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ROBESON, NEW YORK
DISAPPROVE OF THE IDEA. SORRY.
SAVAGE

CABLEGRAM
SAVAGE, LONDON



SAMMY IS BULLHEADED ABOUT THIS. HE IS GOING TO PUBLISH MANUSCRIPT.
WON'T LISTEN TO ME. SAYS HE NEEDS THE MONEY .

ROBESON.

ROBESON, NEW YORK
BUY THE MANUSCRIPT OFF HIM. BURN IT.
SAVAGE.

SAVAGE, LONDON

SAMMY WONT SELL. SAYS THE PUBLIC SHOULD KNOW THE TRUTH ABOUT DOC
SAVAGE.

ROBESON.

ROBESON, NEW YORK
THAT'SWHAT | WAS AFRAID OF. I'LL WRITE SAMMY.
SAVAGE.

MEMO FROM THE DESK OF DOC SAVAGE:
To: Sammy Wales.

Mr. Kenneth Robeson, the author, advises me that you have written a first-person account of a recent
adventure which brought you in contact with mysdf and my group of aides. He states that you intend
seeking a publisher for this manuscript, and that you have refused to sl it to him. | disapprove of this. It
istrue that Kenneth Robeson has written a hundred and sixty-eight novels around the adventures of our
group, but these were fictionized versons and in no way hampered our work. It is not satisfactory to me
to permit publication of an account written by an unskilled outsider. | hope you will drop the maiter.

SAVAGE.

RADIOGRAM
SAVAGE, PARIS

WHO'S UNSKILLED? AND WHO IS AN OUTS DER? | WAS THERE WASN'T 1? THIS GUY
ROBESON IS A FICTION WRITER ALL RIGHT. | HAVE READ SOME OF HIS STUFF AND



HE SOFT-PEDALS TOO MANY FACTS. | THINK WHAT I'VE WRITTEN SHOULD BE
PRINTED.

SAMMY WALES.

RADIOGRAM

WALES, NEW YORK

HOW DID YOU KNOW | WAS IN PARIS?
SAVAGE

SAVAGE, CAIRO
ALITTLE BIRD TOLD ME.
SAMMY WALES

MONK MAYFAIR, NEW YORK
IF YOU ARE THE BIRD TELLING SAMMY WALES THINGS, CUT IT OUT.
SAVAGE

SAVAGE, BOMBAY
SO THAT'SWHY THAT PRETTY FIANCEE OF HIS GAVE ME A DATE.
MONK MAYFAIR

CABLEGRAM
ROBESON, NEW YORK

DO NOT UNDERSTAND SAMMY WALES ATTITUDE. WILL YOU ASCERTAIN HIS TRUE
REASONS FOR WISHING MATERIAL PUBLISHED. CABLE ME SHANGHAII.

SAVAGE.



RADIOGRAM
SAVAGE, SHANGHAI

SAMMY FEELS TRUTH ABOUT YOU SHOULD RE KNOWN. SEEMS SINCERE. SAYS IT
WILL SCARE SOME PEOPLE WHO NEED SCARING.

ROBESON.

RADIOGRAM

ROBESON, NEW YORK

IT SCARES ME ANYWAY. WHAT IS YOUR OPINION OF SAMMY'S MANUSCRIPT?
SAVAGE.

SAVAGE, SHANGHAI

| THINK SAMMY AS A WRITER IS NO SHAKESPEARE. BUT HIS INTENTIONS GOOD.
CAN MAKE DEAL TO PUBLISH MANUSCRIPT IN MAGAZINE. SUGGEST DO SO.
SUGGEST YOU BREAK ALL PRECEDENT AND GIVE PERSONAL STATEMENT TO BE
PUBLISHED. THISISONLY OUT | SEE.

ROBESON.

CABLEGRAM
ROBESON, NEW YORK

HAVE READ SAMMY WALES MANUSCRIPT. SHAKESPEARE WILL SPIN IN GRAVE. SO
WILL | IF | EVER REMEMBER THIS. STATEMENT FOR PUBLICATION FOLLOWS
AIRMAIL.

SAVAGE.

STATEMENT BY DOC SAVAGE

Y OU are about to read a manuscript written by a young man named Sammy Wales. Quite probably you
have never heard of Mr. Wales. | cartainly had not heard of him until quite recently when the incidents
described in his writings occurred. Sammy seems to fed what happened was extremdy fantastic and
exdting. It was.



But Sammy Waes has made a misake—he has told about what happened, and neglected why it
happened. Perhaps that is not Sammy's fault. He knows me only from what he saw me do. He knows the
whole world, redly, only from what he has seen it do to him and to others. Youll have to look deep into
Sammy to seeit, but | think Sammy has a universal fear.

Who can blame Sammy Wales for being afrad? These are the days when dl brave men tremble a little
for the future of humanity. And no wonder! There has just swept over the world an epidemic of
unworkable schemes derived from Hitler, Mussolini, a poison gas thrown into our minds by theorists and
demagogues, by tyrants and rascals. Wasn't it Doctor Johnson who wrote, “Patriotism is the last refuge
of ascoundrel.” Thirty years ago they were beginning a great war to save liberty. We have just finished
another. And yet | dare you to show me a square foot on the earth's surface where liberty is safe today .

Don't misunderstand me! | have faith. | think | know why we are afraid, too. | think it is change that has
terrified us. Changes aways breed fear, and that is good, because a change is a dangerous thing, not to
be avoided, but to be approached warily. And any kind of changing that destroys is particularly vicious.
Dedtruction, like death, is so permanent. And the professional wreckers of houses are dmogt never the
men who build homes,

Have you heard anybody, when spesking of crime, of deplorable government, say: But what can just
one guy do? Certainly you've heard that. Y ou've heard it many times. And each time it was the voice of
cowardice that spoke. Speak out, my friend, and speak out firmly, and you will find that you are the
multitude. When you let a bad thing happen to you, you have it coming to you.

Onething | can say for Sammy Waes—he speaks and acts with the courage of his convictions. | admire
that in him, dthough Sammy has certain other deplorable traits.

Sammy Wales, as you will seg, is perfectly willing to fight Sngle-handed againgt anything he didikes, or
for anything he likes.

That has been my creed, too. | had the fortune, or misfortune, to receive an odd training as a youth. My
father, victimized by criminds, imagined that he could turn me into a sort of modern Gaahad who would
sly out againg dl wrongdoers who were outside the law, and who would ad the oppressed. My father,
before his death, outlined a stringent course of training in which | was placed in the hands of a series of
scientigts, criminologigts, physcd culture experts, psychiatriss—I won't bore you with an endless lig of
these experts, but they had mein their hands from the time | was fourteen months old until | was twenty
years old—so that | might be fitted for this career of righting wrongs and punishing evildoers. | chose
medicne and surgery for specidizing, largely because the understanding of human beings that a doctor
hes fitted in with the other, and because | liked it. This training, foresght of my father's imagination,
equipped me with many skills, mentd, physca and scientific. There is no point in being modest about
that. If you study and practice many things, you become adept at many things The only remarkable thing
about meisthat | have worked like the dickens to master some kills. Youll be surprised a what patient
and continud trying can accomplish.

You see, | believein trying.

Thereiswhere Sammy Wales missed the boat in this account he has written. He has not painted me as
an individud who has earned whatever abilities he has the hard way—and there is no other way—by
repeatedly trying. Sammy seems to frankly bedieve that the strong things in life are passed out
ready-made, instead of being created by the individud within himsdlf.

Sammy should have told more about why things happened. Sammy himsdf is a changed man—not yet
changed as much as might be desirable, however. He hardly mentions this change in himsdf, possibly



because he does not fully grasp it—yet surdy he could understand such an important thing as a man
acquiring a purpose in life, when the man is himsdf. But Sammy glides over this; heistoo much interested
inthe action of events, rather than their causes.

He should a least have stated the philosophy that society prepares the crime and the criminds only
commit it, and that each individud is a part of society, and indeed heisthat society. . . .

CLARK SAVAGE, JR.

THE SAMMY WALES MANUSCRIPT

Chapter |

THE tdephone had a voice like a truckload of cod banging down atin chute, Sraight into my ear. My
head fdt just about big enough to hold a truckload of codl, too.

It was probably a beautiful morning outdoors, for the sunlight stood through the hote room window in
bright hard bars and dust mice rode up and down them. | rolled over and took hold of the telephone very
gently, before it killed me, and answered. The voice that came out of the receiver was as sweset as honey
onice cream. It sad: “I want the moonlight man.”

“Who?’

There was some kind of a conference at the other end of the wire. | thought that a mae voice addressed
lovely-voice sharply. Then lovely-voice said, “Helo?

“Yeseh?'
“Isthis Mr. Samud Waes spesking?
“Who wants to know?’

She did not have to confer about that, but it stopped her short for a moment and put a bit of vinegar in
her honey voice. About a drop of vinegar to a bardful of nectar. She sad: “This is Miss Fenisong
gpeeking. Is Mr. Wales there?’

“Partly s0, | would say,” | said.

| didn't know any Miss Fenisongs yet.

“May | speak to Mr. Waes?’ she said.

“You are”

“Oh,” shesaid. “Oh, indeed! . . . You are Mr. Wales, the expert on moonlight?’
“Expert on what?’

“Moonlight.”

That sort of had me going. It couldn't be a gag because | wasn't aware that | knew anyone in New Y ork
City. To alovdy voice like that and to such a question, what was there to say?

“It could be, Miss Fenisong. It could be.”

“Areyou free this afternoon, Mr. Waes?”’



“|s there a moon in the afternoon?’

She laughed heh-heh to show that she didn't think | was very funny, but she was willing to be agreeable.
“Say about three, then. Is that satisfactory?’

“Why not lunch? Why wait?’
“Wdl ..

While she was congdering, | saw my pants hanging over the back of a chair, the right hip pocket
weighted down by a big fat billfold that was stuffed, as my hillfolds usudly are, with everything but
money. There were nine one-dollar billsinit, and there weren't any more in the world, |1 was beginning to
figure

“Maybe weld better skip thelunch,” | said.
“Very wel,” she said. “Three o'clock, then.”
“What address?’

“The Parkside-Regent,” she said. “Goodbye.”

| PUT the telephone on its cradle and laid my headache back on the pillow as gently as possble. The
headache was a dog. It was one of those things where your temples bulge out about a foot each time
your heart beats. But it wasn't an entirdly unforeseen headache, because missng three meds in a row
invariably produces such an effect on me. The trouble was, the cheapest med | had seen on a menu last
night was a dollar forty. With only nine paper dollars between me and poverty, | wasn't shooting any
dollar forty on dinner.

So now | was an expert on moonlight. . . . This very unusud fact wouldn't let me deep again. | tried going
into the bathroom and getting a drink of water that tasted from standing in pipes, then Stting on the edge
of the bed and holding my face with both hands. It didn't help. No good. | would have to edt.

The telephone operator was codperative when | got hold of her a minute later. She sad: “Mr. Samud
Wadesisin four-tweve. Oh! . . . Oh, that's you, isnt it?’

“What about another Mr. Samud Waes? Have you got another one of us?’

After she had probably consulted whatever it is that operators in big hotels use to keep track of the
guests, she said, “A Mr. Samud Wickert Walesis registered in Sxteen-forty.”

“Will you ring hm?’
“Yes, Mr. Wales. I'll ring the other Mr. Waes.”
He didn't answer.

So that was that. There had been an error. The expert on moonlight wasn't the Sammy Wales who had a
headache from hunger. | would have cdled lovely-voice and told her about it, but that would have cost a
nickd. A dime, probably.

| should have let it go & that. | thought | had.



Putting on two suits of clothes, | went out to look for a cheap breakfast. Wearing the two suits was a
precaution, because it looked asif | was going to have to besat that hote hill.

In Grand Centrd Station, in the men's room, | took off both suits, put the one that was not wrinkled back
on, and made a bundle of the other one and gave it to one of those locker contraptions that keep your
suff twenty-four hours for adime. | had an old dot-machine dug that would exactly fit.

A cheap breakfast in New Y ork wasnt easy to find. | didnt know the town, and mugt have walked the
wrong directions, because | did not come upon any part of the town that looked cheap. | findly
compromised on an Automat. There at least you get a preview of the Sze of the portions your money is
going to buy. The girl who skillfully dung out nickels and dimes for one of my dollars said, “Thank you,”
inavoice that reminded me of Miss Fenisong, who wanted a man who knew about moonlight.

| sat there at the little marble-topped table with its puddie of coffee that another diner's cup had left and
its bread-crust crumbs and ate my thirty cents worth with great care. Then | sat there some more. |
hadn't had spaghetti, but there was a Spaghetti worm about an inch long lying on the table. | didn't know
why | was gtting there until it dawned on me that | was ligening to the voices from the other tables, just
to see whether there was another voice that sounded as nice as lovely-voice.

Three employment agencies took my name, two employers expressed no interest in hiring me, and at
three o'clock | turned up at the Parkside-Regent to find out what went with that voice.

It was easy to see what went with the Parkside-Regent Hotel. Probably a minimum hill of fifteen bucks
aday.

SHE invited me into her stting-room. She said: “Comein, Mr. Waes. I'm awfully glad you're here”

So was | glad. Thismight be a very temporary vist, but dready it was definitdy a pay-off. | had known
there were people like her, because | go to the movies. | had supposed there might be hotd suites as
fancy asthis one was, for the same reason.

“You don't need amoon,” | said.

She didn't warm up very well to that. | was sorry about this, because | was doing my awed best to pay
tribute to a masterpiece. It wasn't just that she was tdl, blonde, peach-colored, athough even that was a
little like describing a mandon by saying it was a house. It was the plus details that were important; an air
of quigly drawn reserve, for example, that probably indicated no grest emotiond need of being
surrounded by others, which might meen a little inhibition. But who wanted to be psychologica about
Miss Fenisong. With that figure!

A trim, dark-haired man sat in a chair holding a cigarette in a holder that was long and as white as a
tooth. He looked alittle too wide for his uit.

“Mr. Albert Gross,” she said.

We didn't shake hands. | wondered if we took such a sudden didike to each other for the same reason.
“So you're Samud Wales, the moon expert,” he said.

“My nameisWaes” | said. “But it so happens—"

“Make it snappy, will you,” he said sharply. “We haven't got much time”



Miss Fenisong said, “Mr. Waes, would twenty dollars be a satisfactory fee?’

“Twenty dollars would satisfy me plenty,” | said. “But I'm afrad—"

“Give him fifty bucks, baby,” Albert Gross said. “We haven't got time to fool around.”
“Look,” | said. “It so happens that—"

“What the hdl's the matter with you?’ he complained. “Do you wart fifty bucks or don't you?’
“Albert!” the girl said. She seemed to think he was miaking an ape of himsdf, which he was.

| didn't like im well enough to let him keep his money.

“Sure | want fifty bucks,” | said, and went over and shoved my hand out to him, and added, “Aslong as
it comes from you, and not her.”

“What's the damned difference—"
“From you and not her,” | said.

He counted out five tens and | took it. | might give it back to him after letting him know he had paid out
to the wrong Samud Wales. But again, if | got to didiking him much worse, | might not.

That seemed to settle things down temporarily.

FOR about forty-five seconds, that is. Long enough for Miss Fenisong to take my hat and place it on a
table, and seat mein an overduffed chair and ask, “Shdl we start & once?’

“Why not?’

She seated hersdf on a draighter chair, and she became a fary princess on a fary throne. She had a
notebook and pendil in her hands. She was going to take notes on my words.

She sad, “I have backgrounded mysdf farly completely.”
That was good to know. Such alovey one should have a nice background. | said it was good.
“Good,” | said.

She said, “What | want to ask you about is the Eber idea of garting with a prdiminary lunar theory
solution in which the orbit is supposed to lie in the edliptic and to have no eccentricity, then finding the
additiond terms which depend on the first power of the eccentricities and of the indination.”

“What?' | said.
“Do you agree with Eber?” she asked.
“Whoishe?' | asked.

Her amile was drictly not from the heart. “Y ou have a sense of humor, Mr. Waes,” she said. “But, redly,
we are pressed for time. So if you will kindly coach me on the matters | wish to know, 1'd appreciate it.”

Apparently it was coaching she wanted, but she was out of my pond. | would have loved to explain to



her about moonlight, as who wouldn't, but it seemed that it was lunar theory she was interested in. Lunar
theory probably had to do with the moon. More than that about lunar theory, | didn't know.

“I'm sorry | haven't met this Eber,” | said. “I'm sorry about thet, indeed | am.”
The pendil stood up Sraight and astonished in her fingers. “What do you mean?’
“I'm afrad I'm just plain Sammy Wales. Lunar theories are out of my line”
“You're not Samue Wickert Wales, astrophysicist a the Compton Observatory?’
“l came here to tdl you I'm not.”

Trim-and-dark-haired put down his cigarette holder that was the color of a hound tooth. He came over
and hit me on the head.

HE used an ash-tray. It was a sort of surprise; he did not look like that kind of a fellow, dthough in
looking back | can see that he had talked like thet kind of a fellow. He came a me slently; he was there
before anything could be done about it.

The ash-tray was a heavy thing of crockery, about a foot across, an inch thick, glazed and dmog like
glass It broke. He picked up one of the larger broken pieces, and prepared to cut my throat with it.
Possibly he was not in earnest about the throat-cutting, and only wanted to distract my attention enough
thet he could kick mein the scomach, which was what happened.

The carpet ngp againg my face was thick and soft and did not smdl of dugt. It was the firg carpet my
face had been on that did not amdl of dudt. | lay ill, but watched him with my one eye that had him in
range. He was as disgusted as a dowager who had cracked her lorgnette.

He told Miss Fenisong: “Y ou've made some kind of a stupid mistake.”
She didn't say anything. She looked scared.

He added: “This bum isn't your moon man. | wonder what happened?’ He scowled, didn't wait for her to
answer, and continued, “Well, there's no time left to fix it up. The reception begins at five, so youll have
to go on and do your best. Do you think you can get by with what you aready know?’

Her voice was high and scared, like a cat on atdl pole.

“Why did you hit im?’ she asked.

Heydled: “Do you think you can get by?’ He sounded like the dog that had chased the cat.
She was slent. She was looking at me and anxiety was taking her lips away from her nice teeth.
“Ansver mel” he bellowed.

She didn'.

He got even with her by moving over and aming akick at my face. But 1'd had time to rest and organize.
| got his foot, gathered it in my arms like a football, and tried to turn a cartwhed, but his leg was rubbery
and wouldn't break. He made, in pain, a large hissng noise, and | dimbed up the front of him, trying to
take an am off him, or at least a nose or an ear. All | got was the front of his coat. It tore off. He had



pad his tallor probably two hundred dollars for the coat, and | took the front of it off him like Stripping
one ped off abanana. He didn' like thet.

“You dirty thug!” he said.

| whipped himin the face with the coat rag, the way you would use a dishrag on a naughty dog. He went
back afew paces on his heds. There was alarge cut-glass vase on a gilded wood French sde table, and
he took the vase, rapped it on the table to break it and get a cutting edge of glass, and made for me. |
meade for the door and got through it into the hal and got the door closed.

He didn't come out into the hal. Presently the key turned in the door lock.
“Come out and fight like a man, you dirty-so-and-so,” | said.

“Best it, bum,” his voice said.

“Miss Fenisong,” | said.

She didn't answer.

| sad: “I'm sorry about the mix-up, Miss Fenisong. There were two Waes registered at the hotd and
you got the wrong one this morning, which was me. | was groggy with deep and didn't get it straightened
out a thet time. | redly came around just now to squareiit.”

“Scram,” he said.

Onthe way to the devator. | threw the part of his coat | had taken into a corner. . . . But | went back
and picked it up and examined the pockets. There were three engraved invitations that read:

You are cordially invited to a Reception honoring the esteemed Isotopist, Professor Enri Baedeker,
at the Parkside-Regent Friday, 5 p.m.

Doctor Morand Funk Hodges, Chairman.
Scripted inink &t the foot of the invitation was this additiona information:
The celebrities present will include Clark Savage, Jr. (Doc Savage).

| didn't know what an isotopist was, and had never heard of Professor Baedeker or Doctor Hodges. . . .
It seemed to me that the other name, Doc Savage, should be vagudly familiar, perhaps mean something,
but I couldn't quite place it.

The shindig was this afternoon.

Chapter Il
| HAD hisfifty dollars, anyway.



Even the washrooms in the Parkside-Regent were as regd as such a place could conveniently be, and
goparently it was not unusud for a guest to come in and repair minor physical damages. | was treated
vary discreetly by the attendant; he pretended he could see no evidence whatever that | had been in a
fight. | was tempted to hand him one of Mr. Albert Gross ten-dollar hills, an impulse that was overcome
egly.

Repaired and enraged, | sat in the lobby. There is nothing quite as full-blown as the kind of anger that
you have righteoudy after you have come out of a mess second-best. Particularly if it follows something
that swatted you without just cause. Admittedly | wasn't the moon expert, but that didnt seem to me like
agood reason to be hit over the head and kicked in the middle.

After Stting in the elegant hotel 1obby for a while, | began to get the fed of the place enough to see that
something out of the ordinary was happening. Men were ariving, were getting a lot of atention, getting
ohs and ahs of wonder, were being put in a private elevator and whisked adoft somewhere.

Presently there was a particularly violent spell of gasping and eye-popping. A very large man who had
just entered was the cause of this. | stood up to look. He was large, dl right, but not in the sense that you
mean fat when you say large.

This was a giant bronze man, so excdlently proportioned that his Sze wouldn't have been jarring if he
hadnt been near other men. He was good-looking, not pretty-handsome in any sense, but redly
something to look a and impress. He seemed a little embarrassed by the twittering and finger-pointing.
Moving as eadly asif he was on ailed bearings, he went to the specid eevator and was taken up.

“Who'sthat?’ | asked afa maen.
“That,” said the man pompoudy, “is Doc Savage.”
“And who is Doc Savage?’ | inquired.

The fat man stared at me asif | had not heard of Christopher Columbus, the New Ded, and night and
day.

“A poor joke, 9r!” he said, and walked off.

| asked a bellhop, and he said, “Doc Savage? He's the big shot they're dl coming to see. | wish to God |
could get an autograph off him.”

“What does he do?’
“Savage? He rights wrongs and punishes evildoers.”

| looked to seeif the lad was ribbing me. The expression on his face was as serious and admiring as that
of a pickaninny who had just touched Joe Louis.

“He shouldn't lack for businessin thisworld,” | said.
The bellhop sighed loudly.
| asked: “Are you serious?’

He just looked me up and down and walked of the way you would leave a stray dog after you found
fleesonit.

| thought | would St in on this Reception upstairs whatever it was.



NOW, | dways have a reason for everything | do. Sometimes the reasons don't stisfy anyone but me,
but that's dl right with me. In this case, | fdt a little guilty about embarrassng lovely-voice, and about
teking fifty dollars of her friend's money, if he was her friend, and | wanted to clear the date of that. |
might even offer to give him back his dough. But not if | saw him again. In that case, | intended to take a
grall across his face.

The man who hired the waiters was a dick-mannered white-haired old gentleman who was a little
distracted by the moment of the occasion.

“From the union?’ he asked.

“From the union,” | said. “I'm an extra they sent over in case you need more hdp for this shindig
updtairs”

He sad: “We aways need help. Where's your working paper?’

“l logt that, but | can run back to union headquarters and get a new one sgned,” | said. “It won't take
|(],,g.”

He $rugged and said, “Never mind. What is your name?’
“Samud Waes”
“Sam, can you bus?’

| did not have much of an idea what he meant by bus. “If | can't, | won't expect any pay,” | sad, trying to
sound asif | didn't think much of being a bus, and was haf-way insulted.

It was an inault, dl right. The job was that of bus-boy; they handed me a big bowl with ice init, a pair of
tongs, and it was my job to go around and chuck ice in the glasses. It was a good thing they didn't Start
melaying out the slverware. There were enough tools around each plate to look asif a mechanic had laid
out hiskit.

“What are these guys?’ | asked awaiter.
“Scentigs” he said.

If scientigts are supposed to be bald men in shaggy suits and with no hair, only about hdf of those present
qudified. Many of them were young, and there was a woman here and there.

The big bronze fellow, Doc Savage, was getting a lot of play. He was being taked to more than he was
taking. The belhop downgtairs had said he righted wrongs and punished evildoers, which sounded like
something you hear in Sunday School, and didn't go with this fellow's appearance. Savage looked asif he
was aman who knew where dl the marbles were. Galahad went out of fashion a long time ago, and this
men didn't seem back-dated. He puzzled me.

“Who's the big copper-colored guy?’ | asked another waiter.
“That's Doc Savage.”
“l know, but what makes him rate?’

“Boy, you're kind of ignorant, aren't you?’ the waiter said, and walked off.



Miss Fenisong—Ilovely-voice—came in presently, but her entrance was ruined for my money by Albert
Gross being with her. He was dick intails and white tie, and he looked too wide for that outfit too.

Two other men were with Miss Fenisong and Gross. One of these was somewhat tdler than the other,
and the taler one had the redder face. There was an air about them that spoke of something in common,
dthough it probably wasnt a family tie. It was hard to say what they shared, but it was probably
something in their minds, a common interest or purpose.

The four didn't have but one engraved invitation between them—the other three had been in Albert
Gross coat and | had them—but they got indl right. A fine-looking old felow at the door was checking
names off a lig, and he had ther names on the lig. | went over, asked him who they were, and he
showed me.

Miss Paula Fenisong.

Mr. Albert Gross.

Mr. Alec McGraff.

Mr. J. B. C. McCutcheon.

“Fdlow, aren't you one of the waiters?’ The fine-looking old gentleman was scowling a me. He must
have noticed my bowl of ice cubes and tongs.

“Waiter!” | sneered a the idea. “I'm the bus.” | went back to my work.

The words that came out of the little groups that had gathered to talk were long on syllables and, asfar as
| was concerned, short on meaning. They taked isotopes and dpha particles, the arangement of
carbides and ferrite in relation to martensite. Not dl of it was that dry though, and a few of the good
scientists were conducting mild experiments with their own bodily tolerance to acohoal.

The doings of Miss Fenisong's little party were more interesting. Miss Fenisong began by waving her
eydashes & Doc Savage. She could have only one idea there; but the pickup didn't work—the big one
ather wasn't interested, or wasn't showing it.

Albert Gross gave a little codperation. He moved a place-card from the dais at the head of the room,
where the great ones were to St, to another podtion a a Sde table that was more secluded. It was Doc
Savage's place-card he moved, and he put it next to Miss Fenisong's.

The iceeman job afforded an opportunity to circulate and watch the conniving progress. | was nicdy
disguised—the management had fitted me out with cadet-striped overszed black trousers, a brick red
mess jacket and white gloves. | combed a lick of hair down over my forehead like the late Adolf Hitler,
and hardly knew mysdf.

PRESENTLY they began introducing each other to Doc Savage. Mr. Alfred Gross introduced Mr.
McCutcheon to Doc Savage. Then Mr. McCutcheon introduced Mr. McGreff and McGraff introduced
Miss Fenisong, who introduced Mr. Gross who had started the whole thing. They had it straightened out
now; between the four of them, they had introduced each other to the bronze man.

Thegirl remarked that it was a wonderful afair, wasn't it?

“Yes, it it. Quite nice” he said, with something less than enthusiasm.



“So many eminent people here,” she added.
“Indeed?’

| wondered if Savage was married, had a jedous girlfriend, or was just cautious. Probably by the time
you have become as important as he seemed to be, you have learned to be cautious. If Miss Fenisong
hed been giving me the kind of office he was getting, they would have had to sandbag my feet to keep me
on the ground.

They were working on him like a basketbal team in dow-motion. They were usng sgnds—one
eyebrow higher than the other, a amdl amile, a head gesture—to keep in touch with each other. They
probably had other sgnds| didnt catch.

But | got it when one of the Macs came in from the terrace and ran his hand through his hair. | didnt
know which Mac was which, but he was the tdler one with the redder face. He could be McGraff or he
could be McCutcheon.

Miss Fenisong took the Sgnd with a widening of the eyes. She said: “Mr. Savage, will you look at the
moon with me?’

Would he look at the moon with her! Would the mouse like some cheese! Only he didn't take her up
very happily.

Modlly she had to drag him toward the terrace, and from the others present she got the kind of looks that
abeautiful babe aways gets when she drags the lion away from the party.

So they wanted him on the terrace, and were going to alot of trouble to get him there. . . . | moved tha
way mysdf.

THE Parkside-Regent probably had its own yardstick of snobbery. A gahering of mere artigs and
writers would no doubt rate no better than the basement banquet room, while diplomats might rank the
Imperid Room that opened off the mezzanine. The doings tonight, obvioudy extraordinary, rated the
Salight Room on the roof. It was only a few steps outsde to the terrace, a wondrous place

well-equipped with potted greenery.

There was some kind of a hitch. The Mac suddenly reappeared with another kind of sgnd, a go-back
one made with down-hooked mouth corners and a head-shake. Something that was supposed to come
off on the terrace wasn't going to come off, his high-Sgn said.

It seemed to be too late for Miss Fenisong to stop the trip to the terrace with Doc Savage, so she went
through with it. She did and said things that weren't what she had planned to do and say was my guess.

She sad: “1 wanted to ask you about the Eber idea of garting with a preliminary lunar theory solution in
which the orhit is supposed to liein the ecliptic and to have no eccentricity, then finding the additiona
terms which depend on the first power of the eccentricities and of the indination.”

That sounded familiar. . . . Why, sure. She had used the same words on me. Hearing it twice made it
sound asiif it was something she had memoarized out of the encyclopedia

Doc Savage looked mildy surprised. | didn't know whether she had fooled him or not. The surprised
look didn't mean athing. Words like that from such a beautiful gil would surprise anybody, like hearing a
canary sng bass.

“Quitelogicd,” he sad vagudly.



“Then you agree?’

“With what?’

“With Eber's hypothess”

“|—ah—wouldn't quarrd with Eber,” he said.
“Oh, 'mglad,” she sad.

She didn't seem very glad to me. It was hard for me to disinguish fright amid such beauty, but | thought |
could see it. They aways have one of those phony pdms on a hotd roof terrace, and | and the ice
bucket were behind it. . . . Yeah, she was scared.

She added, “Look, they're garting to take seats for the banquet. 1'd love to get more of your thought
about Eber, but wed better go in, hadn't we?’

He bowed palitely, took her arm, and they went back insde.
There were plenty of stars overhead. There wasn't any moon.

Alfred Gross strode out of the darkness. He said, “McGraff!” sharply. Thetal red-faced Mac appeared.
Alfred Gross cdled him along breathful of names, none complimentary, and finished with: “Why did you
gve afdse darm, you dumb boob?’

McGraff made asckly upward gesture with his thumb. “I thought | saw it begin.”

Gross threw a glance at the sky. “There's no 9gn of it,” he said. “And it isnt time yet by twenty minutes
or 0.”

“l cant hdpit,” McGraff said.

A waiter cgptain came up to me and said, “Get to work, bud!” | had to go back to the tables, where
service was beginning.

She had done afarly smooth job of handling Doc Savage on the terrace mix-up, and it had not entered
my mind that the big bronze man suspected anything. He looked dignified, bored, and harassed by being
stared a by so many people, the way a convention of misers would look at the quff in the Fort Knox
vaults. Obvioudy he was aware of Miss Fenisong, but he seemed to be in the indecisive stage about her,
like afox eyeing a bait of a sort that had poisoned him previoudy.

Suddenly Doc Savage arose, excused himsdf to lovely-voice, and moved around the table to where
Albert Gross sat. He lad a hand on Gross's shoulder, said something, and Gross was dumfounded.

Gross, besides being too wide for his suits, had ajaw like a mulés hoof. The jaw fdl.
“Nice work with the place-cards,” Doc Savage said.
“I beg your pardon!”

“l don't mind.” Doc Savage patted the man's thick-looking shoulder. “The scenery a the new locetion is
quite interegting.”

Gross regigtered the expressions of a man who had unexpectedly found a hundred and ten valts of
dectriaty in the seat of his chair, but he didn't say anything.



Doc Savage rgoined Miss Fenisong.
He hadn't missed anything, it appeared.
That was the end of the gented jockeying for the evening. The stage was dl cleared for the fireworks.

Chapter Il

A SHORT bad man who seemed to be a sub-charman stood up and introduced the Chairman, a
Doctor Morand Funk Hodges, president of the Wdland Inditute of Physica Sciences, diginguished in
thefidd of the strontium isotope, and Albert Gross Ieft while the words were being said.

Gross left unobtrusively, like a polecat leaving the vidnity of a chicken-coop a dawn.

Doc Savage smoothed down his left eyebrow with a fingertip. Il swear that was dl he did. But a very
wide gpish looking man, homdier than a frog, got up from one of the tables and sauntered out after
Gross.

We had about three minutes and forty seconds of uninterrupted dish-clattering and lip-smacking. Doctor
Morand Funk Hodges had stood up long enough to say we would have musc by the stringed ensemble.
The musc seemed to be dow getting started.

Mac—the shorter one this time—dashed in from the terrace.

“For God's sake, come out herel” he said in a loud attention-getting voice. “Come, quickly! Look a
what is hgppening to the sky!”

He was stared at, but nobody did or said anything. They probably thought it was a gag, part of the
entertainment of the evening.

“Gentlemen!” he screamed. “Pleasel Please, for God's sake, come and look at thid” He sounded about
as unconcerned as a cat with itstall freshly stepped on.

Hndly one of the scientists did get up somewhat sheepishly—you could see he believed he was hiting on
something—and go outside. He was back with his coattall stretched behind him. He ydled: “Come out
I’Hd”

Curiosty had bitten every man and woman in the room, and now they had the excuse they wanted.
Within a couple of minutes, the terrace was packed. | was late getting out there, and | wanted to laugh
when | saw that every head was thrown back, every eye fixed on the sky, asif they had been ordered to
take that podtion and hold it. The heads were held a little to one side or the other, or straght back, but
the attention was undividedly straight up.

A light was up there. It could have been moonlight, except that there was no moon, and that much of a
gow couldn't have come from it if it had been there. There was, dso, no evidence of a sngle brightly
lighted object such asthe moon. . . . No 9gn at dl of the source of the brilliance.

“Aurora boredis,” someone sad.

| thought so too. My education had gone that far. The aurora boredis was the two-dollar word for the
Northern Lights.

A gentleman with a trimmed white beard, sanding a my left, snorted forcibly.



“Boredid” he said. “Ridiculous”

He had expressed the generd opinion, it seemed. Nobody who knew anything about the Northern Lights
would admit the manifestation above us bore any resemblance to Northern Lights. But no one had
another idea to offer.

Doc Savage, hisvoice planly identifigble in the gillness, requested, “Will someone switch off the terrace
lights”

The dectric lights were doused in a moment. The glow from above was then more impressive. It had the
shape of a drcular patch, fuzzy around the edges, and was a rather poisonous looking purplish grey in
color. It didn't cover the whole sky. | held both hands above my head, the pams about two feet apart,
and that about spanned the glow area.

| noticed the thing, whatever it was, shed enough light thet we could see each other didtinctly.
“Savage,” avoice cdled. “What do you say itis?’

There was no answer. While | was ligening for one, a couple of pairs of hands lad hold of me, a pair on
each am, and | was told, “We would like to speak with you, son.”

IT is unlikely that every individua har stood erect on my head, but the one or two that faled to do so
didn't detract from the effect. Looking up at that spook light had done more to me then | had been aware
of. | think my body became as Hiff as a post dso, and the two Macs moved me off the terrace by sort of
lifting me and skidding me dong like a piece of satuary. By the time the kinks began to return to my hair,
they had mein a niche jugt off the banquet room.

“Son,” sad the shorter Mac, “aren't you the phony Mr. Wales?’

“Wdesismy name” | said. “I'm not phony.”

“Indeed?’

“That'sright,” | said.

“When,” asked the tdler Mac, “did you become a waiter?’

“Tonight. But you mean a bus, not awaiter,” | said.

“Are you being humorous?’

We had the niche to oursdves, and it was alittle dark there, but alot more londly then dark.
“No,” | sad. “I'm not being humorous. Leggo my arms, do you mind?’

“Were intrigued,” the short Mac said, “by the oddity of your presence, and the way you have been
fanning out your large ears. We're rather puzzled, as a fact. Could we ask you a question?’

“I'm good on questions” | said. “How is Mr. Spatny?’
“Who?' | asked.
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“Don't know him”

Short Mac looked past my chest at tdl Mac and sad: “He states he isn't acquainted with Spatny.”
“Thet speaks wdl for his character,” tdl Mac said.

“Son, wed like to have along tak with you.”

“Let'snot,” | sad.

“Wak between us” the short one said. “And wipe that my-pants-are-on-fire look off your puss.”
“Thehdl | will,” | sad.

They did a quicker job on me than Alberto Gross had done earlier with the ash-tray. The speed they got
into it and the thoroughness was proof that it pays to organize, to have a plan. Tdl Mac jabbed two
fingears into my eyes, and then | couldn't tdl who was doing what as they kneed me, dammed my jaw,
banged my nose, kicked my feet from under me and stamped on my face. | fought them like a bundle of
wildcats. 1 swvung blows that would have wrecked a house if they had hit a house. They didn't hit
anything. But | did consderably better with my howling for help.

Quite likdy it wasn't the hour or more thet it seemed before the Macs ran away from me.

THE room, a smdl one, not ten feet on a Sde, ornate, completely without furniture but with numerous
mirrors, fooled me for a while. It turned out to be the eevator, and it and not my head was doing the
moving.

“I haven't any eyebdls|left,” | said, when my teeth would stop gritting long enough to let words out.
“Pepper.’

“Huh?’

t‘Ongof them had the foresght to have pepper under his fingernalls” Doc Savage said. “A bit painful, |
imagine”

“You cover alot of ground with that word bit,” | said. “You mean I've got eyes after dl?’

The devator stopped. | was not yet feding wel enough to know, or care about knowing, which way the
cage had been traveing, but presumably it had gone down, because | could hear muffled through the
door the low cave-like sound that isin hotel lobbies.

| was gtting on the eevator floor. Then suddenly Doc Savage had afidful of my coat front, and | was no
longer gtting on the floor. | was on my feet, or rather upinthe air.

He sad: “Now would be a good time for you to do a quick job with the truth.”

Theway he said it made me glad that | couldn't see his face very wdl. I'm no Jack Dempsey or Charlie
Atlas but nether do | have to be helped across dreets, yet he was holding me up there againg the
elevator sdewadll, and | was completdy helpless. | fdt like an insect that a kid had just fastened to a
plank with a pin.

“What do you want to know?’ | gasped.



“Use your judgment,” he said. “Aslong asiit's the truth.”

| didn't stop to figure out why | suddenly wanted to talk—it obvioudy wasn't a time for pausing to figure
out reasons. Not that he was exactly threatening me. He didn't sound like one guy laying it down to
another on a street corner, not a lawyer bulldozing the opposition witness, and least of dl did he sound
like a balplayer midreeting the ump. Hed merdy said I'd better talk, and | knew that was whet 1'd better
do, if | didn't want them collecting me off the sides of the devator with a putty scraper. I'd never had
anybody scare me so much so quick.

Doc Savage lisened while | packed a couple of minutesfull of words. . . . If | told him any lies, it was an
accident due to excitement.

He sad: “So you don't know what it'sdl about?’
“Thet'sright.”

“You have nothing on me,” he said. “1 don't know ether.”

HE opened the elevator door, and we stepped out into the lobby. He laid a hand on my elbow, about as
gently as a blackamith's vise, and guided me across the lobby. Then we stopped.

“Monk!” he said.

The felow who had followed Albert Gross out of the banquet room upgtairs, the short and wide man
who looked like an ape, was Stting in a lobby chair. He seemed allittle battered. He had a thumb stuck in
his mouth, feding to learn how many teeth he had I€ft.

“Doc,” he sad. “I mugt be loang my manhood.”

The bronze man said nothing.

“Or that Gross guy is specidly tough,” Monk added.

“l could have told you that,” | said.

Doc Savage introduced me to the baboon. “Thisis Monk Mayfair, afriend and associate of mine”

Monk pointed a finger a me. “The waiter!” He had a big finger, attached to a hand that was dso large
and covered with dmogst as many bristles as a toothbrush. “The nosey waiter. What does he know about
this?”

“He has afunny story,” Doc Savage said.
“It better not be too funny.”
“What happened to you?’

“Gross somehow got the idea | was falowing him, which | was” Monk explained. “I got in the elevator
with him. | acted as innocent as anything, and while | was doing that, he hit me between the eyes. It fdt
like he used an ail. | guess it was a blackjack. Did you know a man could be knocked sllier than a
coon by getting hit between the eyes with a blackjack?’

“Where did Gross go?’



Monk sad hitterly, “The guy had his nerve. He told the devator operator, who hadn't seen me get hit,
that | just gave a jump and kedled over. When | woke up, | was in a nice comfortable chair on the
mezzanine with an assistant hotel manager throwing ice-water inmy face”

“And you do not know where Gross went?’

“Nobody seems to know.”

Doc Savage asked, “Did you see what happened in the sky?’

“Sky?” Monk shook his head carefully. “All | saw was stars—from the blackjack.”
“Did you ever hear of a Mr. Spatny?’ Doc Savage inquired.

“Who?’

“Never mind,” Doc Savage said.

THE assgtant hotel managers were fluttering around us now, looking as if they would have liked to wring
their hands, and introducing a Mr. Casey, the house detective. Casey fitted the picture of a house man,
five feet seven and tapered at both ends like a sedl. He was no hdlp.

Doc Savage spoke hriefly to Monk Mayfair in alanguage | did not understand. Evidently the bronze men
hed suggested thet it would be more private in his car parked in the street, because that was where we
went.

The automobile, alarge sedan and not a new modd, had an unusudly solid qudity that | noticed when |
was boosted in. | looked at one of the windows where it came up through the body, and it was more
then an inch thick.

“Isthisthing armored?’ | asked.
“That's one of your lesser worries, bud,” Monk Mayfar said.

They got in, one on ether Sde of me, and the car door sounded like the door of a bank vault when it
closed. Doc Savage flicked a switch, presently a radio speaker was hissng, and Savage sad into a
microphone: “Police radio from Specid 243" They answered him. He gave the police a specific
description of Miss Fenisong, Albert Gross, Alec McGraif and J. B. C. McCutcheon. It was a wonderful
decription; | could dmogt see them from his words. He sad: “I didike making extra work for
somebody, but | would certainly appreciate a rundown on the name of Spatny. Probably a man. | have
nathing but the name, but 1'd like it checked againg anything you might have.”

“Dont worry about making extra work, Mr. Savage,” the cop's voice said. “WEell get the Suff for you.
Wha do we do with the other four if we pick them up?’

“I'd like to question them,” Doc said. “If you need a charge, one of them committed an assault on my
ade, Monk Mayfair.”

“And lived through it!” The cop sounded surprised. “Very well, Mr. Savage. You can expect the fullest
coOperation.”

| sad: “I didn't know a cop could be that polite to acitizen.”



Savage took another look at the sky to learn whether the odd light was il up there. It wasntt.

| sad: “That was anice description. | could dmogt fed the two Macs kicking mein the dats again.”
“You say they were going to take you out of the hote with them?’ Savage asked.

“That was the idea they expressed. By the way, why didn't they?’

“They made quite a hit of noise working on you, enough to get my attention. They saw me and ran.
Unfortunately, they had an escape route dl planned, with doors they could lock behind them. They got

anay.
| sad: “That'stheway | figured.”

Monk Mayfar showed some life “What about gorgeous?’ he wanted to know. “Miss Fenisong, if that
was her name? What became of her?” He sat up straight, adjusted his necktie, and added, “You know, |
think we should question that babe.”

“| saw her fire,” | said.

Monk gave me a look that would have cracked a rock. “Yeah?’ he sad. “Wel, maybe I'll hand you
something ese to think about.”

“Easy on that,” Doc Savage told him. “Sammy has been rather cooperative so far.”
“Who's Sammy?’

“Me” | said. “What did become of the gil?’

Doc Savage sad: “I have an associate fallowing her.”

“By God, have you got that shyster lawyer tralling her!” Monk ydled. “Having Ham Brooks shadow that
grl isabout as practical as pogting a hound dog to watch a beefsteak.”

| gathered that Monk Mayfar and Ham Brooks had opinions about each other, and Doc Savage was
accustomed to it.

“Sammy,” Doc Savage said. “Tdl Monk how you got into it. And if you think of anything you forgot to
tdl me, tossitin.”

“You mean | gotta go through that again?
“Probably severd times” Savage told me. “You see, we probably know less than you about the affair.”
“Inthat case” | said, “you're probably without any information &t dl.”

THE way they let me recite my tae again—without a Sngle interruption—wasn't too reassuring. | would
have liked them to indicate whether they did or didn't believe me. All that came out of them was atentive
Slence.

“If youre aliar,” Monk said when | finished, “you're pretty fluent.”

Savage sad: “His story has thering of truth, Monk. And it'slogica except on one point—his reasons for
going to the hotd to see Miss Fenisong after she phoned him by mistake, and then going to the trouble he



did to be present at the banquet.”

“Shucks, that's the only part | believed,” Monk said.
“You think his actions were reasonable, then?’

“You saw the babe, didn't you?’

“Wel .. "

“Take it from me, Miss Fenisong was the bait that got himinto it,” Monk said. “That part | beieve” He
shoved hisface a me and added, “But you'd better get over the yen, bum.”

“l don't think | can lick you,” | told him. “But you cdl me abum again, and I'll test it out.”
“Arent you a bum?’
“Only to my friends”
He grinned, and | was glad he did. | was going to hit him, and he would have ruined me.

| asked: “How come you felows took hold of the thing the way you did, if you didn't know something
was coming off? It looked to me like you were cocked and primed.”

“How do you mean?’ Monk asked.

“Wel, you followed Gross when he left. This Ham Brooks, whoever he is, is taling the girl. And Doc
Savage didn't exactly deep through it. All of that seems to require advance arrangements to me. How
come?’

Monk shrugged. “Weve devel oped a technique.”
“Huh?’

“When you've been in trouble as many times as we have” he explained, “you just function autometicaly
when something doesn't look right.”

Doc Savage said: “There was no magic about it. | saw Gross change the place-cards, and Miss Fenisong
was farly transparent—she damed to be a lunar expert, but what she didn't know about it was
condderable. | saw McGraff 9gnd her to bring me out on the terrace. That was fairly obvious. | had the
four of them spotted—I'd noticed that they went through a mumbo-jumbo introducing each other to
me—and S0, without attracting any more attention than necessary, | asked Monk to trail Gross, and Ham
thegirl. | was going to do my best with the other two. Asit turned out, my best wasn't good.”

“Whooeeee!” | said. “You had your eyes open.”

“l think the whole arrangement was designed to get me out on the terrace when the chromospheric
eruption occurred,” Savage added.

“The chromo—the what?’
He hestated. “ There was a rather unique luminance in the sky—"
“l saw that,” | said. “'Y ou mean you've got a name for what we saw?’

He shook his head. “1 wouldn't want to be quoted, but it ssemed to be in the nature of what scientists call



chromospheric eruptions, dthough certainly | know of no recorded instance of such magnitude and
purdy locdized nature. Apparently, too, it occurred far short of the Appleton stratum, but without the aid
of an eectronic multiplier, it's hard to say—"

“Y ou've gone off and left mein the bushes dready,” | said. “Negative and postive dectricity isasfar as |
go, and dl | know about them is that they're marked plus and minus on a battery. . . . Tdl me this—isiit
bad?’

He hesitated over that one, too.
“It might not be good,” he said.
“How do you figure that?’

“I havent figured it. If what happened up there in the sky tonight iswhat | think it was, it stepped off into
the fidd of advanced science, and when you do that these days, it's not safe to predict what might be
done. Let me put it this way—if that manifestation in the sky we saw tonight was man-made, and there
are indications it was, we're up againg knowledge reaching beyond that necessary to create the aom
bomb.”

| was impressed enough to hang my mouth open and not say anything. He had an effective way of saying
what he said, and | didn't doubt for a minute that he knew what he was talking about, my thought being
that dl those scientigts tonight wouldn't have dl but falen on tharr knees if he was an ordinary guy.

He gave us a piece of his philasophy. “It's unfortunate that the mord enlightenment of the human race isn't
keeping pace with its scientific discoveries. It's frightening to think that a crook might someday get hold of
something as effective as the gadget they dropped on Hiroshima”

“Wha makes you think that thing in the sky was man-made?’

“They had it timed. . . . Miss Fenisong seemed to know to within a few minutes of the time it was going
to come,” he said.

He was right. And he had me scared. He had the little cold-footed things scuttling up and down my spine,
If anybody had said boo! right then. | would have made a good try at jumping right through the side of
that armored car. They had me frightened Hiff of something | didnt know what was, and they didnt
know what was.

Chapter IV

HE was dying when he came down the street. Not yet dead of course, but wel on his way to it—enough
of hislife had leaked out of him that he probably had no very clear idea where he was going or what he
would do if he got there.

Savage saw himfirg and pointed, said, “Look at that!” Then, when Monk gtarted to get out, he added,
“Could be atrap. Stay inthe car. Well drive up beside him.”

Thiswas a fine street of tal modern buildings with no basement entryways and no iron picket fences to
give a gaggering man trouble. That was probably why he had gotten this far. Maybe he had not come a
great distance, but even afew feet would be a great distance for him. He kept againg the buildings, kept
his feet under im somehow, and moved by skidding a shoulder againg the buildings.



Our car came up with him as warily as a kitten saking a cricket. We sat there a moment. “It looks
dear,” Doc Savage said.

Savage got out, stood before the man, stood in the man's path, and the man came diding dong the dick
granite Sde of the building until he was againg Savage, and even then he kept pushing with rubbery legs.

“Gross,” Savage sad to the man. “Gross, do you know me?’

Gross knees kept bending forward, then back, a little more each time, and he seemed to grow shorter
and sdtle into the pavement. He moaned—a hurt-sheep sound—as Savage took hold of hm and
lowered him to the pavement.

Doc Savage leaned down and wrenched open the man's vest and shirt. An ice pick had done it, it
seemed to me. | counted seven little pits with scarlet yarns coming out of them, and it was dark and |
could only see a part of his torso.

“Holy smoke, why didn't somebody hdp hm?’ | said.

Monk Mayfar sad: “Thisis New Y ork. Nobody bothers with anybody ese. It's the damndest town that
way. . . . They probably thought he was drunk.”

Albert Gross spoke, and | jumped a foot. | had supposed his voice would be made of thin gasps and
gurgles, but it was strong and bell-clear.

Hesad: “I wastrying to get to you. Did you see the sky?’
“l saw it,” Doc Savage told him.

“We wanted you to.”

“Why?

“Ligento me” Gross said. “It was black, but it wasn't big. Black, sse—maybe fifteen feet long and not
quite as high nor that wide. The outsde looked sort of fuzzy. It seemed to keep that shape. It came out,
or seemed to come out of a doorway, a kind of an arcade into a building. There was no appearance of it
flowing out. It just came out, full-blown. It came to me, or toward me, and | ducked into a niche between
two buildings It came right in after me. It was black as hdll ingde the thing. Then | fdt sharp things
dicking into me, and it didn't hurt too bad, and then it hurt like hdl.”

“More than one sharp thing?’ Doc Savage asked.

“One thing, gticking into me many times. | could be wrong, though.”
“Then what?’

“l don't know. | passed out.”

Doc Savage asked: “Who is Spatny?’

“A great one,” Gross sad.

| wondered why Savage had changed the subject to Spatny, and then | knew. It was because Albert
Gross was dead. He was spread out there on the Ssdewalk, and his life was dl gone. His last words had
been clear, fine and clear as a palitician tdling a condtituent the high taxes aren't his fault.



“Go through his pockets, Monk,” Doc Savage said.

| DIDN'T bdieveit, and | dill didn't believe it even after we dug up three different people who had seen
the black object. One of them had seen Gross run into the niche between the buildings—we looked at
the niche and it was there, dl right, a kind of service dley about five feet wide—and the same spectator
hed seen the black object go in after Gross. It hadn't come out. The police dug up some more witnesses
with the same yarn, except that one of them had the black thing a hundred feet high. The cops weren't
any more willing to believeit than | was.

“Nothing in his pockets,” Monk reported.

“Nothing?’

“Hé's been gone over with a vacuum cleaner.”

Doc Savage made me a propostion. “Do you want to go to jail, or do you want to go with us?’
That had been on my mind. | could see | wasn't going to just walk out of this

“Your company sisfiesme,” | said.

We went back to the Parkside-Regent and paid avist to Miss Fenisong's room. She was not inhebiting
it. Nobody was surprised.

“Well go down to headquarters, and see what we can work out,” Savage said.

He didn't mean police headquarters, which is what | supposed. We rode downtown in silence. They
didn't mention what they were thinking about, but | was thinking of Albert Gross, too wide for his suits,
too quick to hit people on the head, and now too full of little holes. We got out in front of a building, and
when | looked up | redized that 1'd seen plenty of picture postcards of the place. | gathered it was a
private elevator we used; there was no one e in it, and no operator. You pushed a button. It went up
as oftly as awhisper inagirl's throat, and let us out into a hdl. We walked into a reception room, on to
carpet that fet like afdl of snow underfoot.

There was an enormous ancient safe, a table of inlad woods that was the most beautiful thing I'd seen in
the way of tables, and no furniture that you needed to look at twice before you sat on it.

Through a door, there was a library which seemed to have about as many books as | imagine the Library
of Congress has. Beyond that, past another door, there seemed to be near an acre of floor-space
cluttered with the sort of suff—enameled tables, glass tables, chromium thinggigs and thinggigs of glass,
trays, retorts, filters, pumps, bottles, phias, coils, tubes, wire—that you see in moving picture scenes of
laboratories.

“Wdl?” Monk Mayfar asked. He was watching me.
| pulled my jaw and asked, “Whose diggings?’
“Doc's”

“Y ou mean one guy, dl of this?’

“That's right.”



THEY fixed a comfortable chair for me, and Monk brought out a piece of apparatus that could have
been a radio but wasn't. They put the gmmick beside my chair. “Take off your coat and roll up your
deeve and gt down,” Monk ordered. | did, and they put attachments on my hand, around my chest and
one, the only one | recognized, on my arm above the elbow. The latter dosdy resembled, or was one of
those things the doctors wrap around your arm to get blood pressure.

“What's this?’ | asked.

“Lie detector,” Monk said. “Are you worried?’

“Okay,” | said. “Okay, but stick to what's your business, or I'll Suff the thing down your throat.”
Monk grinned. “1 wouldn't want one of the things on me, ether,” he said. “Not dl thetime”

You had to like the homdy baboon. He was uglier than a mud fence. A mud fence would have looked
like a piece of dlk ribbon beside him. But it was an amiable kind of homdiness—you fdt the same way
toward him that you fed toward St. Bernard dogs, who aso have faces which don't take beautty prizes.

“Let's have your story,” Doc Savage said.
“Heck—again?’ | complained.

Thistime they didn't St back and let me recite. They had questions, a hundred questions about detalls. |
hed dways supposed my memory was pretty good, and that | had an eye for details. | was wrong. Five
minutes of this, and | fdt like a blind cow.

Doc Savage asked: “What did you do with the part you tore off Gross coat?’
| told him what trash-can | had suffed it in.
“Getit,” he directed Monk, and Monk |ft.

He threw a question a me every other word, and we covered the rest of it. The machine was meking a
Zig-zag mess of lines on arall of moving graph paper, and he had watched it closdly.

“Do| pass?’ | asked.

“Ever beenin New Y ork before, Sammy?’

“No. | mean, | went through it when | was in the army, which | don't cal being here,” | said.
“Where are you from?’

“Kansas City.”

“Why did you leave Kansas City, Sammy?’

“| was getting fired off too many jobs” | told him. “1 wanted to see if a change of scenery would change
my luck.”

“What seemed to be the trouble?’

“Not enough money, too much work, and bosses looking down my collar,” | said.



“Everyone has that kind of a problem.”
“Yeah? Wdl maybe it's none of your business,” | said.
He sad: “Maybe you didn't put it out. Maybe you fdt the world owed you a plush living”

“Why not?’ | said. “1 spent alot of time in foxholes, and while I'm lying in mud and being shot at, guys
not as good as me drew their hundred bucks a week and saw ther babes every night. Okay, now | want
some of that.”

“Oh, a professond hero.”
“l resent that.”

“Look,” he said. “There were ten million men more or lessin service, just about dl the able-bodied men
in one generation, just about dl the men who are going to be capable of being successtul for the next few
years. That would have been true if there hadn't been a war. What would happen if dl ten million stood
around holding their hands out and ydling for a hundred dollars a week and no work?’

“You mean I'm a bum?’
“l mean you are meking noises like one.”

“l don't know whet the hell started this” | yelled. “But | got a couple of medas that says | did this nation
asarvice. Now it owes me sarvice, what | mean.”

“Who isthe nation?’
“Huh?’
“Think it over,” he said. “If you and the other ten million aren't the nation, you might tdl me who is”

That was dl of that—except that | happened to wander into the big room where the books were, and
while | was looking to see whether there were any at dl with titles | could understand—it was entirely
sdientific guff—I came across alittle display case. It wasn't conspicuous, back in a corner. It was ful of
medds. | got a funny feding. There was everything from that little blue ribbon with the stars on it on
down, and | mean it made me fed down, to the couple | had. | thought maybe, at firs, heéd warmed a
swive chair for them. The trouble with that idea was, you didn't get purple hearts for a swivd chair
pinching your bottom. And he had four! There was a little lesther folio containing some of the citations,
and | read a couple. He hadn't been in any swive chair. | didn't have much to say for awnhile.

MONK MAY FAIR came back. He had the part of Albert Gross coat 1'd torn off, and a question. “Any
word from the shyster lavyer?” he wanted to know, and looked worried—uwhile trying not to look
worried—when told there had been no news from Ham Brooks.

For my money, the piece of coat wasn't going to do them any good. I'd looked it over, and dl it had
given me was three invitations to the Reception. | figured it was a dopey waste of time, going back
uptown for it.

Monk sad: “I checked with old Doc Hodges, the chairman, about how the four of them got invited to the
Reception. HE'd wondered himsdf, and he's finding out. Helll call.”

Doc Savage went over the coat fragment. He became interested in the indde of the coat pocket, and cut



the pocket out with a razor blade.
“Laundry marks” | said. “That won't hep you.”

Not discouraged, he got on the telephone, talked to some expert in the police department, and made a
liar out of me.

“The suit was cleaned the lagt five times by a shop in the deven hundred block on Lexington Avenue”
Savage said.

He telephoned the deaning shop proprietor a home, but the fdlow was out on a party. He cdled the
police, and got them looking for the man.

He handed the coat fragment and pocket to Monk, and said, “Run a chemicd and microscope test on
the cloth and the pocket scrapings. 1t might give us something.”

Monk Mayfar didnt look to me asif he had brains enough to run a test on anything, unless it was to run
his eye up and down a pretty leg. There was less than an inch between his eyebrows and hishairline.

We had a vigtor then. Doctor Morand Funk Hodges, chairman of the doings at the Parkside-Regent
tonight. He had a thin young manin tow, and was acting as if he intended wringing the latter's neck a bit
later. The thin young man had wet lips, a pimple on his neck, and was wearing alarge scare.

“Tdl them, Wilfred,” Doctor Hodges said ominoudly.

Wilfred had more trouble with his words than a guy jugdling a lighted match in a powder factory. He, it
seemed, was the banquet secretary, the one who sent out the invitations

A man had paid im a hundred dollars to mail four invitationsto Miss Paula Fenisong, Mr. Albert Gross,
Mr. Alec McGraff and Mr. J. B. C. McCutcheon. And, of course put thelr names on the guest-list. The
men who had spent the hundred was Mr. McCutcheon. The tdler and redder-faced Mac.

“Wilfred, you're fired!” said the good Doctor Hodges. “And | am going to kick you a good one in the
pa]ts”

He sounded funny, the dignified way he said it, but at the same time asiif his mouth was full of knives. He
was an eminent-seeming old codger, quite likesble. And so hep meif he didn't lead Wilfred out in the
hdll, and we could hear him put his foot againg Wilfred's seat. It sounded like a good one.

Doctor Hodges came back in, sat down and took off his shoe and examined his foot for damage. He
sad, “A hundred dollars—they wanted to meet you badly, Savage. Nobody ever pays a hundred bucks
to meet me. Fools if they did. You know, that business redly livened up the banquet, didnt it? Good
thing. We had a lousy program. You should have heard Baedeker's speech. It put hdf of them to
deep—those who didn't know enough about whét they saw in the sky tonight to have their hair scared up
onend.”

Doc Savage sad: “Doctor, do you think what we saw was a chromospheric eruption of terrestrid
orgin?’

“Sure. So do you.” Doctor Hodges had chin whiskers of the nanny goat variety, and he gave them a
worried yank. “Drat it, man, who could have developed a means of creating molecular collison with free
electronsin one of the perturbing strata? | thought | knew dl the atmaospheric physicists doing work aong
that line. But | know of no one who is near achieving the sort of success we saw demondtrated over that
hotd tonight.”



“Itsapuzzle” Doc Savage admitted.
“Dammit, doesn't it scare you?’
“Somewhat.”

Doctor Hodges did some shuddering and whisker-yanking, and pondered, “How do you suppose it was
achieved? To drive dectrons againg molecules and obtain opticd wave emisson, in the visble
spectrum—for a least part of it was in the visble spectrum, since we could see a round luminous patch in
the sky—they ether had a terrific tranamitter for microwave-lengths, or they had sumbled on a short-cuit.
God, 1 wish I'd had an dectronic multiplier there while it was going on, with enough other apparatus to
get atest.”

The next five minutes of discussion was over my head. Probably | recognized two words. My minus and
plus dectricity didn't get mefar.

The eminent doctor could have talked about it dl night, but Savage threw him out in a polite way,
promising to let him have a peep at the gimmick that had made the light if we found it.

“Nice old guy with alot of big words,” | said.
“And big deeds,” Doc Savage sad sharply. “Doctor Hodges is the man who—"
He didn't finish that. But whatever Doctor Hodges had contributed to science, | gathered it was plenty.

| said: “The old gaffer didn't seem to have heard of the black it-can't-be that was crawling around in the
dreet and did in Gross.”

“Thet reminds me,” Doc Savage said, and he telephoned the police medica examiner, asking if the exact
cause of the desth of Albert Gross had been ascertained. Evidently it had, because he lisened intently to
the news.

“Wdl, what did Gross die of 7’ | demanded.
“Of little holesin him,” Savage said briefly.

Thishardly came under the heading of fresh news. | gathered that he thought | couldnt do much with the
detailsif | had them. It could be.

DOC SAVAGE made telephone cdls. He got hold of Samud Wickert Waes, the astrophysicist of the
Compton Observatory, the guy whose phone cdl 1'd accidentaly received that morning—and how | was
wishing | hadn't!—and learned that Wales had made a dedl to coach Miss Fenisong on the lunar theory.
The ded had been made by telephone; Waes had never mat Miss Fenisong. In other words, he had
nothing to contribute. Savage thanked him as gently as a chorine stroking her new mink coat.

“If itwasme” | sad, “I'd throw alittle scare around.”
“If it was you,” he replied, “you'd probably get hit on the head again.”
“Touché” | said. “Only there's been murder done.”

“Probably worse” he said, and went into the laboratory, leaving me to discover that | had a fird-rate
case of the cregping jeebies. | didn't know exactly what there was to be afrad of— wasn't tha



scientific—but | knew darm in other people when | saw it. Savage was alarmed. Doctor Hodges had
been darmed. The only emation that would show on a face like Monk Mayfair had was dumbness, but
he was probably aarmed too.

| wasn't kidding mysdf—modlly | was afrad of what | didn't know. As a kid, | aways ran like blazes
past graveyards a night, for the reason that | didn't know what might come out of a graveyard. Only a
few months ago, | was one of those who figured those tinkering scientists would probably blow the world
to dugt with their atom bomb tests. Ignorance isn't bliss sometimes—it can be stark terror.

Anyway, | wasin such atizzy that | was forgetting lovely-voice and how swell she looked and how nice
adish she would make across the breakfast table of mornings. Thet, for me, was quite atizzy.

Chapter V

IT was a surprise for a rough crummy-looking package done up in burlgp and tough cord to contain a
figful of polished diamonds—but that was what Monk Mayfair turned out to be. He finished with his
microscope and some mixtures of dinking chemicas which he had been usng on Albert Gross coat
fragment.

Monk sad: “Well, herée's the story on Gross.”
“Let'shaveit,” Savage told him.

“You want meto interpret?’

“Sure”

“Albert Gross,” Monk said, “lived on the north shore of Long Idand, in a large house that is part of an
estate having a greenhouse and stables. The house is new, been built within the last year, and the outside
iswhite-painted brick, which should make it easier to find. The room in the house that Gross liked best is
furnished in green velvet and the furniture is overstuffed. . . . Take a look and see how far you think |
missed it. Here's my notes.”

| sad: “Nice guessing.”

“What guessing?’ Monk asked.

“Thet Suff you just spouted.”

“Dont be a dope.”

“I'mnat,” | said. “That'swhy | don't swalow thet line of Sherlock Holmes guff you just put out.”
“No?’

“No,” | sad.

Monk gave me that baboon grin. “There were traces of sdt on the coat fabric, and that—and the
digribution of the traces—meant exposure to sea breezes. Ergo, he had been around the sea or
seashore. | didn't find any salt-water spots, so it was probably the seashore. There was pallen from nine
different flowers, induding orchids of three varieties, on the cloth, or init. That meant either aflower shop
or greenhouse. There were severd horse hairs on the lapdls, from at least two different horses, both
greys. He didn't get them petting horses ridden by New York cops, because the mounted police don't



use grey horses. That meant country, an estate, a greenhouse. Get it?’
“Isthisarib?’

He shrugged. “There was a flake or so of white brick paint—a new type the Nazis developed during the
war, and never on sdein America until the last year. It doesn't work on old brick that has been painted,
only on new brick. Hence a new white house—and probably quite new, because he's been foaling
around the outsde of it to get the paint traces on him. There were plenty of green vevet hars from
upholgery fabric. . . . So, we get an edtate in the country—where but in the country do you find
edtates?—with a greenhouse, near the north shore of Long Idand. The ladt is a guess—the North Shore
is where you find most of the estates near a seashore around New York City. And the house is white
brick. Now do you catch on? See how smple”

“It sounds like moon-jumping to me,” | said.
Doc Savage sad, “Gross probably owns the estate.”
“Huh?’

“Expendve suit. Three hundred dollars, probably. A man with that money for his clothes could own an
edae”

“You too!” | said. “You mean to tdl me you look at a piece off a guy's coat and tdl where he went to
school 7’

“He went to school in Vienna, Audtria” Doc Savage said.

“Yeah?' | sad. “Now | know it'sarib.”

PRESENTLY the telephone rang, and it was the police. They said they'd found the proprietor of the
deaning shop on Lexington Avenue, and were rushing him down to look &t his records and see if Albert
Gross had left an address when he left his sits to be cleaned.

“Aint Lexington Avenue right here in downtown New York?’ | asked. “Down the spout goes your
wild-and-woolies about Gross having a Long Idand estate.”

They didn't seem discouraged. It appeared they were going to look on the north shore of Long Idand for
the place.

“Youve lad out amonth's job there,” | said.

The police cdled again. They were at the deaning felow's shop, had found out dl the man knew about
Albert Gross, and it wasn't much. He remembered Gross. But it wasn't Gross who had brought in the
quff to be cleaned; it was the chauffeur. The chauffeur had brought in a hdf dozen of his boss quits a a
time, explaining the boss had amad on at the cleaner out on Long Idand where he lived. The man didn't
know Gross address, nor did he know the chauffeur's name and address. The chauffeur didn't answer
the description of anybody we knew.

“What do we do now?’ | asked. “ Spend thirty days combing Long Idand?’
Monk dug me. He said: “Oh, you admit Gross lived on Long Idand, now?’

“Jud because one pin fdl down don't mean you got a strike,” | said.



Doc Savage telephoned somebody named Edsing. He didn't get much satisfaction. He caled somebody
in Albany, the state capitol, and the somebody said he would phone Edsing right now and see that Edsing
delivered satisfaction.

Monk Mayfar had me puzzled. When he went in the other room, | asked Doc Savage “This guy
Mayfair's got me guessng. He looks like an empty box. He looks like something grass wouldn't grow on.
Maybe his looks are decaiving—eh?’

“Maybe” Savage said.
“Who is he?’

“Monk? His full name is Lieutenant Colond Andrew Blodgett Mayfar. He has a lot of letters after his
name meaning degrees and fdlowships, but if you used them hed hit you in the eye. He's one of the
world's leeding research chemigts”

“l guess I'll overhaul my human-nature yardstick,” | said.

THE fdlow Edsing, the one who hadnt given Savage satidfaction on the phone, arived. He was
weighted down with satisfaction and anxious to deliver it. The somebody in Albany had certanly built a
fire on his coattail.

Eddng was with the New York State Highway, Department of Planning—a job he obvioudy feared
might terminate as of tonight—and he had a suitcase full of aérid photographs. It seemed that, lat fdl, his
department had made the pictures as a part of the planning for future highway development. He swesat a
couple of pints while he was showing Doc Savage which photographs were the north shore of Long
Idand.

Doc Savage thanked him mildly, and asked me to show him out.
In the hal, Edang grabbed me by the necktie and blurted, Do you think I'll be fired?’
| asked him: “What's the matter, did a taxpayer bite you back?’

“Good God, | didn't redize who he was,” Eddng gasped. “The Commissioner in Albany was mad as a
hornet. Man, he ate me out up to here” He looked as if he was gaing to spray me with tears. “And me
with a home | just paid two prices for, and a pregnant wife. Could you smooth it out for me with
Savage?’

“I'm having trouble smooathing it out for mysdf,” | said. “But I'll try.”
Edsng filled my ear full of grateful words, and | got rid of him.
Savage and Monk Mayfair were going over the aérid photographs.

| said: “That guy thinks he's going to lose his job. His wife is in a family way, and it might go hard on
him.”

Savage was concerned. He told Monk Mayfair to send Eddng a note of thanks, and say that if Edsng
would cdl so-and-so hospitd, Mrs. Edsing would find her hospital services wouldn't cost her anything.

| asked: “Aint that akind of expengvetip for the ructant favor the guy done?’



Monk said: “Doc owns the hospital. So what?”

They finished up by marking rings around three houses, or estates, which had greenhouses or stables and
where congruction of one or more buildings had been recent, as evidenced by fresh grading work
around the buildings

“Well try those,” Savage said.

“Damn it” Monk sad suddenly. “I'm worried about Ham Brooksl Why hasn't he reported in?
Something has happened to him.”

| sad: “The way you've been taking about this lawyer Brooks, | figure you rated him about the same as a
bad amdl in your socks.”

“Shut up!” Monk said.

They left a message for Ham Brooks in case he cdled. They told him the places they were going in Long
Idand, and why. Savage spoke this information into a gimmick that recorded it, and Monk told me the
mechine would put the words into the telephone when Ham Brooks caled, if he caled the unlisged phone
number the contraption was hooked up to. | took his word for it.

“Sammy, you go dong with us,” Doc Savage said.
HWM!

He didn't give me much satisfaction. Monk was more explicit, if less reassuring. He told me, “Doc
probably thinks it alittle odd that you got yoursdf indl this by chasing a sweet voice you heard over the
telephone”

“You saw sweet-voice, didn't you?’ | asked him.

“Sure. But Doc is more babe-resistant than you and me, and he probably overestimates our strength
where one like Miss Fenisong is concerned.”

“l don't think I got much strength where she's concerned,” | said.

“You better get strong,” he advised me. “Because | liked her 1ooks, and I'll walk right over you, you get
inmy way.”

“That face of yourswill scare her to death,” | said. “And if you fool with me, the face will look worse.”
He wasn't much impressed.

| looked at the clock as we left. Only two hourd In two hours they had taken a piece torn off a man's
coat and made it read like a book. | didn't know much about scientific detecting, but | was impressed.

| sad: “Theré's one crack been made that | don't get.”
“Only one?” Monk said, meaning that he was thinking about Miss Fenisong and didn't like me.
“Somebody said Gross went to school in Vienna, Audria” | explained. “That one | can't see through.”

Savage sdd: “Gross attended Osterreich Zoologische Universty, or a least he had a tattoo mark in his
ampit which was affected by the Zoologische students during the early twenties. The idea of armpit
tattooing, ingtead of a classring, was a generd practice, and preceded the Nazi practice of armpit



tattoos to identify SS men, of which you may have heard. . . . Incidentdly, you didn't see the armpit mark
on Graoss, nor have | but the police medica examiner described it accurately over the telephone.”

“From Audria, huh?’ | said. “Tha could mean something, couldn't it?’
He glanced & me asif | had pulled the rabbit out of the hat.
“It could be,” he said.

Anyway they were some detectives. They had just about made a believer out of me.

Chapter VI

IT was the third house. At the firg place we tried, an aged butler in a nightshirt was polite to us, and at
the second place two Great Dane dogs offered to eat us dive, if one was to bdieve ther uproar. | was
about to drop the needle on a recording of I-told-you-so, but something restrained me—probably
common sense was getting a toehold on me.

The night was ill with us, and would be for another two hours, since this was February and the nights
were long. But there was a scattering of snow out herein the country that made the night seem less dark.
Old snow, scabs too tough for the sun to mdt, now hard-frozen, crusty, shiny. The driveway where it
turned off had athin glaze of ice, and we skidded across that and up to a sone gate-house and a pair of
iron gates formidable enough for a penitentiary.

Nothing more than our headlights brought an old man out of the gate-house. An old man who was as big
as a buffdo, taler than a buffdo and nearly as wide, but as thin and bony, and perhaps as tough, as he
would be if congtructed of oak gticks. He was wearing an enormous black overcoat. It looked like a
ghroud on a dead tree. He had a voice as deep, as amiable, as a skull ralling down a roof.

“Good morning,” he said. “Can | be of some service?’
Savage asked him who lived here.

“The owner of the establishment, Sr,” said the old giant.
“Would his name be Albert Gross?” Savage asked.

He buttoned the black overcoat, doing it dowly, taking time to measure us with a micrometer and do a
little thinking. His hair was as grey as an old seagull, nearly a foot long and seemed to stick out sraight
from his head everywhere. All he needed was a scythe, and he could play Desth.

“Thisisindeed the residence of Mr. Albert Gross,” he findly admitted.

He put one word after another like a mason fitting a row of stones in a wal. Each word was findy
chisded. English wasn't the language héld heard in the cradle; | had been introduced to the detective
business tonight, so | deduced this with confidence.

“Wed like to see Mr. Gross,” Savage said.
It would be quite something if we did, | thought.

“I'm sorry. Mr. Grossisnot here,” said the old tower of bones.



“Mr. McGraff?'
“I'm sorry.”
“Mr. McCutcheon?’

“Indeed I'm sorry,” said the old man. “Mr. Gross, Mr. McGraff and Mr. McCutcheon Iéft for the aty
early this morning—yesterday morning, | mean—and have not returned.”

Doc Savage asked. “And Miss Fenisong?’

“Agan I'm sorry. Miss Fenisong, | know, is an acquaintance of Mr. Gross—perhaps his niece, dthough |
am not sure—but she does not live here, and is rather sddom a vigtor. | regret being so disgppointing.”

Monk took it up. “We'd compromise for Mr. Spatny,” he said.
“Who?
“Don't you know Spatny?’

“I'm afraid | can't help you, gr.” Old rack-of-bones shrugged. There was a gunin his hand, a gun that
was big the way he was big. “Unless, of course, you prove to be friends of ming” he added.

HE put the cavernous mouth of his fireearm into the car window and let it look at us. Savage had rolled
down the window in order to talk with him.

| don't know what got into me. Maybe | had just seen too much preposterous magic for one night, and
thiswas the lagt straw. It wasn't heroism. | was scared cold as a kid who'd broke his first window. The
fird thing | knew, | had hold of the gun with both hands.

The second | matched strength with the old man, | knew | was going to need my rabbit-foot. He was
tough like a thirty-cent steak. Trying to twist his am was like trying to do the same thing to the leg of a
mule. He used his free hand on me and gave me a worse headache than 1'd had that morning.

Suddenly there was more noise in the car than anybody wanted. The old man's gun was spesking. It
spoke twice. Both bullets hit the |eft-hand window, flattened and fdl away, and so hdp me the window
merdy had two amdl splattered places where a couple of hard-flying and well-fed bugs might have hit.

Then old hard-as-nails no longer had the mortar, and | didn't have it either. Savage had taken it away
from both of us.

The old man drew back. He didn't run, but merdly waited.

Monk Mayfar spoke to me. He spoke fluently for more than a minute, giving his opinion of my
impulsveness, not one word fit to print.

“Youre afool,” Doc Savage told me.

“Ligten, guns make me jumpy,” | said. “Whered the old boy get it from, anyway? One moment he was
bare-handed, and the next one he was loaded for bear.”

“The car,” Doc Savage told me, “is equipped with a device which discharges an odorless, colorless
anaesthetic gas. He could have been overcome without dl the wild-west.”



“The gas would have got us, too,” | said.

“No. We merdy hold our breath, and in about forty seconds the gas undergoes a chemica reaction with
the ar and becomes ineffective”

“Y ou couldn't have told me to hold my breath without im hearing,” | said. “You'd have gassed me, too,
| suppose.”

Monk Mayfar sad: “I'min favor of doing that anyway! It would be a good idea. | vote for it.”

WE got out of the car. It was cold here in the country. The old man's breath came from his leathery lips
as if he was blowing cotton. He said: “It's warmer in the gate-house, if you would care to converse
there”

“We prefer the car,” Savage said. “Climbin.”

The old man limped dightly in his |€ft leg as he moved. He got in the back seat with me, and | would have
as soon welcomed a man-eating tiger. Monk Mayfair came around and got in with us, searched the old
giant, and looked over what he had found—a wadlet, a dun from the light company, a crested gold
cigarette lighter, and more than a dozen big fat walnut-colored cigars.

“Fifty-centers” Monk said of the cigars. “And his name seems to be J Heron Spatny, of 1880 Viga
Road. His January light bill was eight dollars seventy. He has dightly over seven hundred dollarsin cash.”

Monk made a second search. He didn't find a holster. “Where were you carrying the gun?’
“Why, it was reposing in my deeve” Spany said.

Monk got out and looked in the gate-house, came back and reported, “Theres a repeating shotgun
danding ingde the door, where he might have grabbed it if we had accepted his invitation for a
conference in there”

The old man dtirred uncomfortably. “Redly, you're atributing me with excessve bloodthirdiness” he
complained.

“Would you care to correct any other wrong ideas we might have?” Savage inquired.

Spainy sat with back bent, head bowed. But the top of his head was nearly againg the top of the car
anyway. He was tdler than Savage. He sad: “Firgt, would you mind tdling me who you are?’

Savage introduced himsdf, Monk Mayfair and me. The names seemed to mean nothing to the old Alp.

“I don't know you,” Spatny said gloomily. “That's my trouble—I don't know enough about anything. If
Albert had just told me more . . . But he didn't. Albert was so afraid, too.”

“Albert Gross?’ Savage sad.

The old men lifted his head; it whacked the top of the car, and he lowered it again. “You know Albert
Gross?’

Savage sad: “Sammy, here, got better acquainted with him than the rest of us”
“A wonderful chap, Albert, don't you think?" Spatny said to me.



“Greet,” | agreed. “Very quick with arap on the head, that Albert.”
“I wish we could get hold of Albert and have him vouch for you gentlemen,” Spatny said thoughtfully.
| sad: “He ought to be easy to get hold of. But he's alittle dead for vouching.”

The old man jumped with every muscle. He rocked the car like a rowboat. Thinking he was darting a
go-around, | ducked. But he gave only the one jump, sank back in the seat, and lad off breething for a
while It was quiet enough to hear our breasth condense in the cold. Then Spatny moaned like a hound
that had ground glass with his dinner.

“Alfred is dead! Das ist zu arg! Oh my God!” He brought his hands to his face, and long as his face
was, his hands would span it. The ydlow skin showed between the fingers. “Is this true?” he blurted.
Without waiting for an answer, he added, “ Alfred— was waiting here for him—he is my friend. He isin
danger. He told me so this morning, and asked me for help. He made an gppointment to meet me here,
secretly, a midnight—after | agreed to hdp him.”

Savage sad: “Midnight? A meting here?’

The words came out of the mountainous old men like rain out of a cloud. His name was J. Heron
Spatny—the J. was for Jemnost—and he was a Czech, a refugee, five years in this wonderful United
States of America. He had refugeed via Vienna, Audtria, where he had met Albert Gross—then wearing
the name of Albert Grossberger—under anfully nice circumstances. Albert had helped him lam from the
Nazis, | gathered. Here in America, Spatny had spent four years in the traveling sdlesman business in
Florida, and one year herein New Y ork in the flower business. He had a shop on Madison Avenue near
Thirty-fourth Street, he said. He was happy, getting rich, and Alfred Gross had turned up a few months
ago, and they'd had a ddightful reunion.

Alfred Gross didn't seem to have any business, and he had for partners in it Mr. McGraff and Mr.
McCutcheon. Spatny intimated he didn't like McGraff and McCutcheon, didn't think highly of them
ather. But they, and Albert Gross, lived wdl a this estate, which Gross professed to own. Spatny
thought the Macs were refugees too. Three idle refugees ralling in wedth, gpparently.

“Truthfully, 1 imagined they had profited wel in the business of getting refugees out of Europe, and had
settled down to enjoy the fruits of their labors,” said the old man.

Y esterday hisfriend Albert Gross had cdled on Spatny; they'd lunched, discussed old times, and Gross
was noticeably jerky. But they hadn't done business yesterday—he kept referring to day before
yesterday as yesterday—and the next day Gross had called on him again. Gross had intimated he was in
a predicament, his life was in danger, and there was greet devilment afoot. Would Spatny help him? In

memory of old time spent dodging Nazis, Spatny would. The midnight appointment was made, Spatny
hed kept it, and here he was—Gross naturdly hadn't shown.

That was what he had to tdl us.

DOC SAVAGE chisded on him for more details. Savage asked: “What about Miss Fenisong? You sad
she was rdated to Gross—his niece? Was that sraight?’

He confessed held made that up. He didn't have the speck of an idea who Miss Fenisong was. “I didnt
know who you were, and | was pretending to be the gatekeeper,” he explained.

“What about that chromaospheric eruption tonight?” Savage demanded.



The old giant merely hung his mouth open.
| sad: “And a black scare-baby in the street. Don't forget that one.”
No pay.

Savage asked him how hed like to hdp us pay a vist to the estate. He said held like it fing, and wanted
to know exactly how Albert Gross had died. Savage told him about it without redly tdling him
anything—just that Gross had been found dead of little holes following some strange doings at a banquet
for scientists. Meantime, Monk got out and found the large iron gates were locked.

The gate-lock didn't sump Savage long. He picked it. He aso found an darm on it, and short-circuited
the wiring so the thing wouldn't do us any dirt. We drove up alane that could have been the Pennsylvania
Turnpike, and came to the manson, the greenhouse, the stables, a garage, servants quarters, tool
houses, guest cottage and a few other buildings. It was dill dark night; if anything, it was darker then it
hed been. Clouds like soot rolls had moved in overhead.

Savage radioed the police. He asked them to check up on Mr. J. Heron Spatny, Madison Avenue florig.
At that, the old man hissed once like a viper.
“I'm relieved to find you are dfiliated with the police,” he said, which didn' fit with the hiss.

We got out of the car. The snow grunted under our feet, or squeaked like nails being pulled. It was cold,
and the cold took hold of my nose and cheeks like somebody's fingers. | thought that an estate like this
should have servants enough around to keep the sdewalks shoveled of snow.

Savage sad: “Here, Sammy. Better put this on.” He was offering me a kind of a jacket; | took it and it
was a lot heavier than a jacket should be, but not as heavy as | thought it should be when | found out
whet it was.

“What's this?’ | asked.
“Bulletproof vest.”
“Wat aminute” | said. “Does anybody mindif | just start back to Kansas City?’

“Put it on,” Savage said, and leaned a finger againg a button. We could hear a set of chimes danging,
and no other sound for awhile, and then a voice said loudly—and too friendly—a greeting.

“Comein, fellows” the voice said. “I'm glad you got here.”

Savage looked a Monk. Monk looked a Savage. There was a certain amount of codperation in the way
thar eyebrows went up, then down, quegtioningly.

“Ham Brooks?’ | asked.

“Hisvoice, anyway,” Monk said.

“What's the matter?”

“Too friendly,” Monk said. “Watch.” He lifted his voice and cdled, “Ham, thisis Monk.”

“Wedl, come in, old pd, old pd,” said the deep oratorica voice. “Don't stand out there in the cold, old
friend.”



Monk shook his head. “ Something's wrong. Normdly held invite me to freeze to death.”

We went in anyway.

HE was a man | had seen at the banquet, and not remembered as wdl as | should have. He had wide
shoulders, atrim waist; a good-looking man except for an overwide mouth and hair that was a little dick,
too wonderfully barbered for my taste. He wore full dress—tails, white tie—and | had supposed one
monkey it was about like another, but this one had class and snap. | found out later Ham Brooks was
reputed one of the best-dressed menin New York, but | think | knew it then.

He sat in one of the parlors—there would be severd parlors in a house like this—on a gold-brocaded,
purple velvet, fringe-edged divan that was large enough to hold hdf a dozen other occupants. He didn't
get up and the great pleasure in his voice was not matched by the expresson on his face as he sad,
“Comein, come in. How many of you are there? Just four of you? Is thet al?’

Monk sad: “We I¢ft the others outside holding the reindeer. . . . What are you pulling off Ham?’

Ham Brooks said too loudly, “Nothing at dl—unless | want to learn whether or not I'm bulletproof. I'm
quite sure I'm not, so the test doesn't apped.”

“Huh?’

“l have great faith in my judgment of humen nature,” Ham Brooks added. “I hope it isnt misplaced.
Otherwise I'd have arather sad opinion of mysdf for inviting you in.”

Monk got it. He said: “Mde or femde?’
“Who?
“Behind the pretty divan,” Monk said.

Ham Brooks sghed like the fdlow who had decided he would have to smvim the creek where the aligaior
was. He said: “It's Miss Fenisong.”

“Ah!”
“Indignant and well-armed,” Ham added.

In the dlence that followed, if frowns had had magnetic properties, the divan would have been lifted and
suspended. Monk Mayfar sad: “Sammy, would you care to try out the properties of your new
bulletproof vest by being firg to look behind the divan?’

“Miss Fenisong wouldn't shoot nice people like us,” | said. “But no thanks, anyway.”
Doc Savage sad: “A tense stuation like this makes one hold one's breath, doesn't it?’

| missad the cue. The floor rocked alittle, steadied, came up and rested againgt my face, gently enough. |
dept, but | didn't dream of athing.

Chapter VII
AWAKENING was jud as pleasant—I swam up out of nothing that was soft and not at dl bad, and



there | was, on a nice tiled floor, with ice-water flying into my face. No headache. Not much dizziness
Jugt afeding of having been afool.

My head came clear quickly, too; because a once | knew that Savage must have used some of that gas
they had talked about, the Suff that you couldn't see nor amdll, that would knock you, but not if you held
your breath for as long as forty seconds. | hadn't held my breath. Savage had hit me with a hint that was
as big as a scoop-shovel, but my latch sring hadn't been out.

“Never adull moment. Oh, boy!” | said.

Monk Mayfair sad: “You should have let me put him in the bathtub.” He was taking to Ham Brooks,
who was looking pleased with the world, and with as much of Miss Fenisong's leg as he could see.

Miss Fenisong 4ill dept. Whoever had picked her up and arranged her in the chair should have been a
window-dresser in one of those Broadway shops I'd noticed that day, the places where sexy black
underthings seemed to be the principd article of trade. Adeep, she was nice. | was wide awake in no
time

“We ought to get together on these things” | said. “If you've got any more trick gadgets, how about
letting me know?”

Ham Brooks examined me. He didn't exactly fdl on his face with approval. “Who is this chap?’ he
asked. “A taxi driver?’

“What's the matter with taxi drivers?’ | demanded.

Savage told the dapper lawvyer who | was. He could have made my character stand out a little more in
the tdling.

“Miss Fenisong isreviving,” Monk remarked, and that put a stop to my history. We gathered around and
waited admiringly. Even the old giant, Spatny, had his shoulders back.

She awakened the way | had. Quick. Clear-headed. She aranged her skirt more decoroudy,
disgppointing Monk. She had a naturd question. “What happened?’ she wanted to know.

Doc Savage sad: “Mr. Brooks advises me that you took him unawares, menaced him with a gun”—he
nodded briefly at a .25-caliber autometic, blue, lady-gze, on the table—"and were holding him here,
gpparently pending the arriva of friends.”

“Unawares—nothing!” she said. “He had been traling me. He had his eyes open wide enough,
particularly when | was getting out of a cab and the wind blew my skirt. | may have outsmarted him, but
he was clearly aware | wasin existence.”

She saw me, and said, “Oh, hdllo, Mr. Wdes. I'm glad Mr. Gross didn't do much harm to you.”

“Itsdl right with me now,” | said. “I should have made it more clear that | wasn't Mr. Waes the moon
expert when | came to see you a your hotd.”

“I'm sorry Mr. Gross was nasty,” she said. “It was uncdled for. I'm going to tdl him so, too.”
“That will be a hard—"

Doc Savage, cutting ahead of me before | could give anything away, said, “Did you leave the banquet
with Mr. Gross, Miss Fenisong?’



She shook her head. “No. Mr. Brooks can tdl you that.”

“And you haven't seen or heard of Mr. Gross Snce?’

“No.”

“And Mr. McGreff and Mr. McCutcheon—what about them?’
She hesitated. We could see she had decided not to tdl us anything.

Ham Brooks sad: “1 think she was waiting here for Gross, McGraff and McCutcheon.”

THEY were building Miss Fenisong up to a shock when she found out Gross was dead. It was dl right
with me | didnt think she would fed too badly; it was my idea that she hadn't thought too much of
Gross. Stll, the guy had been a homein her room at the hotdl, and held ordered her around as if he had
catanrights. . . .

When Savage had her set up, and had given her a chance to be codperative and she wouldnt, he gave
her the Gross desath.

She fooled me and probably dl of us. She fainted.

| was trying to think of one sngle nice thing to think about what had probably been her rdaionship with
Gross when Ham Brooks looked at the window, and said, “ Say, it's getting daylight in a hurry, isnt it?’

Savage went to the window, went fast, and said, “It's not dawn—unless the sun is coming up sraight
overhead.” He sounded shocked.

It was that light again. Not quite the way it had been earlier that night, when we saw it from the hote
terrace, thirty or so stories above the street, and with no clouds above that. The clouds didn't seem to cut
it down in brilliance, exactly, but they changed the effect, gave it a different coloring, a kind of bluish
qudity that seemed to get in your eyes and stay there, asif you'd been looking too long and too close a a
cop's uniform.

Spatny came over, stood beside me. He seemed to be twice astdl as | was.
Spatny sad: “What isthis?’

“You tdl me” | said, and put my face close to the window glass in order to see how it looked coming
through the clouds.

“Better not look directly &t it. There might be emanations harmful to the eyes.” This was Savage. There
was plenty of darm, of the kind you fed when you're lyingin a shellhole and know a tank is going to run
over it, back of hiscadmness

| didn't want to look &t it any longer anyway. There was something coming across the lawvn that | wanted
to look at alot more. It was thirty or forty feet in diameter and as black as the origind bad luck cat.

Monk Mayfair, probably intrigued by our petrified stances, came over and took a look.
“A vidtor,” he said.

He sounded asif his head had moved about Sx feet from his body to make the statemen.



SAVAGE sad: “Get to the car! Everybody! Quick!”

| picked up Miss Fenisong. | was thinking about Grossin her hotel room, but | picked her up anyway. |
beat Monk Mayfair to it by ayard.

Monk sad: “Let a strong man carry her, panty-waist.”
“If you're so strong,” | said, “go out and fight that thing in the yard!”
Monk showed how upset he was by belowing & me, “What is thet thing?’

| didn't take the trouble to tdl him | didn't know. | started walking out of the room with the girl. She
didnt weigh athinginmy arms. | didn't weigh an ounce mysdf. | was so scared | floated in the air.

Spatny went with us. The old giant was active, or he couldn't have managed that—we passed through the
rooms like antelope. The old man's right foot made a little more noise than his left foot hitting the floor,
because of his limp; | remember thinking it must be a genuine limp, or he would have forgotten about it
now. Awfully genuine.

There was another one in the front yard.
Two black scare-babies.

This second one was poppa. About sixty feet across and nearly as high. There was a tdl Audrdian pine
tree out there that 1'd noticed when we arrived that was dl of fifty feet, and it was hidden behind this

thing.
“Perhaps,” Savage said, “we best not go outside.”

It was dl right with me. They couldn't have shot me out into the yard if they had stuffed me in a cannon. |
dill wasn't weighing a thing, and neither was my lovely burden, and if | dill had a heart | couldn't find it.

Savage sad: “Has anyone got agun?’
No one had agun.

He went back after the little pea-shooter they had taken from the girl. I don't think anyone liked his going;
we didn't want to be left done with the goblins.

Old man Spatny made us a bitter speech. “No gund” he said. “Das ist zu arg! No gund Of dl the
unequipped foolst When there is such danger, not to have armed yoursdlves—you are imbeciled | was
beginning to admire your methods, but you have disgppointed me grievoudy. No gund Digguding! Surely
it should have occurred to you to—"

He stopped expressing my opinions and his, and took off. He just seemed to Sdlit a the seams, and what
came out was action. He wanted to get away from there, and he did. | was under the impression he went
through doors without troubling to open them, but that mugt have been anilluson, because there were no
splintersin the air after he had gone.

“Catch him!” Monk yelled.
“Catch him yoursdf,” Ham said. “1 may follow his example.”



We heard thelittle gun go pip! in another part of the house. Savage had started shooting. It was an utterly
inadequate little noisg, it struck me.

The old giant was crashing and banging doors in the back of the mandon somewhere. His flight had the
sedateness of abull in a crockery shop. The terminus of the uproar was a particularly loud jangling crash
of glass—and | happened to be standing where | could see what Spatny had done. The manson was
T-shaped, and we were in the sem of the T, the old man had come into the left arm of the T, where there
were large French doors of glass. He had gone through one of these French doors, or windows—just
smply passed through it.

| wished | had been with him.

And then | didnt—for the it-couldn't-be in the yard began chasing him. The it didn't move rapidly, not as
fad as the old man was moving—paossibly nothing could have traveled quite that fast—and it took a
rather erratic S-shaped route across the grounds. The serpentine path was puzzing. . . . It was fallowing
asdewak! That was the reason! It seemed to have no liking for the grass, which was a white carpet of
frost where it was not glazed over with snow. It kept on the paved waks which snaked across the
groundsin dmost any direction one cared to take.

Monk sad: “I'm going to try something.” He began working at a window, and got it open. There was a
gorm sash and he threw that upward—he had one leg over the sll when Savage came in, demanding,
“What are you doing?’

“The old guy ran—"

“Stay in here)” Savage said. He seemed confident his ingructions would be followed, because he went
back to the other part of the house, the part where he had been, and his little gun went pip! again. This
time there was a deep bass rejoinder—arifle had been fired at him, arifle that was plenty of gun because
we could hear plagter faling off at least three wdlls that the bullet had gone through.

THE old giant screamed. Off there in the garish phony moonlight somewhere, he cried out. . . . | went
big-game hunting in Wyoming one time—wall, a least | was there; | was the big-shot's chauffeur—and
the coyotes occasondly howled around the camp in the night, and | think that coyote howling is the most
ghadtly sound there is. This sound old Spatny made was something smilar. It made my teeth fed as if
they were on a grindstone.

Hve seconds, ten, after the old man kiyoodled, the black business was gone. It was out there in the trees
and shrubbery; it got smdler. It was like a black baloon with the ar going out, except there was no
noise. In atrifle of time, it was amdler than the trees and we couldnt seeit a dl.

Monk said hoarsdly, “The poor old devil!” He wheded and ran through rooms. He was looking for Doc
Savage to tdl hm what had happened.

Savage was in a large room, an enormous room that was a state dining room or a balroom or possbly
both. He was throwing smdl stuff—vases, statuettes, light chairs—at the caling fixture trying to put out
the illumination in the room.

Savage sad: “Waich out! Keep away from the windows!”
Ham Brooks sad: “Why—"

Three bullets came in, giving him an answer. They dug holesin a picture, wals, and in our peace of mind.



There was vary little of the latter left. | lisened closdy to the sound of the weapon outdoors, and |
figured about three years spent during the war ligening to guns whack made me an authority, so | sad:
“Arifle, a.30-06 cdiber and probably amodd M1.”

Monk Mayfar said, “ Shorter barrdl, | think from the sharper sound. More likdy a carbine. Those short
guns dways talk like a short man, too big for their britches.”

He was probably right &t that.

The phony moonlight went away. It just died out. Not ingantly—the process of going took a second or
two; it was like when you throw a bucket of water in the air; a few drops are dways lae reaching the
ground. Then it was dark.

IT seemed to be over for the time being. We picked out different windows and did plenty of cautious
looking and listening, but outdoors it had become a normd night again.

Miss Fenisong awakened. She didn't have much to say—we had doused dl the lights in the house in
order to see out into the night better, and apparently she thought at firg that she was done in the
mangon, because she began trying to sumble around. Savage told her, “Better St and rest, Miss

Fenisong.”
She did that.

| broke out into cool sweat and had a couple of chills a reaction from what had happened. It was the
worst when | thought of how the old giant had yelled out there in the night when that impossible patch of
blackness had overtaken him. | said: “Nobody isgoing to tdl me that was sraight suff, not anything that
fantadtic. It's agag of some sort. It's got to be”

Nobody agreed with me, but Monk said, “It's good to be ignorant, because ignorance is bliss”

Presently it began to get alittle lighter outside, but thislight didn't scare anyone. It was the dawn. It came
to us quite dowly and normaly, as daylight should come. The clouds weren't as thick in the sky as | had
thought. They were cumulous, athin layer of cotton-bal clouds.

Savage sad: “I guessit's safe to look for tracks.”

If he meant footprints, there weren't any. At least none | could see, and | heard Monk and Ham tdling
each other there didn't seem to be a trace—other than the widdy spaced prints, a little like those of a
hard-pushed jackrabhbit, that old Spatny had made leaving the house. We tralled him through a neetly
trimmed woods to a black-topped road, and that was the end of his trail. There were no Sgns of a
gruggle. The black-top hadn't retained a trail—the sun of the last few days had mdted the snow off the
road, as it had off the Sdewalks that turkey-tracked the estate.

Miss Fenisong had missed out on our vistation from the queer light and the black no-such-things. | told
her about it. She was so beautiful that | got to thinking about her and Gross, and | said mogt of the last

part of it through my teeth.
She lisgtened without a word, then asked, “How did Albert die?’

| told her that. Maybe my tone partly conveyed that it was going to be hard for me to shed tears about
Gross not being one of us any longer.



“Albert was my haf-brother,” she said.
“Huh?’

“My mother was fird maried in Czechodovakia, and separated from her husband, leaving her
baby—Albert—with her husband when he got custody of the child in court. She came to the United
States, married again to a man named Fenisong, and | was her child by the second marriage.”

| was s0 pleased | couldn't have hit the floor with my hat. | wasn't even able to keep my feet on the floor;
it was dmaost the same thing as awhile ago, when | had been so scared.

“Savage!” | yelled. “Come herel”

HER parents—mother and second husband named Fenisong—had died naturd desths two and seven
years ago. Fenisong, an art gdlery operator, had been well-to-do, and Paula Fenisong had inherited his
money, which explained how she was able to livein a place like the Parkside-Regent. She had only lived
there a couple of weeks, having moved from an even more expensive place, which accounted for her not
being well known to the management.

The half-brother, Albert Gross, had looked her up more than a year ago. He had changed his name from
Grossherger to Gross, migrated from Austria—he said he had been living in Audria for severd years,
having left Czechodovakia to escape the domination of his father, who was a tyrant and a Nazi to
boot—and had a nice samp businessin New Y ork. He dedlt in rare stamps, finding and buying them on
order for wedthy collectors. There had been no specid closeness between brother and sister—or
haf-brother and hdf-sster—which was natura snce they had never seen each other before, but they'd
hed dinner together a few times, and the rdaionship had been dl right. Not close, but friendly.

She had not, at thistime, met McGraff or M cCutcheon.

That had come afew days ago when Gross came to her and said that he needed her help. He wanted her
to get acquainted with Doc Savage, and see tha he took a look a the moon from the terrace of the
Parkside-Regent at precisdly fifteen minutes past seven o'clock. Miss Fenisong had—or she said she
had, and | for one bdieved her—been undersgandably reluctant and curious. Her hestancy had been
overcome by Albert Gross's protestations that this was a tremendous thing, vitdly important to a great
many people—and findly, when he broke down and told her there was a devilish plot afoot and that he
couldnt go to the authorities about it because he, Albert Gross, was an dien illegdly resident in the
United States, she had agreed to decoy Doc Savage, see tha he was on the terrace and looking at the
moon at seven fifteen.

Gross had impressed her with the fact that Doc Savage was an extraordinary sort, wary of feminine
traps, and that the best way of getting his interest was to be very erudite and scientific. Consdering the
circumstances, the moon seemed alogicd subject to be scientific about, and so she had read up on lunar
theory, and, finding it was quite involved and mathematicd, they had negotiated for a coach named
Wales. That was how | got into it.

Shetold dl of it without coaching, said that was dl she knew, and answered Savage's questions. He
wanted to know what the strange light was, what the black things were, who Spatny was, and where the
two Macs could be found, and who the two Macs were. Negative answers to dl this. She'd told us dl
ghe had.

“Mind retdling it to alie detector?’ Savage asked.



“Now wat aminute!” | said. “It's not any fun to have that gadget strapped to you and—"

The too-sweet ding-dong-bong of the door chimes interrupted me. Monk went to the door. We heard
him swear amighty oath. He sounded like a pirate who had sghted two treasure-laden gdleons.

Monk, wearing agrin that pushed his ears together at the back of his head, brought the company indde
and introduced them as “Our two logt sheep!”

The two Macs were ready and willing to tdl us plenty of nothing. McGraff—the shorter one with the
lesser red face—made mogt of the speech. McCutcheon confined himsdf to head-nodding, or saying,
“That is correct!” in afine baritone voice.

Albert Gross had been their pd. He had asked them to hdp him get Savage to look at the moon at 7:15
p.m. Gross hadn't said why.

They had picked on me because they fdt | was no friend of Albert Gross—that much of what they said
was certanly true.

They had come out here to see Albert. They didn't know he was dead. . . . Dead! Albert dead? How
avfull They blew their noses into handkerchiefs. They wouldn't rest until ther friend's murderer was
found. Never! McGraff sad thisfirg, then McCutcheon sad it.

Savage asked: “We can depend on your hdp?’
“Emphaticaly!”

| opened my mouth to say let's try the lie detector on them. But | didn't, because Monk Mayfair kicked
me on the shin. Just before thet | had been amiling a Miss Fenisong, and Monk kicked a lot harder than

necessary.
Chapter VIII

THE next five hours were productive of nothing. The police came to the Long Idand estate, listened to
the facts, which they naturdly didn't believe, and were palite about it dl.

McGraff and McCutcheon seemed surprisngly willing to be locked up if the police wanted it that way.
When Doc Savage sad that he would like to have them dong so they could be asked more questions,
they were agreeable to that aso. But no more agreeable than they were to bainginjall.

| sad: “I don't make them two guys out.”
“They're scared diff, you dope,” Monk said. “They want protectors. Either us or the police will do.”
Thisdid seem logicdl.

We dl went—excepting the police, of course—to Doc Savage's headquarters on the eghty-sixth floor of
that midtown building. While they had Miss Fenisong in the library, fitting the lie detector to her, | got
mysdf done in the reception room with tal Mac. | hit him. | began with a light chair, figuring it would
soften him up.

Maybe a heavier chair would have been a better idea. Perhaps not. From the unhampered qudity of his
reactions, a Sxteen pound dedge would hardly have been adequate. He was dl over me. | was on the
floor. The best | could do was keep him on the floor with me.

Monk Mayfar camein. All he did was watch admiringly. All he said was. “I've paid ten bucks ringsde,



and seen less”

Ham Brooks came in too, and his attitude was about the same. A bit more dinicd, perhaps, because he
remarked: “The technique is certainly origind Bushido judo.”

| was too busy to even ask for hep, dthough | outweighed the tdl Mac a least thirty pounds. Most of
what he was doing to me he did with the tips of hisfingers, the edge of his hand, and a lot of the time he
handled me so that | seemed to be doing it to mysdf.

It was certainly ardief to have Savage comein and detach my intended victim from me.

My excuse was. “That guy started the beeting | got at the hotel by sicking his fingers in my eyes. He had
pepper on hisfingers, remember?’

Savage had no comment. Miss Fenisong had entered, a part of the lie-detector hanging to her arm, to
watch. | fet about as heroic as some of those guys we saw after we got into Germany.

“You two had better shake hands,” Ham Brooks suggested.

“And get my arm torn off?’ | said. “Not me”

THAT happened about nine o'clock, and by ten | wouldn't have bid high on the chances of finding any
more answers than we aready had. The latter, everyone seemed to fed, were negligible.

Miss Fenisong came through the lie-detector with flying colors. She was most codperative, even leting
Monk Mayfar ask her a few persond questions which had no bearing on the mydery, but were
questions | wanted answered too.

“Okay,” | said, getting Monk into a corner afterward. “Is she fancy free?’

He sad: “You're out of luck. She's married to a guy named Culpepper, an engineer who is in South
America building a banana plantation.”

“That's ail from some of his bananas you're givingme,” | said. | had seen him looking at the wiggy mark
the lie detector had made, and grinning.

Doc Savage had been tinkering with the lie detector. He was frowning. “Ham,” he cdled, “have we an
extra third stage bypass dectronic tube? This one has been getting weaker and wesker, and seems to
have given out.”

Ham Brooks said: “I don't know of away of getting one of that specid type short of Fittsburgh, where
they're made.”

Savage got on the telephone and ordered one from Pittsburgh, directing it be air-mailed.

“They can't get it here before late afternoon,” he reported. Tuming to the Macs, he added, “We intend,
of course, to give you two gentlemen a lie-detector test. | gather you have no objections. Unfortunately,
our gpparatus is out of commission, and well have to postpone it until this evening.”

The Macs didn't seem at dl unhappy.
“The police use them things, don't they?’ | demanded. “Why not borrow one?’



Savage shook his head. “I'm indlined to distrust the accuracy of the type they have.”
Ham Brooks got me aside and said: “Keep your smart suggestions to yoursdf, pumpkin-seed.”
“Ohl” | said.

|F they were fixing something for the Macs, Sherlock Holmes and his megnifying glass couldn't have seen
whet it was. Relaions were most amiable.

It was one of the Macs—M cCutcheon—who suggested that we dl stay together, which possibly saved
Doc Savage from making the same motion. McCutcheon used too many words to say that, dthough he
redized the facts did not substantiate the belief fully, it was conceivable that we might dl be in danger, not
0 much because of what we knew, but because our antagonis—man, maching, or man-from-Mars,
whichever it was—might fed that we knew more than we did. In view of such hypotheticd danger,
perhaps we should stick together for mutua protection. Savage agreed it was a sound idea, so we stuck
together.

We had breskfast—discovering that Savage had his own food privatdy prepared—and some of us tried
to deep. | hadn't had a wink last night, my eyes fdt like golf balls and my tongue tasted like last week's
cigar stub, but | was able to get just as much deep as everyone ese—none a dl.

“Do you mind not hanging around in here?” Savage asked when | tried standing around in the laboratory.

The big bronze man had dropped everything to work on some kind of a contraption, and | was curious
about what it was.

“Go keep Miss Fenisong company,” he added.

| liked the advice, but the Macs were moving in on that territory. They had smooth manners, voices as
confidence-building as insurance sdesmen, they didnt find their work unplessant, and they had an
additiondl advantage in having known the deceased hdf-brother. They did plenty with the last, building
Gross up as a great guy, ther pd, afdlow who had been kind to dumb animas.

It is not supposed to be cricket to speak ill of the dead, but Albert Gross was down in my book as a
large stinker. Right dongside him were the Macs. | did not participate in the conversation, not trusting
mysdf to show either respect for the departed or politeness to the living.

Around eleven o'clock | accidentaly happened to overhear a conversation between the Macs and Miss
Fenisong. This accidentd bit of news was interesting, even if the only accident about it was that they
didn't happen to hear me ease dong behind a row of bookcases in the library until 1 was in earshot. For
once | was light-footed as a ledf.

Short Mac—McGraff—was saying, “—not deny for a moment your contention that the man has
persondity, a presence, and surroundings.” He gestured at the surroundings, added, “This layout, as you
can see, cost a fortune. How does Savage explain it? Why, on the basis that he needs such |aboratory
and research fadlities for his professon, which is righting wrongs and punishing evildoers—to use the
words | heard somebody speak. Now | ask you—what do you think of thet for a professon?’

“|—wel—it seems unusud,” Miss Fenisong said.
They aready had her doubtful.



MCcGRAFF closed with her, sdling his propostion at ful speed. He sad: “Look, how old are you,
Paula? Twenty-three? Let's say you're twenty-three, that you've been around this world that meny years.
Then | want to ask you how many knights in shining armor, good fairies, or just plan Good Samaritans
youve met in thet time.”

“I've met some Samaritans,” she said, not entirdy with him yet.

“Wdl, it's ridiculoust A grown man, righting wrongs for a career! Even with sdt, | can't take that,”
McGraff said.

Miss Fenisong frowned. “What are you getting a7’

“Something pretty serious” he told her. “It's this Why do you suppose Albert was interested in Doc
Savage—and 0 secretive about it? Doean't that strike you as peculiar?’

“It certainly did.” She was emphatic about that.
“Maybe,” said McGréff, “ Albert knew what he was doing in being secretive.”
“Oh!”

“Y eeh—maybe it was Savage whom Albert was afraid of,” sad McGraff grimly. “McCutcheon and |
know Albert—and we know he was as honest as a July day is long. Albert was no crook; | don't care
whet happens, Paula, you can bet on Albert. Now, Albert was afraid of someone, and the person he was
investigeting was Doc Savage. That mugt have been what Albert was doing—investigating Doc Savage.
That's probably why he wanted Savage on the terrace of the hotel at 7:15. He wanted to watch Savage's
reection. Albert probably fdt that, by observing Savage, he could see whether the man was guilty.”

Miss Fenisong was slent. A shocked sllence, | gathered. Like my own.

“Because of what he had done, Albert got killed,” said McGraff. “Albert was invedigating Savage, and
he got killed. Now, who would be likdy to kill him? Let's be practicd. Let's not dream. Let's say the
logicd one to knock him off was Savage.”

She mud have looked pretty upset a that, because the long Mac jumped into the sdling job. His voice
sounded as if he had been ailing and preening it while he waited.

McCutcheon sad: “Mr. McGraff and | have discussed this Spatny chap, and weve concluded he mugt
be what he said he was—another good friend of Albert's. And he, too, met foul play.”

“But Mr. Savage didn't have anything to do with what happened to Spatny!” she objected.
| knew what the Macs were doing with the silence—sneering.

“How do you know, my dear?” McCutcheon asked. “You were unconscious, were you not? You had
fanted from the shock of learning Albert was dead.”

Her indrawn breath was like fear going into a cold room.

“Uh-huh,” said McGraff. “That's it. That's the point we're making. . . . We, the three of us, may be in just
as much danger as Albert was—and not from some mysterious mumbo-jumbo. From Savage!”

McCutcheon laughed about as ugly a laugh as you could take out of a coffin. He said: “You don't for a



moment believe this mumbo-jumbo about black thingsfifty feet high, do you?’

That was something Miss Fenisong hadn't thought of. It was a good argument, a fine clincher, too. The
best argument is one you can't answer without seeming a fool, and this one was that. Who was willing to
believe there were black spooks fifty feet high? They were hard to believe when you had seen them, and
Miss Fenisong hadn't seen them. . . .

Monk Mayfair, the big chew, came into the library ydling, “Sammy! Hey, Sammy! Where are you,
shining-eyes? And | had a busy three seconds moving down to the other end of the library where |
could cdl, “I was just coming in here to get a book. What do you want?” As innocent as anything.

“You couldn't understand any of these books,” Monk said. “Doc says you can best it if you want to.
He's decided you're innocent enough.”

“On what theory does he figure I'm honest?’
“Search me. On the theory no evil can grow inanivory ball, | guess”

From the other end of the library, behind the big bookcases where the Macs had been doing that sling
job on Miss Fenisong, there wasn't a sound. They were as quiet as the mouse after the cat aeit.

“No, thanks,” | told Monk. “I'll stick around.”
“No need to trouble yoursdf,” he said.

“Oh, you're red educationd, and | like it,” | said, and leered, meaning to let him know that | knew the
main idea with him was to get me out of competition for lovely-voice.

SAVAGE ligened to me patiently—but without, | had a feding, removing more than two per cent of his
atention from something purplish that was happening to something liquid ydlowish in a glass thing | had
heard called awash bottle.

| sad: “You're being sold down the river by two termites. The Macs are boring from within.”
He asked what | meant, and | told him.

“Indeed?’ he sad.

“Therats” | sad.

“Oh, they were only doing some naturd conjecturing,” he said.

“They were conjecturing a coat of tar on to you, as far as the gifl is concerned,” | said. “If you've got a
basebdl bat around here | can borrow, I'll do alittle missonary work on the Macs.”

Savage sdd: “The technique of Bushido judo which McGraff demongtrated includes quite a repertory of
moves for disarming an opponent armed with a club, in case you are interested.”

“Yeah, but the dley will be dark next time” | said. “Thanks for the note, though.”
“| gppreciate your interest.”

“Arent you gonna take steps about this?’



He sad: “If you don't happen to notice any counter-moves don't fed unduly aarmed.”
| felt better. “Thisguy Monk istrying to chase me. What about that?”
“Wart to pull out?’

“Wdl, no. | haven't got a home, but that's not why | don't want to go to it.” My ears got red and | had
trouble with my words like the tough kid standing in front of the class while teacher made him admit he
pulled Mary's pigtail because he liked Mary. “Miss Fenisong has happened to say a couple of nice words
to me. That's the rock Monk is chewing on.”

“Stick around, then,” he said, and | walked out of there with the little wings on my feet heping me aong.
He was on my side. The Monk mugt have given trouble before with his chasing.

SIX hours passed and it was five o'clock, along time later. It probably seemed longer than it was. The
telephone had done plenty of ringing, but it was ether the police or Doctor Hodges, the scientigt, and
they had no developments to report. They only wanted to know if there had been any. They seemed to
fed that Doc Savage was taking, for him, an unusudly long time to show results.

“Come into the laboratory,” Savage sad.

He looked hard-used. His fingers were stained from chemicdls, his shirt was wrinkled, and sheets of
notes were gicking out of his pockets where he had absently stuffed them.

The laboratory was too full of complicated gadgets—I didn't notice that anything new had been added,
not until he pointed out two clusters of apparatus—wires, tubes, things that looked like a compostion of
dl the radar tranamitters | had ever seen in the army—at the other end of the laboratory. There was a
cleared space there. Nearer at hand was a amdler portable gadget in a box hadtily improvised from a big
uitcase.

Savage didributed eye-protectors, saying, “Better put them on, in case there should be flying glass”
There was nothing unusud about the shields; they were of plexiglass shaped like welder's masks. The
grinder operators in the bomber plant in Kansas City, Kansas, where | worked before the army got me
hed worn Smilar trangparent masks.

Savage sad: “We wont be technicd. . . . At the other end of the room is a trangmitter of
micro-wavdengths, built on laboratory scde—which, inddentdly, is as far as we have been able to
progressin the research field—probably smilar to the one being used to cause the effect we refer to as
chromospheric eruptions. It has to be smilar, in fact. The other transmitter is enormoudy more powerful,
however.”

He showed us a large glass bottle—about five-gdlon sze—surrounded by magnets and Stuff.

“Alir has been pumped out of the bottle, and certain ements introduced, and magnetic effects applied,
S0 that we have here what amounts to a bottled bit of the stratosphere layer where the effects we saw
last night were produced.”

He said he would demonstrate. He turned on the machine. The result was not anything to stand my har
on end; the transmitter contraption just lit up like a radio. There was no particular sound.

“Notice the interior of the bottle,” Savage said.



The bottle was glowing with gpproximately the same qudity of ghogt-light that had appeared in the sky
ladt night.

“Now,” he added, “wewill recreate the fidd of neutrdization.”

He threw a switch, and the second piece of apparatus proceeded to give me a mild case of cold tracks
up and down the back. . . . A noticesble darkness had appeared around the thing.

Savage sad: “Turn out the lights, draw the curtain, and the impresson one would get is of a fuzzy black
area completely enveloping the neutrdizing tranamitter. Smply stated—the visble wave-lengths of light
are no longer present, having been broken up around a short area, and what we have It is a patch of the
norma darkness of the night.”

“Hey!” | said. “You mean there wasn't any black can't-bdieve-its?’

“Exactly. What we saw was merdy a andl area of normd night. It looked spectacular because it was
omething we were not accustomed to. We are perfectly familiar with making a light in the night. But
meking night in the light is something different.”

| think | admitted it was different, dl right.

SAVAGE was spegking naturdly and even usng a tone that implied there was 4ill a great ded he didn't
know about the thing, but he was becoming impressve as anything. The Macs did not like that; both of
them were glancing at Miss Fenisong dubioudy, and the admiration on her face did not cheer them. The
long Mac began tearing it down. He said: “Mr. Savage, you admit being present when Albert Gross died
last night’—he gave that some extra meaning—"*and you said, | believe, that it was a city Street where it
happened. The street near the hotd. Now, you're not tdling us there would be the darkness of night in a
aty street, with lighted windows and streetlamps, are you? After al, witnesses say a black thing pursued
poor Albert. By your own words, there couldnt be a black thing unless there was night. How do you
account for that?

Savage turned to me. “Sammy, what did | do with you after | took you out of the hotd ?”’

“After these two lugs were scared off before they could knock me off, you took me downdairs and we
talked inyour car,” | said.

McCutcheon ydled: “You dlly fool! Do you imply your life wasin danger from us last night?’
“I know damn wdl it wadl” | ydled back a him.

Savage made smoothing-down mations with his hands and said: “Let's skip personaities—we can gan
nothing by becoming a house divided. . . . The point is that Sammy sat in the car on the street and talked
to me. Isnt that right, Sammy?’

“That'sright. But | don't like this guy cdling me afool—"
“Did you see Albert Gross immediatdy?’ Savage asked.
“See him? No, not right away.”

“Why not?”

“It was a Sde drest, kind of dark. Pretty darn dark, in fact.”



“You're sureit was rather dark?”

“l ought to know,” | said. “I could hardly make Gross out even after you pointed at him, and | didnt
recognize him until we were right beside him.”

“That should answer the question of whether the street was dimly lighted enough for the black ‘thing
effect to be achieved,” Savage said.

The Macs subsided. They didn't want to, but they saw they were getting nowhere, and probably fdt that
they had made their point for Miss Fenisong—that Savage could be lying.

“Now,” Savage continued, “we have produced the chromospheric eruption on a laboratory scale,
proving we have the fundamentds of the systlem used. And we have a demondration of the neutraization
of the visble spectrum of the emandions to indicate how the effect of black shapeless objects was
produced. If youll step to the other end of theroom . . .”

He had the other piece of apparatus, the Suff in the suitcase, for our atention.

He sad: “This is dso a neutrdizer, but of a different type—| won't become technica about this one
ather. Let's say that it merdy creates a high-frequency fidd which blocks certain cathode functions in the
other transmitter, with violent results. Any questions?’

McGraff put out hisjaw and said: “You say you're not being technicd, but it sounds damned complicated
to me. If you turn on this contraption here—what will happen exactly?’

“l could demongtrate,” Savage said.
“Do that.”

“Hold your hat,” Savage said. He closed a switch and nothing much happened except some tubes lighted
up; then closed a second switch, and the other end of the room came apart in flash and noise,

IT was alittle too late to hit the floor, but | hit it anyway. The Macs were there ahead of me. Ther speed
in getting there gave me a fact from their past history—they had once been in a war somewhere. A one
hundred per cent dvilian background wouldn't produce that kind of reaction.

The plagtic shidds came in handy, because a litle glass reached us, fragments tha buzzed like
mosguitoes as they traveled. And the room suddenly had the amdl of an dectrical power-house in a
thunderstorm.

“Jovel The tranamitter blew up,” Ham Brooks said, sounding about as startled as a senator who had
dropped his briefcase.

Monk gaveit more. He ydled: “Hey, you gotta gadget that'll destroy the tranamitter!”

The Macs got up from the floor with sheepish looks and—but this went away quickly—about the same
surprise they would have had if they had been shot a. When the surprise Ieft, cupidity took its place.
They looked at the gimmick in the suitcase. Loving looks. | didn't understand why they should be so
affectionate.

Savage switched the device off.

McGraff said, “You mean that thing will blow up his tranamitter?”



| waited for things to pick up. McGraff had said his. He had professed not to know anything like that. . .
. But Savage said nothing, and there was aweight on my toe, about hdf a ton, as Monk Mayfar put his
foot there. Apparently | was supposed to be slent.

Savage, replying to McGraff, said, “You saw what happened.”

“You knew it would?’

“Certanly.”

“How far will the thing do that? | mean—how close to the other gadget would you have to be?’

“Posshly a greater range than two hundred feet would not be effective)” Savage said. “By the way, |
demondtrated the thing so you will understand that we now have a weapon. In case any of you should
need to use the thing, I'll show you how to turn it on.”

Chapter IX

BY sx o'clock the police hadn't found Spatny. The old giant had disappeared—ypersondly | had been
thinking maybe the black scare-baby had carried hm away or digested him or disntegrated him or
something, but if there was any fact in Savage's show with the contraption, Spatny's fate had probably
been more normd. | didn't know how much fact there had been in Savage's show. Possbly not too
much.

Nor had the police dug up anything on McGraff and McCutcheon—anything the Macs liked, at least.
The cops had learned so remarkably little that they were beginning to wonder; they wanted a detailed
account of the lives of both Macs for the last five years. Savage said he would get it for them.

McGraff sad he had been, beginning five years ago, a truck driver for 9x months, a door-to-door
sdesman for two years, foreman in a chemica plant until the plant went bust—two years and one month,
that was—and for the remaining five months, the most recent, he had played the stock market at a profit.

M cCutcheon'’s life had been smpler. Hed made aliving off the stock market dl five years.

Thetwo Macs had met in a broker's office one day when they both had a stock that shot up ten points,
and having thisin common had led to friendship.

Savage made no comment about these professons being hard ones to check on. But he did pass the
information dong to the police, and let the Macs hear hm doing it.

He could be scaring them.

Miss Fenisong's attitude had undergone a change | didn't like. She had grown cold toward us, and
friendly in a we-know-something-that-you-don't way with the Macs. | was not dlowed much time to
worry about this, however. Things, which had been dow, began picking up.

Monk and Ham left to learn whether there was a delicatessen in the neighborhood that would provide
enough for our dinners.

FHve minutes later, the telephone rang, Savage answered it, and said, “Yes, | suppose | can come down.”
He hung up and told Miss Fenisong, the Macs and mysdf: “The police have something they want to
discuss. . . . Sammy, will you take any phone cdls and look after things. I'll be back, probably, in haf an
hour or atrifle over.”



“Sure” | agreed. “You think were in any danger?’

“It's quite possible” he said. “That iswhy | have ingsted on sticking around here dl day.” He frowned a
the Macs and added, “You two will stay here, you understand. | believe this matter the police wish to
discuss concerns you—possbly the fact they can't seem to corroborate your verson of your
whereabouts for the past five years.”

“Il hold the fort,” | said.

Savage went out, got in the elevator, and | returned to the reception room—which lived up to its name.
They had the reception dl ready for me.

It was short, but not sweet. The room—everything—turned the color of nothing at dl. | read somewhere
once that an astronomer said that if you could get to a place where there was nothing—no matter, life nor
soul—what you would see would be blackness blacker than a charcod factory. Here was such. Maybe
there were accompanying phenomena, but | wasn't aware of them.

IN avoice much too unconcerned, Savage was saying, “You obvioudy have no cardiac decomposition,
30 an extra heavy dose of aspirin won't hurt you. And the head will appreciate it.”

| heard mysdf asking something. It was “Where am 1?7’ Presently it seemed an extraordinarily stupid
remark, even for me.

He sad: “Alive Fortunately.”

“Want to bet onit?” My eyes were old rocks, my skin was used sandpaper and my tongue was a tired
gopher. | moved my head aftrifle, enough to cause it to come loose and roll across the floor and | up the
wadl. There was a picture of Doc Savage's father—he didn't look too much like Doc—on the wall, and
my head circled that a couple of times before it came back. | didn't like the returned heed; it surdy
couldn't be mine

“Notice which one hit you?’

“Was| hit?’

“Apparently.”

“What with? A truck?’

“Dictionary. Hold ill.” He did something to my skull with his fingers, asked, “Does that hurt?”
“Damn! Yed!” | yelled.

“Youre in fine shape” he said. “One of the Macs struck you down—I doubt that it was Miss
Fenisong—and they have gone. They took the gadget | demonstrated earlier—the thing | cdled a
neutrdizer, the one in the suitcase. You get that? McGraff, McCutcheon and Miss Fenisong have
departed, teking the device. This happened dl of forty minutes ago, probably. So wed better be
falowing them. Come on.”

“I can't walk,” | said, sating what seemed to be a conclusve fact. “I'll come to pieces. | won't be adle to
get within fifty feet of my head.”

He shrugged, began putting some gadgets in a ditty bag, and preparing to leave. It came to me that things



were moving, that this might be the home stretch, and it was not too hard for me to stand up and move
after dl—as long as there was something for both hands to hang to.

The dictionary they had used on me lay there on the floor, as thick as a concrete building block. | kicked
the thing automaticaly, so probably | wasn't going to die after dl.

Presently we were going someplace in the car with the thick glass. Savage and mysdf.
“Where are Ham Brooks and Monk Mayfair—not that | can't do without the latter?’
“Tralling the Macs and Miss Fenisong.”

“Y egh, but where?”

“Well know soon.”

He turned on the radio in the car, said into the microphone: “Monk?’

“Yeah?" was the homdy chemist's response from the loudspeaker. “You want to know where they are?
Take the Tri-Borough Bridge, then keep on the parkway. I'm about hdf amile behind them, I'd judge.”

“Dont get any closer than that.”
1] Rwe..”
Savage sad: “Ham?’

Hams voice sad: “I'm on the parkway about the middle of the idand, in case they turn south. This way,
I'm able to get a cross-bearing. Okay?’

“Okay,” Savage said.

THE night had settled down darkly, and there was some rain, thin uff that fdl through the headlight
beams like dying gnats. There were no pools of water on the pavement yet, only a continuous wet
geaming sound from the microphone—it was attached to a red that withdrew the cord from sght. He
glanced at the speedometer needle. It was swaying around Sixty, as troubled as a palitician's conscience.

| sad: “So you set a basket for them, and they fdl into it.”
“Something like that,” Savage admitted.

“You sent Monk and Ham out—but not to scare up some food. You got yoursdf out—the phone cdl
was from Monk or Ham instead of a cop. |Is that good guessng?’

He nodded. “It goes back farther than that.”
“How far?’

“Thismorning,” he said. “Why do you think we stayed in one spot dl day? It was to get McGraff and
McCutcheon impatient. If anything would make them nervous, being exposed to usdl day would do it

“That's true. | could see ther hair get gray.”

He nodded again. “It was encouraging to watch them grow a crop of nerves. Anyway, we decided to try
this”



“We?'
“Monk, Ham and mysdf.”
“So I'm an orphan?’

He didnt say what | was, because a police prowl came up beside us as dyly as a schoolgirl, and cut
loose ahowl fromits Sren. A red-faced cop stuck out his mouth and demanded where in hdl and three
blanks did we imagine the conflagration was? Savage rolled down the inch-thick window and sad:
“Good evening, Morneci—those new sergeant’s stripes look nice on you.”

Officer Morneci sad: “The hdl!” Then he asked: “Do you want us to run ahead of you, Mr. Savage?’

“Thanks, no, Morneci. And don't say anything on the radio about seeing me. The people we're having
some trouble with are a scientific sort—they just might keep a radio tuned in on the police frequency.”

The prowl car let itsdf get svalowed in the night behind.

| THOUGHT about the thing. | picked out the points that puzzled me. There were enough of these to
meake them easy to find, but | fished out one that was particularly baffling.

“Mind tdling me how you knew the Macs and Miss Fenisong would make a break if given the chance?’
“Didn't you think they were scared?’ Savage asked.

“Sure, but what made that a novelty? | was scared too, and so were Monk and Ham—even old Doctor
Hodges, the srontium isotopist. | think you were, t00.”

“I dill am,” he said.

That cdled for at least an inner shudder, and no words. Of course the only man who is never afrad is the
one without enough sense for it. But it wasn't comforting to hear aman like Savage say he was afraid.

He added: “I'm not a mind-reader. | didn't know they would make a break. | merdly tried out the chance
that they would—and it seems they have”

“Where are they going?’

“To get rid of the people they're afraid of. . . . That isa guess, mind you.”
“How do you reason that way?’

“They took the gadget in the suitcase.”

“They took—that's right, you said they did. . . . But | don't see—or maybe | do. You mean tha they
figure that with the gadget to use, they can clean up on the fdlow who makes moonlight?”

“Yes” he sad. “But there's more then one fdlow, | suspect.”
“Did you show them the gadget so they would get the notion of borrowing it?”
“YS”

“For arying out loud!”



We had crossed a long bridge now, and were running through heavier rain past naked trees and wet
shiny scabs of snow by the roadside. The radio spoke Monk's voice; it told us to make the right turn and
go past the old Century of Progress fairgrounds. Monk said it was raining harder where he was.

Savage told me “McGraff and McCutcheon had to be encouraged to strike out on their own.”
“So they would lead you to—I may not pronounce this right—Mr. Chromospheric Eruptions?’
“Thet'sright.”

One of those involved parkway cross-overs appeared in front of us, an arangement of overpasses and
turn-offs intended to Implify things for the motorist, but looking about as uninvolved as Sx gray snakes in
awrestling match. We made the correct turns with no dackening of speed.

“Y ou mean the thing had you so stumped you had to pull something like this?” | asked.
“That's about it.”
“Why not judt try thet lie detector thing on them?’

“Oh, that? It's alie detector, not a truth extractor. | was dready farly sure they were lying, so it wouldn't
have helped us much, probably.”

“I'mfull of questions—do you mind tdling me how you knew they were lying?’
He put the car around another motorist who was driving blissfully in the middle of the twin-lane parkway .
“Jugt ahunch | had,” he said.

The answer was nice. He hadn't had any more to go on than | had, and I'd figured the Macs for
black-faced prevaricators, too. It made mefed that | was one of the boys.

THEY did it to us on aroad that ran through the tidd flats. The road was as londly as a coyote on a hill.
It crossed a rickety wooden bridge and S-turned its way, as dimy with rain as a fishing worm and as
crooked as one, through a mud flat that was furred with brush and winter-dead grass, and the whole
thing was being deluged with the rain fit to drown a duck.

Two hundred feet beyond the bridge, Monk Mayfair was suddenly beside us. The road had a starved
coat of grave and he had pulled his car, a coupé, as far off it as he dared without getting stuck.

Monk sad: “They've stopped somewhere ahead. Not over a quarter of amile | should judge.” He wore
agreen dicker and with hisbuild looked like the greet caricature of afrogintheran.

Savage sad: “Let's see how it sounds,” and Monk handed a samdl case in the window. The case had
about the proportions of a two-dollar nove, but there were knobs on it, a compass with a luminous did,
and it was making a high-pitched—but not loud—series of whining notes. The code letter T repeated
over and over. A portable radio receiver, obvioudy a specia job with a built-in directiond [oop.

Having put the thing to his ear and fiddled with the volume control a while, Savage said: “Yes, not over
haf amile anyway.” He rotated the thing, got a null—the gnd at its least audible point—and gestured.
“That way.”

| was alittle dow, but | got it. “The hdl. Y ou've got a radio tranamitter planted on them! How did you do



that?’

“There was nothing to it,” Monk said. He was wet, anxious and impatient. “ Let's get going.”
“Look, handsome, how did you plant a radio on them?’ | demanded.

“We had Miss Fenisong's help,” Savage said.

“Huh?’

I mugt have sounded like Zachariah when he saw the Angd, because Monk Mayfar fdt sorry for me.
“Youre preity dumb, aren't you? You didnt think Miss Fenisong had redly thrown in with them, did
you?’

“Of course not!” | said. And oddly enough, that was whole truth.

“Sammy, you Stay here,” Savage said. “Monk and | will get the lay of the ground, before we start doing
whatever we can.”

They went away into the darkness.

| stood there by the car. | stood in the rain, soaked to the skin, and didn't mind. Didn't mind at dl. Miss
Fenisong was okay. Lovely-voice was on our Sde—and the funny thing was that | must have known it dl
the time. Oh, | had been disturbed about the Macs working on her, sdling her the dark suff about
Savage. But not as disturbed as | would have been without confidence. Without the kind of confidence a
twenty-year-married husband must fed at a party when he notices some wolf making passes at his wife
and knows the fdlow will get nowhere. That's red confidence.

The pleasant thoughts were wonderful. They must have plugged my ears and blinded my eyes and put
sweet mud in my head—because McCutcheon had agunin my back before | knew he was there.

“No jump, no holler,” the tal Mac said. “Youll live longg—just a little bit longer.” The edge on his
words could have been put there with afile

He searched me, but found nothing he wanted.
“Well take awak back the way you came,” he said.
“You won't get avay with this” | said.

“Nether will you.”

We dopped through the sreaming night. The wetness softened the soles of my shoes and the grave hurt
my feet through the flaccid leather. One trouble with cheap shoes. Then the bridge was being bumped
hollomy by our feet.

At the other end of the bridge, McCutcheon gave me an extra hard gouge with the gun muzze and sad:
“I'm not bad on running targets, Sammy.” He seemed to mean for me to stand ill, and | did.

McCutcheon got down at a corner of the bridge. He floundered around in the mud and wet grass, lifted a
rancoa carefully, and thrugt his arm benegath it. His cigarette light flickered, the flame close to agray cord
that looked asiif it had been soiled with tar. A fuse. The fuse caught fire. It spilled sparks and a little
twiding smoke.

He rgjoined me. “Now we move on,” he said.



| asked: “How'd you know we were fallowing you?’

“We found the little radio in Miss Fenisong's purse,” he said, and there could have been acid in his
mouth.

“Isshedl right?’ | asked around the rocksin my throat.
“What do you think?’

Chapter X

THE bridge went up. It made a satisfactory—to McCutcheon—whoop of a sound in the lesking night.
Judging from the jump the ground gave, and the flash, there had been enough dynamite under the bridge
to ruinit. It seemed to rain harder for a moment after that.

The second exploson came quickly. Thirty seconds later, perhaps. It was at least hdf amile distant.
“Ancther bridge?’ | asked.

“The only other one,” McCutcheon said. “That road runs across a ginking little svamp idand. The mud
isneck deep just about everywhere but on the idand.”

“Savage can svim, probably.”

“Uh-huh. And find a housg, if he knows where to look. The nearest oneis about a mile . . . But that will
take time. An hour, maybe. Say it's only half an hour—that will get us where were going.”

It seemed that there was another road, better-paved than the one we were on, that cut back to this one.
Presently their car came adong that road, moving fast, and stopped when its headlights splashed upon us.

Short Mac looked out & me and said to tdl Mac, “Why didn't you shoot him and get it over with?’
“I think he's one of Fleur's boys,” McCutcheon said.

“That'swhat | mean.”

“Hemight be useful.”

The short one shrugged. “All right. He's your responsibility, though.” He was displeased about it and, as |
cimbed into the car, he smung some kind of short blow to my neck that sent me headfirg into the
mechine, with my head full of fireworks. More of hisjudo. By the time things settled down, McCutcheon
wasin the back seat with me, had hisgunin my eye and the car was moving.

There was something soft againgt my left side, and only one touch was needed to know what it was.
“Miss Fenisong!” | ydled. “Paula What have they—are you dl right?’

She scared me diff by not answering.
“Pauld”

She dirred alittle then. There was cloth, not clean either, tied over the lower part of her face for a gag. |
tried to tear it loose, but McCutcheon leaned over and struck my hand with his gun, hurting my fingers
and not caring much whether he banged up Paulas face.



“You don't seem to redize” McCutcheon said, “that you're not long for this world—less if you keep it
up the way you're going.”

“Both of us?
“Bath of you,” he sid.

The car, a sedan, was traveling headlong through the night, but not so headiong that it was likdy to
somersaullt off the road. And when they came to a parkway where there was other traffic, they drove as
decoroudy as anybody, but just a bit faster.

“Where did you get the dynamite?’ | asked.

McCutcheon said, “We had been figuring on a nice bombing for a guy we know. You know him too.
Anyway, it wasin the car. There's even some left.”

McGraff sad, “What's the idea tdling him that?”’

“Pay attention to your driving,” thetdl Mac said.

“You're going to kill us?’

“Probably.”

“Why?. . . Because we're friends of Savage? That will just upset him allittle more.”
McCutcheon shrugged. “Don't give us that. Y ou're working for Feur,”

“Both of us? The girl, too?’

“Could be”

“Who's Heur?' | asked.

“Hah, hah,” McCutcheon said.

APPARENTLY the doings were to be hdd back in town. McGraff drew the car to the curb on a Sde
street in what was clearly the better part of town. He turned, svung his hand over the seat back to show
meit contained one of the biggest guns ever to go unmounted on whedls, and made a speech cut out of
raw flesh. He said: “Albert Gross was our friend in away you will not understand unless you have risked
your life for a man and had the man do the same for you—not once, but many times. Unless you have
gone through hdl and suffering with that man, unless you've shared troubles beyond words with him.
Albert Grossis dead. Heur killed him. Y ou work for Heur—"

“I don't even know Fleur!” | said.

“Working for Heur is the only thing that would explain your involvement in the affair,” he said. “The point
| am meking, Mr. Sammy Wales, if thet is your name, is that we will go the whole way to get justice for
Albert. That means Fleur will probably die, and you, and Miss Fenisong. There is just a chance, a very
long chance, that we can ded with Fleur. On that chance swings your neck. Get me? In other words, act
up and I'll kill you, or McCutcheon will kill you. Clear?’

“l never heard anything put clearer.”



“Okay, get out and walk ahead of usinto that apartment house. No, take the rag off the girl's face fird.
And wak with her, ahead of us”

The doth came free of Paulas face readily enough. She didn't say anything. She rubbed, or scrubbed, at
her mouth with a deeve.

“We're supposed to lead the way, you and I,” | said.
She dill didn't say anything.

McGraff got the big suitcase containing the gadget. It had been in the car trunk. Along, probably, with the
dynamite left over from fixing the two little bridges. Wonder where Savage was? Wadting time out there
inthe rain looking for the foe? It would probably look like a trap to him.

“Paula” | said. “Did you have aradio outfit in your purse and how did they find it?’
“They just looked inthe purse,” she said.

“Paula—don't do anything reckless.”

She nodded. “You too.”

Two words—but there was enough in them to mean alot. Maybe fright had made my receptiveness high,
but it seemed that she was a lot concerned for me. That was good. Everything ese couldn't get much
worse, but that was good. Why hadn't | met her a a picnic in Swope Park, and we could have looked at
the animds in the zoo and watched the nuts on the playground flying their little airplanes around on the
ends of wires. A good thing we hadn't, no doubt. Without seeing me frightened Hiff, she wouldn't have
known of my serling qudities.

Long Mac had a key to the apartment house front door. One held given the janitor ten dollars for, he
sad.

THEY had been there before. They knew there would be no doorman and no telephone operator in the
lobby, and they knew enough not to fool around with the boy who ran the eevator. A hungry-looking
boy, this one; his uniform fitted him like something that had been blown on him by ahigh wind. He carried
his head on a thin neck, asif it was something on a stick. He could move. Fast. But not fast enough.
McGraff downed him, and took the gun the boy had half-drawn.

There was something familiar about the boy after he lay on the floor a my feet. It took a bit of recdling.
But it came to me. This lad had been one of the hdp a the banquet the scientigs held in the
Parkside-Regent. He hadn't been out serving tables among the guests, he had kept in the rear, hdping
et the Suff on the trays ready to serve.

| sad: “He was at the banquet!”

McGraff frowned a me. “No doubt.”

“That's probably how they got aline on you felows” | said.
“No doubt,” McGraff said again.

McCutcheon said nothing; he was having his troubles making the eevator run. He'd got the doors shut,
but couldn't take the cage up because he didn't know where the safety switch was.



“| used to run an devator.”

He didn't seem to hear me. He looked down at the long-necked boy. “You murderer!” he said, and
kicked the boy's jaw somewhat out of shape. “Okay, runit,” he said to me,

“Whet floor?”

He seemed to serioudy consider kicking my jaw. “Asfar asit will go—asif you didn't know,” he said.

ASfa asit would go was the twenty-second floor, and the Macs got progressively paer as the devator
went up. Except for the one who had the naturd redness in his face, they could have passed for corpses
when we reached the top. “Hell have a sgnd,” McGraff said, saring bitterly at the boy on the floor.
“We should have asked Augustino what it was.” He shrugged, added, “Oh, well, if you're going to crack

the egg.”

He picked up Augusino and used the limp body as a shidd in front of his own as he stepped out.
McCutcheon used a shidd also—Miss Fenisong and mysdlf, which turned me as pae as ether Mac.

| knew we were in a penthouse. They had those in Kansas City. We were in a reception room with a
floor tiled in shades of browns, cinnamon wals striped in dligator green—the same cinnamon-and-green
driping was carried out in such of the furniture as was not glass or plastic. A wild modernism saved the
brown-and-green theme from being awful, or made it worse than awful, according to your taste. The
place had enough room to swing a cat, even with the cat on the end of along rope.

A man came through a door and spoiled our chances of enjoying the decorative matif. 1'd seen this man
before, too. Hed waked through the Parkside-Regent lobby severd times while I'd been waiting there
yesterday afternoon. He was alarge man, hard the way afig ishard in aglove.

“Augudinol” he exclamed. He got that much out before he recognized the Macs. He didnt like
recognizing them—he jerked to a stop, wheded, and his feet whetted the shining shades of brown floor
desperately. Hisfeet didn't get traction. He fdl down.

McCutcheon went forward, was upon the man, had kicked him in face, temple, back of neck and
gomach, in vey litle time,

| got hold of Miss Fenisong, started her back for the elevator. She had the same idea anyway. | took, |
think, two steps—and stood stony ill. There had been a dick of a sound like a needle breaking. | put
out a hand and stopped the girl.

“Good,” sad McGreff. He looked at us, eyesfar too bright, over the gun | had just heard him cock. He
added, “Y ou will walk in ahead of us”

| asked, “How many more are they?’
“Two. . .. Wak!”

The next room was cream, cream walls cream rug, and the amdl things—drapes, piping on the
furniture—were butter yellow. There was more glass and plagtic than in the hdl, but no chrome. A large
ydlow-flamed fire burned in a fireplace that did not look like a fireplace a dl, but rather like a place to
store the slverware. And again there was not much time to admire the decorations.

It was the old giant this time. Spatny. He came in wearing a candy-striped dressing robe and carpet



dippers lined with ydlow fur. The robe was ydlow and cream. He looked big, gaunt, a frame for a
skyscraper before they build up the brick.

“Good evening, Heur,” McGraff said to him. “Get your hands up.”

The old man smiled. It couldn't have been a amile. He stepped back the way he had come. Like a flash
of lightning, he vanished. . . . He'd had hold of me the night before when we found him at the gatehouse
of the place on Long Idand, and | knew he was strong. But he was quick too, quicker than was possible.
He was there—then wasn't. Gone.

The door he had retrested through dammed a shade before McGreff got there.

McGRAFF thwarted, wanted to shoot somebody—for a couple of ice-coated seconds he had me in
mind. But that passed. He bowed his head, took his upper lip between histeeth, released it to ask, “Why
didn't I shoot him?’

We stood there. Spatny was dive, and Spatny was aso named Fleur. Somehow it hadn't occurred to me
that Spatny was dive, and for some reason or other it didn't seem at dl extraordinary now that he was.

In avoice that was clear, surprised—and of dl things, dightly reverent—M cCutcheon said, “Countess!”

A little old lady had appeared. She was as thin as a gring, not much taler than some of the furniture, and
looked excessvely evil. She had on a black lace gown—nightgown—sheer as imagingion, and a woolly
white fur wrap thrown about her shoulders. Her cheeks were painted, her fingernails and her toenalls.
She could have been eghty, and she wore more cosmetics than a Twelfth-Street hudtler.

“So you got here,” she said.

The Macs said nothing. They were afraid of her.

“Whereis poppa?’ she asked.

McGraff pointed at the door. He didn't speak.

“The laboratory,” she said. She sounded satidfied. “That is good. | was afraid for poppa.”

McGraff came to voice. He put his face close to the door, the laboratory door, and bellowed,
“Heur—you turn that machine on, and itll be the end of you, you hear?” And then without waiting for a
response, he shouted, “ Savage has athing that will make your tranamitter explode. We have it here. You
understand me? Y ou turn that thing on, and we will turn this one on, and it will blow you to hell.”

The old giant's voice, coming through the door, was as big asif it had been in the room with us.
“Ridiculoud” he thundered.

McGraff made frantic gestures to McCutcheon. And McCutcheon hadlily put the big suitcase with Doc
Savage's gadget init on the table. He fooled with the knobs, brow wrinkled, doing it just as Savage had
sad it should be done.

The little old hag watched this. She made up her mind in a hurry. She went over to the door, cdled:
“Poppa, they're not fooling.”

The old giant swore a great oath. It was in German, a language | speak fluently to the extent of six



words—but it had to be an oath.

“There mugt be peace, poppa,” she said. She wheded on the Macs. “You are foadls, dl of you. Greedy
fools, stegped in the bloody past. Don't you redize the world has changed againgt you and that you are
now fighting among yoursalves like cur dogs?’

McGreff pulled in a deep breath. “Tdl him to come out. Well talk terms.”
“Why do you say that?’ she demanded suspicioudy.
“I've spent the day with Savage, and | know more about him than | did,” McGraff said. “ That's why.”

She stood close to the door and said, “Poppa, they have taken a bear by the tall and the animd will
consume you dl if you do not be friends with each other.” Presumably she meant Doc Savage was bruin.

THE old man came out. | didn't like it. Paula didn't like it either, and she fastened a set of trembling
fingerson my arm.

Spatny asked: “Y ou will furnish me money? It must be s0.”
McGréff looked at McCutcheon, who said, “Yes”

“Much money. | am not a cheap man.”

“yes”

The old giant snorted. “Y ou fools would better have done that in the first place. When | first approached
you for capitd, it was afar ded.”

“It was a ginking ded—twenty per cent,” McGraff said. “We want haf.”
“Prepogterous!”

McGraff's voice was cold. “Albert Gross, our friend, is dead. | think you understand how close we were
to Albert and he to us. A friend'slife we do not sdl chegply.”

McCutcheon said: “Augudtino killed Albert. It was Augudino's way of killing. So we want Augustino
too.”

Spatny—or Heur—grunted. “Augustiino was with me in Munich, then in Griefswald and Peenemunde.
He helped me get out when the Party became suspicious of me—when they discovered | was holding
back the better part of my discoveries in chromospheric activities. Without Augustino, | would not be
here. . . . Still, Albert was as much to you as Augudino isto me—"

“No, poppal” the old woman said sharply. She whedled on the Macs. “Augustino we will not sacrifice.
We are too few to destroy each other.”

That brought slence for a while. | was getting it sraight now. The old pile of bones had been a Nazi
scientist, and he had kept his discoveries for himsdf, fled Germany with them. He must have been a
typica Nazi. He had run out of money here in America—the richness of his diggings here indicated that
he could run out of money rather easlly. He had approached three old friends, McGraff, McCutcheon,
and Albert Gross, for finandng. The result was not unexpected—they'd got to fighting over the gadget
the old man had, and he/d been winning. The Macs and Gross had run Doc Savage into the picture, no



doubt to frighten the old giant into coming to terms. But held started killing them, beginning with Gross.

McGraff broke the slence. “We will surrender the point of Augustino,” he said grimly, “if he can dispose
of Doc Savage.”

Spatny diffened. He cdled them severd dark thingsin German. Then he said: “Why did you pick a man
like Savage to frighten me with? There is no more dangerous aman.”

“We underestimated him,” McGraff admitted bitterly.

“Foold It was as sensble as usng a barrel of gasoline to extinguish a match.”
They seemed to agree with him.

Spatny leveled an am a me.

“Thisfdlow! Y ou perhaps thought he was mine? He is not. He is merdy an idiot with a long noss”—he
glanced a Miss Fenisong—*and an eye for a pretty girl.”

“Augudino can remove him,” McGraff said, dismissng me more casudly than | liked to be dismissed.

The old woman—she was obvioudy the old giant's wife, countess and dl—brought Paula into it. “This
grl mugt be disposed of dso,” she said.

They shrugged. Evidently it was to be Augugtino again.

SPATNY—or FHeur—had left the laboratory door open. | started through the door into the |aboratory
with the kind of fixity that a frozen man devotes to watching the snow fdl. It seemed to be a laboratory
thet speciaized on one thing, and it certainly lacked the completeness of Savage's equipment. Beyond it
there was a terrace garden, with evergreen suff growing out of tubs or boxes, and beyond that, speckled
with amyriad of lighted windows, was the bulk of the Parkside-Regent. The hote was not more than a
block digtant. It didn't take much adding of two and two to redlize that here was where the moonlight
mugt have originated the firg time. It was convenient to the hotdl, which explained why they had picked
the banquet a the Parkside-Regent to introduce Doc Savage to the &fair.

| looked fixedly at the terrace and my thinking began to fog. | was aware of Paula, and | knew they had
decided on degath for her, and knew they meant it. There was something as cold about these people as a
quack surgeon's knife. They would kill us, that was sure, unless someone posed objections. . . .

There was someone on the terrace. This fact, only alittle less important than the Second Coming, did not
meen much. Not until | thought it out. Let's see—one of the Macs had |left. The old giant and his witch
made two. That left—nobody. There wouldn't be anyone on the terrace.

He was hdf-way across the laboratory before | saw that it was Savage. And another one behind him
was Monk Mayfar. They came quietly, but full of purpose.

| sad loudly, “Wéll, besides Paula and mysdf, there's four of usin here” Then | reached for a chair, got
it, and made for McGreff.

Old Spatny said, “Don't shoot him. We might have to explain a gunshot.”

McGraff eyed me. He grinned. His confidence bubbled out under the lid. He tossed his gun on the table,
came a mewith that judo crouch that | had learned about.



| threw the chair at the short Mac. It seemed to pass through him. He just weaved, made a space for the
char to sal through, and was back in postion and ill coming.

Thistime | was going to fight him a little different. If he got his hands on me, | was sunk, probably. |
threw an ashtray a him. A stool. A table lamp. He was as dusve as the fdlow with his head through a
cawvas & acanivd pitch-joint.

Thismust have happened fadt, because Savage wasn't in the room yet. Short Mac had me in a corner. |
took a Joe Louis stance to fool him, and kicked instead. His stomach was as compact as a sack of sand,
but he went down. He didn't stay down. He got my arm, did one of his tricks on it, and liquid fire went
up the arm and flew out of my ears and toes. | shook him off.

Savage was in the room now. And Monk Mayfair, and the latter began yelling—there were no specid
words to hisydling, and he seemed to be doing it merely to show how he felt. Apparently he loved it.

There was a Scotch bottle, fifth-9ze, on asmdl table. | got the bottle by the neck, rapped it on the table,
and had a scary weapon. Exactly—it suddenly developed—what | needed. McGréff's eyes got wide
with horror. He backed away from me, and | chased him.

| was chasing him when | forgot not to breathe that anaesthetic gas that Savage used.

| TOOK a swing a someone, missed him—it was Ham Brooks, and he said, “There's been a recess.
Takeit easy.”

| sat down again. | had been unconscious. | remembered the trick gas. | was on the terrace, and they had
dragged one of the yellow-piped chairs out there for me, and my face was numb with cold.

“What happened?’

Ham Brooks grinned. “The cavdry gdloped. You findly got the combination on McGreff, didnt you?
Too bad you had to take a deep bregth of the gas when you did.”

“Uh-huh. Say, how did you get here?’

“Up another eevator. Back dtairs. Through a kitchen and a butler's pantry and a locker room and a
service pantry—you know, thisis quite a luxurious place—and on to the terrace.”

“I don't mean that. How'd you find the gpartment house?’
“| thought you knew about the radio transmitter we planted on them.”
“In Paulds purse? But they found it.”

“Oh, that one” he said. “That one was a little two-way outfit Paula was going to use in an emergency.
Jugt insurance. The one that counted was in the suitcase.”

“You mean with the neutrdizer?’

He laughed. “The only thing that gadget would neutrdize was McGraff and McCutcheon. It was a phony.
All that show Doc put on at headquarters was phony, too. Part of the rig.”

“Oh.” Then | asked: “Isthe fracas over?’



“Sure”

“You get dl of them? The old man, his shrew, McGraff, McCutcheon, and two named Augugino
and—come to think of it, I don't know the other one's name. Made of good solid suff, though.”

Ham sad: “The police have them dl.”
“The police are here dready?”’
“And gone”

| didn't get that. Then | saw the old codger who had been bdlwether at the scientists banquet, old
Doctor Morand Funk Hodges, who had kicked the banquet secretary's stern, in the laboratory. He was
taking to Doc Savage. He would say something, take a look a a contraption they were dissecting, then
sy something else, and wave his arms. He seemed discouraged.

“How long was | out?’
“An hour,” Ham Brooks said. “You hit your head on something when you fdl.”
“But my head doesn't ache!”

“Monk said it wouldn't,” he said and waked ouit.

PAULA FENISONG was in the laboratory. She came out quickly when she saw me, and took my
hands and said, “I'm so glad you weren't serioudy hurt.”

Her hands were warm. | nodded at the complaining in the laboratory and asked: “What's wrong in
there?’

“Itstechnicad and | don't understand it,” she said. “But the dderly scientist, Doctor Hodges, dams that
Spatny's device is only a dight improvement over the developments dready known to have been made.
Nothing particularly magicd. Doctor Hodges is disgusted. He expected a great ded more. He swears
terribly.”

We stood there. | kept her hands. She didn't object. It was cold and clean out here, and the night air had
an adringent bite that was good. There were a million lights of the dty around us and cars making
contented sounds in the street below.

| bent my head and thought, thought about a guy named Samud Wales who had come from Kansas City
hunting something, but not knowing what he sought. He now had a good idea of whet it was. | put an am
around Paula to see how it would be, and it was even better. Then | thought about what kissng her
would be like, and | tried it, and it was il better. It was better than anything could be.

Old Scientist Hodges was ydling thet it was a blasted shame dl that trouble had netted everyone o little.

He was wrong.

THE END



