theory that having one got a man in the habit of putting too much dependence on it; without it, he was
likdy to be completdly a aloss. There was something to be said for the theory, Monk decided.



He lay hold of the ladder, tried to yank it loose, thus didodging the man who was now near the top. It
didn't work. The ladder was solidly nailed.

Confident he was going to get kicked in the face, Monk went up the ladder. The man, however, didn't
stop to do any kicking. He ran.

The boat was a very fine houseboat about fifty feet long, a sea-going manson with teak decks and
mahogany and genuine leather.

The man, with Monk on his hed's, went hammering dong the deck in a direction which later proved to be
the stern. It was very dark, and the pursuit was modly by sound. Light flashed as the man opened a
door, and Monk fought with im a while to see whether the door would be closed a once. Monk won,
and entered a cabin where Doc Savage was chained to a berth, watched by a very long and hungry
looking man who had a short rifle.

Chapter XIV

DOVE gray, sone gray and bullet-gray was the color matif of the cabin, the furniture having just the
proper contrast, deep wine for an easy chair, a pastd green for another chair. The amoking stands were
chrome, the porthole rims chrome, as were a cocktail shaker and a set of goblets. The floor, from which
the rug had been removed for the winter, presented a dartling contrast of naked dirty wood, cigarette
butts, used matches, crumpled empty cigarette packages, two poker chips, empty whiskey bottles,
empty nix bottles, acigar that looked intact in its cellophane wrapper, a book with the titte LEARNING
TO SAIL.

The long man with the short rifle seemed perfectly confident that he was going to be able to shoot Monk
wherever and whenever he pleased. Monk thought so, too.

But Doc Savage rolled over as much as the chain would permit, which wasn't much, lifted his legs which
were fastened together a the ankles with handcuffs, and spread his knees, brought them down over the
head and shoulders of the rifleman. The rifle snorted fire and lead, and the man screamed. The men
Monk had pursued into the cabin also screamed. He had been shot through the middle.

The man fired the rifle again, this time coming closer to Monk. Then a horrified expresson changed his
face, hisfingers sraightened out iffly with agony, and he bent his head forward and endeavored to bite
one of Doc Savage's legs which were about his chest like a pair of pliers. In a moment, two or possbly
more of hisribs broke, making a distinct sound. He stopped trying to bite anything.

Doc sad, “Rap him over the head, or something.”

Monk came over and drew back his fig, then found it was unnecessary to hit the man. The fdlow had
become unconscious.

Surprised, Monk said, “He was a sucker to be gtting there where you could get to him.”

“They thought | was unconscious,” Doc explained.

"B

“They've been giving me pills. | managed not to swalow most of them.”

Doc Savage, Monk concluded, looked like hell. He became anxious about the bronze man and



demanded, “My God, what did they do to you?’

Doc sad, “I'm dirty and scratched up alittle. Not as bad as | look, probably.”

“Do you know what's been gaing on?’

“l have agenerd ideg,” Doc said. “And quit looking that way.”

“You look asif they'd tried to skin you divel” Monk said anxioudy.

“Oh, | was burned, remember?’ Doc explained.

Monk was rdlieved. “So that'sit. You had me worried.”

Doc was watching the door. “Who is coming?’

Monk grabbed up therifle and said it had better be Doctor Benson and Miss Clayton.

DOCTOR BENSON looked surprisingly tired and aged, while Miss Clayton was as surprisngly fresh.
Monk thought Doctor Benson must be at least fifty years old, whereas he had supposed Benson was in
histhirties.

Something was wrong with Benson.

He said, “I think werein atrgp.”

Doc Savage eyed him sharply. “What isit, Joe?’
“They're outsde.”

“How many?

“l saw three. | think thereé's more.”

Miss Clayton said, “But | didn't see anyonel”

“l didnt tdl you,” Benson explained.

Doc Savage dfted angrily on the bunk. “Get me loose from this chain.” He glanced about. “Wher€'s
Ham?'

“Down below,” Monk explained. “He's in the shed, though. They used something on him to knock him
out. Anaesthetic.”

“Get him up here,” Doc directed. “Then see what you can do about this lock.”

Monk brought Ham up the ladder, the job making him pant. He started going through Ham's pockets.
“Ham carries agimmick to pick locks.”

“Never mind that. I've tried for two days to pick this lock without luck.” Doc moved again, impatiently.
“Try that rifle on it, or on the chain.”

Miss Clayton said, “I'll try to bring Ham out of it.” Her trying consisted of wrigt rubbing, shaking, and
liquor. 1t did no good.



They decided not to risk shooting the lock because there was too much chance of damaging Doc.
Shooting a lock open was something that worked better in books than in practica practice, anyway.
Monk said, “I think | can blow the chain loose.” He meant the other end of the chain, which was riveted
to the berth stanchion. He aimed carefully and fired.

“Ow! Ouch! Ohmy God!” he yeled, jumping about. “The damned bullet splashed.” He tried again, more
cautioudy. “Now, yank onit. I'l help.” Presently they got the chain loose. “It's not loose from your wals,

though.”
Doc siwung the end of the chain experimentaly. “It may comein handy whereit is. Try the handcuffs”

They decided the best sysem on the manacles was to use Monk's revolver, which he had retrieved. He
worked the cloth out of the hammer mechaniam, stamped the metd cocktail shaker out fla on the floor,
then used it as a shidd to protect Doc's ankles from splattering lead. He fired once.

“That'sfine” Doc stamped his feet on the floor and stood up. He promptly fdl flat as his benumbed legs
refused to function. “Thisisafinemesd” He was angry. “Monk, get down below and seeif you can spot
those fellows”

Monk went out and down the ladder.

Doc turned to Benson. “You say you saw three?’
“yYes”

“No more?’

“No.”

“All right, we know there are three. Therell probably be more. | think there are about nine of themin it.
I'm sure there are ning, and | don't believe there are any others.”

Miss Clayton forced out some words. “ There was a nurse named Willie Riker—”
“I'm counting him.”
“He's dead.”

Doc Savage seemed to stop what he was doing and thinking and concentrate on Willie Riker. “How did
it happen? Tak fast.”

MISS CLAYTON taked fadt. In less than five minutes, she told about Willie Riker, how they had
become suspicious of him while investigating a the hospitd, how they had gone to his rooming house, the
yanking of Doctor Benson into the place, the shooting, the finding of Riker dying.

“Dying, or dready dead?’ Doc interrupted here. “Which was he?’
“Dying. Thet fdlow had cut im dl to pieces.”
“Whet fdlow?’

“The one who was in the room, grabbed Doctor Benson, doused the lights, killed Riker, then jumped out
of the window.” She told about the tdl-tde document they had found on Riker. “He mus have been



afraid he might be killed,” she said.
“Didn't you tdl the police about him?’
“Doctor Benson did. He telephoned.”
“What did hetdl the police?’

“l don't know. We didn't hear him.”

“Mayfar heard me” Doctor Benson said. “Monk was a the telephone booth. | didn't have a very good
description for the police”

“Joe, have you got agun?’ Doc asked Benson.
“Not now. I've logt it somewhere.”

“Never mind. Well try to find you one. You two stay here. | think | can navigate now. I'll go down and
see what Monk has found out.”

Doc was somewhat rubber-legged going down the ladder. He leaned againg the foot of the ladder in the
cold darkness, and in amoment Monk's bresthing was close.

“Dont see nothing,” Monk reported. “Hear nothing, ether.”

“Monk,” Doc said. “Did you think Benson gave the police a thorough-enough description of the felow
who killed Willie Riker, the nurse, for the cops to pick him up?’

“l don't know. | didn't hear Benson,” Monk said. “How many guys are we likdly to go up agangt?’
“Nine. Eight with Riker out. Five with the three you got here.”

“Makeit four,” Monk said. “Theres a guy laying over here that you don't know about. | just went over
and gave him some more deep with my fig.”

“Four won't be so bad.”
“Bad enough for me” Monk didn't sound at ease. “I've got a hunch our luck has run out.”

Doctor Benson came down the ladder, fumbling in the blackness. “I know you told me to stay up there.
But | have an idea. Suppose | show you where | saw the three prowlers.”

Monk shivered. “That's probably what they're wanting.”

“No. No, | think not.” Benson was assured. “When | saw them, they were hiding. Waiting. I'm sure they
were waiting. Probably for reinforcements. | bet they're gill waiting, and we can get the drop on them.”

Doc made a decison. “All right. Monk, you stay here.”
“Hdl!"” Monk didn't think much of it. “Y ou're asking for trouble.”

DOC SAVAGE opened the door of rough planks and wind and snow pounced on him. The wind was
cold enough to hurt his teeth. He stepped outsde. Benson followed. “Did you find a gun?” Doc
whispered.



“No, | didn't.”
“Herés one. A revolver. Know how to useit?’
Benson said, “I can point it and pull the trigger. That's dl you need to do, it it?’

Doc sad it was. “Wait, | think 1'd better have Monk wait at the top of that ladder. There may be another
way into the shed around the boat. You stay here. Be back in a second.”

He moved back, forced open the door, and Monk's gun was suddenly againg his chest.

“Itsme” hetold Monk. Then he dropped hisvoice to say, “You follow us. | think you can manage it. In
case we separate, you look out for Benson. Keep close to him, but don't let him know you're there.”

“What's the ideg?’

“Hées got a crazy reckless streak on,” Doc sad. “He may need help. But be careful.”
“Okay.”

“Keep out of our Sght.”

“Right.”

Doc went outside again. He found Benson on dl fours in a snowdrift in the blackness close to the shed.
“I think they're dill there,” Benson whispered. “1 think | saw something.”

“Let'sgo.”

They crawled awhile. The snow was two feet deep where it had drifted, and there was none a dl where
the wind could get to it. Benson was making a circle. He stopped. “Y ou're pretty weak, aren't you?’

“I've been more active,” Doc whispered back.
“Stay here. I'll crawl around where they are and make sure. I'll come back if they're redly there.”
“@ mw.”

Benson crawled on. He was logt ingantly in the hissng blizzard. Presently Monk crawled past, following
Benson accurately, doing an amost impossible job of shadowing. If he knew Doc was there, he gave no
sgn. Doc followed Monk, a few feet back. The procession dragged its way to what was evidently a
watchman's shack or a toolhouse.

Doc didnt see exactly what happened, but he heard Monk bark, “That's them! Four! Il hep you,
Benson.”

DOC SAVAGE came to hisfeet, sorinted for the shack. Things happened fast. There were three shots,
evenly spaced. Monk yelled, “Hell, give them a chance!” Horror seemed about to make him choke up.

The shack door was open; Doctor Benson stood just ingde the door, blazing light from a flashlight over
four men, three of whom were dying. The three doing the dying conssted of Ole, Sven and a big man
with some bronze-colored dye on one of his hands.

“God dmighty!” Monk was looking a Benson in revulson. “You didn't have to kill them.”



A sck wildness was on Benson's face. He sagged sdewise againg the shack wal and the automatic
pistal in hisleft hand dipped to the floor, followed by the flashlight.

He sad grangdy, “1—I mug have gone insane”

Monk lunged for the flashlight and pinned the surviving men with its beam. The maen, a smdl
supid-looking character, was shaking uncontrollably. A gun which he had held lay at his feet.

Doc saw tha each of the three victims had been shot expertly in the head.

He asked, “Monk, is that the fdlow who was taking my place and accepting cash invesments from
suckers?’

Monk looked asif he wished to beill. “What about it, Benson?’

“That's him,” Benson said. “Y es—I|—that's he, undoubtedly.” He began feding of his pockets vagudly,
and then he brought out a revolver. It was the revolver Doc Savage had given him. He asked, “Did you
know you handed me an empty gun awhile ago?’

He was lifting the gun when Monk, stepping in from the side, hit him across the temple. Benson fdll.
“Did | do wrong?’ Monk asked. His face was pae.

Doc went over quickly, broke the revolver, looked in it. There were cartridges in the chamber.
Doc blew out his breath softly. “He reloaded it.”

Monk had some trouble with words.

“Is Benson—it?’ he asked.

“Hésit,” Doc agreed.

THEY gathered the living in the cabin of the yacht where it was warm, and Monk went for the police.
Ham awakened, but he did not fed a dl good, nor was his head clear, for he kept mumbling about
someone named Nola. It could be gathered from his incoherence that he was afrad Nola was going to
sue him for breach of promise,

“I wish | had redly known for sure it was Benson,” Doc told Miss Clayton. “The trouble was, | only
suspected him. | had been doing a lot of thinking while they had me chained up the last few days, and |
could tdll from ther talk what was going on. Thewholeplan . . .~

The expresson on Miss Clayton's face stopped him.

He finished, “Is something wrong?’

Miss Clayton shuddered vidently. “No—that is, I'm suddenly more horrified than I've been a any time”
“It'sdl over.”

Monk said, “I better see how the cops are doing.” Monk was reluctant to leave off ligening to Ham's
mumbling about Nola. But he |eft. He clattered down the ladder.

Miss Clayton told Doc, “1 guess I'm just beginning to redlize the magnitude of what they were trying to



pull. It was big, wasn't it?’

“Severd million dollars were possbly involved,” Doc admitted. “The plan of impersonaing me and
accepting investments was taking hold, | gathered from their talk.”

“l don't mean that entirdy,” Miss Clayton said grimly. “The red damage would have been to you—to the
kind of work youve been doing. It would have wrecked—well—the inditution that Doc Savage has
become.”

Doc was embarrassed by being referred to as an inditution by such a good-looking girl. He didn't say
anything.

But, he reflected grimly, she was right. Not necessarily about the inditution part. An inditution, the
dictionary said, was anything “forming a characteristic and persstent feeture in socia or nationd life and
habits” Maybe he wasn't.

But he had built, over a period of years, a name that inspired consderable effect. A name that had, he
knew, scared many a crook out of being a crook. A name that, endorsing a cause, had tremendous
prestige. It was possible for him to accomplish much, merdly by stting back and usng his repute. Many
good things. The mere information that he was behind a tottering business concern, for instance, would
draw support and save the concern. His prestige was redly fabulous, and it frequently amazed him.
Recently, as another example, he had merdly warned a political group in South America who had fascist
leenings, and the group had changed its ideas overnight. This was power, enormous power, and it was
hisonly because Doc Savage was a known force for right.

If this thing—if Benson had succeeded—had resulted in alot of people lodng a lot of money because
they trusted Doc Savage, the damage would have been huge, possibly shattering something that could
never be put together again. The thing would have received immense publicity. It would have wrecked
whet he had spent alifelime creating. A reputation, once ruined, was amaost impossible to rebuild.

That, Doc thought bitterly, was what had dmos happened. And severd million dollars, which
unsuspecting investors would undoubtedly have logt, was not asmdl thing in itsdf.

Doc frowned a Benson, who was standing with his face to the wall, hands lifted.

“Whoever was braining the thing obvioudy knew alot about me, which meant it was someone who knew
me well. Benson did. And Benson was right into it from the first. | went down and asked Monk if he
heard Benson cdl the police about nurse Riker's murderer. Monk said no. Benson had said yes. | should
have batted Benson over the head then.”

Miss Clayton looked asif she wanted to hear the results, but didn't like ligening to them.

“Benson was getting rid of men who knew he was the boss man,” Doc continued. “Riker was fird. The
three he killed in the shed were the others. He thought—just thought—or hoped—I had given him an
empty gun by mistake. He was going to find out, then shoot Monk and me if necessary. He could have
told the police we were killed by the othersin the brawl. It could have worked out that way, too, if . . .

There was some noise outside, then in the boat enclosure and findly on the ladder. Two policemen came
in, then Monk, then more cops.

Monk was enumerating the casudties. “Theré€'s the three dead ones” Monk was saying, “and another
guy and two taxicab drivers and the big guy who was playing Doc Savage. That's S, isnt it?’

One of the policemen said that was sx, dl right. He didn't sound as if he wished to believe it could be



that many. “That's bad,” he said. “Did you have to do dl that killing?’
“We didn't do any of it,” Monk assured him.
The policeman nodded, hardly believing.

On the bunk, Ham—they had moved him to the bunk where he could revive in comfort—stated, in
adirium, exactly where he preferred that Nola go.

“What's the matter with him?’ Monk wanted to know.

Doc Savage sank wearily into the paste green chair. “Woman trouble” he said. He fdt tired, spent. “I
guess he doesn't get enough trouble associating with me. He has to work up some on the outside.”

Monk went over to ligen to Ham mumble. He ligtened to Ham tdling somebody, evidently a jury, what a
lovely creature Nola was, and what a temptress.

Monk grinned. “1'd like to work up some of thet trouble,” he said.

THE END

Next month there's a mysterious adventure in store for DOC SAVAGE . . . and the title of the nove
ought to hint at its background. It's cdled SE-PAH-POO—and youll find out just whet that means in the
February issue . . . so watch for it on the stands December 28.

Don't miss—

The February issue of

DOC SAVAGE MAGAZINE
on sde at dl newsstands

December, 28



