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Chapter |. N GHTMARE OF MONSTERS
"THEY' RE after nme!" screaned the gaunt, |oose-jointed man. "Take them away!" H s voice cracked
out with a nasal twang.
The man’s arnms were long. Hi s big hands flapped. He was beating at the enpty air about him One
set of fingers clutched suddenly at his colorless hair. The hand cane away with strands the man had
torn | oose.
The long man was clad in brown overalls. Lights slanting across the railroad yards showed himto
be beyond nmiddle age. His wild, terror-filled screans were | oud enough to be heard above the
grinding and the clanking of switch engines.
A cut of freight cars was being shunted onto a siding. The running nan evaded these by only a few
feet. He was headed back toward the building fromwhich he had dashed.
A thin rain slashed down on the railroad yards. The mist of it al most obscured the building from
which the nan had darted.
"They' Il tear me to pieces!" screanmed the nan.
He pitched to his hands and knees in the nmiddle of a track. Two brakenen were riding the bunper
step of a switch engine. One man shouted hoarsely.
"Hey! Look out! You gone nuts? You'll be pulverized!"
The brakie' s lantern swng. The switch engine stopped with a squealing of brakes. The two
railroad men scranbled off. But the tall man had | eaped to his feet.
"Grab ‘em" he shrieked. "That one's got ten heads!"
The two brakenen tried to seize and restrain the fellow. The man was too quick for them Hs
hands apparently were batting at nothing.
"They' re everywhere!" the tall nman continued to scream
Havi ng escaped the switch engine, he | eaped across the tracks. He tried to reénter the building
from whi ch he had conme. But there appeared to be no doors.
"That’s the watchman—an’ he’s gone nuts!" grow ed one brakeman. "Anybody' d go off his bean,
|l ocked up in that crazy place every night!"
"Yup!" barked the other railroad brakie. "This big guy, Doc Savage, fixed them doors. Even the
yardmaster can't open ‘em "

THE doors of the long, low, concrete building were as described by the railroad nen. The
structure, unlike other industrial plants along the nmetropolitan railroad yards, bore no sign.

In the thin rain, the building | ooked nuch like a tonb. No wi ndows appeared anywhere. The wildly
scream ng wat chman had enmerged froma small door. This door was of chrom um steel.

One end of the |long building appeared the same as the other. But at interval s—perhaps twice a
week—ene end woul d slide open. Wen this took place, the yardmaster would be notified.

Al'l of the inconming and outgoing shipnents were handled in special sealed cars. None of the

regul ar yard crews were ever pernmitted inside. It was not surprising that the railroad nen vi ewed
the plant w th suspicion.

Especially om nous were those doors. On a few occasions, the railroad men had seen persons
connected with the plant enter the place. It seened to the railroad nen that these persons nerely
stopped and | ooked at that small, |ow door of chrom um steel.

The yardmen were not aware the small door and the house track slide were | ocked by an



el ectroscopi ¢ devi ce. Those opening the doors were equipped with radio short-wave control of these
el ectroscopes.

The scream ng wat chman had now returned to the small door.

For a few seconds he beat his fists against the steel. H's voice still rose above the pounding of
wheel s in the yards. When he was not hitting the door, the man was whirling and striking at
something invisible to the near-by brakenen.

"Quess we'd better sit on ‘iman’ get one of the yard bulls to take ‘imout," suggested one of
the brakenmen. "He'll bunp into sonething around here!"

Though the engineer and fireman of the switch engine clinbed down and joined the chase, the
scream ng man evaded t hem

H's long arnms withed above his head, as if he were being tortured. Though he m ght have been, as
the railroad nmen imagined, in an advanced stage of deliriumtrenmens, John Corbin, the trusted

wat chman, never woul d describe the frightful nonsters he may have seen.

Leaving the concrete building, the man started running across the maze of yard tracks. He | eaped
and screaned, tearing off sone of his clothing. The four nmen of the switch-engine crew were close
behi nd him

"If he runs into one of themthird rails—

One of the brakenen yelled this. Hs cry was lost in the roar of a |local train com ng out of
Manhattan. The crazed watchman apparently just mssed being struck by this train.

He had fallen and rolled over when the local flashed past. Now he again staggered to his feet.
The blinding headlight of a limted express came across the yard and bore down on the watchman.
The crew of the switch engine stood frozen to the spot. They could do nothing nore. Against the
brilliant headlight of the express, the |eaping watchman showed for a few seconds. H s | ong body
with the flapping arns was |ike that of sone black hunan bug about to be inpal ed.

"CGoshami ghty!" gritted the engineer of the switch engine. "It got ‘im"

THE roaring express had hit John Corbin, the watchman.

For an instant it was a fearful human projectile. Then the watchman was only a bag of crushed
bones, lying nore than a hundred feet fromthe spot where he had been struck.

The four men fromthe switch engine were the first to reach the crushed body. The watchman’s face
had escaped disfigurenment. But the railroad nen were sick.

John Corbin’s eyes were still w de open. Though his hands no | onger batted at invisible nonsters,
all his features were twisted, as if the man still saw something horrible.

"By crimny!" grunted the engineer. "If that's what hooch does, |'mnever takin’ another drink!"

The whol e tragedy thus far had the brand of being an overdose of intoxicants.

"Couldn’t blame a guy for takin’ on a few snifters in that doggoned graveyard buildin'!" said one
of the brakemnen.

One of the railroad men had summoned a yard bull. This representative of the law had in turn put

in acall for aregular State police detail, an anbul ance and the nearest deputy coroner. Waiting

for the arrival of proper authority, the yard bull went over to the long, concrete building.

Li ke the other railroad nmen, the bull suspected the business of this w ndow ess, |ockless
structure mght not be on the up and up. But the name of Cark Savage, Jr., was a power with the
railroad officials.

Among his countless other interests, the noted Doc Savage had a considerable financial finger in
the affairs of this transportation line. The railroad officials knew only this building was under
the control of Doc Savage. They al so knew the plant was operated by a rather queer old codger, a
Pr of essor Lani dus Spargrove.

"That’'s funny," nmuttered the yard bull, wal king around the end of the building where two |ines of
rail road tracks disappeared under the blank wall of the door. "Never saw it up |like that before."
The yard bull bent down in the rain. This end of the concrete building was in darkness. The bull
pl ayed a flashlight across the two tracks. The i mense door was nade to fit down evenly over the
rails.

Now t he big door was al nbst a foot above the tracks. It |ooked as if the door had been opened and
then inmproperly closed. The yard bull was a bulky man. But there seened to be space for himto craw
under the door.

"M ght as well have a look," he murnmured, and started tw sting under the wall-Iike door.

Sonet hi ng happened. It was noiseless. Only the agoni zed yell of the yard bull hit the ears of the
rail road men beside the watchman’s body. Two nmen ran through the rain around the side of the

bui | di ng.

The yard bull had screaned only once. What the two railroad nen saw was worse than the body of

t he wat chman. The door over the tracks had dropped.

The yard bull had been part of the way under it.

THERE were two cases awaiting for the county police and the deputy coroner. That of the yard bull
was the nost horrible. But the brakenen, still beside the watchnman's body, had quit |ooking at the
tw sted face.



"I"'msignin’ off this yard after to-night," nuttered one of the nen.

The twin lights of a notor car showed on the highway just bel ow where the body of the watchman
lay. The car stopped. Apparently the driver had been attracted by the railroad nen's | anterns near
the track above

The man who got out of the autonobile was a bulky figure. Yet he noved up the enmbankment with the
easy, soundl ess steps of a cat. A slicker over his other clothes protected himfromthe rain
"What ' s happened here?" said the new arrival. "One of your nmen get hit?"

"No," said one brakeman. "It's the old guy who had the job of watchman at that nutty building

wi thout the windows. Acted like he'd been hit by the D. T.”s an’ run right into the—=

The brakenan stopped speaki ng abruptly. H s nmouth hung open

The big man fromthe car on the highway had thrown back his slicker. He had dropped on one knee
besi de the dead John Corbin. One big hand was passing softly over the dead watchman's face

The stranger was making a swift exam nation. The light fromthe brakemen’s | anterns were shining
on him It was this that had caused the brakeman to quit tal king so suddenly

For the driver’s hands were the color of bright bronze. The skin of his face and his thickly
corded neck was of the sane gol den hue. The rain slid off his hair as if it were a waterproof nask
The hair, also, was bronze in color. It was only slightly different fromthe skin

The brakeman found his voice again after his survey.

"You nust be Doc Savage hinsel f," he said. "Then nmaybe you know nore about this guy than we do
Say! One of the bulls got hurt over there! A couple of the boys have gone over!"

The big bronze man rubbed the tips of his fingers across the forehead of the dead watchman. He
strai ghtened to his feet. Once nore the slicker was around his body. But his eyes were fixed on the
br akemen

These orbs seenmed now to be shining like flakes of polished copper

"You say one of your men was hurt over by the building?" asked the bronze man. "I shall see about
it."

The bronze man wal ked around the corner of the building. The nen there could do nothing for the
yard bull. The door on his body weighed tons. The bronze man stood behind them

Per haps the others thought the bronze nan only | ooked at the great door over the house tracks

One hand was under his slicker. Suddenly, the great door started upward.

"Renove the man," stated the bronze giant. "Have the police been called?"

"Ye-yes, M. Savage," stammered one of the railroad nmen. "I—+ guess all this trouble’ s over that
wat chman hittin’ the hooch."

The body of the yard bull was then renpved. The bronze nman said nothing. Wen the railroad nmen

| ooked where he had been, he was no | onger visible

POLI CE | NSPECTOR HI GA NS had an Adanmi s appl e which seened to nmake hi mnad. Wen he tal ked, this
lump slid up and down his thin neck. Inspector Higgins talked nost of the tine.

"Well!l Well! Well!" jerked out |nspector Higgins, walking around the bodies of John Corbin, the

wat chman, and the yard bull. "Wyntcha stop ‘imfromrunnin’ head-on into that express? An’ where's
the engine that hit “in? Wiy'd this bull craw under the door, an’ how d he get out? Answer ne

t hat ?"

The railroad men attenpted to reply to all of these several inquiries at once. One said, "Well

the wat chman was crazy with too nmuch booze an’ he got away fromus."

The deputy coroner who was al so the nedi cal exam ner shook his head mldly.

"You're all wrong about the liquor," he stated. "This man shows no evi dence of having been
drinking. It nmust have been sonething else."

The railroad nmen stared at each other

"Then it nust be that crazy building where Doc Savage nakes nachinery for war or sonething," one
man vol unteered. "Wen the watchman cane out of there, he was nuts an’ runnin’ in circles. An’ when
the bull tried to cram in, the door come down on him"

I nspect or Higgi ns hopped around the building on his skinny legs. He took in the railroad door

with a junping Adamis apple and a gleamin his eyes

"Well! well! well!" he snapped. "Sonebody open these doors, an’ we'll have a | ook at what started
this!"
"You have to know how to | ook at them doors to make them open," grinned a railroad nman. "l guess

it’s done with mrrors or sonething."

"Don't try bein' funny!" snapped Inspector Higgins. "You fellas in the yard know how to get cars
in and out! Were’'s the yardmaster?"

"He don’t know no nore than the rest of us," said another railroad man. "That dunp’s Doc Savage’'s
own plant, an’ none of the crews ever get inside."

"That's a good story!" yapped |nspector Higgins. "Then howin tinme didja get the bull’s body out
fromunder that door? WIIl you answer mne that?"

"Sure," said a railroad nman. "Doc Savage hinself just stood there an’ |ooked at the door. It
opened and cl osed. "



"DOC SAVAGE?" barked | nspector Higgins. "Well, where is this Doc Savage? This is his trouble!
Wiere' d he go? Wiy didn't you hold himhere until duly constituted authority arrived?"

A chunky brakeman scratched his head.

"You nean you think we shoul d’ ve grabbed Doc Savage hinsel f?" he said. "Say, fromwhat |’ve heard
of that big bronze guy | wouldn't try grabbin’ himif he was already tied up with barbed wire!"
"l guess you fellas are just dunb because you' re shackies on a railroad, or maybe it’'s the other
way around!" sneered Inspector Higgins. "Me, I'"mgettin’ into that dunp an’ seein’ what's been goin’
on! Come on, boys, bust down that little door!"

I nspector Hi ggi ns was acconpani ed by half a dozen of his nen. If he said break down a door, it
was their job to do it. They failed, however, to carry out this laudable intention.

"Well! Well! Well!" snapped Inspector Higgins. "Jamit in with the end of a railroad tie!"

But though he added his bony weight to the tie, the inprovised door-buster mght as well have
been ramred into the two-foot thickness of the concrete itself.

"l woul d suggest calling Professor Spargrove, the fellow who runs this joint," said one of the
railroad men. "He'll just look at that door and it’'Il open up."

Chapter 11. VAN SHED TRAI N

WH LE | nspector Hi ggins was making his usel ess and profane effort to break down one snall steel

door, a closed car was smashing several speed records. This car slewed and skidded alarmingly in the
rain.

"Listen, you misfit of nature, you either slow down or |'mgetting out of this bus and wal ki ng

the rest of the way!" rasped a stridently sharp voice. "You m ght bounce that solid skull of yours
of f the concrete w thout any damage, but |’ve got something inside mine |I'd like to keep there!"

The api sh-1o00king driver tw sted the speeding car dangerously near the edge of the concrete. He

seened to have an uncanny skill at just shaving the soft shoul der of the highway.
"There wouldn’t be nothin’ much missin’, unless you happened to bite off your tongue," said the
driver, in a childlike voice. "Anyway, | could nake this car clinb a tree."

"You sl ow down, or |’'mranm ng about ten inches of this sword cane into your neck!" snapped the

ot her man. "Now what —fhat cursed shote of yours has gone and bit Chenmistry! |In about a m nute—=
The hunched-over driver straightened. One | ong arm whi pped over the back of the seat. A hairy

fist smashed into a flat nose. A voice nmuch like that of sonme angry child jabbered.

The driver skidded the car to a stop with a reckless disregard for brakes and tires.

"Hey!" yelled the driver. "You take that wench away fromthat bob-tail ed nonkey of yours, or

1”1l wing both your necks!"

The thing in the back seat of the car did | ook rmuch |like a bob-tail ed nonkey. He was a baboon,

and tailless. Also, he was a snmart baboon. The thin, raspy-voiced man in the car was Theodore Marl ey
Brooks, better known as "Ham"

Ham was a | ean man. He dressed in nobst perfect taste. And he was one of the world' s snartest

| awyers.

H s conpani on, Andrew Bl odgett Myfair, was everything in appearance that Ham was not. Known as
"Monk, " though he was one of half a dozen |eading industrial chenmists, he really resenbled a
gorilla. His arns were too long and his legs too short. His forehead sl oped, and his eyebrows were
too near the top of his skull.

Added to this, Monk was thickly covered with wiry, reddish hair.

THE wil d scri mmage now taking place in the back of the closed car was between two of the world's
oddest ani nal s.

One was an Arabi an woods hog, conposed of nostly long ears, and long |l egs. The other was a

taill ess baboon. The baboon came from South America.

The hog answered to the name of Habeas Corpus, which was a direct insult to the inpeccable Ham

The baboon had been named Chemistry, with malice aforethought on the part of the |awyer.

Just now, Habeas Corpus had taken a good-sized bite out of one of the baboon's |egs. Chenistry

knew better than to risk hinself close to the razor-edged teeth of the hog. Atire wench was handy.
Chemistry was in the act of trying to brain Habeas Corpus, when Mnk interfered. The baboon
chattered and cracked the heavy wench across Mnk's arm

"Daggonit!" squeaked Monk. "This tine |I'Il put that baboon brother of yours to sleep for keeps!"
"That would be no less than fratricide," drawed Ham "You can't go killing off your own
relatives."

How far this bickering woul d have continued never woul d be determ ned. Mnk tw sted suddenly back
in his seat.
"CGood gosh!" expl oded Monk. "Didja see that?"

"Well, what am | supposed to see, and where?" snapped Ham

"Huh!" grunted Mnk. "Well, it was either sonmething that went past us on the road or up on the
railroad or between the highway and the railroad. | just got a glinpse of it an’ then it was gone."
"I knew it," nodded Ham solemly. "It’'s been creeping up on you gradually. Nothing passed us. |

see the lights of a car com ng around the bend ahead, but that's all there is."



Monk scratched his furry head. His small eyes glittered.

"You didn't see anything that might have been a train?" he said plaintively. "Not on the
track—aybe down here on the road?"

"Too bad, too bad," said Ham nournfully. "1'Il cone and see you sone time in the hospital. |1l

try and take good care of Habeas Corpus for you."

Monk started the car. But he continued to stare up at the railroad. About ten mnutes before a
limted express had roared northward. Since then, Ham was sure nothing had noved on the |ines of
rails.

"Perhaps all this nystery about Doc’s new machi ne has gone to your head," suggested Ham

hel pfully. "This nust be about the biggest thing he's ever tried. He hasn’t even taken Renny or Long
Tom or Johnny in on it. They're supposed to neet us out here at m dnight."

"Daggonit!" conplained Monk. "You know, | don't |ike this! W haven't seen Doc for three days,

then he calls us by radio. It must be sonethin’ Doc’s afraid somebody wants to steal ."

Ham and Monk were speeding toward the tonblike plant they knew only as the Spargrove

Laboratories. The sane plant where even now one |nspector Hi ggins was junping up and down because he
had failed to break in the door.

The inspector, though, had succeeded in raising Professor Spargrove. The excited professor woul d

not be nore than half an hour in reaching his |ocked | aboratories.

HABEAS CORPUS and Chenmistry tenporarily adjusted their war. They watched each other with bright,
wary eyes.

Ham caught Monk’s right arm

"Look out," he cautioned. "That driver’s hitting seventy, and he's taking nost of the road."
"Howl in’ calamties!" squawked Mink. "You think |I'’mnovin’ over for any road hog! |'Il—=

Two blinding headlights | eaped down the road directly toward their car. For the fraction of a
second, it seenmed as if the other driver intended crashing them head-on. Mnk quit talking to hold
as far to the side of the highway as he coul d.

"l told you!" rapped Ham "Hey, hold her!"

The |l awyer’s warning was too late. The flying headlights had stabbed on into the rain. But where
the four tracks of shining, wet concrete had been brilliant, Mnk was now driving into what
resenbl ed a floating pool of ink.

Monk’ s hand reached out and turned a switch. He cl apped huge, over-sized goggles to his eyes.
Still he was | ooking into a snoky cl oud.

An infra-red beam of invisible |ight shoul d have penetrated al nbost any snoke screen. But this was
sonmet hing nore than nmere snoke. It had the density and opaqueness of bl ack vel vet.

Haml et out a yell, but it was sonewhat scattered by his head having been banged into the roof of
the car.

The reason for this was sinple enough. Their car was no longer on its wheels. In the black cloud,
the autonobile had plunged fromthe road. It was bouncing along on its top. It traveled thus for
possibly fifty yards, before it rolled over and again stood upright

Ham was brui sed and scratched in several places. Only the glass being bull etproof and
shatterproof had prevented serious injury.

"All right, you imtation of an ape, | hope you broke your nose!" yel ped Ham "Just why in the
devil do you want to try driving upside down?"

Monk made no reply to this. The inky cloud was now cl eari ng away.

Monk was whi ppi ng the car around. But few notor vehicles woul d have taken that shock and
continued to run.

But the tires were of sponge rubber. The chassis was of special alloy. Fromwheels to top,

not hi ng much | ess than a cannonball coul d have wecked this car’s anazi ng notor.

"Run ne offa the road, will they?" expl oded Monk. "Daggonit, I'Il show ‘em"

"Good gosh!" groaned Ham "Now I'min for it!"

Riding with Monk on a normal drive was filled with dire possibilities. But riding with Mnk when
he was in a hurry was only a degree short of suicide.

THE car which had emtted the inky cloud nust have gained at least two mles. It was still being
trailed by a dense screen of snoke. Monk was favored in one respect. A brisk wi nd was now whi ppi ng
the rain in sheets across the highway. This gave glinpses of the concrete in Mnk's headlights.
Ahead, the tail-lights of the other car junped in and out of Monk’'s vision.

"And when you get those fellows, then what?" inquired Ham sarcastically. "They haven't done
anything to us but throwa little snoke in our eyes."

"I"'mfindin" out what kind of juice throws that snoke screen,"” announced the stubborn Monk.
"Maybe we coul d use sone of it."

Ham was watching the red tail-lights of the other car.

"I wouldn’t be too sure we'll catch up with that fellow " he announced. "There's sonething funny
about that nmotor. You haven't been gaining an inch."

Monk had the gas in his car wi de open. The big chemi st was nad all the way through. He knew Ham



was telling the truth. For ten mles, he hadn't gained an inch

"Suppose we call it off and get back to neet Doc," suggested Ham "The nmessage said m dnight

That isn’t far away."

Monk was hol ding the car at close to a hundred. The lights bored around a curve. They picked up a
pair of brilliant red reflectors. Hanis fingers gripped Mnk’s right arm

"Grade crossing, insect!" he rapped. "Pull her down!"

The red reflectors told where the highway crossed the lines of the railroad

Monk had nade no novenent to sl acken the speed

Abruptly, the red reflectors disappeared. They were blotted out as if a giant hand had’ snashed
them of f the crossing. The night was shattered with a rending, crackling crash. Two red tail-lights
went up in the air

These lights acted as if they were attached to pi nwheel s

The crash died suddenly into a grinding drag. It sounded as if steel and glass were being dragged
al ong the ground. One wild, human scream of pain canme out of the darkness

"Howl in" calamties!" exploded Monk, jamm ng on the brakes. "That car got hit at the crossin’
It's smashed to splinters!"

"Ht by what?" Hamgrated. "There isn't a train in sight! Pull over, Mnk! W'I| have to | ook
into this!"

The hi ghway swung onto the railroad on a slight grade. Both of the red reflectors had been broken
off. Nearly a hundred yards fromthe road crossing a bright flame flared up

"Hurry up, Monk!" shouted Ham running along one railroad track. "lIt's that car, an’ it’'s on
fire! They' Il be burned up!"

Ham was correct in part. The bl aze was shooting fromwhat had been a part of an autonobile. O her
parts were scattered al ong the track

Monk had twi sted the headlight beans of his own car to cover part of the space. Ham was using one
of Doc Savage's special generator flashlights. Both nmen were prepared for the shock of com ng upon a
scene of horror

MONK and Ham reached the bl azing fuel tank together

"Good grief!" rapped Ham "What becanme of the people in that car? Say! You don't suppose they
junped and nade their get-away before the car crashed?”

Monk was standing in the nmddl e of a track, scratching his head

"It's confounded funny," he nuttered. "Ham there ain’t any sign of anybody havin’ been in that
car, an’ if there was, what hit ‘en®"

"Why, it had to be a train— Ham began, then stopped. Then he blurted, "Mnk, we didn't see any
train! That car couldn’t have been hit! It's been fifteen mnutes since that |last train passed us!"
"Daggonit!" growl ed Monk. "I don't like this! | |ooked all along the road where we stopped! There
ain't any place the people in that car could have junped out! Their lights were nmovin’ as fast as
ours all the tinme!"

Exam nation of parts of the car’'s seats showed no marks of bl ood. Monk took out a small bottle

He shook a greeni sh powder over the plush of the wecked car’'s seats. Imediately, there appeared a
faint gl ow ng

"Every seat was occupi ed,” he announced. "There were five persons in that car within the past few
mnutes. So where did they go?"

Ham was kicking at the tire of one wecked wheel. He bent down and ran his hand al ong the rubber
"Listen, Monk!" he stated enphatically. "This is one of Doc’s own cars! That tire's sponge rubber
and can’t be punctured! Have a |look at this!"

Hami s foot kicked over a badly shattered infra-red beam projector anpng the w eckage

"Howl in’ calamties!" squeaked Monk. "You don’t suppose Doc coul d have been in that car? |’ ve

been all around, an’ nobody got hurt! Ham 1’11 betcha sonething s happened to Doc! We'll—=
"Wait a mnute," interrupted Ham "Here cones sonething!"

The sonet hi ng was a thunpi ng, banging gasoline car running on one railroad track. It cane from
the direction of Manhattan. The lantern of a railroad worker illumned a man in overalls

The gasoline car chugged to a stop. The nman clinbed of f

"Hey! What's all this?" he demanded. "Sonmebody smack off themcrossin’ |ights?"

Ham prodded Monk’s ribs

"About five minutes ago one of your trains smashed an autonpbile, and these pieces along here are
all that's left," stated Ham "The train didn’t stop, and neither did the occupants of the car, so
far as we can ascertain.”

THE railroad man held up his lantern and | ooked closely at Hanis |ean face

"You' re screwy, brother," he announced. "There ain’'t been no train up the line or down it since
the express, an’ that went north nore’' n twenty mnutes ago. | guess | oughta know, because |'mthe
track inspector on this line. | just come buzzin' up the road an’ there ain't a wheel turnin’ in
this ten-mle stretch."

"lIs that so?" conplained Monk. "That car could ve smashed itself, but it didn't scatter the



pi eces a hundred yards along the track!"

The railroad track inspector wal ked up and down nuttering.

"It's screwy, that's what it is," he repeated. "No autonpbile could be hit by a train where there
ain"t been no train. It's as nutty as what happened a while ago down in the yards. The watchman at
that | oony place they say is bein’ run by Doc Savage was knocked off tryin’ to clinmb over an express
an’ one of the bulls got hinself caught in a door that don’t have no | ocks, an’—=

"CGood gravy!" rapped out Ham "Mnk, conme on! Now we have got sonmething to dig into! Wat did
they find inside that Spargrove plant, if that’s the place you nean?"

The track inspector rubbed his dazed eyes.

"So far, they ain't been able to bust in," he said. "But the police is lookin" for the fellow
they call Doc Savage, and—

Monk was | opi ng back toward the car. He stopped abruptly.

A girl’s voice had cried out. It came froma clunmp of bushes several yards above the railroad.
This was on the opposite side fromthe parts of the wecked car.

"Howlin' calamties!" yelled Monk. "Ham there was sonebody left fromthat car! It’'s a wonman!"
Monk’ s flashlight beam picked out a face. It was the white, round face of a young wonan. Her eyes
were as snappy as black opals in the light.

"Well, can't one of you help nme out of here?" she demanded.

Chapter |11. DOC SAVAGE ACCUSED

THE young worman was plunply rounded out. She did not seemquite the type to have a fiery tenper.
But sparks were snapping in her black eyes. Her voice was edged with anger.

"Hurry up, funny face, and pry ne | oose fromthese thorns!" the girl demanded of Mnk. "It's a
wonder |'malive! Oh! You're one of Doc Savage's nen! Well, I'mnot a bit surprised!"

Monk’s long arns lifted a hundred and fifty pounds of fairly good-I|ooking woman fromthe bushes.
He set her on her feet between the rails of one of the tracks.

"You don't nmean to tell me you were in that wecked car?" said Ham "You don’'t |ook as if you
were hurt nuch."

"That car?" exclainmed the young woman. "You think | was in that? | couldn’t have been, the way it
| ooks. But | nust have conme here sonme way! After Doc Savage started |ooking at nme, | knew sonething
was wrong!"

The girl’s black eyes flashed at Ham She had snooth, black hair and a white forehead. Her nouth
was round and snall and very red.

"I knew it!" exploded Monk. "I told you, Haml Doc’s in trouble! Were' d you come from mss, and
how—

"Don't try to kid nme!" snapped the young woman. "Both of you belong to Doc Savage, so you nust
have been with himl Sure, that’'s it! You were there when he held up the | aboratories and put ne in a
trance with his whirlw nd eyes!"

"Hol d everything just a minute," suggested Ham "Let’'s begin at the beginning. You re saying Doc
Savage hypnotized you or sonmething like that? | presume then you canme from the Spargrove
Laboratories. You claimyou didn’t know you were in that wecked car?"

"You heard ne telling you | don't renenber anything after Doc Savage | ooked at me in that funny

way he has," declared the young wonan. "Anyway, |’ m Jane Davi dson, and |’ve been hel pi ng Professor
Spargrove at his |aboratory."”

"l don’t care who you are!" how ed Monk. "I want to know if Doc was in that smashed car!"

"How many tinmes do | have to say | don't know?" rapped Jane Davidson. "I may have been in the

car! Probably I was! But | don't renenber anything after Doc Savage | ooked at ne! Besides that, |
was called to the | aboratories to help Professor Spargrove with sone kind of neeting for Doc Savage
and—

"l believe you, Mss Davidson," interrupted Ham "You' ve got Doc all wong, but I guess you think
you're telling the truth. Mnk, put Mss Davidson in our car. |'’mhaving a | ook around. She couldn't
have cone here alone."

"I won't go with you in any car!" snapped Jane Davi dson.

Sheets of rain whipped down on gusts of wind. The track inspector grinned a little.

"Maybe | could give you a lift, mss," he suggested.

"On that thing?" said the girl, |ooking at the rain-swept gasoline engine. "I should say not!"

JANE DAVI DSON appeared to be an extrenely contrary young wonman. She suddenly changed her m nd.
And fromthe | oose folds of her coat she produced a stubby-Iooking autonatic.

"All right!" she stated. "I'lIl go with you in the car!"

She wal ked al ong the tracks toward the hi ghway crossi ng. Monk anbl ed besi de her. Though the ugly
chem st was worri ed about what m ght have happened to Doc, he was wearing a crooked grin.

Monk |iked young wonen with spirit.

"Daggonit!" he said plaintively. "You don’t have to wave that pistol! W were on our way to neet
Doc! W'Il take good care of you!"

"You certainly will!" announced Jane Davidson grimy. "And if sonething’s gone wong at the



| aboratories, |'msure Doc Savage knows about it!"

The track inspector’s one-lunged gasoline car chugged away. The railroad nan was going to the
nearest point where he could report the crossing smash. He acted as if he were glad to get away from
the place and the conpany.

Ham neanwhile, clinbed the steep bank above the railroad. He used his flashlight around the

pl ace where the girl had been tangled in the thorny bushes. The only evidence of her having been
there was a scrap of her dress hanging on a branch

"lIt’s confounded crazy," murnmured Ham "There are her tracks in the nud after Mnk lifted her

out, but there are none coming up. So she nmust have been thrown out of that car."

Ham saw Jane Davi dson and Monk wal k into the headlight beans of their own car still standing on
the highway. At that instant, the | awyer became consci ous of a peculiar note on the w nd

The sound was |ike the wind had suddenly bl own across taut, melodious strings. It was eerie
sonething |ike a tune, yet having no clear nelody. It seemed to proceed froma point back of sone
near - by rocks

"Doc!" exclaimed Ham "That sounds like him and yet it isn't exactly the sane!"

In nonents of stress, danger or concentration, Doc Savage nearly always enmitted a weird trilling.
The sound was a part of the bronze giant

But sonet hing warned Hamto proceed with caution. The | awer whipped a few yards toward the rocks
in the darkness. As he noved, the snmooth, black cane he carried separated. In his right hand pl ayed
a gl eam ng, pointed sword bl ade

The sword cane was Hamis favorite weapon. The point of the blade was covered with an anaesthetic
drug. The | awyer needed only to touch an eneny to render himinstantly unconsci ous

Ham sl i pped between two | arge rocks. The trilling sound had not been repeated. Rain slapped into
the | awyer’'s eyes. He could see only a few feet ahead. But by concentrating on one point, he was
sure he had seen a shadow nove

"Doc!" Ham call ed out softly. "You in there?"

A husky, whispering |augh came from cl ose behind Ham Sonething |like a human foot crunched on the
rocks. The | awyer whi pped around, bringing the sword bl ade into play

Ham was aware he had been tricked. He was surrounded by what seened only swiftly noving shadows
in the drenching rain. He thrust at one of these with his sword. To his astoni shnent, the
keen-poi nted bl ade passed directly through one of the shadows.

The bright steel jamed into a rock. The bl ade snapped. Somnethi ng nade a hissing noise in the
rain. Hamwas forced to drop both his cane and the broken bl ade. A soft, hairy noose of sonme kind
had dropped over his head and tightened around his throat

The noose cut off Hamis breath. He attenpted to let out a yell. Sonmehow, he got his fingers under
the cord. But he could not free enough breath to utter a warning

Again there cane a hoarse, whispering |augh. This was nore |ike the wind than a human voice. A
coarse, sacklike affair descended over Hamis head. Kicking and threshing around, the | awer was
pulled to the ground

The inside of the sack had a sweetish snmell. In a few seconds, Hamlay still.

MONK | ooked up at the hill above the railroad. He could not see where Ham had di sappeared. He
call ed out several tinmes
"Now | "ve got to go an’ find that daggoned dunmb shyster," grow ed Monk. "You get in the car an’

keep dry."

Jane Davidson started to clinb into the car. She still held her stubby automatic. An unearthly
squeal came fromthe car’'s rear seat. It was followed by a coughing grunt of rage

"Good heavens!" excl ai med Jane Davidson. "I mght have known there was sone trick!"

She backed hastily into Monk’s arms. The ferocious, small eyes of Chemistry, the tailless baboon
were shining at her, as well as those of Habeas Corpus

"They won’t hurt you," assured Monk. "That's Habeas Corpus, nmy pig, and Chem stry, Hams pet
baboon. "

For the first tine, Jane Davidson seened shaken

"I + guess I'Il wait out here," she said. "I’ve been in enough trouble to-night without m xing up
with a nenagerie."

Monk qui et ed Habeas Corpus. He dragged the pig out by one ear

"Now you' || be all right," he prom sed. "Cone on, Chemistry, we' ve gotta find Ham"

Jane Davi dson got into the car out of the rain. She kept a tight hold on the stubby pistol. Mnk
| oped across the railroad toward the hill. Habeas Corpus did not seemto mnd being toted by one
I ong ear

The taill ess baboon grunbled and grunted. But he followed. H s anbling novenent was not nuch
different fromthat of Mnk. The baboon had sense. He hunched ahead of Monk

In the rocks above the tracks, the baboon halted. He pounded his hairy breast and whined nuch
like a human baby. Mnk called Ham s name, but got no reply

The taill ess baboon had picked up sonme object. He was hitting a rock with it. There was a
nmetal lic sound. Monk used the powerful generator flashlight



Chemistry was whipping the hilted half of Hamis broken sword bl ade agai nst a rock. Mnk found the
remai nder of the sword and the cane sheath.

The bi g chem st whi pped out the superfiring pistol which | ooked like a small drumw th a tube
sticking out of one side. He called and noved with infinite caution anong the rocks.

The stones showed no footprints. Mnk attenpted to use chemical tracing powder, but the rain had
washed out possi bl e narks.

The chemi st produced a snmall, flat box. Wen he noved a sw tch, nothing apparently happened. But

inthe invisible ray of black |light emanating fromthis box some queer marks appeared on the hard
ground.

These | ooked like the prints of a man’s heels. They showed where Ham had conme up the hill. Were

he had stood between the rocks, the marks were all mxed up. They glowed with blue |ight.

This was sinply a substance contained in the spongy rubber heels of Hanis shoes. It was one of
several chem cals which fluoresced under the black |ight.

"Howl in" calamties!" squeal ed Monk. "Hamdidn't wal k away from here!"

This was apparent. The inprints of Hams heels ceased abruptly in the confusion of marks where
the broken sword had been picked up.

Monk | oped back and forth anong the rocks. The tailless baboon was even nore excited. But from
that one point in the rocks, Mnk could find no trail.

Per haps Monk woul d have renmi ned, searching all night. But fromthe hi ghway bel ow cane the
strident whine of a radio. The whine becanme two words.

" Ham-Monk! Ham-Monk!"

Wth a last, fruitless | ook around, Mnk ran back down the hill. The baboon followed, pounding
his breast and chattering.

JANE DAVI DSON was huddl ed miserably in the seat of the car when Monk returned.

"The radi o’s been calling you," she said. "It couldn’'t be possible, but |'msure it’s Doc
Savage’ s voice."
The radi o speaker under the dashboard of the car still whined out the call for Ham and Mnk. It

sounded |ike the voice of Doc Savage.

Monk i nmediately tuned in with a reply.

"Ham-Monk! " cane the order. "You will proceed at once to the Spargrove Laboratories. Renny and
Johnny will join us there."

Monk gave an O K. to the summons. But his honely face was twisted |like a crossword puzzle.
"That couldn't have been anybody but Doc," he stated. "But you think Doc was with you in that
smashed car. And now Ham has been grabbed!"

"Ham has been sei zed?" said Jane Davidson. "I don't believe it! And if that was Doc Savage on the
radi o, then he had sonme one else bring me out here and try to kill me on that crossing! I'Il bet Ham
went away with whoever brought ne out here!"

Monk glared at the girl. The big chemi st liked nbpst pretty wonen. But Jane Davidson was plainly
rubbing his fur the wong way.

"Doc!" said Monk over the radio. "Hanmis been grabbed out here! One of your cars—

Doc’ s voice cut in on the other end of the broadcast.

"I know all about the car. Hamwi Il be all right. You will do as directed. Bring with you the
young woman who was in the weck at the crossing!"

Monk | et out a gasp. Jane Davi dson spoke with a sneer.

"So, your wonderful Doc Savage didn’'t have anything to do with trying to kill me?" she jeered.
"You' d better do as you're told, and if you nake one wong nove, |'l|l be driving this car back
al one! "

Jane Davi dson j abbed the stubby automatic enphatically into Monk’s ribs. Mink was too puzzled to
even grunt.

Chapter 1V. M SSING GLOBES

AS Monk headed his car reluctantly toward the Spargrove Laboratories, another small car was
reaching the | ocked doors of the tonblike structure. Fromthis small vehicle clinbed an odd figure.
The man was short of stature. He wore a shabby, hairy overcoat. The fuzzy hair of this coat

seemed to continue where it touched his neck. The hair on the man’s head was thick and bushy.

The man wore what once was known as a nutton-chop beard. This stuck out belligerently on both
sides of his face. It made his face | ook smaller and funnier than it woul d have been. It was small
and funny, anyway.

The man’s little eyes junped around under bushy brows. He cane to the group around the snall

| ocked door of the Spargrove Laboratories.

"What’'s this? Wiat's this?" he sputtered. "Who called the police to interfere with ny work?
Where’'s Jane? If you wanted in, why didn’t you get hold of John Corbin?"

"Vell! Well! Well!" gabbled Inspector Hi ggins. "Wasn't you told this John Corbin went bugs an’
tried to bunmp an express train offa the track? An’ this infernal trap of yours nurdered one of the
railroad bulls, an’ you can't be runnin’ any place that won't open its doors when duly constituted



authority wants to get in!"

"John Corbin's been killed?" said the hairy man. "I’ m Professor Spargrove, of course. Well, why
didn’t you have the young worman or Doc Savage |l et you in? They're both inside."

"Yeah?" rasped |nspector Higgins, hopping around. "An’ what other crooked contraptions you got in
there? Unlock this door before we get a few sticks of dynamte an’ blast hell out of it!"

Despite the news about John Corbin's sudden and untinely end, Professor Lanidus Spargrove had a
will of his own.

"l want to see John Corbin's body," he announced. "Then perhaps | will open the door, if Doc
Savage consents.”

"You'll perhaps?" yelled Inspector Higgins. "If Doc Savage consents? |I'mrepresentin’ the lawin
this end of the county!"

"Let me see John Corbin's body," said Professor Spargrove mldly. "I will then take up the matter

of opening the door. | don’t believe |I'd try dynamite if | were you, inspector. It is possible there

are some el enments in the building which nmight cause you inconveni ence."

"l nconveni ence?" shouted | nspector Higgins. "Two bunmp-offs already, an’ this crooked dunp all

| ocked up, an’ you tal k about inconveni ence! Wat inconveni ence, Professor Spargrove, if that's your
right nanme an’ not sone alias?"

Prof essor Spargrove was nervous and excited, but he still spoke calmy.

"In other words, an attenpt to bl ow those doors probably woul d set off an explosive that woul d
make TNT seem |ike a penny firecracker," he stated.

A few of the railroad men were beginning to ease away fromthe spot. The m|d deputy coroner
spoke.

"Whether it would blast this place or not, inspector, | don't believe I'd try crossing up any
property belonging to Doc Savage."

I nspector Higgins's Adam s apple junped. |nspector Higgins hopped.

THE body of John Corbin had been covered with canvas. Professor Spargrove swept back the
protective cloth with quick but gentle hands. The eyes under his bushy brows mssing no detail of
his dead wat chman’s corpse.

One hand rubbed across John Corbin’s cold forehead. Into the eyes of Professor Spargrove cane a
specul ative gl eam

"He was like this when the express hit hinP" questioned Professor Spargrove.

"Well, he was junping around and fighting pink el ephants or sonething," volunteered a railroad

br akeman.

"Yes?" said Professor Spargrove slowy. "Coroner, have you renpved anything fromthe body?"

The m|d deputy coroner bristled.

"It is not ny customto disturb a corpse nore than necessary!" he said.

"Curious, nost curious," murmured Professor Spargrove. "So John Corbin was running away from
sonet hi ng?"

"That’'s it! That's it!" piped up Inspector Higgins. "An" ny men are bringin' up half a case of
powder! I n about one minute I’'mgoing into that crazy plant of yours!"

Rai n sl ashed across Professor Spargrove’'s hairy face. The deputy coroner remarked that Doc Savage
himsel f had exam ned the body of the watchman.

"Then | think Doc Savage went away down the road in a blue sedan," said the deputy coroner. "If
there's explosive inside, that Hggins will play the devil. He's a stubborn guy."
Sticks of the yell oww apped dynamte were being piled in front of the small, chrom um steel

door. Inspector Higgins yapped at his men.

"You' re being detained, Professor Spargrove!" he rapped out. "Just in case you' ve really got
expl osives contrary to duly constituted authority inside this joint!"

I nspector Higgins had sl ashed one end of a stick of powder. In this he had stuffed an expl osive
cap.

"You're right, inspector," stated Professor Spargrove. "W would be detained. Too nuch detai ned,
in fact. So now—-

The hands of the professor funbled under his hairy coat. He was | ooking at the chrom um steel
door. The door swung silently open. A |ow passage appeared. It was lighted by a row of snall

i ncandescent bul bs.

"My gosh!" grunted a railroad man. "The hairy guy just |ooked at it! An’ them cops have been
buttin' it with a railroad tie!"

But sonething el se was taking place. Professor Spargrove seened to have lost his mnd. He seened
to be talking into his own nmutton-chop whiskers.

"Spargrove speaking. Is it all right, Doc, to permt the police to enter?"

Qut of the rainy air cane a voice. It mght have been an emanation fromthe hairs of Professor
Spargrove’s beard. It was a conpact radio set attached to his body.

"Let the authorities investigate in your own judgnent."

"Cone in, Inspector Higgins, and you other gentlenen," invited Professor Spargrove. "I will find
ny assistant. Undoubtedly she is informed of what has taken place. You will do well to remain in



this main room | will not be responsible for trouble if any one enters other conpartnents."
The interior of the Spargrove Laboratories appeared to be of cellular construction. One central
room seened to be the assenbling conpartnment for several types of ponderous machinery.

Prof essor Spargrove directed the body of John Corbin be brought into the main room He spoke to
I nspect or Hi ggi ns.

"You say ny watchman is reported to have seen various strange things which caused those who
observed himto believe himsuffering fromliquor or hallucinations?"

"Well! Well! Well!" grunted Inspector Higgins. "There ain’'t any doubt but what he had the D. T.’s
or somethin’! He was seein’ things that wasn't there!"

At this noment Professor Spargrove hinmself |ooked a bit off.

"John Corbin really saw those things," he said quietly. "Only | didn't know ny assistant knew of
the secret. | shall have to inquire into this. You will please wait here."

PROFESSOR SPARGROVE whi sked hinmsel f through a small inner door. Like those outside, this seenmed
to open as he looked at it. In less than ten seconds, Professor Spargrove |eaped back into view For
the first time, he appeared greatly excited.

He opened anot her door and shouted. "Jane! Jane! Were are you? Cone here at once!"

Pr of essor Spargrove was running fromone small roomto another. He dashed back into the central
chanber. This tinme, all his cal mess had depart ed.

"My whole life's work—all gone!" he yelled. "I tell you, it’'s inpossible! Al of it’'s gone! Jane!
Jane! Why didn’t Doc Savage stop then®?"

I nspector Higgins inposed a hard hand on one of the excited professor’s shoul ders. This copper
was not so dunb. He knew the tine to break a case was when he had the other fell ow somewhat out of
hi s head.

"All right! Al right!" snapped | nspector Higgins. "So your whole life's work is gone, is it?
What’'s gone?"

Prof essor Spargrove |l ed the way through a small door. Here was another |arge room Al ong one side
was a loading platform Switch tracks penetrated all of the vaultlike buil ding.

"Jane Davidson, ny assistant, has been ki dnaped!" yelled Professor Spargrove. "She preceded ne
here to attend a neeting with Doc Savage and sone of his nmen! Now they' re gone—gone—and the two
copper gl obes wei ghed nore than three tons apiece!”

Prof essor Spargrove was pointing with a trenbling hand at huge concrete bl ocks. These bore the
fresh inprint of other objects. They seened to have been the foundation for heavy machi nery. Two
bl ocks |l ooked as if they had been fitted to the base of i mense gl obes.

"They were both made of copper!" shouted Professor Spargrove. "They wei ghed nore than three tons
api ece! There were four big generators on those other bases! The whole thing would be nore than ten
tons! And they were all here less than three hours ago when | left! Wo opened the doors?"

| NSPECTOR HI GA NS scratched his nubbin of a head. Anyway, he was sure none of his coppers had
opened the doors. The railroad men on duty all night all imediately stated the plant doors had not
been opened at any time, except when John Corbin had energed.

Pr of essor Spargrove was wal ki ng around and around the concrete foundations. The other nmen coul d
see plainly enough that heavy machi nery had been renoved only recently. The marks of the copper
gl obes were bright. These woul d have tarnished in a few hours.

"Wel ! well! wWell!" rapped Inspector Hi ggins. "So sonmebody wal ked in an’ picked up ten tons of
copper an’ iron and wal ked out with it? Muybe that crazy watchman was carrying it in his pockets
when he butted into that train!"

Prof essor Spargrove appeared to be | ooking at the big sliding doors through which the tracks had
their exit. The big doors went up silently. The professor whipped outside. |Inspector Higgins was
cl ose beside him

"Look here!" yelled Professor Spargrove. "These are truck tracks! It was a big truck! Wo saw
that truck | eave here?"

At the edge of the motor hi ghway back of the |aboratories was a nuddy shoul der. | nmmense
doughnutlike tires of a big truck had cut deep into the soft earth. The tracks were fresh.

"Holy Mbses!" grow ed the yardnaster. "We can't keep track of all the trucks that go by here!"
"Al'l gone!" wailed Professor Spargrove. "Wiit until Doc Savage discovers this! |'mruined!"

"Doc Savage?" barked |nspector Higgins. "He knows plenty about it! W' ve got to find that guy—and
qui ck, too!"

I NSPECTOR HI GA NS was jotting down many notes. What these neant, he probably did not know
himsel f. The snatching of ten tons of machinery under the eyes of a railroad yard full of nmen was
adding a little too much to this assignment.

Now Prof essor Spargrove seened to have forgotten about the reputed m ssing gl obes. He had | ed the
way into another long room This |ooked as if it m ght have been an aquarium

Long rows of glass tanks were ranged around the sides. Only these tanks appeared not to have been
filled with fish. Scummy green water showed agai nst the glass. The air was rank with the odor of



decayi ng vegetation

Prof essor Spargrove was wal king up and down.

"It couldn't be! It couldn't be!" he kept repeating. "You are sure John Corbin screaned he was
seei ng things?"

One of the railroad men affirnmed this. Professor Spargrove darted into a side room Wen he cane
out, he was staring strangely. He seened hardly to see the others in the room

"I't's incredible! Incredible!" the professor cried out. "The gl obes are gone! Yet | see—+ see—tt
can’t be possible!"

"Well! well! Well!" snapped I nspector H ggins. "An’ what do you see?"

"You woul dn’t understand," the professor said quietly, "but | see the same things John Corbin
saw. Only | know what they are, and poor John Corbin did not. Some of them have a hundred heads and
some have a thousand nouths. They are reaching for me with long tentacles."

"Holy mackerel!" grunted a railroad man. "Me! I'mpullin ny freight right now"

I nspector Hi ggins slipped a hand into a side pocket. H's Adam s apple was clearly out of control
"l guess maybe, professor, you'd better cone along with us," he suggested. "Probably the strain's
been too nuch for you."

But Professor Spargrove | eaped and struck at sonething in the air. Unfortunately for Inspector

H ggi ns, his bony nose was in the path of the professor’s fist. Scarlet fluid spattered over the
inspector’s chin

"We've got to get them back!" screanmed Professor Spargrove. "My life's work! | tell you not even
Doc Savage can rob ne of what |’ve slaved years to produce!"
"Now we're gettin’ sonewhere!" growl ed Inspector Higgins. "I bet that bronze guy knows all about

this! Make a close check-up on all freight that’'s been noved! Ten tons of machinery can't wal k out
of the mddle of a railroad yard w thout being seen!"

"THAT' S the conpl ete check-up," announced the yardmaster half an hour later. "Nothing has been
moved on this side of the yards to-night. It would al so have been inpossible for any one to have
transferred ten tons, or even one ton, of equipnent fromthat building to a truck on the hi ghway

wi t hout being seen.”

"That puts this whole thing right back on this Doc Savage," declared |nspector Higgins. "He was
here. He saw what had happened, an’ then he beat it away in a blue sedan. It all checks up."
Inside his plant, Professor Spargrove was wandering fromroomto room |nspector H ggins had two
county policenmen keeping hi munder surveillance. They coul d hear the professor talking to hinself
Qccasional ly, Professor Spargrove cane in and stared at the tanks of green water. Each tine, he
resumed his crazed nmuttering. He did not seemto observe the policenen. The coppers kept nore than a
respectful distance

Al so, the policenen kept a close eye out for anything that m ght have a hundred heads and a

t housand mouths. They woul dn’t have been surprised to really find long tentacles reaching for them
Qutside, Inspector Higgins still had no trace of the m ssing machinery.

He repeated a tel ephone order to have Doc Savage picked up as soon as he coul d be | ocated.

Chapter V. THE RUMBLI NG TRUCK

COLONEL JOHN RENW CK, fanpus engi neer, was standing his conpanion’'s hair on end. WIIiam Harper
Littl ej ohn, noted archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st, was not a nman to have shivers sent easily through his
scal p.

But when it came to driving a big car with a fast notor over a rainy highway in the night

Col onel Renwi ck, otherw se known as "Renny," seened to have no sense of either speed or safety
"Renny, " stated "Johnny," "an apparently insuperable obstacle |loons in the i nmedi ate foreground
Unl ess you alter your present tangent, it will be the mournful case of an irresistible force
colliding with an i movabl e object."

Renny was a giant of a man. H's hands on the wheel were ponderous as snall hans. H's rugged face
was sol emm, so solemm he had the appearance of grieving greatly nost of the tine.

Johnny, who had once occupied a chair in a | eading university, was addicted to the | ongest words
he coul d nmanage

"Put it in English, Johnny," runbled big Renny. "Whatcha nean ‘ny present tangent?' "

Johnny was a long, bony fellow H's body |ooked as if it mght break if he bent over suddenly.

"l mean, Renny, if you don't pull over about two inches, we're going to smack head-on into that
house truck com ng down the road,"” said Johnny quickly. "Well, 1'Il be superanal ganated!"

The | ast excl amati on was drawn out by the margin of |less than an inch which Renny allowed in
squeezi ng by the huge truck. The truck driver stuck out his head. Johnny coul d see himswearing
A short distance behind the truck came a small coupé. It seenmed to be trailing the truck. The
faces of two men showed behind its w ndshield

"Holy cow " grunted Renny, as they swung the next curve

"It looks like Doc is having plenty of conmpany!"

The engi neer skidded his car off the concrete into the nuddy shoul der of the road. C ose by

| oomed the vault-1ike building of the Spargrove Laboratories. In response to a special radi o summons



from Doc Savage, this pair had arrived at the | aboratories
Dozens of men with lanterns and flashlights were scurrying around the building. Sonme were
shouting orders

I NSPECTOR HIGA NS was the first to confront Renny and Johnny

"Huh! Well! Well!" he slapped over his bouncing Adanis apple. "So you fellows belong with this
Doc Savage, an’ you was to neet himhere? Wll, | want to neet himhere or any other place! He's
been pul ling enough crooked stuff-—=

"Hey, Renny, wait a minute!" said Johnny hastily, grabbing at the engineer’'s arm "Renenber, this
guy’s an inspector! He's talking for the law"

"Yeah?" thundered Renny. "An’ if he makes one nore crack |like that, he won't be talkin'; he'll be
eatin’ soup through a straw Wat does he nean ‘Doc’s crooked? "

Johnny had been in the nick of tine to save Inspector H ggins froma fist that had smashed nany
tough doors. The inspector hastily sidestepped

"Well, anyway," he said, "your Doc Savage ain't here. He's been here, an’ ten tons of machinery
went up in thin air. The professor who runs this joint has gone cuckoo! He's seein’ things!"
Johnny’s skul |l -1ike countenance turned upon the inspector. H's eyes brightened in their bony
socket s

"And what mi ght Professor Spargrove have been seei ng?"

They were in the long roomfilled with tanks of stagnant water. The air had the odor of dying
veget ation

"Well," said Inspector Higgins, "the professor was |ookin straight at them glass cases full of
weeds an’ he kept sayin’ he was seein’ somethin |ike the maybes. | guess this place drives ‘em al
nuts. That's what started this watchman runnin’ |oco."

Johnny ran a long finger along his sharp nose. He | ooked at the tanks of dirty green water
"Seei ng the maybes?" he remarked, in a nusing tone

"Could it have been, inspector, he m ght have been suffering with illusionary phobia of the
anoeba?"

"Havin' the what of the what?" snapped |nspector Higgins

"Perhaps the chlorophyll or the vorticelli suddenly assunmed hitherto unknown di nensi ona

relativity and energed fromthe jungle of algae to be observed about us," continued Johnny sol emly.
"Did Professor Spargrove by any chance refer to hydra-headed nonsters with tubular tentacles

i nspect or ?"

I nspector Higgins swallowed his Adanis apple. H s eyes popped at Johnny.

"Either you're tryin to kid me, or you're nuttier than themothers!" he yel ped. "Wat in

t hunderation are you tal kin' about?"

Johnny rubbed his finger along his nose and smiled

"Let it pass," he suggested. "| fear it wouldn't make any difference if | explained. Did
Prof essor Spargrove happen to have anything in his hands when he nentioned seeing these naybes, as
you call *enP"

"He didn’t have nothin’ nowhere!" rapped out |nspector Hi ggins. "He just stood in the mddle of
this rooman’ |ooked around. He was yellin about two big copper globes an’ sone ten tons of

el ectrical machinery havin’ been grabbed off them concrete foundations. W checked up, an’ that
stuff must have been taken out of here before to-night. It couldn’t have been done!"

Johnny was suddenly silent. He wal ked over and di pped a bony hand into one of the tanks of green
water. Slimy vegetation clung to the hand

"Bi g copper globes and generators?" he said, in a nusing tone to hinself. "So that’s why Doc
wanted us out here!"

Prof essor Spargrove danced into the room He recognized Renny and Johnny instantly.

"They’'re gone!" he yelled. "The copper gl obes weighed all of three tons apiece! They were al
hooked up, and the generators went with thenml Were' s Doc Savage?"

"Holy cow " grunted Renny. "I guess he has got the maybes, or whatever it was you were talkin
about !'"

"W canme here to nmeet Doc," stated Johnny. "Wat was the purpose of the big gl obes and the
generators, professor?"

"I amnot at liberty to divulge the nature of this equipnent," Spargrove stated, with sone
dignity. "Only Doc Savage can informyou of that. It was for that purpose, | believe, he summoned
you here to-night. Doc Savage and nyself al one know the secret. No other person could possibly be
informed. "

"Well!l Well! Well!" yapped |Inspector Higgins. "All this yamerin' is gettin’ us nowhere! For two
cents, I'd lock up all you fellows until we get our hands on Doc Savage! If he knows what drove that
one guy nuts an’ killed him he ain’t safe runnin’ around | oose!"

"I fear, inspector," said Johnny, "that Doc Savage knows a great many things that would drive

|l esser minds nuts, as you call it. Also, | can assure you he nust have sonme good reason for being
absent at this tine.

"Prof essor Spargrove, | believe you are wong. Cher persons do know the purpose of the copper



gl obes, if they have disappeared as you say."

"Thunderation!" runbl ed Renny.

Hi s sudden bellow was startling. The giant engineer had a pair of lungs like blacksmth’'s
bel | ows. When he was excited, his voice was a good imtation of a roaring foghorn

"Now what the— began Inspector Hi ggins

"That big truck we passed, Johnny!" shouted Renny. "There was a little car trailin’ it! Accordin
tothe tine it was makin', it was rollin’ a heavy load! It was headed upcountry! Cone on!"

Renny and Johnny paused only | ong enough to nake sure of the tire treads in the nud near the

| aborat ori es.

I nspector Higgins got several of his men into the police car. Professor Spargrove still retained
enough of his mind to junp into the seat of his roadster

LED by the police car, the three notors plunged into the slashing rain. The wind had taken on
extra violence. Solid sheets of water whipped across the concrete

This was no night to be driving nore than a safe thirty mles an hour. The police car was doing
seventy. Professor Spargrove’'s roadster bettered that. At one of the first curves, the professor
ski dded his roadster ahead of the police car

Red |ights suddenly appeared in the rain ahead of the three cars. They were undoubtedly the
tail-lights of a truck. Just behind this big, runbling vehicle a snall car was being driven fast
The top lights of the truck showed green and red. The vehicle seemed as big as a house

"Honest guys don't drive a big bus like that on a night like this," declared Renny. "That truck’'s
doing all of sixty. It’'s top-heavy an’ the way it’'s takin' them curves, sonethin's due to bust."
Renny was undoubtedly correct. For the truck and the car following it had just swng into an S
turn. Its lights waved in a manner that indicated the heavy body of the vehicle was doing a rol
that threatened to turn it over.

The truck’s lights were swinging wide on the S turn. Apparently the driver was giving the big bus
all the gas it would take. Al so, he nust have been taking the wong track on the road

"Well, 1"l be superanal gamated!" gul ped out Johnny

"Holy cow It had to happen!" boomed Renny.

Twi n headl i ght beans flashed around the crooked turn. A car was coming fast in the opposite
direction. Apparently the driver of the truck |ost his head conpletely.

The top lights of the truck seemed to hover in mid-air. Then they went up and over. The whooping
wi nd was not |oud enough to drown out the runbling, roaring crash. Tons of wood and steel were
smashing to bits on the rocks of the hill bel ow the highway.

"There goes the professor’s copper globes!" yelled Johnny.

Johnny quit tal king. Renny stopped cars nuch the same way he drove. Suddenly Johnny bunped his
bony forehead agai nst the w ndshield

I nspector Higgins's car had narrowy avoi ded piling on top of Professor Spargrove's roadster. The
prof essor had stopped by the sinple, if dangerous expedi ent of skidding off the concrete

Al ready Professor Spargrove was out of his car and | eapi ng down the enbankment

"That other little car never stopped," said Renny

"That’s the great help we get frompolice sirens," comented Johnny. "The fellows in that little
car probably won't stop this side of Providence or Boston."

The car that had caused all of the confusion had slid on into the night. It had been traveling
fast. Now it was slowing down. Its driver was showi ng an intention of comi ng back

I nspector Higgins and the others did not notice this. They were piling down the hill toward what
was left of the big truck. The giant doughnutlike tires of the truck stuck up in the air. They were
still spinning

They | ooked renarkably |ike the hel pl ess feet of some nonster suddenly turned on his back

"HEY, you fellas!" yelled |Inspector Higgins at his cops. "One guy's busted all to hell on them
rocks, but there’'s sonebody inside! Listen to him"

Acute ears were not required to ascertain some one was inside the splintered body of the big
truck. For a human voice was screaning

"Take ‘emoff! Take ‘em away! They're eatin’ nme alive! Look! That one’s got a thousand eyes
There's heads everywhere!"

"We seemto have an uncanny faculty for arriving at psychol ogi cal nonments," observed Johnny.
"CGood grief!" grow ed Renny. "Maybe the truck’s on fire inside!"

The truck had not caught fire. One whol e side had been broken open on the rocks. A county

copper’s flashlight shot a finger of illum nation into the weckage

"My life's work—all smashed to bits!" shouted Professor Spargrove. "I'’ma ruined man! Doc
Savage’' || never forgive ne!"

"Wel ! well! Well!" snapped Inspector Higgins. "If that's your life’'s work, | know you ought to

be in the nuthouse. CGood grief! It ain't anythin’ but one of themwater tanks, an’ the glass ain't
even cracked!"
Prof essor Spargrove ceased shouting. The hairy scientist had renarkabl e nonents. One nonent he



seened crazy. The next, he acted as if nothing nattered. Now he was staring at what the policenman’s
flashlight showed.

"One of the anpeba,"” he said, in a nusing tone. "And they didn't take the globes in that truck.

Say, there’'s a man! He’'s—

The entire |l oad of that huge truck was indeed strange. For it consisted of that one snall,

unbr eakabl e gl ass tank. And one human passenger. It was this man who had been shouting. He was still
scream ng.

Yet, in all the crash, the victimdid not seemto have suffered nore than a bunped nose and a

bl ackened eye. This gave his face a queer, distorted appearance. But the man’s voice did not lack in
strength.

"See ‘eml " he squawked. "M Ilions of ‘em They' re big as houses!"

"The gentl eman seens to enjoy a remarkably w de perspective," remarked Johnny, clinbing to the

side of Professor Spargrove.

"What do you make of it, professor?" Johnny added.

The professor had no tinme to reply.

The passenger suddenly caught the edge of the broken side of the truck. He swung hinself out. A

pol i ceman grabbed for himand missed. The man started running anpbng the rocks. Such hair as this man
had left was fuzzy and gray at the edges.

I nspector Hi ggins let out a shout.

"Get ‘im Don't let ‘imhurt hinself! Good gosh! That fella s Howard Van Ronzen, the mllionaire!
He's been batted on the bean or sonethin!"

"Van Ronzen," stated Johnny, "lives at Great Neck, Long Island. | visited once on one of his
yachts. He's worth millions."

VAN RONZEN, the millionaire, proved to be an agile man for his age. He clinbed on a rock. H's
thin hands sl apped at invisible objects. H's coat had been renoved and his shirt was partly torn
of f.

"It's got a thousand heads!" screamed Van Ronzen. "Take ‘emaway! |'Il give you anythin' 1|’'ve
got!"

I nspector Higgins and his nen encircled the rock. But Professor Spargrove was the first to reach
the yelling mllionaire. The professor sopped his handkerchief in a pool of water on the rock. Wen
t he coppers reached him he was bathing Van Ronzen’ s head.

This application seenmed to have a remarkably soothing effect. The mllionaire’ s eyes were cl osed.
He opened them but he no longer yelled. He stared at the nen around himas if he had no idea of
where he might be.

Then in a perfectly sane voice, Van Ronzen said, "Did, you see then? One had a thousand arnmns.

They foll owed ne. What am | doing out here in the rain?"

I nspector Higgins's Adanmis apple had al nost rubbed a hole in the skin of his scrawny neck. He

gul ped and | ooked at Van Ronzen.

"I think perhaps he will be all right now " said Professor Spargrove calmy. "He should be

brought to a hospital at once."

"We'll attend to that!" said Inspector Hi ggins. "Were have you been, M. Van Ronzen? How di d you
get in that truck?"

"WAs | in a truck?" said Van Ronzen dully. "Have | been sonmewhere? There were so many of those
things trying to wap their tentacles around nme, | lost track of where | was."

"l believe M. Van Ronzen should not be questioned now, " advi sed Professor Spargrove.

The nmedi cal exami ner, the pudgy deputy coroner, had been in the police car. He was as puzzled as
the other. But he said, "I agree that nowis no tinme to ask questions. Get the man to a hospital."
"Well," snapped Inspector Higgins, "now where are all those big copper balls you was talkin’
about, professor?"

Pr of essor Spargrove stroked his nutton-chop whiskers. A cunning |ook cane into his al nost hidden
eyes.

"It does not matter greatly at this nonment," he said calmy. "The gl obes are not in operation.
Apparently they were not in this truck. The dead driver can be of no assistance."

Al of this was indeed evident. Wth the assistance of an arny of piano novers, two three-ton
copper gl obes might possibly have been transferred fromthe Spargrove Laboratories to the big truck.
That is, if the vehicle could have haul ed these along with the other machinery Professor Spargrove
reported as m ssing.

I nspector Hi ggins had nmade a swift investigation.

"Them | icense plates on the truck are phonies," he announced. "They don’t belong on that kind of
job."

STI LL nmoani ng and show ng evi dence of having been through a terrible ordeal, Van Ronzen, the
mllionaire, was carried up to the highway.

In the mdst of this, Professor Spargrove lost all of his recent calmattitude.

"They' re on again!" he yelled. He danced up and down. "I amruined! My life's work is gone! W' ve



got to find the globes before there is great disaster which even Doc Savage cannot prevent!"
Johnny was close to the professor. He whipped suddenly upon him But the professor was qui ck. He

sprang ninbly up the hill. He showed in the headlights of a car that had just arrived.
"Howl in’ calamties!" squealed a childlike voice. "Wat’'s happenin’? Hey, Renny! Johnny! |s Doc
with you?"

I nspect or Higgi ns hopped up the enbanknent. He peered into the furry, ugly face of Monk.

"My good gosh!" groaned I nspector Higgins.

I'n the wi ndow of the halted car appeared another face. There was an angry, chattering voice.
Sormet hing |ike a pig squeal ed.

I nspector Higgi ns was speechless for a nonment. He was looking into the glittering, bright eyes of
Chemi stry, Hamis baboon.

Chapter VI. HAM SEES MONSTERS

I NSPECTOR HI GA NS was not a fainting man. He had been a county copper too long to keel over. But

he al nost did keel over as Chemistry’'s hairy face and w cked eyes showed in the glass of the car.
He made a valiant effort. This tine he seened to swallow his Adanmis apple conpletely.

"You—you're |lookin' for this Doc Savage?" he groaned. "An’ why did you expect to find himout

here, if you can speak the English | anguage?"

"Daggonit!" yel ped Monk. "1'Il push sone of the English | anguage down your skinny throat! |I'm

l ookin' for Doc because he's the only one who can straighten out all this ness! Renny, you seen

hi n?"

"That’s exactly what | thought!" snapped Inspector H ggins. "So is everybody el se |ookin" for Doc
Savage! It looks like he could explain a few little things about crazy nonsters, an’ bunping off
people, an’ stealin’ copper globes, an'—

"And don’t forget," said a cool, angry voice fromthe seat of the halted car, "Doc Savage al so

m ght expl ain a kidnaping!"

"Jane! Jane!" shouted Professor Spargrove. "How did you get here? \Were have you been?"

"All | did," said the young wonan with the snapping, black orbs, "was to make the m stake of

| ooking into Doc Savage’'s eyes. The next thing, | was stuck in some thorn bushes on a hill. The car
| was supposed to be killed in was scattered along the railroad tracks. Then this Mnk and Ham cone
along with their nmenagerie, and Ham beats it."

Inspector H ggins was witing furiously in his notebook. If he knew what he was putting down it

was a miracle.

The deputy coroner was still a relatively sane nman.

"Affairs seemto grow nore conplicated as we go along," he commented mldly. "I suppose there are
nmore bodi es back by that w ecked car on the crossing?”

"That’'s the funny part of it," said Monk. "There were five people in that car an’ it was smashed
to pieces. Then Hamwent up the hill and di sappeared. This Jane Davidson is the only one of the five
we found, and she don’t know if she was in the car to start with."

I nspector Hi ggi ns snapped off his pencil violently.

"And you said things were conplicated, coroner?" he groaned. "If you're askin' me, they're all

hell west an’ crooked! W' ve got to find Doc Savage! |'mgettin’ to a tel ephone! Al you others hold
yoursel ves ready to be arrested any mnute!"

"They got the gl obes, Jane," Professor Spargrove was saying to Jane Davidson. "I don’'t know what

1”1l do. Years of work, and they’'re gone."

"I"I'l return to the laboratories with you, professor," announced Jane Davi dson. "I have | earned

poor John Corbin was killed. He nust have been knocked out before Doc Savage wal ked in on ne.
Anyway, | can’t renmenber anything after that."

Despite repeated efforts, little was brought to |ight about what had happened to the mllionaire.
Van Ronzen stated that he had been riding along a Long Island country road. A car had suddenly
crowded himinto the ditch. Apparently he had been knocked out. Wen he had recovered, the whole
wor | d had changed.

Johnny, listening to the tale, formed a startling theory concerning the happeni ngs of the night.
But he had no nmeans of verifying it. And what was nore, he wasn't going to repeat it to any one. He
didn't want to be considered crazy, too.

I nspector Higgins didn't believe anything of Van Ronzen's story. Neither did he believe Professor
Spargrove had been seeing things. The inspector hadn’'t seen anything, so he had reached but one
conclusion: Al were mad.

Inspector Higgins left the scene in disgust and went back to headquarters. There he tried to nmake
sonet hi ng out of the notes he had witten. They were so badly scribbled they nade little sense.
After he got them strai ghtened out, they nade | ess sense.

AFTER | nspector Hi ggins had |eft, Mnk, Renny and Johnny nade repeated efforts to pick up Doc
Savage’' s radi o signal. They then decided that their quickest way of finding their bronze chief was
to return to headquarters. Apparently nothing nore could be done at the scene of the Spargrove
Laboratori es.



Doc Savage's headquarters covered the entire eighty-sixth floor of one of Manhattan's npst

i mpressive skyscrapers. Doc’'s fanous | aboratory, his great library of scientific volumes and his
ot her devices, were housed under a tower of stone and steel.

"Daggoni t!" groaned the sleepless Mnk. "It ain’t no use! If Doc’s anywhere at all, he ought to
be gettin’ themsignals!"

Monk, Renny and Johnny had been taking turns working the renmarkabl e short-wave radi o which was a
part of Doc Savage's system This specially powered transmtter and receiver could pick up the Doc
Savage code in al npbst any part of the world.

"Confound it!" runmbled big Renny. "Wy don't we do sonethin’?"

"About this time," suggested Johnny, "a few thousand county and city police are |ooking for Doc.

We' Il probably get results by staying where Doc can |ocate us."

Chemistry, the tailless baboon, wandered restlessly around the |aboratory. Sonetinmes he whined
like a baby.

"Howl in" calamties!" squeaked Monk. "Anyway, | ain't waitin nuch |longer! |I’ve been callin’

Hami's club an’ all over, an’ he’'s not anywhere! The spooky devils that wecked that car nust’ve got
him or he wouldn't have busted that sword cane!"

MONK and the others woul d not have believed their own eyes if they could at this nonent have been
wal ki ng through an isolated corner of Central Park.

Sonme |life stirred in Central Park. It being a sunny norning, a few nmen and wonen of the Park
Avenue set cantered along a bridle path. Ohers who preferred early norning wal ks, were strolling
al ong sonme of the bypaths.

On sone of the nore hidden Park benches, a few frowzy individuals unrolled thensel ves from
newspapers. They blinked and yawned. The park had been their only | odgi ng house. A park copper

wal ked al ong. Cccasionally he tapped the soles of a |ate sleeper.

But the copper did not disturb one man on a bench. This fell ow was apparently of the better

class. In fact, he was elegantly clad in the latest norning stripes affected by Park Avenue. In his
but t onhol e was a fresh gardeni a.

The man flicked some dust fromone knee with a pair of inmmacul ate gl oves. Beside hi mreposed a
neat bl ack cane. One or two persons hurried by. They glanced enviously at this paragon of the |atest
in spring fashions.

For the man thus enjoying the sunshine after a night of driving rain was none other than Theodore
Marl ey Brooks. |If Ham had suffered any ill results fromhis strange di sappearance, he nust have
forgotten it.

Truthfully, Ham was having trouble with his menory at this nmoment. Those knowi ng his shrewd brain
woul d have been amazed to know the | awyer was trying to assenble a few illusive facts.

Here he was all dressed for a nmorning stroll in the park. Everything was in perfect order. He had
been bathed and shaved. Doubtless he nust have cone fromhis apartment in an exclusive club near
Park Avenue.

Yet Ham had not the faintest recollection of where he had passed the night, or how he had arrived
in Central Park.

"Monk and | started out to neet Doc," he nurnured to hinself. "Yes, that was it. Then Mnk went
of f the highway. Good gravy! 1'Il have to call up and find out about that insect!"

No person was in sight as Ham arose and started along a gravel walk. But just then a snmall,

unheal t hy- | ooki ng fell ow came across the park. This man had a sal |l ow conpl exi on. He appeared to be
in the final stages of sone serious ail nent.

Any two or three thugs who m ght have tackled the fell ow woul d have been in for a great shock.

For the man was Major Thonas J. Roberts, otherw se known as "Long Tom"

He was the fifth of Doc Savage's conpanions.

Long Tomwas the electrical wizard of the adventurous outfit. H s appearance was nost deceptive.
Though snmal | and apparently in poor health, Long Tom coul d handl e several nen |arger than hinself.
The sartorially perfect Haminstantly identified his colleague in Doc Savage' s group. Jauntily

swi nging his black cane, Ham started across the plot of grass.

"Hello, Long Tom " he called out. "I'mglad you happened along! | seemto be in sonewhat of a
mental fog this norning!"

THE pal lid-faced electrician halted abruptly. He stared at Ham For Long Tom had only a few

m nut es before been contacted by Renny and the others. This was why he was hurrying toward downt own
Manhatt an across Central Park.

And Long Tom had been inforned of Doc’s nysterious actions and di sappearance the ni ght before.

Al so, he had been told of Ham havi ng vani shed at the railroad crossing. Yet here was Ham | ooking
like a fashion plate and whol |y unconcer ned!

Ham was | ooking directly at Long Tom Near-by, to one side, was a small pool in which a few pond
lilies grew. Ham suddenly experienced a queer sensation. Sonething like an iron band tightened
around his brain.

In the stagnant pool suddenly arose a great turnoil. Water and weeds were | ashed about. It was as



if the small pond had been hit by a cycl one wind.

Ham st ood, staring stupidly at this nanifestation. Qut of the churning water arose a long, sliny
head. It was followed by a score of others. Then it seemed to Hamthere were hundreds of ugly heads
wi th bl obby, bright eyes.

Forked tails | ashed through the water. Mnstrous creatures cane to life. One with a score of
protrudi ng necks sei zed upon another. Sonehow, all of the necks succeeded in swallow ng the other
nonster, dividing it into parts.

Onto the grass crawl ed | ong, serpent-like bodies. They had forked tongues. Then sone seened to
sprout wings. They were attacki ng each other. Wde nouths gaped. Into these di sappeared sonme of the
nonst ers.

Now the air was filled with withing, terrible bodies. All around Hamthe sun nust have

di sappeared. For he was in the mdst of great, pudgy beasts. These flew w thout w ngs. Sonme cane

cl ose.

Ham yell ed loudly. He struck with his sword cane. He did not have time to draw the bl ade. For his
whol e body was bei ng envel oped by hi deous creatures.

Still the pond was a whirl pool of battle. Wien Hamis sword cane struck one of the flying beasts,
the creature sinply divided into separate parts. Each part became a new hydra- headed nonster.

"Take them away!" shouted Ham "Kill them Long Tom"

Ham i magi ned he could see Long Tom running toward him Then scores of filthy, incredible serpents
wi th nmany heads surrounded Long Tom Ham saw the electrician vanish in the mdst of the unbelievable
attack.

"Run, Long Tom run!" Ham screanmed. "Look out! You'll be eaten alive!"

But instead of dashing to Long Tonis aid, Hamturned and darted in another direction. Above him
cane weird figures of the shape of scorpions. They were of prehistoric size. Hamcoul d see only they
were about to enclose himwith their frightful pincers.

"Run Long Toml " he yelled again.

Wth his natty attire, Ham slamed into the pool of stagnant water. He whi pped about with his
sword cane. H's escape fromthe nonsters of the air seened to have been a ni stake.

Ham | ay down in the shallow, nuddy pool. Park Avenue woul d have been greatly shocked. The

i npeccabl e Ham was snearing his face and head with the filthy nud.

"Take them away!" he yelled. "There are nore of them comi ng!"

Ham hurl ed his sword cane at sone nonstrous shapes. Then he slapped at others with his bare

hands. H's bl ows seened to pass through the great nonsters. And each time there were two where one
had been before.

Ham slid into the water. He gul ped great nouthfuls. He was gaspi ng, choking.

LONG TOM ran around the pond. This spectacle of the usually cal mand sel f-possessed | awer
suddenly losing his mnd was terrible for the electrician.

"Keep quiet, Ham" Long Tomcalled out. "You'll have all the cops in Manhattan here! Wit a
mnute! |’ pull you out! There ain't anything after you!"

Ham struck at himwith both fists and yelled. Long Tomgrunted. It |ooked as if there was only
one renmedy for this. He took it. H's hard fist cracked Ham expertly under one ear. Ham quit
fighting.

The |l awyer rolled over and lay still as Long Tom got himonto the grass.

Long Tom | ooked around. He wanted to get Ham away without having to make expl anati ons. He groaned
as a big car skidded and stopped in the nearest driveway. Then he gasped with relief.

The figure of a big, bronze giant glided fromthe car. H's eyes glowed |like dull copper as he

| ooked at Ham and Long Tom

"What happened, Long TonP" the man said quietly. "How did Ham get into that state?"

"That’'s what 1'd like to know, Doc," replied Long Tom "I heard he had di sappeared | ast night.
Renny told nme you couldn’t be found. |I was hurryi ng dowmntown when | saw Ham wal ki ng al ong. Then he
started batting things in the air and yelling."

"There's sonething very nysterious about all this, Long Tom" the bronze man stated. "I fear we
are opposed by a terrible power. Last night | had some contact with Ham and Monk; then | | ost
control of the radio."

Ham was recovering fromthe blowto his jaw He was slowy sitting up. He stared wildly, but he
had ceased fighting.

"Doc, you here?" said Ham dazedly. "What becane of those things? My heavens! The whol e park was
full of them"

"They must be gone now, Ham" said the bronze man quietly. "Long Tom you go at once to
headquarters. | will take Hamin the car to his club. Tell the others | shall join you presently. W
have work to do."

Ham the cool |awer, never had been so shaken. He wal ked with the bronze man to the bull et proof
car in the driveway.

"We got a lucky break that no cops cane along," said Long Tom "I'Il tell Renny and the others
everything is all right."



LONG TOM wat ched the big car with its sponge rubber tires disappear. It went in the direction of
Park Avenue. Long Tom hailed a taxicab at the nearest street. He reached headquarters.

"Holy cow " thundered Renny. "Hamin Central Park? And him seein’ things? Wy can't we get in
touch with Doc?"

"Doc said sonething had happened to the radio," explained Long Tom "He said we were to be
prepared to fight some great power. It seens he already has started sonething. But he wanted Ham
taken care of at his club."

"That’s funny," declared Monk. "I never knew Doc to act |ike he’'s been doing since |ast night.
An' if it’s sonethin’ could make Ham see things, it’'s plenty bad."
"Wait a mnute," called out Renny. "I’ve got Doc on the radio."

A message was com ng through. Undoubtedly it was in Doc’s own code. But he was evidently having
sone trouble with the transm ssion. Johnny figured it out.

"Doc says we are all to go at once to the plant of the Twentieth Century Alloy Metal Works in the
yards across East River," interpreted Johnny. "Says it is inportant we waste no tine. He thinks
there will be sone trouble there very soon."

"The Twentieth Century?" said Long Tom "Say, that isn't so far fromthe Spargrove Laboratories.
They’ ve been maki ng sone special stuff this Spargrove was using in some of Doc’s experinents, |11
bet the whole thing’s mixed up with what happened | ast night!"

"Howl in' calamties!" exploded Monk. "Have we got to start that all over again? |'ve still got a
headache tryin’ to figure out what happened! Anyway, | wish | could see Haman' find out where he
went on that hill!"

Monk’ s wi sh was al nost imedi ately gratified. The door opened slowy. Ham staggered in. H s eyes
were red and bl oodshot.

Chapter VII. DOC S STRANGE ATTACK

THEODORE MARLEY BROCKS, |egal |ight and Beau Brummel |, never before had been in such a state.
Monk | ooked at him and scratched his nubbin of a head. Hamis condition ordinarily would have call ed
forth insulting comrent fromthe apelike chem st.

But Monk was in no nood to jeer at Ham Long Tom stared at the |awyer.

Ham s Park Avenue stripes clung to himin soggy rags. Traces of pond weeds stuck over his ears.
Ham stood in the middle of the room Suddenly, he junped to one side and | ooked all around.

"l guess they' re gone," he croaked. "There were mllions of them Mok, you nade a m st ake
turning that car onits top."

"Holy cow " grunted Renny. "Long Tom said Doc took you to your club! Wy did you | eave hinP"
"Doc?" said Hamslowy. "Yes, that's right. Doc and | went for a ride in Central Park. That was
after Monk upset the car. Then Monk ran off with that bl ack-haired dane."

Johnny was preparing a hypoderm c. Ham made no objection to having it thrust into one arm The
needl e contai ned a sedative which Doc Savage had devi sed for control of the nobst serious nental

ai |l ments.

The bronze adventurer was noted as a great surgeon. This was only one of the many acconplishnents
he had gained by a lifetime of the npbst rigid training and exerci ses.

Hami s nerves becanme nore quiet. He glanced in a mrror.

"I"'min a devil of a mess," he said quietly. "I'Il bet |’'ve been talking wild. But if you had
seen the things | did, you'd all be ready for the bughouse."
"Howl in" calamties, shyster!" squeaked Monk. "You still believe you saw sonethin’?"

"I saw a lot of things that were uglier than you, insect!" was Ham's sarcastic reply. "Then Doc
came al ong and took me in his car. Say! Sonething nmust have happened to Doc! The next thing | knew,
I was wal king along a street down on the East Side. | had one devil of a time convincing a cop who |
was, and then he didn't seemsure."”

"Brothers, perhaps all of this has been nmere hallucination," stated Johnny. "But we've had a

radio call to go to that Twentieth Century plant. It cane in our code. It was Doc’s voice. | don't
know what this is all about, but |'msure Doc needs us."

ALL agreed that Doc Savage woul d not have sumoned them unl ess there was urgent need for their
presence. Ham continued to be junpy, but he prepared with the others for a fast ride to the railroad
yards across the East River.

At this noment a strident, whining noise came fromone wall. Into what appeared to be a bl ack

square of glass junped two figures. This glass was nmerely the electrical arrangenent whereby callers
at Doc’s headquarters coul d be inspected fromthe inside.

"I was afraid that piece of bad news would be com ng along,"” grunted Johnny. "That neans, anyway,
the police haven't picked up Doc. And Inspector Higgins has got your black-haired friend with him
Monk. "

The ugly chemi st let out a grow .

"That Jane Davidson ain't any friend of mne, an’ she ain't to be trusted," declared Mnk. "Now
what do you suppose they want?"



I nspector Higgins followed his Adanmis apple into the outer reception room The snappy-eyed Jane
Davi dson acconpani ed him

"Well!l Well! Well!" rapped |Inspector Higgins. "Now don't any of you fellows make any resistance!
I"ve got this place surrounded! |I'mhavin’ a look for this Doc Savage!"

Doc’s five conpanions grinned slightly. Al the police of two of the world s nost thickly

popul at ed counti es could have surrounded that downtown Manhattan skyscraper, and the occupants of
the eighty-sixth floor could still have wal ked right out.

Doc Savage had been one of the designers of this inmmense pile of stone and steel. Hi's
headquarters had many exits which the nost searching scrutiny woul d not have reveal ed.

"l presume you cane armed with a search warrant?" suggested Ham who was now nearly recovered.
"Warrant ?" yelled Inspector Higgins. "I'mthe duly constituted authority! This young lady with ne
was abducted | ast night, and an attenpt was nade to nurder her!!"

"From what |’'ve heard of the young |ady," rapped Ham "it's too bad it was only an attenpt!"”

Ham did not nean this literally. H's nerves were still raw. The absence of Doc Savage had all
five of his conpanions in an extrenely touchy nood.

"Let himgo ahead and search the place," suggested Long Tom "W've got to get out to that
Twentieth Century plant."

"You' re goi ng where?" snapped | nspector Higgins. "You'll wait until | can acconpany you! There is
no doubt but that Doc Savage has been breakin' the law 1’ve just cone from Howard Van Ronzen!"
"Yes!" snapped Jane Davidson. "And M. Van Ronzen now renenbers how he was seized on the road! He
says he never nmet Doc Savage, but he described himperfectly! It was a big bronze man who ran his
car into the ditch and then hit him over the head!"

"Let Inspector Higgins have a | ook around," suggested Johnny. "W’ re as anxious as you are to
find Doc, inspector."

Doc’s five conpanions were seething with rage. They did not believe any of the reports being nade
about Doc Savage. But they were greatly perturbed.

They conpleted their preparations for departure as |nspector H ggins went through the big library
and the laboratory. This duly constituted authority energed fromthe |laboratory with sonewhat of a
bl ank 1 ook in his blue eyes.

"Good gosh!" he exploded. "Wth all theminfernal machines this Doc Savage has got in there to
torture people, he should have been put in jail a long time ago! | never saw such contraptions! But
fromnow on he ain't goin to do no experinentin’ on good an’ |lawabidin’ citizens!"

In the outside room Jane Davi dson repeated enphatically that it was Doc Savage who had

hypnoti zed her before she was taken for a mdnight ride.

Doc’s five conpani ons were becom ng excessively irritated with this positive young wonan.

"You come with us out to the Twentieth Century Metal Alloy Wrks," advised Johnny. "If Doc is
there, it won't take long to prove both you and this skinny-necked cop are goofy."

"You can wager your sweet life I'mgoing with you!" blazed Jane Davi dson.

A few minutes |later three autonobiles flashed along the East River streets northward to the
bridge crossing into the Bronx district. One carried |Inspector Hi ggins and sone of his men. In
anot her car Monk and Ham had taken Jane Davi dson as a passenger.

AS the three | aden cars sped through the Bronx on the Boston Post Road, one section of railroad
yards not so far fromthis nain highway up the coast was busy. It was close to noon.

Wth a slanmmi ng of bunpers, a coughing of stacks and the whine of electric engines, the norning
cars were being spotted. Two freight trains were being made up. The yardnaster was busy hopping
around.

The Twentieth Century Alloy Metal Works did a m xed business, as its name indicated. Its furnaces
made a specialty of nmetallic alloys designed for unusual services. Mst of its shipnments were of
great value and had to be handl ed carefully.

Steel box cars stood at two long | oading platforns. Al ong these |oading platforms noved two-score
| aborers. They wheel ed heavy boxes on trucks.

The fussy, little man junping around was the kind who woul d be expected to hold the same job with
the same conmpany for a great many years. He took his job seriously. H s men i magi ned he had eyes in
the back of his head.

H s nane was Evans. He was the general nanager of the Twentieth Century. Just now, he was

wat ching the spotting of an express car close to the nain office on an inner |oading platform This
i ndi cat ed sonme shi pnment of unusual value was due to be | oaded.

Manager Evans was al so watching several nen |oading a box car. He squinted at these nen and

wal ked over to a white-collared foreman.

"You gotta bunch of new nen again, Bill!" rasped Manager Evans. "Seens |ike we're changin’ hands
all the time lately! | don’t like it! | want all new nen to report to ne!"

The foreman rubbed a sweaty forehead.

"Cot six boxes to be made up for the m xed local at noon, an’ you know how the | oaders are," he
replied. "Half of ‘emdidn’'t show up this norning, an’ | had to pick up what | could get."

"Well, | don't like it!" insisted Manager Evans. "I want to know the record of all men workin’



for the Twentieth Century!"

"That’'d get a lot of cars loaded," nuttered the foreman as Manager Evans hopped back toward the
of fices

A serious, ow -eyed young nman cane fromthe inside office

"You got all that stuff in the big box?" demanded Manager Evans. "W’ re supposed to deliver half
a ton of it to-day, an’ the express car’'s been spotted."

"Yes, sir," said the serious young nan. "All them conduits have been put in the safe. W nade the
thermt test yesterday. Only one batch went soft. The rest of it took five thousand degrees."
"Great stuff, that thermt tester,"” declared Manager Evans. "If those conduits went through it
they' Il stand anythin’ Doc Savage will ever use."

"l hope so," comented the serious young man. "But fromwhat |’'ve heard of Doc Savage, he’'s
likely to have sonething that m ght shove the tenperature to ten thousand degrees."

"That' 1l never be done," stated Manager Evans. "Thermt’'s the only thing that's ever been found
that’ Il nelt down the hardest metals. The fell ow who thought of mixin alumnuman iron oxide an’
then shootin’ electrical currents through it made hinself a fortune."

"Quess he did," assented the young nman. "That remi nds nme, M. Evans. W've got a batch of that

m xture thermt in one of the big vaults outside. We ought to nobve it. A short circuit in there
m ght play the devil."

"I"Il 1ook after that end!" said Manager Evans snappishly. "You see that those conduits are ready
for loadin'. But don’t unlock the big safe until the guards are on hand."

Hi s words indicated the new alloy conduits designed for Doc Savage were i nmensely val uabl e. They
were. They rated higher per ounce than gold, even at its advanced prices

At this noment, a breathless office boy hurried onto the |oading platform The boy | ooked as if
he had just seen a ghost

"D-Doc S-Savage hinself’'s in your office, M. Evans!" stamered the boy. "H he says he wants you
right away!"

MANAGER EVANS' S of fice was not brightly illumnated. A man was standing by the wi ndows. H s great

hul k seemed to fill all of the |lighted space. The man’s hands were funbling with a netallic object
he had picked up fromthe desk
"Sorry, M. Savage, to keep you waitin'," exclainmed Manager Evans. "Il was just out preparing to

| oad those conduits to be shipped to the Spargrove Laboratories. Mrnin paper said there was sone
troubl e over there last night. A watchman killed an’ one of the railroad nen. Hope it won't hold up
your experinment?"

The bronze skin of the big man glowed in the faint light fromthe window H s bronze hands showed
their trenmendous reserve strength as they toyed with the nmetallic object

"Nothing will interfere with the experinment," stated the bronze man. "I’'mglad to hear you have
the conduits ready. They stood the thermt tests all right?"

"Five thousand degrees," stated Manager Evans. "Not many persons could afford to pay the price

for that kind of alloy. It's the greatest thing our chem sts ever have produced."

"That’'s fine," said the man with the bronze skin. "Let me have the keys to the big safe, and |11

| ook the stuff over before it’s |oaded."

"Why—why, well, I’'Il unlock the safe for you," said Manager Evans. "I nake it a rule never to let
these keys out of my hands. | hope you won’t feel offended. You see |—=

Manager Evans had turned toward the door of the office. The bronze man nust have noved with the
speed of a cat. Manager Evans heard not hing

"A-a-agh!"

he gul ped. "You can't do that—

Manager Evans’s w ndpi pe suddenly col | apsed. The great nerve centers at the base of his skul
becane paral yzed. The fussy little man batted the air with his hands. H's novenents becane feeble
It was very strange. Manager Evans renai ned whol |y conscious. He could still see and hear. The

bi g bronze nman extracted a bunch of keys from one pocket. One of these was of peculiar design

The strong safe of the Twentieth Century plant operated on an el ectroscopic principle of its own.
This had been invented by Manager Evans hinself. It required a key which nade an el ectrical contact
Now Manager Evans lay on the floor. Only his finger tips wiggled faintly. When he tried to cry
out, he had no voice. The big bronze nman passed into the outer offices

CLERKS in the outer offices saw the big bronze man whip into the main room He stood for a nonent

| ooki ng around. He was | ooking out at the |oading platforns.

"Everything is ready, Bill," said the bronze man, without raising his voice. He turned on the
perpl exed clerks. "Every one will get out at once."

The serious young man who had tal ked with Manager Evans was the only person to protest against

the strange order

"But —but .M. Evans sai d nobody was to—

The big bronze fellow apparently nade little nmovenent. His eyes glowed |ike flaky copper. One

hand snapped out with unbelievable speed. The serious young man left the office through one of the



wi ndows.

This exit carried the sash and the panes of glass with it. The other clerks rushed outside.

In the neantine, sone of the new nen on the |oading platformhad suddenly dropped their truck
handl es. Fists started smacking. O der enployees were on the wong end of those blows. A dozen of
the regular men were herded and hurled into an open box car.

The door slammred shut and the iron hasp was fastened.

Knuckl es pounded at the inside of the car. Men's voices shouted. But the new nen of the |oading
crew had ot her business.

The foreman called "Bill," seemed to be directing this effort.

Men with rubber gloves dragged two electrical wire | eads toward the end of the Twentieth Century
plant. Here was a vault with a door sonmething |like that of a refrigerating plant.

Two men carried the wire | eads through this door. They came out hurriedly. Bill shouted an order.
Anot her man pushed a switch.

Under the door of the big vault appeared a flickering, blue flame. The electrical |eads were
alive. They were pouring a current of high frequency into the closed vault.

"Everybody out!" yelled Bill. "That thermt’'s worse than dynamite! It’'Il nmelt everything in
sight!"

The thick-walled, insulated vault seemed to dissolve. In its place appeared a terrible blue
flane. This flane seened to have no tongues or snoke. It was |ike an expandi ng sponge of the
fiercest heat.

The plant’s stock of thermt was pouring out five thousand degrees of heat. Platforms began to
di sintegrate.

Chapter VIII. THE VAN SHED SAFE

THE smal| tank of terrible thermt did not cause an explosion. Switcher crews in the railroad
yard began yelling. The yard siren squaw ed.

One of the yard fire engines got streans playing on the fire. Fortunately, the thermt burned
itself out quickly. Only one end of the big plant was destroyed.

In the neantine, the yardnaster had ordered a rapid shifting of car strings on the sidings. A
dozen electric engines ran cars to a safe distance fromthe plant, should the fire spread.

On the near-by Boston Post Road, many notor cars were halted. Drivers poured out to w tness the
fire. Arriving county cops and patrol men quickly got nost of these noving. But traffic was jamed
for perhaps twenty m nutes.

During this tinme, the driver of a big noving van appeared to be bl ocked. He was forced to run his
i mense truck onto the flat shoulder of the road close to the burning plant. He clinbed out and ran
around swearing at other drivers.

It mght have been noticed that a small autonpbile with its shades drawn had al so stopped near
the truck. Worknen fromthe burning plant were now carrying out sone of the portable objects of
greatest val ue.

The worknen apparently made some ni stake. They seenmed to be | oading some of the rescued boxes
into the stalled noving van.

After an interval of swearing with his voice and his hands, the truck driver clinbed back into
his seat. The big van found a way through the traffic, heading toward the Bronx.

The smal ler closed car also vani shed at about the sane tine.

The fire was now being rapidly brought under control. The thermit had burned out.

ABQUT this tine, Manager Evans nust have regai ned his physical faculties. H's face was bl ackened
wi th snoke, but his voice seened uninpaired. The firenen and railroad nen had believed every one had
left the plant.

Manager Evans | eaped into the edge of the crowd on the Boston Post Road.

"Stop him" he was yelling. "W’ ve been robbed! They took it away! Doc Savage got it! They took
our conduits! An’ they grabbed a five-ton safe!"

"The heat’s got ‘im" commented the nearest policeman. "Nobody noved any five-ton safe or any
other safe. Conme on, we’'ll have a | ook."

Manager Evans led the way into the scorched nain office. The policenmen gaped at what he pointed
out. Wthout doubt, a tremendous safe had recently stood at one side of the big office.

Gouged marks showed where it had started to nove. Beyond that point the floorboards had been
badl y scorched.

"You say it was a safe an’ it weighed five tons?" questioned a copper.

"Yes, yes, yes!" yelled Manager Evans. "The new netal alloy in it was worth naybe a mllion!
Before the fire | got nyself knocked down! He took ny keys!"

"Well! Well! Well!" rasped a nasal voice. "Wwo took what keys? What's worth a million, an’ how d
you get yourself knocked down?"

County Police |nspector H ggins had pushed his acrobatic Adami s apple into the picture. d ose
besi de hi mwas a round-faced, plunp and pretty young wonan.

Four others of Doc Savage’'s conpanions were at |nspector Higgins's el bow Big Renny had halted



outside. The three cars from Manhattan had arrived just as the fire had been brought under control.
Renny had an engineer’s eye. He had been attracted by the clever nethods of the yard crews in
shunting strings of cars out of danger. Renny was absorbing a nmental picture of the yards of the
Twentieth Century plant.

Ham was with the others. Hi s eyes still had a vacant expression.

"Howl in' calamties!" yelled Monk. "We're | ookin' for Doc Savage! Wio's seen hin? Was he here
before this fire started?"

"1"11 bet he was here," stated the cold voice of Jane Davidson. "There aren’t many places he
hasn’t been."

"That’'s right!" shouted Manager Evans, pulling at his scorched hair. "Doc Savage was right here!
It was hi mwho knocked nme out an’ took ny keys! That was just before they grabbed this five-ton
safe! "

I nspector Higgins swallowed his Adam s apple. He waited until he had it in action again.

"An' that cinches this Doc Savage!" he rasped. "You saw him an’ he knocked you down? Then he
took your keys an’ stole your safe?"

"That —-wel |, that’'s what | think happened," sai d Manager Evans.

"Then," interrupted Long Tom "all you have to do, Inspector Higgins, is find a big bronze fellow
wal ki ng around with a five-ton safe under his arm"

"Don't try to be funny!" snapped |nspector H ggins. "Disappearin’ copper balls an’ machinery,
crazy men seein’ things where they ain’t, an’ now this Doc Savage wal ks right through a crowd with
five tons of safe!"

"It seens to me you're being funny without trying," suddenly comrented Johnny. "M . Evans, how
woul d they have got that safe out of here?"

"l believe—+ think—+'I11 bet | know" gul ped a serious young man. He was the clerk who had been
ej ected through the w ndow.

"Well! Well! Well!" exploded I nspector Higgins. "You believe, you think, you bet—Make up your
mnd! "

"Yes, sir—no, sir," gulped the confused young nman. "But about five mnutes ago there was a big
novi ng van | oaded with sonmething out of the plant while it was on fire—an’ it went down the Boston
Post Road toward Manhattan—there were boxes and—

"CGood gravy!" snapped Ham suddenly, coming out of his apparent coma. "Wouldn't you know if there
was a safe?"

"Yup—ef course! Sure, there was a safe!"

"Great Scott!" yelled Inspector Higgins. "An’ we’'re standin’ here! |'mgettin’ Doc Savage this
tinme!"

MONK drove one car. Renny was at the wheel of another. Inspector H ggins hinmself had the police
car.

Though traffic on the Boston Post Road pulled off at the wail of the police siren, it seenmed an
even bet which driver would be the first to hit the ditch

The determ ned Jane Davi dson rode with Mnk. Perhaps the ugly chenmist made the going a little
tougher on this young woman’s account. She had persisted in accusing Doc Savage

"Daggonit!" yel ped Monk, who was | eading the other cars. "That nust be the truck!"

The | unbering vehicle was making all the speed of which it was capable. But the four-track Boston
Post Road did not seem w de enough. Many drivers were being crowded into the ditch

The driver of the truck was |eaving several mnor smashups in his wake. And cl ose behind the
truck was a smaller car. This was a sedan. The back w ndow was obscured by a curtain.

"Move over!" shouted |nspector Hi ggins. "There ain't goin' to be no nore foolishness!"

The police car shot ahead. Fromits w ndshield protruded a nean-1ooki ng snout. This suddenly took
on a rosy blossomof fire.

"CGood gravy!" exclainmed Ham "That crazy cop’'ll knock sone other car off the road! This isn't any
place to turn on the fireworks!"

| nspect or Higgi ns nust have been nad. A stream of jacketed bullets skipped straight up the
concrete. This clinbed to the gas tank of the sedan follow ng the truck. The sedan ski dded and

sl ewed to one side

"That got ‘eml" yapped Inspector Hi ggins. "Blow themtires on the truck!"

The police machine gunner knew his stuff. A knifelike line of slugs rippled off the concrete

This sliced through first one and then the other of the huge, double doughnutlike tires under the
novi ng van.

"That bus’l|l weck somebody before it goes over!" asserted Long Tom "Look! There she goes!"

The big noving van was going over. It partly toppled. The sliced tires swng the rear end over
toward the ditch

"Howl in’ calamties!" squeal ed Monk. "Look at that other fool driver!"

The remark was justified. The sedan with the | eaking gas tank had swung up al ongside the big
truck. It seemed as if it would be crushed under the van at any second

Then two figures | eaped fromthe driving seat of the truck. They caught the sides of the closed



sedan.

The driver nmust have swung the truck’s wheel desperately at the last instant. The nobving van
junped like a house with dynamte suddenly applied to its foundation. As it turned over, its huge
body conpletely blocked the four tracks of the road.

I nspector Higgins junped up and down |like a nmadman. H s car had to be driven high on the bank
before it could pass the truck. Mnk and Renny foll owed.

"We'll get those fellows," said Long Tom "Look at the road."

I T was apparent the fleeing sedan was | osing gas rapidly. The wet |ine showed where it was
pouring out. But the wecking of the truck had given it nearly a mle lead. It had di sappeared
around a sharp curve.

I nspector Higgins and the others braked to a stop. Two nen were junping up and down in the mddle
of the highway. Near themthe closed sedan was burning. It had been shoved into the ditch.

"Vell! Well! Well!" barked I nspector H ggins. "Get themout of that fire! Themfellows are under
arrest!”

One of the nen junping up and down in the road had a bl ack eye. The other man’s nose was

bl eedi ng.

"Cet ‘emout?" yelled one of these nen. "Hell! They ain't in there! They just knocked us down,

grabbed our car an’ beat it! They set that sedan on fire with a cigarette lighter!"

I nspector Higgins's Adam s apple threatened to sock himon the chin.

"Stole your car?" he yelled. "Wat'd they | ook |ike? Wat nake of car?"

"Well," said one man, "it was a Caddy, an’ faster’'n what you've got! It’s insured, anyway. There
were five guys in that sedan. One of themthat hit ne was a big guy with a brown face |ike an

I ndi an. "

"Now that couldn’t possibly have been Doc Savage?" nurnured Jane Davidson, with a nalicious note
in her voice.

Apparently the other car had too great a start. There were too many side roads. Ten m nutes
later, Inspector Higgins had a report fromup the road that the stolen car had been jamred into a
wal | near the railroad and abandoned.

"So, the young man saw a five-ton safe |oaded into this truck?" observed Renny. "Maybe they
tossed it over to that sedan when the nmen on the van nmade their get-away."

I nspector Hi ggi ns was speechl ess. This wecked truck carried a few boxes. Al were snmall. They
were mnor parts of nmachinery fromthe burned Twentieth Century plant. There was no evidence of a
five-ton safe or any other heavy article having been carried.

BACK at the Twentieth Century plant, Manager Evans was in a state of collapse. No evidence had
been uncovered to show how the big safe and the nillion-dollar conduits had been renpbved. One nan
had lost his life in the fire.

The foreman known as Bill was missing. It was feared that he had been trapped near the burned
thermt vault. But Bill had not been trapped in the vault.

Doc Savage’s nen were | ooking around the place. Inspector H ggins wasn't with them He was on the
tel ephone wire, giving orders that the man of bronze should be picked up. He was addi ng, dead or
alive.

Doc Savage’'s nen were as anxious as |nspector Higgins to have Doc Savage found. Never before had
Doc called themto places of danger w thout excellent reason.

Renny was the first one to notice something wong. He had whi pped out into the railroad yard and
was inspecting the lines of cars saved fromthe fire. Once before, he had inpressed every detail of
the swi tching yard on his brain.

"That’s funny," he nuttered. "I wonder why they noved that stuff out?"

Two minutes later, Renny was talking to a yardnmaster.

"What becane of that old carnival car that was on the graveyard track?" denmanded the engi neer.

"By golly!" said the yardnmaster. "It's gone, ain’t it? Maybe one of the sw tch engines noved it
out of the way of the fire."
A search followed, mnute in detail. But the car was not found.

The carnival car had di sappeared.

Chapter | X. TWD DOC SAVAGES

THERE was but one light in the dungeonlike room This was a dust-covered electric bulb set in the
hi gh stone ceiling.

But there were countless other little lights. Terrible little lights. Because they were not white
like the di mglobe above. They were tiny, and green, and deadly.

These little lights noved constantly. This was acconpanied by a shrill squealing. There were
ghawi ng sounds |ike small knives being sharpened on stones.

The many green lights were but reflections. They were the eyes of scores of great rats. Starving
rats, shut off fromall food for many days.

Now t hey scurried back and forth in the shadows at the edges of the room Their hunger was not



great enough to bring themto attack the only other living figure in the cellar dungeon.

For many hours there had been only one other living figure. He was a big man. From before the
time John Corbin had run screaming to his death fromthe Spargrove Laboratories, this figure had
been bound to the oozy, filthy wall of stone.

The prisoner had been there at the tinme Jane Davidson had stated she had | ooked into the eyes of
Doc Savage. The green-eyed rats had crept closer and closer. Only that light in the ceiling kept
them from attacki ng this human eneny.

The rats only waited for the prisoner to fall asleep. O for that little light in the ceiling to
wi nk out .

But the bound prisoner had still been awake when Ham was seeing nonsters in Central Park. He was
still watching the scurrying rats when a five-ton safe was renpved fromthe Twentieth Century plant.
For the prisoner was Doc Savage, the great bronze adventurer.

The manner of binding Doc Savage had been sinple. Too sinple to be easily di sengaged. The bronze
giant had been known to free hinmself fromthe nost conplicated of npodern nanacles. But few sets of
handcuffs woul d have held him

Doc Savage was hel pl ess now under the nost primtive of winding cords. Strips of rawhide, only
partly dried, had been enpl oyed. These enw apped all of his tremendous body. They were interknotted
around the massive arnms fromwists to shoul ders.

The | egs were encased as securely as the wappings of a nmumy.

Doc Savage had been tricked to this underground cellar on the East Side. The ruse had al so been

si npl e.

For Doc Savage had seen hinself. The other man had appeared only a fewtinmes in the street

crowds. But each time, the bronze giant becane aware his own appearance had been dupli cated.

The other man’s size, his bronze skin, the smooth mask of his bare head and his novenents were
faithful copies of Doc Savage.

Anot her note added to this. It was the strange trilling which suddenly swept over the crowd, then
was as qui ckly term nated.

Scores of persons had been halted by that unexpected eerie note. It was gone so quickly they had
not located its origin. But Doc Savage had marked it.

That trilling was Doc’s own distinctive brand of sound. Usually it was uttered when in the face
of danger or when concentrating upon sonme deep problem H's own nmen knew the trilling as a part of
Doc.

Now Doc heard it enmanate from his double. Undoubtedly the nan desired that Doc Savage hear it.

Doc Savage knew the fellow had a purpose in all that show He had wanted to be observed and

foll owed. Doc had inmmediately taken up his trail.

Per haps Doc Savage shoul d not have so accommodated the other man’s w shes. For his doubl e had

al nost di sappeared when Doc hinsel f found hinsel f surrounded.

Doc Savage's defensive devices were nunerous. The big bronze man never carried a | ethal weapon,
such as a pistol. He believed nmen cane to rely too much upon such weapons. This | essened the use of
their wts.

True, Doc was arned with small grenades, tiny capsules and a few other devices which woul d render
an enemny unconscious. But Doc had no desire to kill. Many of his enenm es had been overcone. Then
t hey had di sappear ed.

These nmen never were heard fromagain in their true identity. At an institution far in northern
New York, many criminal mnds were treated. Wien they enmerged they were new persons. The twi st of
crookedness had been renoved fromtheir brains.

Now t hat Doc’s doubl e had appeared and vani shed, the bronze man was surrounded by a throng of

men. They were closing in fromall sides. Doc was fully aware it was their purpose to capture him
The bronze man deliberately refrained fromfighting.

DOC SAVAGE had been rendered unconsci ous by sonething |like one of his own chenicals. Here was
proof that a nost dangerous eneny had appeared for sone nysterious purpose.

Doc’s awakening was in the cellar with the scores of huge rats.

H s imedi ate belief was that his strange eneny wished to terrify himfor sone purpose. The
filthy, black rodents scuttled and squeal ed close to his feet.

A fewtines the small light in the ceiling went out. Wen this happened, there was a rush of,

many smal | bodies. Then the rats permitted their hunger to overcone their fear of a human presence.
But this torture wasn't quickly over with. Rather, it was prolonged. Each tine the ceiling |ight
went out, it remained dark for a few seconds. Wen it flashed on again, the squealing rats
retreated. This torture of the prisoner had continued for hours.

Doc Savage possessed a brain as accurate as a clock. He was conscious of having been in the
dungeon for nearly twenty-four hours. And in that time the bronze man had tried to connect up his

i mprisonment with some outside purpose.

What coul d be the reason which would make it worth while for another man to appear as Doc Savage?
The whol e situation was baffling. It was even nore so because of the thoroughness with which the
bronze man had been di sarmed. Even his bullet-proof skullcap with its bronze hair had been renpved.



Again the little light winked out. Alnost inmmediately the rats were scuttling across the floor
Sharp teeth cut through the cords into one of the bronze nman’s arns.

The light came on again. And now a big man stood in the mddle of the cellar. Doc Savage had
heard the grating of a stone door by which the man had entered

The man who stood there was of splendid proportions. He wei ghed perhaps two hundred and fifty
pounds. Hs white shirt was stripped back fromhis forearns. Miscles stood out like small cables
But the npbst amazing thing was the man's skin. It was bronze, a perfect replica of Doc Savage's
own skin. Any one in a thousand persons woul d have m staken himfor Doc Savage

Doc Savage waited. Little whirlpools stirred briefly in his gold eyes. He could see the eyes of
the other man. They, too, appeared to be of bright copper. The |ight made whirlw nds show in the
m ddl e.

Doc Savage’'s first words were a quiet conment on the other nman’s appearance

"ITis very difficult to obtain glass shells of that color," stated Doc. "It is a netallic shade
whi ch nakes it possible to reproduce it in glass. The rest of your set-up |ooks like the real thing
Perhaps you will informme why all this nasquerade?"

The other big man | aughed. Plainly he was proud of his success in becomng a replica of Doc
Savage hinsel f.

"You see," he stated, in a voice as quiet as Doc’s own. "I never have had the opportunity to
study your eyes at close range. Photographs are not nmuch good. You know, of course, that no person
can detect the exact color of another person’s eyes at a distance of nore than fifteen feet. | shal

remedy that error."

Doc Savage did not have to be informed that here was the npost dangerous type of eneny. Sure of
himsel f. Cool as a cucunber. Remarkable in his make-up ability.

The big man cane closer. H's stride had that easy, catlike novenent which narked Doc Savage. He
did not have to bend down to peer closely into the eyes of his bound prisoner

"l see what you nean, Doc Savage," he stated calmy. "The iris of the fake shells | am wearing do

not give the proper whirling effect in the light. | shall have that renedied. Also, it might gratify
you to know that my eyes will not hypnotize as yours have been known to do. That's tough through
gl ass. "

Doc Savage sniled slightly.

"After you have all the nake-up perfect, you could hardly expect to fool nmy own nen when they are
near you," he stated

The fake bronze nman | aughed confidently.

"On the contrary," he stated. "I have already conpletely fooled two of your smartest nmen. | net
Long Tom and Theodore Marl ey Brooks, or Ham in Central Park not many hours ago. Long Tom fol | owed
my instructions, and Hamw | lingly acconpanied me in an autonobile."

"But you have not attenpted speaking with themever the radio, for exanple," suggested Doc

The bi g man | aughed

"For many weeks | have had a short-wave set cut in on your own sender,"” he advised. "l have

| earned the sending code, also your system of voice scranbling. Not |ess than a few hours ago al
your nmen replied to a call to the Twentieth Century Metal Alloy Wrks above the Bronx."

Doc Savage's cal m countenance did not change expression

"Then this whole gane is for the purpose of stealing sone of our npbst val uabl e alloys?"

"Much nore than that, oh, rmuch nore,” snmiled Doc’s double. "Wen we have finished, some terrible
t hings may have happened. Wole cities will discover we control their water supplies. Ah, no, Doc
Savage! We shall not appear in the role of extortionists or blackmailers."

"The Twentieth Century alloys?" said Doc, in a nusing tone. "It couldn’t be possible that
connects up with the Spargrove Laboratories?"

"You are a very erudite nman, Doc Savage," stated his bronze double. "Unfortunately John Corbin
the wat chman at the Spargrove Laboratories, nust have been drinking some very bad |iquor |ast night
He was killed in the yards while trying to escape the D. T.’s."

For a minute or two Doc Savage didn't say anything. His face was a bl ank nask

Few men coul d di scover when anger came uppernost in Doc Savage. Hi s cal mcontrol was al ways
perfect. Yet now he was seething inside. Doc’'s double’'s statenent that he and his cohorts could
control whole water supplies told the bronze man nore than other persons coul d have guessed
"Becom ng Doc Savage woul d hardly further your schenme, whoever you are," stated the man of

bronze. "It is true you may possibly discover the neans of killing millions. You could |ay barren
mllions of acres of this and other countries."

"Also," smiled Doc’s double, "we can restore what has been destroyed. And could not the great
wor k of Doc Savage be carried forward? Perhaps you now can see what we are attenpting."”

"1 would be very dunmb indeed, if | did not," advised Doc. "But certainly you cannot hope to keep
me under cover forever? My men will not be fooled for long."

"Ah," Doc’s double said, rubbing his big bronze hands together, "you have cone upon the nain
thought. We would not try to keep you under cover forever. Nor will your able conpanions be free to
upset any of our plans. In fact, the great Doc Savage is staging his |last stand!"



DOC SAVAGE coul d read death in the other bronze man’s voice. But he could tell that the other nman
was not yet finished with taunting him

"Perhaps,” said Doc’s double, "you do not believe everything is in order to carry out what | have
outlined. You have observed ny gestures?"

"They are al nbst perfect,"” admitted Doc. "I could only suggest that the trilling note you uttered
on the street would not mslead any of nmy nen very far. That in itself is sonmething over which I
nysel f have no control ."

"Your men need not understand for long," said Doc’s double. "As soon as we have pretty generally
discredited the great Doc Savage with his friends and the police, it is probable your nen will cease
to be a factor in our plans."

Doc Savage spoke quietly.

"You may have di scovered part, but you could not have all that which you are boasting."

Doc’ s doubl e | aughed. One bronze hand flicked back the mask of his hair. It was a novenent nuch
like Doc hinself night have nade.

Doc’ s doubl e stepped close. His hands flashed across Doc's eyes.

"Now you see not hi ng?" nocked Doc’s doubl e.

"True enough," stated Doc. "Now | see nothing."

The bronze man’s voi ce was without expression.

Doc’ s doubl e sl opped his feet through the ooze of the cellar. He crossed to the opposite wall. A
smal |, circular disk hung there. Doc’s double said, "All ready, Anstratton?"

There was a brief delay. Then Doc’s double said, "Let the great globes turn!"

For a few seconds the fake bronze man watched Doc Savage. The real man of bronze did not change
expression. He seemed to be looking into the corners into which the countless rats had scurried,
wai ting for their human prey.

Suddenly Doc’s doubl e | aughed | oudly. For the nonment, he seened to forego that calmer role of the

Doc Savage.

"Now you can see them" he squawked. "They are beautiful creatures! Wat a boon to civilization

the invention woul d have been! Perhaps after we have collected plenty, | will see that it is applied
as you intended! But you and your conpanions wll know nothing of the results! Probably | wll
decide to becone hailed as the world' s greatest benefactor! Disease and death will be conquered! You

do see them don't you?"

UNLI KE John Corbin, the watchman who dashed to his death, or Ham the |awer, Doc Savage did not
appear greatly disturbed by what he m ght have been seeing.

Any one | ooking through the bronze man’s eyes at the nonment woul d have m ssed seeing the eyes of
the furtive rats. For the floor of the cellar had suddenly becone filled with the npst incredible
vermn.

Sonme of these creatures were the size of nmen. Hideous, hydra-headed nonsters craw ed around Doc
Savage’' s feet.

Around his bound arns and | egs were gigantic coiling serpents. Great pudgy beasts floated before
the bronze man’s face. The single light in the ceiling had tenporarily disappeared.

In its place were big, violent animals. They were of nore terrible proportions than those of the
prehi storic age.

It nmust have seened remarkabl e that the scores of giant rats were not terrified. But all that
seened to hold these ravening rodents in check was the el ectric bulb.

Doc Savage could not now see his bronze nan double. But he spoke clearly, quietly.

"l fear you have made one vital mstake," he advised. "Tenporarily, no doubt, you have possession
of Professor Lanidus Spargrove's |aboratories. But there nust soon be netal replacenments you cannot
make. Ponderous nachinery has to be noved."

Doc’ s doubl e | aughed scornfully.

"You think we would be such fools as not to know all that before we started?" he nocked "W have
taken enough of the new alloy fromthe Twentieth Century plant to keep all this in operation for ten

years."
"But how coul d you renove tons of machinery?" asked Doc.
"No matter," said Doc’s double. "It has already been done. And that is as great a secret as your

own. Conbined, they give us the greatest power on earth. Already, we have a few men of great wealth
who will contribute to our canpaign.”

"Men with wealth woul d not enmbark upon such an enterprise," stated Doc.

"Ah!" stated Doc’s double. "One such nan has escaped us. He never will forget what he saw. Just
now, you are seeing our pleasant little friends with the horns and the many heads. They do not
affect you. But there are many persons who will not know the truth.

"In fact, Doc Savage, when it conmes to telling the boys with mllions where they get off, this
beneficial device of yours is a devilish contraption."

Doc’ s doubl e stepped to the disk in the wall. He spoke a few words. Al npst instantly the dingy
cellar room becane normal. The hydra- headed nonsters vani shed.



In their place were the green eyes of the gray rats, who still scurried about. They only awaited
the extinguishing of that light in the ceiling.

Chapter X. TEETH OF THE RATS

DOC S doubl e stepped quickly before the man of bronze

"Pi cked bones in an ol d basenment cellar, when and if they are discovered, nean little on New
York's East Side," he remarked pl easantly. "Too nmany poor devils have died in too many unpl easant
ways to cause nuch furor."

Doc Savage now coul d see the other bronze man clearly.

"Regardl ess of your disguise," said Doc, "I shall know you instantly when we neet again. In your
case | shall have several itens to renmenber."

The oozy walls of the old cellar shook. The runble m ght have been that of an "el" train or a
subway. Doc Savage knew wel| enough his remarkabl e bronze doubl e was speaking the truth

Thi s dungeon was not directly under a house. It was placed beneath what had been the end of an
abandoned street. Years before, it had marked the outlet of an old storm sewer.

Apparently the route of the sewer had been changed. There was nothing now but the crunbling walls
of broken masonry |leading into the depths. No doubt, this emerged far under the East River. Possibly
the outlet had | ong ago been broken and filled with sand and silt fromthe river’s bottom

The gurgle and suck of the water could be heard

"Renenbering me will do you little good, Doc Savage," said his double pleasantly. "The bones of
one man are nmuch the same as those of another. There will be no broken bones, no bullet marks. The
rest of your brief existence |lies now between you and your friends, the rats."

Doc Savage was fully aware even his great strength could not break those rawhide thongs. They had

been bound about himw th uncanny skill. One knot or two might be severed, but the others would
hol d.

"The rats are keeping back in the shadows now," said Doc’s double. "But even your strength cannot
break those rawhide thongs. | could dispose of you now, but there nust be no marks. None but

our sel ves—not even ny nen—have been in this basenent tonb."

DOC S doubl e strode toward ascendi ng stone steps. Hi s novenents were a perfect imtation of the
man he was | eaving behind to die. H's steps rang with a hol |l ow sound on the stone. A heavy iron door
cl anged shut

Doc Savage was alone with the horde of rats

Doc’s body was nearly stripped. Hs arns and wists were bound firmy behind him Al his
tremendous strength only tightened the rawhi de cords

He could hear the distant gurgle of water in the old stormsewer. The opening of this was dimy
visible. It was back of the main horde of rats

Doc kept close eye on the light bulb. Al the time, he set his trained nuscles against the

rawhi de cords. Perhaps one would yield

But he was not seeing the cellar and the |ight bulb. Cccasionally the withing, |eaping nonsters
filled the space

They were a terrible weapon in the hands of unscrupul ous persons. There was little doubt but that
this bronze man who was Doc’s doubl e was one of the world s npst unscrupul ous nmen

I'n sone manner, Doc Savage knew, his double and his nen had gotten full control of the globes

And yet nothing that noved al ong the highway coul d have transferred the machi nery from one spot to
anot her

Once nore the nonsters of the dungeon di sappeared. There was now only the vaguely flickering |anp
bul b. Once it winked out. Imediately there was a rush of the rats. Then the |ight canme on again
Wth the light on again for a few nonments, Doc studied the dungeon. He was too tightly bound to
attenpt to clinb the steep stone steps. He rolled over and watched the rats scuttling behind sone
boxes

Slowy, with infinite caution, the bronze giant lay down on the floor. Inch by inch, he pushed
toward the boxes in the corner. Wth great care, he thrust his bound arms between the boxes

Here his arms and wists were in the darkness. It required the maxi mumof wll power to keep his
arms there

Great rats attacked in this dark space. Their edged teeth sliced into the rawhide thongs. They

did not mss the flesh. But to the rats, the hide of the binding cord was an unusual delicacy. Doc
had remenbered that hordes of rats live around tanneries. They are an evil all tanners nust conbat
The rawhi de thongs went first. Doc’s massive arns did not escape. Wien his hands at |ast broke
free, blood was pouring over his fingers. He got the thongs off his legs in record tine.

But as he heaved hinself fromthe floor, the little Iight went out. Imediately, the bl ood-crazed
rats were upon him They sprang upward and clung with teeth and claws. Doc could not see his horde
of enemi es. He could fight themonly when they struck

The man of bronze got across the dark cellar. He had fixed the position of the stone steps
ascended by his double. On these steps, he was able to beat back the rats a little better



ACHI EVI NG the exit door acconplished nothing. For Doc’s great shoulders might as well have been
set under the foundation of his own skyscraper headquarters.

The exit door was a solid block of thick concrete. It was snooth underneath, with no mark for a
ring or handl e.

There renmi ned but one outlet.

This was the broken storm sewer of the East River, filled to the dungeon with water seepage.
Perhaps it was not solidly blocked at the underwater end.

Doc Savage backed into the snall space. He beat the rats away fromhis face with his hands.
Suddenl y one hand encountered what felt |ike a rounded cl ub.

This proved an effective weapon. But the rats were ferociously determ ned not to be cheated of
their meal. Doc was backing into the cold water of the river in the sewer.

He was striking with the club. Again, his other hand encountered what m ght have been clubs. Then
he di scovered he had been fighting the rats with the thigh bone of a human skel et on.

From the big nman of bronze broke that eerie, weird, nelodious trilling. It was considerably
unlike the imtation enployed by Doc’s doubl e.

Doc Savage whi pped squealing rats off his face. In the nuck of the broken sewer, he collected an
arnful of human bones. He succeeded in gathering together the conpl ete skel eton.

The darkness was Stygian. Doc felt his way back into the stone dungeon. Rats sprang and fought
himall the way. The bronze man had | ost a great deal of bl ood.

When he again backed into the old sewer, all the bones of a human skel eton had been piled in the
basenment cellar. Doc Savage smiled grinmy.

Now he was in water up to his waist. The rats would not follow. The top of the old sewer bunped
his head. Wthin a few yards, the sucking tide of the East R ver touched it.

Battling away the last of the rats, Doc Savage filled his lungs and subnerged. Even the divers of
Sout hern Seas coul d not surpass the man of bronze under water.

But there was always the chance this broken sewer would be bl ocked. Doc swamrapidly away from

t he basin.

The rats were gone now. Doc’s only eneny was the river itself. This busted ol d sewer conduit. All
at once, the bronze man struck something. This was a rusted iron grating | odged solidly across the
sewer outlet under the river.

The bronze man applied all his remaining strength to | oosen this iron. It was wei ghted down by
what seened to be tons of nud and river silt. It could not be noved.

Doc raised his head, only to discover no space existed between the top of the sewer and the
water. Hi s bronze hands wenched desperately at the iron grating.

At last there was no nore air and little nore strength in Doc’s huge body. He pulled feebly at
the bars of the grating. He could not now have returned to the dungeon of the rats if he had so
desired. Al avenues of escape were cut off.

Sonmet hi ng struck the iron grating. Doc could feel the barrier nove. This seened incredible. It
was as if giant fingers had suddenly reached under the river and given their aid to the bronze
gi ant.

Doc could only cling to the iron grating. Slowy, it was being torn away. Caws |ike steel cane
t hrough. They narrowWy m ssed Doc's face.

About this tine, Doc Savage nust have | ost consci ousness. But his hands still were thrust through
that iron grating.

ALL the time, Doc Savage was seeing the hideous nonsters at intervals. Strangely enough, the man
of bronze could have quit seeing the unbelievable creatures at any tine.

But it was by his continued view of the nonsters that Doc was keeping check on what his
nmysterious enem es were doi ng.

However, Doc Savage was seei ng nothing when the bucket of an East River dredge clanked to the
surface bearing the section of iron grating that had been over an abandoned storm sewer.
"Holy mackerel!" shouted a big nenber of the dredging crew. "Look what we’'ve snagged on the
bottom W' ve got a corpse!"”

Indeed, it |ooked as though this m ght have been a corpse. It was the huge bronze body of Doc
Savage.

The bronzed hands still were |locked in the bars of the sewer grating.

Chapter Xl. SKYSCRAPER MJRDER

PCSSIBLY it was sone hours after Doc Savage was scooped fromthe bottom of the East River that
three men entered the downt own Manhattan skyscraper.

These three nen drew snmiles of recognition fromtwo nmen on one of the rear freight elevators.
Whenever there was a load to be noved for Doc Savage, it neant an extra, generous tip.

The three nmen who nmade their way up on the freight elevators were the big bronze man, Renny, with
his sol etm face and his sl ow novenents, and Mnk, who, having once been seen, could never again be
m st aken for some other person.

Sam Si npson had been in the Manhattan building for a long time. The other man was a new enpl oyee.



"Forget everythin' else, an’ do what the big bronze guy wants; he'll nake it worth our while,"
advi sed Sam Si npson.

Doc Savage had once paid for neking one of the Sinpson children wal k again. The operators held
the el evator on the eighty-sixth floor.

The doors of Doc Savage’' s headquarters opened by the usual radio control. This would al ways
remain a nystery to Sam Si npson. Once inside, the nman of bronze issued hasty orders.

"That stuff in the laboratory first," he directed. "Bring in the cases fromthe elevator. | want
especially to have all the el ectro-magnetic machi nery packed."

Renny and Monk noved as if they knew their way around. The bronze man aided in packing sone of
the stuff. But npbst of the tine seened to be occupied in a wecking expedition.

"If they get back in here, |I'Il bet they don't find nmuch stuff working," stated the man of
bronze.

This indicated he was deliberately acting to renove intricate devices, and to destroy those which
wer e permanent fixtures.

It nmust have seened that Doc Savage's experience of the past few hours had made it seem necessary
to transfer his headquarters to sone other |ocation.

Strangely, for Renny, he seenmed clunmsy. He broke two pieces of television equipnment in renoving
it fromthe wall.

"Be careful of that stuff, Renny," grow ed the bronze man.

Sam Si npson was |istening at the door.

"O K !" snapped Renny. "But how would | know the thing would bust when you touched it?"

Several huge wooden cases had been brought up. These were fill ed.

"Stack themon the alley loading platform" instructed the man of bronze. "W’ re having a truck
brought around, to take them away."

"Certainly, M. Savage," agreed Sam Si npson.

But the el evator man was suddenly watching the bronze man closely. He had heard the sharp words
between the bronze guy and Renny. It nust have seened sonewhat unusual to Sam Si npson.

A DQZEN cases had been packed and renoved by the freight el evator when the man of bronze said,

"The truck is just around the corner. It's a big Red Rooster noving van. One of you fellows can call
it around for the load."

Sam Si npson spoke to his fell ow operator.

"You call the truck, Jim" he directed. "I'Il help with the rest of this stuff."

Monk’s long arns were w apped about a small case. This nust have contained glass. It slipped from
the chemst’s arms. There was a crackling inpact.

Sam Si npson was | ooking directly at Monk. Mnk had reddi sh hair of alnobst a furry texture. But

over one ear, Sam Sinpson was sure he had glinpsed a snall patch of smooth, black hair. The el evator
man noved cl oser to Monk.

At that instant, the awkward Renny again stunbl ed. A wooden case struck one foot of the bronze

man. The bronze man's fist |ashed out and caught Renny a staggering bl ow under the chin.

"You damm big lumox!" shouted the bronze man. "Wiyn't you | ook whatcher doin’ ?"

Sam Si npson bl ocked the controls of the freight elevator. One of his hands sl apped at Mnk’s

head. A wi g of fuzzy, red hair flew off.

Sam Si npson knew that Doc Savage never becane excited. He al so was aware that Doc never shouted

at any one.

"Hey!" yelled Sam Si npson. "Wait a minute! You ain't takin' any nore of this stuff down! There's
sonmet hin’ phony here! I'll see—=

What Sam Sinpson intended to say, never would be told by him An oath whistled fromthe teeth of
the bronze man. One big hand caught Sam Sinpson’s throat. It jamred the operator’s head back with
sl ow, sickening force.

Sam Si npson’ s eyes protruded. He clawed uselessly with his hairy hands. Then his spine cracked

like a dry stick. The bronze nman | aughed mrthlessly.

"We' Il have to nove fast now," he said. "I didn't expect to get this far without a jam Dunp him
down the side."

The ugly, squat fellow who had been enacting the role of Mnk picked up the body of Sam Si npson.
The el evator was sonme twenty floors fromthe all eyway basenment. Sam Si npson nust have turned over a
dozen tinmes before all of his bones were broken at the bottom

The other el evator operator came running in.

"Here's your Red Rooster truck!" he shouted. "What's becone of San®?"

The bronze man’s reply was without words. The second el evator nman was not in evidence when the

Red Rooster truck was being | oaded. The bronze nman and his two conpani ons swung onto the truck as it
drove away.

THE truck had just vanished toward the East R ver when two cars arrived at Doc’s headquarters.
These carried Ham Long Tom and Johnny, and |Inspector Hi ggins w th Jane Davi dson.
I nspector Higgins did not care for Doc’s high-speed elevator. Its rocket-like ascent to the



eighty-sixth floor was too nuch for his nerves. On the other hand, the cool, black-haired Jane

Davi dson seened to enjoy the upward flight imensely.

"Good gracious!" exclaimed Jane Davidson at the eighty-sixth floor. "Your Doc Savage nust have

got back!"

"It does look like it—= began Johnny. Then he closed up like a clam

Wth Ham and Long Tom Johnny was staring at the havoc which had been wought in the big

| aboratory. Bits of broken packing cases lay all over the outside floors.

"So, the big bronze guy beat it?" snapped Jane Davidson. "And you still think he's on the square?
Wecks his own joint while he sends you fellows on a wild-goose chase! Anyway, he’'s nade a good job
of it!"

"The sooner you choke, the better pleased I'Il be," muttered Ham "Cone on, Johnny, Long
Tom-there’'s been a lot of stuff freighted down the back way! W' ve been raided!"
"Vell! Well! Well!" snapped I nspector Higgins, coming in. "That’'s your story. But they’ ve found

one man knocked out, an’ another one croaked downstairs!"

"Maybe there’'s been an accident," ventured Long Tom "It looks as if we've had burglars up here."
"Hooey!" snarled Inspector Higgins. "Accident? One nan at the bottomof an elevator shaft with

his head al nbst knocked off, an’ another one just comin’ out fromunder a punch on the chin!"
"Perhaps it’s difficult for you to understand,"” stated Ham "But we have had visitors who didn't

bel ong up here. Sone of our nost val uabl e equi prent has been taken away. Find the thieves and you' ve
got the men who killed that el evator operator."

SAM SI MPSON was dead. But the other elevator man was not hard to find. After he got back his
senses and his voice, he was very nuch on the job.

"Sam was killed by that big bronze fellow he called Doc Savage," volunteered the el evator nan.
"Samtold ne he was Doc Savage. He said if we handled the bronze fellow s stuff carefully, we would
get a big tip. So we handled it right, an’ that’s what poor Sam got. Then the bronze guy poked nme on
the chin."

"Can you describe the two fellows with this Doc Savage?" demanded | nspector Higgins.

"Betcher life | can!" asserted the elevator nman. "You couldn’t mss ‘em even if they was in a
crowmd at Coney Island! One had red hair all over and | ooked |ike a baboon. Sam cal |l ed hi m Monk. The
other one was as big as the bronze guy an’ | ooked |ike he was goin’ to a funeral. Samcalled him
Renny. "

"Whi ch cinches the whole thing!" said Inspector Higgins. "Maybe you fellows can tell me why this
Renny and Monk beat it right after we had that runaway truck out at the Twentieth Century plant?"
"Aw, what’'s the use in talking about it?" said Ham with disgust. "You heard them say they were
going to the Hudson River hangars to |look for Doc. That is about the only place |eft where we
haven’'t searched."

"l don’t know anythin’ about your Hudson River hangars!" shouted the living elevator man. "I know
this fellow call ed Doc Savage broke Sam Sinpson’s neck! He ain’t out at no hangars! He left here in
that Red Rooster truck!"

"Red Rooster truck?" snapped |Inspector Hi ggins. "Now we’'ve got to go chasin’ another truck!"

"Qur luck doesn’t seemto be finding things in trucks," comrented Ham caustically. "W ought to
try chasing a street car for a change."

"l believe you' re all murderers!" raged Jane Davidson. "You would protect your Doc Savage to the
limt! 1'mgoing back to the | aboratories and see if Professor Spargrove is all right!"

"Your decision merits suprenme acclamation," declared Johnny.

"In other words," supplied Ham "if you never cone back, it will be a great relief to us."

"Quit evadin’ the issue!" gulped Inspector Higgins. "I wish to know at once if Renny and Mnk are
at the Hudson R ver hangars! Wat is the nunber?”

"It isn't listed," stated Ham "But I’'Il prove to you that Renny and Monk went straight to the
hangars."

Ham connected with a nunber, while |Inspector Higgins |istened on the extension.

"No," replied one of the caretakers at the Hudson River hangars, "we haven't seen Doc Savage, or
Renny, or Mnk for several days. W’ ve been wondering what had happened. "

"Vell! Well! Well!" rapped |Inspector Higgins. "W will again go trailin' a truck! This one
probably ain't got nothin' in it but eggs or sonmethin!"

Jane Davi dson had flounced out to return to Professor Spargrove.

TWD cars flashed northward over the truck hi ghway out of Manhattan. Because of its glaring Red
Rooster insignia, the truck these cars were trailing was not difficult to trace.

The Red Rooster truck apparently had foll owed the Second Avenue route. This heavy vehicle
thoroughfare parallels the East River to a bridge crossing far above the East N neties.

The mai n hi ghway northward was the ol d Boston Post Road. It is a heavily travel ed road.

But Red Rooster vans were scarce.

Filling-station operators identified the flamng signs of the big van. Yes, it had turned
northward on the highway paralleling one of the main |lines of railroad.



Inspector Higgins was a firmbeliever in clearing traffic with his wailing siren. This disgusted
Long Tom who was driving one of Doc’s cars.

"That Red Rooster driver will know we're on his trail at |least a couple of mles before we catch
up with him" growl ed Long Tom "Wat do you suppose has happened to Doc?"

"l’ve been trying not to think about that," grunted Ham "If he could get to us, he would."

A few nore filling-station operators identified the Red Rooster van. It was still headed north
al ong the railroad.

Several times, it seemed, the pursuing cars had lost all trace of the Red Rooster van. Then a
nmot ori st becane obli gi ng.

"Sure, | saw a big truck with a Red Rooster on its side layin’ in the ditch about five nmles up
the road," he vol unteered.

A few mnutes later the two cars arrived at the car weck.

I nspector Higgins wal ked around the truck. He came back and glared at Ham Johnny and Long Tom
"I"lIl betcha you fellows knew just what was goin’ to happen!" he accused them "There ain't a
damm thing in that bus but some straw an’ sonme broken gl ass!"

"I fear we would have to resort to sone obscure occultism" supplied the | ong-worded Johnny.

"We ain't resortin’ to nothin' but the hoosegow for Doc Savage, if we can catch up with him"
rapped | nspector Higgins.

Many persons had gat hered around the overturned Red Rooster truck. None recalled the unl oading of
the wecked van.

Chapter X I. THE PROFESSOR S FI NI SH

WH LE | nspector Hi ggins was maki ng a general nuisance of hinself on the old Boston Post Road,
Pr of essor Lani dus Spargrove was sitting dejectedly in the office of his |aboratories.

I nspector Higgins was getting nowhere. Al he was doing was snarling up traffic. |nspector

Hi ggi ns now suspected every innocent notorist of being the notorious Doc Savage. He had heard nany
reports of the bronze man's ability to disguise hinself.

Still there had been no definite trace of what had becone of the contents of the Red Rooster van.
The Red Rooster conpany freely admitted hiring the truck out for a hauling job earlier in the day.
Per haps Professor Lanidus Spargrove also wanted to find Doc Savage. As he sat in the gloony

of fice of his |aboratories, he was apparently a deserted man. None of his workmen had appeared.
"What' 1l | do, Doc?" was the nurmur of Professor Spargrove.

COccasionally, the little man passed his hands over his eyes. He would stare at the walls. Then he
woul d speak ot her words.

"They' re there, Doc! They're there!"

These ot her words becane al nost a scream

"Why did you do this to ne, Doc?" was another sentence Professor Spargrove uttered.

Qccasionally he let out a yell. "Stop them Doc! Stop them"

Two police guards remained at the plant. They regarded Professor Spargrove as sone kind of

lunati c.

"If he don't stop that yappin’ about seein’ things, he'll have ne doin" it!" grunted one of the
guards.

Pr of essor Spargrove wandered fromhis office. He stood | ooking at the i nmense concrete
foundation. There, clearly inprinted, were the marks where two huge copper balls had rested. On
ot her bl ocks the bolt pinions of electrical machinery apparently had been renoved bodily.

Great strength had been required to acconplish that.

Suddenly Professor Spargrove was back in the roomwith the small tanks of stagnant water.

He yelled. The two police guards could hear himplainly.

"“I've got it, Doc! | know who did it! | know why it was done! There coul d have been only one
person! 'l find you, Doc, and I'Il tell! There they are again! This will nean a world

cat astrophe! "

The police guards heard Professor Spargrove rush back into his inner office.

"If that was nme," commented one of the guards, "l'd give that guy a shot in the arm But maybe
the i nspector hopes he'll spill sonethin'."

PROFESSOR LANI DUS SPARGROVE never was to divul ge anything of great inportance.

It nust have been that Professor Spargrove was fleeing from sonething nore definite than vague
nmonsters he might have been seeing. Al nost inmediately, a worman screaned.

"Now what ?" yel ped one of the guards. "How did that danme get in there?" They clunped toward the
inner offices.

The two guards did not reach Professor Spargrove's inner offices. A crazy-Ilooking young worman
rushed out. Her black hair was stream ng. Fresh blood spilled in scarlet stains over her dress.
"He grabbed nme!" she yelled. "Oh, he grabbed me! He was all cut to pieces. He said ‘Doc Savage!’"
The young worman dashed past the guards.

"There were two of them " she shrieked. "They were going toward Professor Spargrove's offices! |

shouted to warn him But there was a tall man! He | ooked |ike Doc Savage! He caught nme and pushed ny



head into one of the tanks!"

Apparently the young woman had been pushed into one of the tanks containing the stagnant water.
Green weeds were mixed with the blood in her hair.

One of the police guards caught hold of one of the girl’'s arms.

"What happened then?" he dermanded. "Have you been seein’ things, too?"

"No! No!" screanmed Jane Davidson. "I saw nothing! Only those two huge shadows! One was holding a
knife! Before | got out of the tank of water, | heard Professor Spargrove groan!"

"What happened then?" the police guard questioned again.

" Professor Spargrove threw his arms around nme!" gabbled the frightened girl. "The shadows were

gone! The professor just said, ‘Doc Savage,’ and then he fell down!"

NO doubt, bl ood had been spurting from Professor Spargrove’s throat. Hi s greater veins had been
severed by a sharp knife.

Jane Davi dson nust have had a horribl e experience. Her dishevel ed appearance indicated Professor
Spargrove had died in her arns.

"‘Doc Savage!' was all he said just before he died!'" Jane Davi dson kept repeating.

"Then you think Doc Savage had sonmethin’ to do with his death?" asked the county copper.

"l don’t know ©Ch, how could | know? He might have had many reasons for speaking Doc Savage's
name just before he died!'" cried the girl.

Jane Davi dson | ooked to be ready for a roomin some sanitarium But that amazi ng young worman

qui ckly recovered her sel f-possession.

"1’ m goi ng back to Doc Savage’'s mnen," she announced. "I'mgoing to stick with themuntil we have
run this Doc Savage to earth. Nobody but Doc Savage and one of his men were in the | aboratories.
Prof essor Spargrove and nyself were the only persons who knew the secret of his life's work."

ABOQUT the tinme Jane Davi dson was di scovering the nmurder of Professor Spargrove, big Renny and
Monk were nearing the Hudson River hangars. Though this was the |ocation of Doc Savage’'s nost
important aérial and underwater craft, it |ooked to be only a very shabby warehouse.

Alittle sign read: "Hi dalgo Trading Co."

"Holy cow " boonmed Renny. "If Doc had been around the hangars, the radi o hook-up woul d have
showed it before this!"

"Howl in" calamties!" yelped Mnk. "You know what | think? | believe Doc’s been held prisoner
sonewhere while we've been chasin’ fake radio calls!”

"But, confound it!" thunped Renny. "There ain't anybody coul d use our code!"

"Well, anyway, it seens to nme that the kind of guy who could elope with ten tons of machinery
fromone place an’ a five-ton safe fromanother spot in the nmddl e of railroad yards woul dn’t have
much trouble stealin' a few special air waves," asserted Monk. "I’mbeginnin’ to think none of these

messages we got were on the square!"

"Good gravy!" thundered Renny. "Then where's Doc been all this time? Wat’'s them copper gl obes
for, anyway?"

"I"'monly a chemist," said Mnk plaintively. "I ain’'t any magician. Besides—

The long, |ow sedan was only a few bl ocks fromthe H dal go Trading Co. warehouse. The narrow
water-front streets along this part of the Hudson River were gloony. Mnk slowed the car for a
traffic light.

Now t he ears of Doc’s conpani ons were al nost as keen as his own. The bronze man had taught them a
great deal of his systemof training. Any one shoul d have heard the opening of a car door,
especially when riding in the front seat of that car.

But the controlled voice which spoke proved that Renny and Monk had accunul ated an unexpected and
uni nvi ted passenger. The voice cane fromthe rear seat.

"When you pass this light, keep driving—but do not go to the hangars."

Havi ng once heard it, none could ever nmistake the calm penetrating voice of Doc Savage. The
bronze man had cone out of the night. He was in the rear seat.

When Renny saw his figure, the big engineer gasped. For Renny seened to be | ooking at hinself, as
inamrror. Doc Savage had made hinsel f an exact counterpart of his giant conpanion. Now the real
bronze man issued swift instructions.

Renny, the engineer, was dropped fromthe car in an isolated section. Doc Savage hinself took the
wheel . Yet any one seeing the bronze nan and Monk driving back toward downtown Manhattan woul d have
sworn this remarkabl e substitution had not been made.

From under the hood of the car cane a strident whining. Mnk identified it instantly as a call
nmeant for them He twirled the dial:

Pr of essor Spargrove nurdered—Police ordered to pick up Doc Savage, Col onel John Renwi ck and
Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair at once—Jane Davi dson has found card clutched in Professor Spargrove’s
hand—Has not tol d police—€ard had address which may be inportant—Jane wants all Doc’s men to neet
her al one—Renny and Monk | ay | ow+Hudson R ver hangars wat ched—Gyropl ane on upper river—f you
recei ve, give counter signal—

Monk twirled the dial. He turned to Doc Savage, who now was dri ving.



He yelped. "Did you get that? All of us are wanted! They’ ve bunped off that professor!"
"l thought that woul d happen," stated Doc. "The professor knew too nmuch. That is why it is best,

for the present, that | appear as Renny. It will be believed | amdead. W will neet this Jane
Davi dson on the upper Hudson. That was Ham sending."
Then Doc added, "For the present, we will |et Jane Davidson and the others imagine | am Renny."

HALF an hour later the big sedan carrying Mnk, with Doc Savage at the wheel, slid down a
little-used road. In a sheltered spot, a peculiar craft lay nmoored to the shore.

Thi s machi ne appeared to be a huge unbrella with four small leaves. It was an ordinary type of
gyropl ane, but it was wi nged and powered for added speed.

Jane Davi dson was with Doc’s other three conpanions. It was plain that neither Long Tom Johnny
nor Ham had accepted the girl through friendship. But Jane Davidson plainly was excited.

"Prof essor Spargrove nust have scribbled the note in his own blood, then tried to reach the door
of his office," declared the girl. "It might not mean nuch to other persons, but | know what he
tried to tell. Here it is."

Cragrock Sanit

Here the dying professor’s hand nust have failed. The card was blotted with the man’s own bl ood.
Jane Davi dson expl ai ned.

"l renmenber taking it when Professor Spargrove grabbed ne and fell, but | did not think it
inmportant. Now | know he wanted me to | ook for sonething at Cragrock Sanitarium It’s one of the
nost isolated places in the State. No road of any kind goes there."

"Then how are we supposed to reach this nythical sanitariun®?' demanded Ham

"That’'s part of its secret,” smled Jane Davidson. "And | believe it is one of the places

mai ntai ned by Doc Savage."

"If you don't lay off Doc, | ain't budgin’ an inch," grunted Monk. "Now | suppose you think he
killed this Professor Spargrove?"

Jane Davi dson shook her conely, black head.

"I can't help it, even if | think that," she announced. "But | do believe the rest of you have
been msled. You are entitled to a break. Also, | think you will conme nearer finding the nurderer of
Prof essor Spargrove than the police. Even if it’'s Doc Savage, |'ll depend on you to play square."
Ham Johnny and Long Tom had not penetrated Doc’s disguise. To them he was big Renny. Now they
heard an anmmazi ng statenent.

"Holy cow " boormed Doc in Renny’s thunderous voice. "If Doc or anybody el se has been responsible
for this killin', | want to be anong the first to get him"
"Well, 11l be superamal gamated!" excl ai med Johnny. The schol arly geol ogi st was staring.

"THE sanitariumis operated by a man called Doctor Josiah Anstratton," said Jane Davidson. "He is
a queer conbination. Once he practiced psychiatry. Later, he took up geology. Then he built an
observatory at this place he calls Cragrock. Now, | believe, he takes care of only exclusive
patients who arrive by plane.”

Doc Savage said, "This Doctor Anstratton doesn't add nythol ogy and oceanography to his other
hobbi es, does he? Perhaps he takes sone of his nutty patients up there and tries to get their mnds
of f thensel ves by giving thema course in astronony?"

Jane Davidson replied, "Professor Spargrove told nme once that Doctor Anstratton had taken up
astronony and other applied sciences to bring his wealthy patients back to normal."

"Daggonit!" piped up Monk. "An’ maybe that includes havin’ his patients see things that don't
exist!"

Ham fixed a cold and glittering eye upon the ugly chem st.

"Those things do exist!" he snapped. "I don't w sh you any bad |uck, insect, but |I hope you see a
few of themyoursel f!"

Doc Savage, as Renny, interrupted.

"l1've been | ookin' over sone charts," he stated. "This Cragrock Sanitariumis situated on the
peak of a walled mountain. Three sides al ways have been abrupt precipices upon which no hi ghways
coul d be constructed."

"And so," supplied Johnny, "we’'re supposed to conduct a nice, quiet search by com ng down on the
landing field this Doctor Anstratton maintains at the top of the nountain."

Chapter X II. MJRDER IN THE NI GHT

WTH all but Mnk still believing himto be missing, the man of bronze continued in his role of
Renny, the engineer, as he directed the flight. H's purpose now was to mi slead Jane Davidson as to
his identity, until the real status of this young wonan was nore clearly established.

Soon the flat mesa of Cragrock stuck up fromthe ground |like a man’s bald head. In this appeared
an elongated slit.

"That’'s Cragrock, all right," said Jane Davidson. "These goggles are wonderful! There doesn’t
seemto be any one noving outside!"

The goggles referred to by the girl were wonderful. The others were also in a position to see



clearly without being seen from bel ow

The gyroplane’s infra-red beam proj ector was working. Its black-and-white illum nation swept all
the space around Cragrock Sanitarium

"The nearest highway is about ten niles away," stated Long Tom "But there are lines in that old
granite quarry down there. I'Il bet those were the switch tracks they used to haul out the rock.
They run right up to the wall."

It could be seen this line of railroad nust have been built some ten miles into the hills for the
purpose of taking out the valuable granite. Then it was apparent the vein of granite had run out.
"Looks like they had run into some softer quartz back of the granite," explained Johnny. "The
observatory is on top of that quartz. It's softer rock. Doctor Anstratton coul d have constructed
hinmsel f an inside passage up to his sanitarium"

"Loosen up the tops,"” instructed Doc suddenly. "Johnny, you hold the gyroplane in position. |I'm
havin' a | ook down bel ow. "

"Cood gravy!" exploded Ham "If it’'s anybody's job to take that junp, it’s mine or maybe Long
Tom's. You' re heavy, Renny, for a ‘chute drop."

Doc Savage was slipping into the harness of a special parachute.

"1"1l have a |l ook around first," he stated in Renny's voice. "Keep the black light on. 1"l rub
you a signal if you are to land and where."

By this, Renny neant he woul d use a special fluorescent chemical on the ground bel ow. Thus,

wi t hout havi ng been observed, the gyroplane coul d be set down right in Doctor Anstratton’s front
yard.

DOC did not nake the junmp at once. It was Jane Davi dson who cried out.

"Oh! They can see us! Look! That man is pointing up here!"

The sanitariumwith its bal d-domed observatory was nmuch of the same construction as the Spargrove
Laboratories. Only a | ow door showed here and there. From one of these doors, a man had darted.
"He didn't wait to put on his clothes!" exclaimed Ham

It did appear as though the man was wearing only a nightshirt. This flapped around his skinny

| egs.

The running man did not seemto be affected by the rain or the cold. He could not see the

gyropl ane now hovering a few hundred feet above him But he did seemto be pointing upward.

"By gosh!" exploded Long Tom "He's fightin' somethin !"

The nearly naked man was | eaping madly. He was striking all around himin the air.

Doc had whi pped out a strange-|ooking pair of binoculars.

These were superl ensed. They showed all objects in four dinmensions at any distance.

"Who does that fellow look |ike, Johnny?" asked Doc.

"Vell, 1'lIl be superamal gamated!" expl oded Johnny. "That's Rufus Bannaford! He's been mssing for
weeks! "

Now ot her nen were running fromthe building. They were fully dressed. Half a dozen seened to be
pursuing the fleeing man in the nightshirt.

Above pursued and pursuer, the gyroplane was hovering like a silent, gray noth. Its infra-red
beam proj ector outlined the drama bel ow

Ruf us Bannaford screanmed once, a high-pitched yell of terror. H's bare feet spurned stones from
the very lip of the granite quarry.

"Cn! He'll be killed!" cried Jane Davi dson.

For once that cool young woman seened overcone. Her eyes closed. She fainted. Her body struck the
l ever controlling the infra-red beam Wen the running nan fell fromthe cliff, those in the plane
did not see the tragedy.

"Keep the plane steady!" booned Doc Savage in Renny’s voice, and junped.

Johnny attenpted to swing the infra-red beaminto service. Jane Davidson’s plunp body was jamed
across the |ever.

"There's sonethin’ haywire about all this," grunbled Long Tom who was handling the device which
operated the four blades of the gyroplane. "First it’s Hamslips a notch, and begins seein’ things,
and now it’'s Renny gone off his bean. There’s nothin’ to be gained by junpin’ out and gettin’ m xed
up down there."

Monk nade a chuckling noise in his throat. He was getting a big kick out of the others believing
Doc to be Renny.

LONG TOM succeeded in hol ding the gyroplane a few hundred feet above the |ight which marked the
bal d dome of the Cragrock Sanitarium

A thunderstormwas rising over the mountain. This let go with a sudden, blinding sheet of
lightning. In this, those in the plane could clearly see several figures bel ow

These figures | ooked as if they were bal anced on the lip of the thousand-foot drop into the
abandoned granite quarry.

"That fellow Bannaford took his |ast dive over the wall," asserted Ham "Probably Doctor
Anstratton’s men will go down there looking for him It wouldn't be so good to have his body



di scovered that close to the sanitarium”

Lightning started playing nore luridly across the nountain. The nen near the sanitarium had
ceased |l ooking into the old quarry. They were darting about. Some poi nted upward.

Two or three men were running back toward the sanitarium

But while the pursuers of the mad millionaire may have seen the gyroplane, they did not detect
the parachute in which Doc Savage had j unped.

Wnd of the increasing stormwhipped at the big body under the swayi ng parachute. This was a gale
across the knob. It threatened to slap the ‘chute over the edge of the rocks and down into the
granite quarry.

Doc did not wish to land in the old quarry. Nor did he intend to be trapped by dropping directly
anong those who had run out in pursuit of Rufus Bannaford.

The big man under the ‘chute gathered some of the cords in one i mense hand. This | essened the
spread of the parachute.

The ‘chute | anded on Cragrock. Yet none sawit. Al eyes were directed at the flapping wi ngs of
the hovering gyropl ane.

The bronze man’s ‘chute col |l apsed directly on the rounded top of the observatory tower. Doc
rolled along the sloping roof. Few persons in the world could have maintai ned a hol d.

Doc freed hinself fromthe cords of the ‘chute. He slid along the roof to the edge of the slit

t hrough whi ch protruded the body of Doctor Anstratton’s tel escope. Here he was |ooking directly into
the inner roomof the observatory.

What he saw there brought a gasp of anmzenent.

If Doctor Josiah Anstratton was engaged in treating persons suffering with mental disorders, he
was enpl oyi ng unusual nethods. He nmust have been giving treatnment to four patients at this tine.
Four nmen were tightly bound to chairs. These chairs were of carved stone.

The four patients were so held as to be unable to nobve any of their nuscles. Only their eyes were
alive.

Doc twi sted his big body al ongside the projecting telescope. H's hands slid along its snmooth
surface. Heavy gl ass surrounded the instrunent. Doc did sonmething to this glass with sone liquid he
spilled froma small bottle.

The gl ass broke and came away. Doc did not permt any of it to fall inside the room bel ow.

THOSE in the gyropl ane had no glinpse of Doc. At this tinme, Johnny was engaged in attenpting to
start the forward speed notor. The plane had dropped to within two hundred feet of Cragrock.
"Them gorillas are shootin’ at us!" yelled Mnk.

This seemed to be true. Fromthe summt of Cragrock spurted short slices of blue flame. But there
was no sound of bullets striking the gyropl ane.

If bullets were coming fromthe guns being fired, there were no bright lines indicating
conbustible tracers. But suddenly there was sonething nuch nore di sastrous.

"They’ ve got us!" rapped out Long Tom "That's what |’'ve been expecting! Everything s gone dead!"
The blue slices of flane ceased conming fromthe ground. But the gyroplane was dropping.

Long Toni s expert hands pl ayed across dead switches. Sustained only by its revol ving bl ades, the
gyropl ane was dropping directly into the depths of the old granite quarry.

Chapter XlV. FEAR OF MADNESS

LONG TOM and hi s conpanions in the gyropl ane knew what had happened. One of several rays
perfected for disabling plane notors had been enpl oyed.

The long, revolving gyro blades on top of the plane prevented it from being dashed to pieces.
The gyropl ane struck with force enough to partly stun its occupants. Mnk's |ong arms prevented
the plunp Jane Davi dson from bei ng dashed into one of the w ndows.

"Now | know it’'s Doc Savage!" she asserted. "No one but himcould have stopped one of his own

pl anes like that! Wat are we going to do?"

"Daggonit!" grunted Monk. "One nore crack about Doc, an’ I'mgoin’ to put you back in sone thorn
bushes like | found you!"

"I"ve got an idea we had better collect everything we need and get as far away fromthe plane as
possi bl e, " advi sed Ham suddenl y.

WHI LE Doc Savage’s conpanions were foll owing Hanis advice, four nen sat in stone chairs. Al four
were men of gray-haired dignity.

A queerly deformed figure paced before the four men. H's hands were nostly knuckles. Al his

fl esh had shrunken away.

This man | aughed with a malicious chuckle. One shoul der tw sted nmuch higher than the other. This
shoul der was the controlling feature in the life of Doctor Josiah Anstratton.

Doct or Anstratton undoubtedly owned one of the world' s nost remarkable brains. Perhaps if he had
been normal physically, his mnd mght not have becone warped as it was.

But as he wal ked, Doctor Anstratton tried to nake it appear that the | ower shoul der was as high
as the other. This gave himthe appearance of a hobbling dwarf. But he was a tall man.



The eyes of the four nen in the stone chairs followed the figure of the doctor. One of the four
men spoke. He could have been identified as Jonas Hydebottom

The name of Jonas Hydebottomwas a power in financial circles. He was noted as a man who had no
fear.

"l don't believe it, Doctor Anstratton! You're not that crazy," said Jonas Hydebottom "You
woul dn’t dare let Bannaford go to his death. This talk about Doc Savage proves this whole thing is a
bl ufft"

Doct or Anstratton rubbed his bony knuckles and chuckl ed.

"Already you have observed what might happen," he stated. "You will see nmore, rmuch nore. Doc
Savage is dead. W have his bones."

The bodies of all four nmen in the stone chairs seened to shiver.

SHORTLY before the gyropl ane owned by Doc Savage had arrived over Cragrock, five nen had sat in
five stone chairs. These chairs were of peculiar, carved construction.

Wien there had been five nen in the chairs, Doctor Anstratton had wal ked before them

Ruf us Bannaford, the youngest of the prisoners, had been seated in the fifth of the stone chairs.
"You are all men of wealth and influence," Doctor Anstratton had announced, in a cal mvoice. "All
of you are acquainted with the bronze man known as Doc Savage. First of all, Doc Savage is dead. H's
mar vel ous devi ces and inventions have passed into ny hands."

Ruf us Bannaford had worn a scornful grin.

"Nuts!" he said quite distinctly. "You ve been |looking into that tel escope so |ong you' ve begun
seei ng things, doctor!"

Doctor Anstratton had controlled his fierce anger with an effort.

"Seeing things?" he snarled. "That's exactly what you'll be doing, unless you are prepared to be
reasonable! | tell you |l will soon control all Doc Savage's inventions! | lack only financial
backi ng to beconme a world benefactor! You, gentlenen, are going to supply sone of that backing!"
"Nuts!" came from Rufus Bannaford.

Doctor Anstratton becanme suddenly calm dangerously quiet. He stood in front of Rufus Bannaford.
"I intend only to do good," asserted the doctor. "But in order to acconplish good, it is

sonmetimes necessary to adopt queer expedients. | have sel ected you gentlemen to be brought here. You
will contribute to our great cause, and you will go away and say nothing about it. Oherw se, one by
one, you will lose your mnds."

"Nuts!" sneered Rufus Bannaford. "This is a nbdern century and you're within ten niles of a State
police patrol!"

Doctor Anstratton stepped back. He cracked his bony hands together. Three nen appeared.
"Treatment!" snapped Doctor Anstratton. "Lightly!"

Ruf us Bannaford was seized. Some | esser anaesthetic was applied to his nostrils. In a few
seconds, his eyes cl osed.

Doctor Anstratton wal ked over. He rubbed his hands gently across Rufus Bannaford' s forehead. He
touched each of his closed eyes. Then he produced a bottle of aromatic spirits.

"Well, that’'s over!" sneered Bannaford. "You won't get a dinme of my noney to carry on your nutty
schenes!"

A heavy voi ce spoke. This was not that of Doctor Anstratton. It cane fromthe vicinity of the

i mense tel escope in the observatory.

"That which you have heard is true! | have seen Doc Savage die. W have greater power than even
he possessed! Now you are entering another world; you are surrounded by incredible nonsters—

RUFUS BANNAFORD strained forward in the stone chair. H's nuscles strained. The | ocks hol ding him
in the chair were suddenly rel eased.

Doctor Anstratton chuckled evilly.

Rufus Bannaford uttered a profane shout. He struck out violently with his fists.

"It isn't true!" he yelled. "There are no such things! There—take it away fromny head! Take it
away, you fiend! | won't give you a cent of ny noney! Look out, doctor!"

"Wiy, | see nothing," stated Doctor Anstratton mildly.

"You lie! You lie!" screaned Bannaford. "That one’'s got a thousand heads! Look! Look at the arns!
They' re strangling nme."

Ruf us Bannaford sprang back. He fell over the stone chair. He was up again. Hs swinging fist hit
one of the other prisoners.

"For Heaven’'s sake, Doctor Anstratton!" said this man. "It’s all a trick! Stop it! Bannaford!
There is nothing here!"
"There are nore com ng—nore!" screaned Rufus Bannaford. He ran, smashing into a wall. His fingers

| ocked with some invisible creature which nmust have seenmed to himto have been flying about in the
air.

Ruf us Bannaford struck the floor, still westling with the nonsters that apparently were visible
only to him

The Voice fromnear the tel escope spoke.



"Notice that no one is near this madnman; no one approaches. No one touches hi m—

Ruf us Bannaford sat up. He caught the queer expressions of the other men. Bannaford was no | onger
scornful .

"They’ re gone," said Bannaford slowy. "I don’t know where. Yet | believe they are still there
waiting for me."

"Your friends think you were hypnotized," suggested Doctor Anstratton.

"No, no, no!" shouted Bannaford. "I saw theml Sone were |ike snakes with many heads! They were
all around nme! | was not hypnotized! It’s all some devilish trick—and | won’t give a penny toward
this man’ s—

The i nvi si bl e Voi ce spoke agai n.

"You have comm tted yourself to madness from which you never will recover! They have conme upon
you agai n—

Doctor Anstratton was not even | ooking at Bannaford. He was gazing at the others with a
triunmphant expression.

Ruf us Bannaford | eaped straight up. He was clad only in a flowi ng nightshirt. This he attenpted
to tear off, as if it were choking him

Perhaps it was Doctor Anstratton’s conmand which opened a | ow door. Rufus Bannaford dashed
through it.

Several men pursued him In a few minutes, they returned. There was a hurried conference with
Doctor Anstratton. The Voice spoke.

"Doc Savage's nen! At |ast we have theml Bring them down—

TH S Jonas Hydebottom was thoroughly a tough customer. There was no doubt but that Rufus

Bannaford had died. Hs final wailing shriek had been heard.

"He saw not hing but nonsters," announced Doctor Anstratton quite calmy. "Gentlenen, you have

your choice. Madness or a few millions. You shall be reinbursed for what you invest. |I can boast of
one invention greater than Doc Savage ever owned. It is one by which many tons of his nost val uable
equi prent have been spirited away."

"You damm Kkiller!" rapped Jonas Hydebottom "You have nothing but a mi sshapen body and a crooked
mind! 1'Il see you in hell before | give you a dine!"

Doctor Anstratton’s dark eyes glowed with hatred. He waited for no assistance. He hinself applied
a light anaesthetic.

Doctor Anstratton brought Jonas Hydebottom back to consci ousness by roughly sl apping the
mllionaire’ s cheeks.

"Now | ook at them " rasped the doctor. "So |'’mdeformed, am|? In the next few years of your life
you' Il wi sh you were dead!"

Jonas Hydebottom was not freed fromhis stone chair. He becane |ike some nan bound to a stake

with burning coals applied to his body. He withed and twi sted and screaned.

Doctor Anstratton wal ked over. The Voice spoke.

"Now we shall see!"

Jonas Hydebottom seened to have recovered his sanity. But the other three nen eyed him

suspi ci ousl y.

"l was not hypnotized," stated Jonas Hydebottom "I saw sonme of the nobst horrible creatures! And
your ears becane as big as houses. No, | amentirely sane."

Plainly the other three nmen did not believe Jonas Hydebottom

The Voice said, "It will require only a fewmllions—nillions which will be returned. Doctor

Anstratton has told you we have one invention alone that is worth nore than all your mllions, it
has been used to destroy Doc Savage and his power; we cannot market it yet, but soon all your nopney
wi Il be returned! Take your choice: You can aid us or follow Bannaford—er |eave here with nmillions
of nonsters in your minds!"

"Yes! Yes!" shouted one of the other nen. "Let us all go! You can have what you ask—enly Jonas

nust be rel eased and—

The doors of the Cragrock Sanitariumwere constructed of wood. They were of the strongest oak.

The chuckling pleasure of Doctor Anstratton was |lost. The threat uttered by the invisible Voice
died away. It seenmed that nothing | ess than an earthquake coul d have broken down the solid oak of
the door | eading toward the observatory tel escope.

Three or four men shouted oaths. The great oaken door burst as if it had been hit by a battering
ram This was no Less than a huge, knuckled fist.

The door cracked and sagged on its hinges.

The first of the Cragrock guards who came in was a huge man. He was big and tough. But he canme in
on his back. His |lower jaw was cocked at a queer angle. It had been di sl ocated.

The second guard m ght have said sonething, but he was too busy hol ding his stomach.

A portion of the oak-door panel hung around the wist of one great fist.

Doc Savage had smashed the door and the guards. He stood erect on nassive legs. His face was

nmel anchol y. Those who knew Renny, the engineer, would have said this was one of the nonents when he
was enjoying hinself imensely.



Al that now seened to trouble the big nman was the | ack of another jaw or two to crack.

JONAS HYDEBOTTOM t hought he was | ooki ng at Renny.

"Col onel John Renwi ck!" he shouted. "So Doc Savage is dead, huh? | knew there was a catch to this
somewhere! Get us |oose, Col onel Renw ck!"

Doctor Anstratton snarled like a wild beast. Hi s bony knuckles twi sted, and his deforned shoul der
j unped.

"Doc Savage is dead!" he yelled. "None of his nmen can do anything to stop us! |'I]—=

Doctor Anstratton was quick. He darted toward one wall. It was clear he intended plunging the
roominto darkness.

A piece of oaken panel fell fromthe bronze nan’s fist. None could have foll owed the notion of

hi s hands. Doctor Anstratton was suddenly stricken notionless.

The def orned doctor stopped as suddenly as if a bullet had furrowed his warped brain. Only one of
Doc Savage’'s thunbs had touched the doctor. That touch was close to the shoul der, the one which
hunched upwar d.

Doctor Anstratton fell to his knees, squawing. “"Stop him He'll kill all of us! Stop—

The gi ant gave no nore heed to Doctor Anstratton.

"W will end this here and now" booned the man of bronze. "It seens | arrived just in time! One
other man has died!"

But Doc did not nove toward the prisoners in the chairs of soft stone. Fromthe vicinity of the
tel escope, the Voi ce spoke.

Thi s Voi ce sounded nmuch |ike that of Doc Savage hinself. It was not raised. Yet its |owest tone
penetrated to every ear in the room

"Stand where you are," commanded the Voice quietly. "You can do nothing. If you nake a further
notion against my will, all of the nmen before you shall die instantly. Ohers will be easy to find
to take their places."

Doc rel eased his hold on Doctor Anstratton. The doctor slunped to the floor. Doc was watching the
four prisoners in the stone chairs. H's own hands were close to various devices which m ght have
been effective under ordinary circunstances.

But behi nd each chair appeared the wi cked, blue nuzzle of a nachine gun. The cold steel of each
of these touched a man’s neck.

"For griefs sake, Colonel Renwi ck, stand still!" gasped Jonas Hydebottom

Doc’ s bi g hands dropped. A dozen nen seized his arms, but he nmade no resistance. Doctor
Anstratton |laughed in a high, cackling tone.

Chapter XV. TRAIN IN THE NI GHT

SOMETHI NG about that abandoned quarry gave it nore than average eeriness. Thunder runbl ed above
the thousand-foot wall.

"Daggonit!" conplained Monk. "I’ve got only one wish! |1'd |like to have |nspector Higgins out
here! Maybe he could find a truck or sonmething to chase!"

Jane Davi dson was stunbling along with the others. Al the bottomof the quarry was a naze of
rusted rails. Many tracks had been constructed to renove the valuable granite.

The weird, blue illumnation of the |ightning showed a track leading directly toward a granite
wal | .

"l judge we are pronenadi ng in an erroneous direction," advised Johnny. "If we are to get out, we
shoul d be working away fromthe wall."

Jane Davi dson squeal ed. That conpetent young wonman sel doml et herself go. But she sobbed |oudly,
and started running. She was stopped by a sump hol e.

Sunmp holes in quarries are filled with water. Mnk pulled her out.

"Ch, | saw him" gasped the girl. She pointed. "Right there by the wall!"

Al followed the extended finger and saw the huddl ed shape Iying in one corner.

Rufus Bannaford had fallen a thousand feet.

He was a gruesone spectacle for even the cool Jane Davidson. The girl had had a nunber of

horri bl e experiences. She sat down beside the body and shivered.

Ruf us Bannaford’ s head had sonmehow escaped being crushed.

It seened Jane Davidson was not quite herself. She was holding the dead nman’s head in her arns.
"Good grief!" exclaimed Ham "Maybe she knew hinml She's acting |ike she thought a lot of him"
Johnny was sayi ng nothing. The schol arly geol ogi st was | ooking intently at the girl. He had the
thin pencil beamof a flashlight touching her face. Tears squeezed from Jane Davi dson’s eyes.
The girl rubbed her hand over the dead man’s forehead.

Suddenl y Jane Davi dson screaned. Crying, she stunbled along the track toward the granite wall.
Al were on one of the rusted tracks. Johnny hal ted suddenly.

"Look out, M ss Davidson!" he called out. "Get to one side!"

Johnny sent Long Tom flying into the bushes with his el bow.

"Monk!" he shouted. "Get off that track! Stay off!"

Fromthe rusted rails cane a | ow, steady hunm ng.



"Maybe it’'s an airplane,"” said Ham "I1'1| bet Doc has got on our trail."
"Sure, shyster," grunted Monk. "So he's using one of these tracks. I'Il—=

MONK did not conplete his sentence. The thing that came out of the rainy darkness had no form
that could be detected. It was |ike the passing of a cyclonic w nd.

Jane Davi dson and the others were thrown on their faces.

The thunder whooped suddenly. A brilliant glare of lightning split the black canopy above the old

quarry.
"My good gosh!" gasped Long Tom "I saw that quarry wall break w de open! And what was that thing
went by?"

"After the things | sawin Central Park," declared Ham "I don’t believe anything went by."
Johnny was a little slower to venture an opinion.

" Sonet hi ng passed us at incredible speed,” he asserted. "It was running on that old track. And it

was going right toward the wall of the quarry!"

Johnny ran a light along the rusted rails. He grunted when he proved the inner edge of one rail
had been worn and polished. Still it seenmed inpossible anything could have been operated over the
ol d, weed-grown track.

There was no further evidence of the nonstrous object that had hurtled by themin the darkness.
Long Tom slipped away fromthe others. In a few m nutes he returned.

"One thing we won't have to worry about," he remarked, "is patching up the gyroplane. Apparently
it has departed."”

"You mean," gul ped Monk, "Doc’s gyroplane ain’t there?"

"Right," said Long Tom "and not even a mark where it mght have been."

"Cone on, brothers,"” invited Johnny. "W'Il have a |look at that granite wall. You all right, Mss
Davi dson?"
"I"'mas all right as any one could be after what’'s happened," stated Jane Davidson. "I don't

expect to get out of here alive, so |I’ve quit worrying about it."

Johnny wal ked close to the young wonan. He spoke shortly.

"By the way, M ss Davidson. Wiat was it you took off Rufus Bannaford's body?"

Jane Davi dson drew herself to the full height of her plunp body. One hand sl apped Johnny
unexpectedly across a bony cheek.

"What do you nean by an insulting question like that?" she bl azed.

Johnny made no novenment. He did not appear to be in the |east angry.

"I neant," he repeated, "to inquire what you took off Rufus Bannaford's body. O course, if he's
an ol d sweetheart or sonmething, it’s none of ny business."

"Well, if you nust know," snapped Jane Davidson, "it was this!"

The young worman produced a snall photograph in a pocket frane. It was a good |ikeness of Jane
Davi dson.

"All of us make m stakes," said Johnny quietly. "I'msorry if he was a friend of yours."

THE rusted track ended abruptly against the wall of solid gray granite. Nothing | ess than
dynam te coul d have made an opening where the last of the rails touched the flinty rock.

"Just as well make up our mind we're |ike Hamand the rest of them" said Long Tom "W’ ve been
seeing things. Nothing went by us back there. W just imagined it."

The freakish lightning failed to reveal any crack or break in the thousand feet of granite wall.

Chapter XVI. UNDER THE MOUNTAI N

SOME nonstrous thing nmust have whi pped along the old quarry track, even if it did appear that it

had vani shed into a solid wall of granite. For, ten mles fromthe Cragrock quarry, traffic had been
badly di srupted on the North-and-South railroad.

A station agent had seen or inmagined a ghostly train passing at terrific speed in the night. He

had attenpted to warn other trains, but sonewhere between stations the illusive nonster had

di sappear ed.

This had been but a few m nutes before the rushing denon had seened to pass through the quarry

pit. The station agent had been accused of "seeing things." He had been discharged. For the train he
had reported seeing had apparently vanished into thin air.

There was not a connected switch track where it mght have been shunted off. The rails leading to
Cragrock quarry had | ong been disconnected fromthe main North-and-South railroad |ines.

Yet it was in that vicinity the speeding nonster had di sappear ed.

And about the tinme the railroad nen were nmuttering over the nystery, Doc Savage’'s conpani ons and
Jane Davi dson were listening to the same wi nd whining over the lip of Cragrock quarry a thousand
feet above them After she had confessed know ng Rufus Bannaford, Jane Davi dson had been very quiet.
"I think," she said finally, "the best thing we can do is try and follow the old switch track out

of here. You may feel all right about whatever crazy thing Doc Savage is doing, but | don't want to
run into himagain."

It was difficult to hear anything over the roaring of the storm But Johnny’'s ears were keen.



"Sonme one’s using our gyroplane, or there’'s another plane cruising around overhead," he
announced. "No, it isn't our plane. This one has twin notors."

"l believe that’'s one of the new police special jobs," stated Long Tom "Look! He is trying out
the searchlight. He won't see much down in this soup.”

"I knew it!" yelped Monk. "I'Il betcha that fellow Higgins is right on our tail!"

Monk noved cl oser to Ham

"Dang it, Ham" he nuttered. "Muybe there’'s sonethin’ hayw re about that dane wantin' us to cone
out here. | don't like that wonan!"

Johnny made an announcenent.

"Brothers, there is no evidence we saw or heard anything on the switch track a little while ago.
But there has been sonething on these rails that wore the inner edges clear of rust."

"That makes your explanation perfect," draw ed Ham "And | suppose whatever it was went right
through that solid wall of granite?"

They stunbl ed back along the track for perhaps a hundred yards. Long Tomwas | eading. Wth a
yell, he junped back. He caught Johnny and pushed the others to the ground.

"Look out!" he shouted. "We're running into sonething!"

TH' S sonething was a weird, snakelike line of fire. It seemed to cone fromnowhere. But it
crackled in a wavering thread a few feet above the ground.

"Hi gh frequency!" pronounced Long Tom "If we'd walked into that on this wet ground, all of us
woul d have been el ectrocuted! Brothers, it doesn’'t seemintended we are to | eave this place!"

The line of strange fire becane a wi de noose of flame. This was slowly being drawn together.
"I"mgoing to duck under the thing!" exploded Monk. "It's driving us back to that crazy wall!"
Before the others could interfere, the apelike chenm st had nade a dive fromhis short I|egs.

The line dipped directly toward the spot where Monk was starting to roll under it. Hamyelled and
pl unged forward. He caught Monk’s ankl es.

Bot h nen spl ashed into one of the sunp hol es.

None nmade another attenpt to cross the electrical noose. The crackling fire line was nuch like
that enpl oyed by Doc Savage to guard the doors of his headquarters.

"You know," stated Johnny, "we have been maki ng chunps of ourselves. We might as well wal k right
up to that granite wall and say, ‘here we are!’"

"You nean, we have been watched all the tine?" said Long Tom "I have been suspecting that for
sone tinme. Apparently we are not the only persons who have discovered the use of waves too short to
be visible to the human eye."

"The nore we get into this thing," declared Jane Davidson, "the nore it is being proved Doc
Savage i s maki ng nonkeys out of us all."

Directly overhead, perhaps a thousand feet above the edge of the granite quarry wall, the sky was
suddenly split by a sharp detonation.

Though they were being backed slowy toward the granite wall by the noose of electrical fire, all
had been keeping an eye on the darting beam of the plane circling above Cragrock.

Apparently the presence of the plane, if it were a police special, had not been overl ooked by the
habitants of Doctor Anstratton’s sanitarium And now it |ooked as if nethods had been enpl oyed to
remove it fromits post of observation.

"Good grief!" exclaimed Long Tom "They nust have used a ray that ignited the tanks! | hope it
isn't that fellow H ggins! He was such a darn nuisance. | got so | kinda liked him"

EVEN t he encroaching electrical fire was forgotten as the tw n-notored plane burst into flanme two
thousand feet above the old quarry.

The | ong fusel age plunged toward the dome of Cragrock. It was like a falling rocket. Johnny and
the others had no doubt but that it was the flaming coffin for at |east two nen.

Johnny caused all the party to nove faster toward the thousand-foot wall of granite. The deadly
line of the high frequency current had been speeded up.

Now al | were crowded into only a few yards of space between the electrical |oop and the face of
the tall cliff.

"Daggonit!" yelled Mnk. "Come on out an’ fight!"

The ugly chem st had produced his superfiring pistol. He brandi shed the awkward-I| ooki ng weapon
around in search of an enemy. None appeared.

"Probably this will be the finish," announced Johnny.

Fromthe wall itself came a |light. Though Monk whi pped around with his superfirer, and Ham

sl apped his sword bl ade into one hand, the |light seemed to have no particul ar point of origin.

It seened for a few nonents as if the whole face of the huge granite wall had becone a flat, cold
flame.

"Howl in’ calamties!" squealed Mnk. "I'lI|l bet that dane knew all the time what she was runnin’
us into!"

Though her dress was nuddy and wet and clung to her plunp figure, and her black hair was
stringing around her face, Jane Davi dson somehow managed to | ook calm



"If you weren’'t such a dunmb, ugly ape, | might pay some attention to you," said Jane Davi dson
calmy.

Fromthe granite wall now cane a Voice. This was so renarkable in its tone, that Ham excl ai ned.
"CGood gravy! It's Doc! It couldn’t be any one el se!"

The others stared at the wall. They tried in vain to fix the location of the Voice.

"Stand where you are! Make no resistance and you will not be harned,"

said the Voice coolly. "You are m staken in thinking you m ght escape or injure any one by
fighting. Wen the walls open, you will walk in."

The granite cliff split silently. It was |like the slow novement of a theater curtain. A score or
nmore nen cane wal ki ng out.

THESE nmen seened to wear only ordinary clothing. Under the queer light fromthe cliff their faces
had a bl ui sh appear ance.

"I ain't goin in there!" shouted Mnk.

He raised the superfiring nachine pistol. The weapon whined |like a swarmof bees. Its bullets
streamed into the line of slowy wal king nen.

Johnny and Long Tomjoined with their own superfirers. Johnny selected a couple of small

gl assli ke gl obes and tossed themat the feet of the oncom ng nen.

The men from under the nountain were immune to the anaesthetic capsul es.

The score of men continued walking as if they were ani mated by some sort of machinery.

"Your mercy bullets are worthless,"”

suddenly announced the Voice fromthe wall. "Doc Savage is dead. Another, greater than Doc Savage
has taken his place."

"It's alie!" shouted Monk. "Doc Savage is right—=

The ugly chem st did not conplete his sentence. Johnny had been | ooking up at the granite wall
besi de the opening. He hoped there might be some neans of ascent where they could make a stand.
No crevasse appeared. But high on the wall a few stunted trees stuck out.

"Well, 1'lIl be superamal gamated!" exclaimed Johnny. "It’'s Renny! He didn't get onto Cragrock!
He' s been hanging up there all the tinme!"

Monk sprang close to Johnny. One of his big furry hands fastened on Johnny’'s arm

"Daggonit! Keep your nouth shut!" yel ped the chem st.

For Monk had instantly realized this was Renny hinmself clinging to the wall above with | nspector
H ggi ns. No doubt, Higgins had picked up the big engineer after Doc Savage had taken Renny’s place.
Monk coul d foresee conplications. He knew that the man of bronze, made up as Renny, nust be
somewhere on Cragrock. He could not have been in the wecked plane with H ggins. Now there woul d
soon be two Rennys in the picture.

Johnny saw sonething that took his breath. In the branches above hi m appeared the torn remants
of a parachute.

"Good gravy!" spilled Ham "I ain't so sure |'’mnot seeing things again! That |ooks |ike

I nspector Higgins! And he and Renny are both hangin’ to the same parachute! Say! How coul d Renny—*
Monk’s furry hand cl osed over Hanis thin face.

"Start fightin shyster, an’ don't do no nore lookin" up!" nmuttered Monk. "Them other guys from
under the nountain ain't seen that ‘chute! Let’'s rush ‘embefore they spot it!"

The men coming fromunder the granite wall had not spotted the parachute caught in the small
trees. They were still under the overhang of the cliff. In addition to that, they were facing the
renewed whoopi ng of superfiring pistols.

"Come on!" shouted Monk. "We' Il show ‘em"

Hi s short legs carried himvaliantly into the | ead. Ham was cl ose beside the chem st. The nen
fromunder the nmountain did not fall.

JOHNNY and Long Tomfell down. It was strange. None of the men fromunder the nountain had
apparently fired a weapon. But each now held a short black rod. As two of these rods were pointed at
Johnny and Long Tom they col |l apsed.

Jane Davidson ran forward. Mnk, grabbed Ham and pull ed hi m down behind a broken piece of

granite.

"I"ll bet we're up agai nst sone new kind of paralyzing ray," said Mnk.

Jane Davidson cried out. She had whi pped up one white hand. One of the short black rods nerely

poi nted toward her. The plunp young woman sl unped to the ground.

"Listen, Mnk, they' re going to get us," said Ham "I guess |’'ve been half nuts ever since | saw
those things in Central Park, but |I’mnot the only one who saw Renny up there in that parachute with
a fellow that | ooked like Higgins. Howin thunder did he get there?"

Monk was | ooking up the wall. Renny and the man who had | ooked |i ke Higgins had di sappeared. A
fragment of the parachute fluttered in the rainy wind. Mnk saw that Renny and Hi ggi ns nust have
crawl ed to sonme safer spot. At |least, they had escaped detection. For the present, the hairy chem st
had decided to keep to hinself the secret that Doc was di sguised as Renny. But it was Renny hinself
with the police inspector.



Four nmen cane slowy around the granite slab. Each held a short rod. Ham sprang to his feet. H s
sword bl ade played like a flash of light.

"Cet ‘em Monk!" he shouted. "Shoot for their faces!"

Monk did not shoot. The apelike chem st made a croaking poise in his throat. One of the men
pointing a short black rod nerely smiled. It mght have been seen that the rod was attached to a
thin wire.

Hami s sword was ainmed at one of their attackers’ throats. The blade halted in md-air. It fell
fromthe | awer’s hand and banged on the granite.

H gh on the wall, Police Inspector H ggins and his conpani on saw Johnny and the others carried
fromview The great wall of the old granite quarry closed silently.

Chapter XVII. CAVERN OF MONSTERS

TH' S pl ace under the nountain was nuch |like a cathedral. Its roof was supported by huge col ums.
Some of the rooms were of fantastic shape.

One of these roons mght have been sone place for | epers. There was one, |ow arched entrance

whi ch all the worknmen avoi ded.

Al'l the men except one. This man was the queerly deformed Doctor Anstratton. Wen he hunched his
way through the archway into the shunned room he wore a | arge mask.

And as he entered, Doctor Anstratton dropped a curtain behind him Though this curtain was no
nore than gauze, it was the only protection the others had fromgrisly horrors.

Doctor Anstratton stood before this curtain. His nask had a | ong protuberance. He was rubbing his
bony knuckl es.

"At last—at last!" he chuckled. "The | ast of Doc Savage's famous group is in our power! Soon we
shal | begin the conquest of the invisible! The stubborn ones shall die! The little beasts which none
can see shall destroy the |last vestige of them"

Doctor Anstratton lifted the gauze curtain. As he did this, a dozen or nore nen working near by
turned their faces and hurried away.

The Voice that seened to direct all of the affairs of Cragrock spoke.

"Make sure, ny good doctor, that they shall only be paral yzed,"

it stated. "We shall be greater by restoring the |living who have been partly dead than by saving
those who never have suffered.”

Doctor Anstratton replied with his high, cackling |augh.

"Restore these, indeed?" he sneered. "To be sure, we nust see what can be done. But they nust
never |eave this place."

If it were possible for human aninals to be converted into nerely eyes, with voicel ess tongues
and inert nuscles, the dozen nen inside the roomof the gauze curtain mght be described.

These men neither sat, nor stood; nor were they |ying down. They were but bundl es of notionless
bones and flesh. They wore only rags of clothes. Some nouths were open and tongues stuck out.
But there was not a quiver of a nuscle. Yet it could be felt these nen were cursing Doctor
Anstratton with all of the venom which coul d be expressed by human eyes.

For all these nmen seenmed to be, was a dozen pairs of human eyes. None of these eyes were dull.
None i ndi cated stupid brains.

The eyes nobved. Only the eyes. They followed the doctor's figure. There was cold nmurder in each
pair of eyes. Intelligent, preneditated nmurder. No doubt, Doctor Anstratton could feel this.

It rmust have pleased the scientist’s warped brain. Under his grotesque nask, he chuckl ed.

"l hope you will all eat |ike gentlenen to-day," he cackled. "Perhaps then we shall have the show
and you shall see the little fellows of this newworld in which you live. You may watch them
swarm ng over you. Ah, that will be your treat for to-day."

Carrying an oversized syringe, Doctor Anstratton approached a queer-shaped glass jar in a row of
such jars.

Al these jars seened to contain what nmight have been green, stagnant water. The syringe which
Doctor Anstratton carried was of the type used to spray plants. It had a w de rubber nozzle.

The Voi ce spoke from somewhere.

"Are you ready, doctor?"

"Ha! Ha! Ha!" chuckl ed the doctor. "Let us have the gl obes turned on!"

Doctor Anstratton was peering through the snmoky gl ass eyes of his awkward nmask. He was | ooking
into the jar of green water.

From the outer roomcane first a | ow hunm ng. Generators were turning.

Suddenly it seemed as if sonme force had opened the top of the nountain. Crackling light played
t hroughout the interior caverns of Cragrock.

"Ah, ny little pets!" chuckled Doctor Anstratton. "Now | can see you! And you will help renake
the world to our liking!"

The def orned doctor’s voice was al nbpst a scream The doctor was di ppi ng the nose of the syringe
in the jar of green water.

The Voi ce spoke clearly.

"Those conduits are perfect, doctor,"



it said, with satisfaction. "Wthout their resistance, the inconm ng voltage would nelt everything

in sight. Now the globes are really working."

Though it was apparent that electrical energy was being drawn fromthe sky down into the caverns

of Cragrock, the fearful hissing and snapping of the harnessed |ightning was not sufficient to drown
out the terrible scream ng of human voi ces.

These voices cane fromthe |arger roomoutside that in which Doctor Anstratton stood.

Maddened nen. One might have thought the incom ng |ightning was bei ng enpl oyed to sear their

flesh. Yet the men who screanmed did not appear to be touched by fire or any other torture.

THESE men were fastened in a long rowto one side of a great, vaulted room

Sorme of the nen screaned profanely. Their arns and | egs were securely held in what resenbl ed
wooden st ocks.

Each man sat with his head, his arnms and his | egs thrust through holes in the wood. These were

| ocked together with iron hasps.

O nearly a dozen nen thus held, all but two were giving vent to their suffering, each in his own
way.

"Let me die! 1I'Il give you all ny mllions! No! No! | won't go nad! |I'Il help you to power!"

That voice was none other than that of the strong-nerved Jonas Hydebottom The aging millionaire
was not hi ng now but a tw sting gray head, which seened to be trying to nake a rag of its neck in
order to shield the eyes fromwhatever horror they were seeing.

"There ain’'t no such daggoned animals! | ain't seein” ‘“em!| won't |look at ‘em"

This came fromthe well-known Mnk. H's ugly head | ooked nore grotesque than the others.
"Daggonit, Haml" squeal ed Monk again. "You're doing this to me! Wen | get out of here, |I'm going
to feed you to Habeas Corpus! Zowee! That thing’s got a mllion eyes!"

Ham s head al so stuck up. Ham was keeping better control.

"My only regret is that |’ mso busy seeing other things | can't observe how funny you nust | ook
right now" rapped Ham

Jonas Hydebottom was getting to be an old nan. Perhaps that was why his nerve had broken all at
once. Three other nmen rated as nmultinmllionaires in the blue book, were joining himw th their cries
of terror.

They were offering any price to be freed of what they believed to be madness.

Because the air all about themwas filled with bloated, horrible creatures, the row of inprisoned
men had lost their view of this remarkabl e cavern of Cragrock.

Two prisoners, one at each end of the row, had been taking the torture with tight |ips. One of
these was Doc Savage hinself in his assumed role of Renny, the giant engineer. H's huge figure had
al ready been |l ocked in a set of the wooden stocks when his conpani ons had been brought in.
Apparently fromthe noment he had been overpowered in the observatory of Cragrock done, Doc had
thus been held captive. And during all of that time, the bronze man had seermed to be half stunned,
hardl y understandi ng what was passing before him

DOC had been strongly doped after his capture. Doctor Anstratton and that commandi ng Voi ce

clearly did not underestimate Doc Savage's group. Each of the five was in hinself a power to be
feared.

The skel etonlike skull of Johnny gave no evidence this smart geol ogi st and archaeol ogi st was
"seeing things." In the few mnutes before the crackling of the lightning had seened to create a new
worl d of nonsters, Johnny had made an intensive study of the quartz fornmati on of the nobuntain's
interior. Even in a nonent of greatest danger, the scholarly Johnny was classifying the strata for
future reference.

Long Tom had screaned with the others at first. Now he becane the third one of the row to recover

hi msel f sonewhat .

When first brought into the Cragrock caverns, all the prisoners had been unconscious for a short
tinme. Then they had found thensel ves held in the stocks.

Long Tom had got his view of two great copper balls set close together upon a strange foundation.

H s electrician’s eye had di scovered their conplicated hook-up with several generators.

But it had not been the generators and the copper balls which had puzzled Long Tom Fromthese
great gl obes extended what might have been brightly polished cables. These passed upward and
extended into the dome of soft rock overhead.

Long Tominstantly suspected these were the new all oy conduits which had been so nysteriously
stolen fromthe Twentieth Century Metal Alloy plant. Their attachment to the copper gl obes proved

t hey nmust have been sone of the equi pment Doc Savage had been using in sone strange experiment. Long
Tom and Johnny di scovered that attenpting to close their eyes did not discourage the flying horrors.
In fact, it seened inpossible to close their eyelids.

BUT it was the scholarly Johnny whose nmind renai ned the clearest. The great, vaulted room now
appeared to be filled with thousands of varieties of beasts.
Johnny tal ked suddenly. Now there were some two score nmen besides the prisoners in the strange



room Perhaps nore. And they were at this tine engaged in an occupation which indicated preparation
was being nmade by their bosses for possible departure from Cragrock.

None of these nen could hear Johnny speak. Even if they had heard Johnny’'s words, they woul d not
have understood. Johnny was enpl oying the | anguage of the ancient Mayans.

Johnny spoke quietly.

"Long Tom | am beginning to get the answer," he stated. "W see a great many apparent nonsters

of which | have no know edge. But at least | amfamliar with many of the anbeba. | know that thing
which | ooks |ike a nonstrous anteater is nothing but a rotifer. |I know those things with the sucker
mout hs and those with flagelluns which |ook Iike tentacles."

"Good gosh!" exploded Long Tom or the equival ent words in ancient Myan.

"I haven't time to explain," stated Johnny. "But pass the word along to Ham and Monk. You can’'t

get it to Renny, because they' ve got himup at the other end of the line."

"Say!" suddenly exclai ned Long Tom "How do you suppose they caught Renny after we saw him

hanging on the granite wall? And what happened to that nosey inspector, H ggins? That copper nust
have got away!"

"There is sonething decidedly fishy about the whol e business," declared Johnny. "I don’t see how
they coul d have got Renny in here ahead of us, but he was here. And | saw himdistinctly hanging
with Hi ggins on that parachute.”

Johnny may have had sone of the answer to the world of hideous nonsters, but his know edge did

not extend inside the roomwhere Doctor Anstratton had finished filling the syringe with the |ong
rubber nozzle.

Chapter XVII1. MEN WHO LI VED AGAI N

JOHNNY had succeeded in turning terror of the floating nonsters into another problem Now he had
Long Tom Ham and Monk talking with himin Myan.

They attenpted to communicate with the drooping figure of Renny. The bogus Renny, who was really
Doc Savage. But the big engi neer seemed sunk in a stupor.

Johnny said, "Perhaps they have done sonething to Renny that he doesn’'t see these things."

In this, Johnny was greatly m staken. More than the others, Doc Savage in the end stocks was
seeing all that was transpiring. Though horrible nonsters seemed to float about him he still was
wat chi ng the operation of the i mense copper gl obes.

Serpents of blue fire darted between these balls of copper. At the upper end of each gl obe was
attached the cablelike conduit. The heat being conducted al ong these cabl es nust have been terrific.
Only two places in the world had ever attenpted to reproduce the equivalent of a single lightning
bolt. One of these was in New York State. The other was in Switzerland. |In each case, no nore than
ten mllions of volts had ever been harnessed.

More electrical current than this was now entering the queer soft rock caverns of Cragrock.

Per haps only Doc Savage fully understood what was happening. The little understood electricity

was raising electronic energy to one of its greatest degrees.

Possibly the slightly studied force of atom c power was being released in mnute quantities. O
the seven known scientific periods of atom c energy, there was now bei ng reproduced what m ght have
been the atomof the third period, or what scientists had terned sodi um

Doc Savage hinsel f had been the inventor of those great copper globes and their conduit
connections. But the Voice had announced Doc Savage was dead.

Dead with the starving rats in an underground cellar along the East R ver.

INSIDE the snaller cavern behind the gauze curtain, Doctor Anstratton had filled his syringe with
the soft rubber nozzle. The doctor approached the first of the piles of bones and flesh.

The eyes of this inert man were intensely blue. They retained intelligence. They sparkled with
hate. Murder was in the pupils. But the paralyzed man was hel pl ess.

"This norning we nmake the test,"

spoke the nysterious Voice.

It was strangely like the voice of Doc Savage. Doctor Anstratton chuckled and cracked his

knuckl es. He thrust the rubber nozzle of the syringe into the nouth of the nearest man. The bl ue
eyes | ooked at the doctor w th nurder.

"Cbserve!" said Doctor Anstratton. "You will see a mraclel"

The water had squirted into the inert man’s nmouth. The deformed doctor hobbled swiftly past the
others. Before each one, he paused. He rubbed bony hands caressingly across their foreheads.

Now it was apparent these other nen were seeing what had happened to the first. The eyes of each
of these paral yzed men becane stricken with horror.

"You can't speak!" shouted Doctor Anstratton. "I know what you are seeing! Geat boring creatures
are com ng fromyour conpanion’s skin! They are being chased out by those other w de-nouthed
monsters with the long, hairy feelers! Soon all of the borers will be gone!"

The el even notionl ess nen were watching their conpanion. It was true that hideous creatures of
one form apparently were being driven out and devoured by other equally hi deous nonsters.
"MI1lions never will see these things!" shouted Doctor Anstratton. "But they will be there! Wole



cities will becone paralyzed! Wwole cities will be healed and made well again! The world will hail a
new Doc Savage! This one will have nore power! What the bronze scientist planned to apply to heal
many ills will now be enployed to bring greater comunities under control of the new Doc Savage!"
There is no doubt but that Doctor Anstratton was crazy. Even the man of the nysterious Voice nust
have known that. Perhaps he was nerely using the extensive know edge of the warped scientist for his
owWn pur poses.

"It is time to quit speaking,"

said the Voice quite clearly. "Soon we nust prepare to renove all to a distant spot. Too many

have conme too close to Cragrock. Prove, ny good doctor, your |atest theory will work."

Doctor Anstratton dropped the rubber syringe. He stepped back.

"It is proved!" he shouted.

One man was noving. He was the man into whose nouth the green water had been injected. The man

from whose skin the hideous boring creatures had seened to energe, only to be devoured by the

ot hers.

The enemi es of the boring nonsters nust have been in that jar of green water. No doubt, the first
creatures had cone from another of those sane jars.

THE man who noved was a big fellow H's blue eyes snapped with sudden light. He drew his arns and
limbs into notion. His great nuscles were apparent, but he was noving as slowy as a tortoise
crawling. Hs nouth had closed. H's tongue nust have found speech.

Doctor Anstratton passed quickly before the other nen. He rubbed his hands across their
foreheads. The horror left their eyes. Only now they were watching their conpanion w th amazenent.
"' —get—+"114"11 kill you!"

These were the first words fromthe slowy reviving man. Perhaps that injection worked faster
than Doctor Anstratton had intended. Suddenly, the big fellow was on his feet. He was |urching
toward the deforned doctor.

The hands of the blue-eyed nman cl apped around Doctor Anstratton’s skinny throat. Hi s recovery
must have given himtrenendous strength. The deforned doctor clawed at the other man's face. Breath
gurgled in his throat.

"You have proved your case indeed,"

stated the invisible Voice. "Preserve that which we have. These nmen nust be destroyed. The fall
of the mountain will care for those few fools who have believed Doc Savage invincible."

Doctor Anstratton was not throttled. Fromthe direction of the Voice shot a piercing, knifelike
flanme. This seened to barely touch the bare skin of the blue-eyed nan's back.

"A-ar-agh!"

gul ped the man.

A round, red spot appeared over the man's spine. H's hands fell from Doctor Anstratton’s neck.
The bl ue-eyed man stiffened and quivered. An electric bolt nmust have disrupted his inner organs.
Hi s face immedi ately turned bl ack. The Voice did not speak again.

But as Doctor Anstratton struggled to his feet, oaths frothing fromhis bony jaws, the knifelike,
el ectrical current crossed the room

Paral yzed men cannot struggl e agai nst the spasns of death. The eleven nen along the wall nerely
ceased to have nurder in their eyes. They lay quiet.

What ever the purpose of the experinent Doctor Anstratton had conducted, the Voice apparently had
judged it better to murder a dozen men than to have the secret pass fromthat gauze-curtained room
Doctor Anstratton | ooked at the dead nmen. He turned back toward the row of green jars. The gauze
curtain lifted. There was a | oud, piercing scream

This was the voice of a woman. Jane Davi dson stood in the entrance to the nmurder room Her bl ack
eyes were round with horror. She was | ooking at the dead nmen on the rock floor.

Doctor Anstratton nerely waved the rubber-nosed syringe in her direction.

"Get out!" he yelped. "You'll get yourself—=

VWhat the doctor nmay have feared evidently affected the owner of the Voice fully as much. Fromthe
near-by wall |eaped a great figure. As it came, the Voice spoke.

"Stop the globes! We are finished with these! Fool, do you want to die?"

The owner of the voice had the build of a giant nan. He wore a white shirt, which bared his
throat and snmooth breast. H's head was bare, and his sleeves were stripped back to his el bows.
Wth sweeping strength, the nan lifted the plunp figure of Jane Davidson. He glided past the door
of the gauze curtain into the |larger outer room

As he noved, the man nust have done sonething to Jane Davidson’s nerves. For her scream ng
abruptly ceased. The wonan lay in his arns as linp as a child.

The man started across the big outside roomw th | ong, sw nging strides. Jane Davidson’s |ong,

bl ack hair fell down. Her neck was |ike a rag.

At the command of the Voice, the hissing and crackling of the gl obes had ceased.

Now, all the row of prisoners in the wooden stocks could see clearly what was taking place. For
the floating nonsters had suddenly di sappeared. Only Jonas Hydebottom the aging mllionaire,
continued to groan.



It might be that the older man’s mnd would renain affected for the rest of his years.

It was the childlike voice of Munk which yelped first.

"That’'s him He'll kill the dane! Stop him"

"Cood gravy!" rapped out Ham "It's Doc! He's been in here all the tine!"

"Doc! Doc!" shouted Long Tom "W’ re over here!"

Johnny said nothing. But like the others, he was staring at the bronze giant crossing the big,
vaul ted room

In the end stocks, the real Doc Savage had lifted his head. His hair had fallen over the face
that | ooked |like Renny’s. He |ooked as if he had been put into a permanent stupor. Even the presence
of the great figure of bronze wal king before himdid not bring a response.

None had known what had become of Jane Davi dson after they had been seized. Al had seen the
young wonan struck down with the electrical weapon. After that, it seened she had been spared
imprisonment in the stocks. For the time, none had been given reason to suspect where she had been
t aken.

"Doc! Doc!" yelled Ham "W’ re over here! Look out for those other fellows! They ve got sonme kind
of ray that knocks you out!"

The bronze giant turned his head. Every feature marked himas the | ong-absent Doc Savage. If this
was the man who had hypnotized Jane Davi dson, the young wonman i ndeed had good reason for accusing
the bronze adventurer.

W thout noving his lips, the bronze man gave forth a faint, eerie trilling. This was a m stake.
Johnny spoke. He knew instantly that trilling had a distinctly wong note.

"That is the solution, and he is the Voice we have been hearing. Brothers, it may be that Doc has
perished. If that is true, then our situation is nost critical."

"Howl in' calamities!" exploded Mnk. "Haven't you fellows—

Monk did not conplete his words. The bronze giant had apparently hurled Jane Davi dson roughly
onto one of three strange vehicles which stood to one side of the vaulted room

The bronze giant spoke. H's words m ght have been those of Doc Savage hinself.

"Bring the doctor and load the air cars," he said. "Cragrock is charged for dissolution. W are
ready to strike!"

"Good grief!" rapped out Ham "You don't suppose all this stuff about Doc being dead is true?"
"Daggonit!" yel ped Monk. "Can't you see—

From what had appeared to be a solid pillar in the mddl e of the cavern vault boormed a deep

voi ce.

"Holy cow, inspector! | told you Doc would be down here!"

ONE side of the rock pillar opened. The nmen in the stocks could see that this was really
sonething like a spiral slide. It nust have come into this lower roomdirectly fromthe observatory
above. It was rmuch |ike fire-escape apparatus.

To the amazenent of Ham Long Tom and Johnny, at |least, a bulky figure shot fromthis spiral.
This was a great-fisted giant. The sol erm face of Renny appeared above the mammot h shoul ders.
Across one cheek was a deep, red gouge. Apparently Renny had been in sone trouble. But whatever
it had been, it was slight conpared to what he now faced.

Behind this amazing figure of Col onel John Renw ck appeared the thin face of Inspector Higgins.
Even at a distance, the inspector’s Adanis apple was junping.

"Wl ! well! well!" rapped Inspector Hi ggins. "So you' re Doc Savage, and we’' ve caught up with you
at last! Whatcha doin’ with that wonman? Put up your hands! You' re under arrest for—

I nspect or Higgi ns had whi pped out a regul ation Police Positive revolver. He pointed this at the
figure of the bronze man in the mddle of the room The result was no | ess than astounding.

The big man of bronze did not nove or issue an order. But two of the many nen working around the
strange vehicles he had called the air cars noved their hands slightly.

A pair of short black rods appeared. |Inspector Higgins' s pistol exploded. But not in the manner
he intended. It becane a blazing lunp of blue flane.

The revol ver junped up in the air and fell to the rock floor. Inspector Higgins stuck his hands
strai ght out. He fell down and rolled over.

"Well, 1'lIl be superanal gamat ed!" expl oded Johnny. "We have wi tnessed the apparition of Doc
Savage, and it has proved to be only a hallucination! W have gazed upon m crobes that have turned
into nonsters! And now | am | ooking at two Rennys!"

If Johnny was surprised, the big bronze man seenmed no | ess so. His voice |lost the cal mtone he
had been usi ng.

"Grab that fellow" he bellowed. "Sonething s been put over on us!"

The dull, solem eyes of Doc Savage, inprisoned in the stocks, |ooked rather vacantly at the
bronze giant. But the newy arrived Renny proved he was not in a stupor.

Several men junped toward him They were swinging the stubby black rods. The big engi neer had
seen sonething. It was a connection fromwhich thin wires extended to those rods.

The hamlike fists smashed two ways at once. Before the ray could render hi mpowerless, big Renny
had proved what a cycl one can acconplish when it goes on the |oose.



One of the engineer’s feet smashed | oose the connection of the electrical rods. He did not seem
to mnd bei ng now surrounded by as nany dancing, yelling nmen as could get close to him

NOT in a long time had the giant engi neer had so many targets for those smashing fists. He seened
to have only one purpose: That was to reach the big man who apparently had been inpersonati ng Doc
Savage.

"Holy cow " boomed Renny. "You will go around |ookin' |ike Doc!"

He swung a hayneker at the big bronze nman, but another fellow tripped himup and he fell to his
knees. Perhaps half a dozen men made the mistake of trying to nake a football out of the big

engi neer.

"Howl in' calamties!" yelled Monk. "If | could only get into it!"

The others were feeling much the same. But for considerable time big Renny appeared to need no
assi stance. He was putting up a perfect show as a one-nman w ecki ng crew.

Now t he prisoners in the stocks were shouting encouragenent.

"But it can't last long," groaned Long Tom "If Renny only had waited. Still, |’'mdizzy over the
whol e thing. That's Renny out there trying to smash the works, and that’'s Renny fastened up there in
the stocks. Say! Mnk? You nmean—

O the half a dozen nmen who had | anded on Renny’s broad back, at least three would be of little
use for a long tine to cone. Their skulls had been permanently cracked.

The bi g bronze man had separated fromthe others. He had glided toward one of the queer vehicles
he had called air cars. He paused only to stare strangely at the bogus Renny in the wooden stocks
and at the other man still playing billiards with his nen.

At last the fake bronze man rapped out.

"W’ ve been tricked, doctor! Gve themthe gl obes again! Doc Savage |ives!"

The generators hummed and the copper gl obes crackl ed. The fake bronze nman evi dently had anot her
idea up his sleeve.

"Black the lights!" he yelled. "Have the air cars ready! Hold everything for the detonators!”

The line of prisoners in the stocks again were seeing nonsters. But Johnny’s voice was steadying
them He was talking in Mayan.

"If you could get your hands to your eyes, it would cease," he stated.

The great, vaultil ke cavern was plunged into darkness. The only light now was the eerie, weird
serpents crackling between the big copper globes. Yet this faint illum nation showed that which
m ght not have previously been observed.

Stranger vehi cl es never had been seen than the three, streanined affairs at one side of the
under ground room They appeared to be nerely nonstrous-pointed cars, w thout w ndows or w thout
wheel s.

As Renny sonehow managed to free hinself fromthe jamof the bronze man’s henchnen, a strange

t hi ng happened.

ONE of the wi ndowl ess vehicles seemed to have no | oad. The bronze man who had been enacting the
rol e of Doc Savage rapped out an order. Five or six of his men ran over to this single car.
"Good grief!" stated Ham "I've got themthings off ny eyes! Look! That car |ooks big as a

rail road engine, but four nmen have picked it up! They're turning it around! Say, the thing has a
track underneath that unwinds itself!"

Per haps none but big Renny could see this. And for once Renny had used rare judgnment. Usually,
the engi neer would fight as long as his fists could find a skull to smash. But this tine Renny had
el uded his enemies.

In the faint blue light, the nen under the nountain were cracking at each other.

"Connect the paralysis ray!" comranded the voice of the fake bronze man. "That will get him and
the others! W nust go with what we have gained!"

The mountai n men had troubl e connecting the paralysis ray. This trouble was unexpected.
Apparently Inspector Higgins had only been knocked out for a few m nutes.

Chapter Xl X. END OF THE DOCTOR

I NSPECTOR HI GA NS awoke in the midst of what he may have mistaken for a riot. The worthy copper
was slightly groggy. Hi s groping hand found his fallen revol ver.

"1"11 get Doc Savage yet!" yelled |nspector Higgins.

The policeman was a man with one idea. Now the greenish light fromthe copper balls suddenly
reveal ed the figure of a giant with bronzed skin. This man was nmaking an effort to have his men
connect the rods which carried the paralysis ray.

I nspector Higgins started shooting. The bronze man escaped. He | eaped suddenly onto the curious
air car in which lay the linmp formof Jane Davi dson.

Two or three men attenpting to connect the rod wires were knocked down by Inspector Higgins's
bul | et s.

During this bedlam a voice started speaking quietly. At the sanme instant, the bronze man beside
Jane Davidson on the air car heaved to his feet. The greenish electrical gl ow gave his countenance a



deathly cast.

That voice was conming fromhis lips. It was issuing a conmand.

"Keep the copper globes alive!" said this voice. "Release the prisoners in the stocks and drive
theminto the inner room"

The men who had been attenpting to get their paralysis ray rods in action ceased this effort. A
dozen men hastened to obey the command. The bronze man on the air car, who apparently had given this
order, was clawing at his face.

"No! No! No!" he was screanming. "Take them away! They're tearing ne to pieces!"

In sonme manner the greater illumnation of the cavern flashed on.

"Well, 1"l be superanal gamated!" shouted Johnny. "Cone on!"

Al'l of the wooden stocks had been opened by a single | ever. Monk, Ham Long Tom and the four
mllionaires stood free. But they did not seemto know where to go into action.

The bronze man who had been taking the role of Doc Savage still stood on the queer air car. He
was still clawing at his face. H s words were neani ngl ess screans.

The reason for this was quickly apparent.

THE real Renny, the big engineer who had been fighting it out with overwhel m ng nunbers in the

m ddl e of the room had vani shed.

The ot her Renny, Doc Savage, who had been | ocked in the stocks, was standing notionless on his
massive |l egs. Fromhis skull the brownish hair had been pulled away. Now there was reveal ed the
smoot h bronze hair of Doc Savage hinsel f.

For a few seconds, a weird trilling filled the great vault. It arose above even the crackling and
hi ssing of the copper globes and the conduits. Al of the men in the room seened transfixed.

This was the unm stakable weird note of the real Doc Savage. The other that had been heard

several tinmes did not now seemeven a good imtation.

Doc Savage noved his hands. The bronze skin showed. Metal flakes fell fromhis eyes. They were

now stirring whirlpools of gold. And these eyes were fixed intently on that other bronze nman on the
air car.

Monk yelled, "I could ve told alla you what woul d happen! Daggonit! | knew all the tine it was

Doc who dropped fromthe gyroplane! Now we’'ll clean ‘emup!"

The bronze man on the air car spoke again in distinct words. He was acting like a man in a
nightmare. H s hands noved as if he wanted to stop his own words and coul dn’t.

This was the truth. This fake man of bronze couldn’'t stop those words. Nor could he find speech

of his own to informhis nmen that his crazy commands were being uttered by another.

For it was the real Doc Savage tal king. In that cavern, on the crackling waves of the copper

gl obes, it was possible to produce a ventriloquial effect that had never before been attained. This
was one of the discoveries Doc Savage had nade of the properties of the new short-wave rays the

gl obe conduits were bringing to earth.

The speech of the fake bronze man was conpletely paralyzed. In his mouth were the words of Doc
Savage.

And though he tried to avoid them those flaky gold eyes of Doc Savage were upon himw th an
intentness the renarkabl e adventurer sel dom enpl oyed.

For a few seconds, Doc Savage was able to hold this faker, his imtator, under a hypnotic spell.
The real man of bronze was using these few seconds to the best advantage. For he had seen enough to
know that the slightest m stake now woul d nean the annihilation of his conpanions, the four
mllionaires and hinself.

Doc Savage had known all the tine those wooden stocks had been wired for instant el ectrocution of
prisoners in an enmergency. So his first order through his hel pless double was to free the captives.
Now he caused the withing faker on the air car to issue another conmand.

"Doctor Anstratton!" cane fromthe twisting, helpless lips. "You will destroy all of the jars of
monsters! You will make them powerless to do harm "

On the rounded top of the air car where the fake bronze nman stood, the plunp body of Jane

Davi dson noved. The girl’s round white face was raised. She sprang up suddenly. Her arns were |ocked
around the big man’s wai st.

At the instant the faker uttered the order to Doctor Anstratton, Jane Davidson cried out, "It’'s

Doc Savage! He killed Professor Spargrove! He'll kill all of us! He wants to rule the world!"

THE feet of the bronze faker flew fromunder him He fell beside Jane Davidson. The young wonan

must have struck this boss of Cragrock with some object she held in her hand. H's big body stiffened
and he lay still across the air car.

But the eyes of all were pulled to the inner roomof the gauze curtain. Frominside this room

canme a crashing and crackling of glass. It seenmed Doctor Anstratton was carrying out the order
delivered by the real Doc Savage through his double.

Those who had freed their eyes of the hideous nonsters now were able to observe nore of this huge
roomin which they stood.

In many respects it was simlar to the wonderful |aboratory of Doc Savage in Manhattan. The walls



of soft rock were studded with electrical devices. These included radio and tel evision.

Apparently there had not been tine to renpve the big copper globes fromthe strange air car on

whi ch they had been pl aced.

On another simlar car was piled a great deal of the equipnent that had been stolen from Doc

Savage’ s headquarters.

The third car was queerly canouflaged. Wiile its streamined perfection was revealed, it had the
appearance of a very old and very common sort of railroad coach. It was painted |ike a carnival car.
Renny, the big engineer, now crouched cl ose behind the big copper globes, knew exactly where he

had | ast seen this coach. It had been in the railroad yards close to the Twentieth Century Metal

Al'l oy Wrks above Manhatt an.

Now, when the devilish scheme of the fake Doc Savage and Doctor Anstratton seened about to be

upset, Doc Savage and Renny had becone aware that the slightest m stake woul d nean death for
everybody.

Doc Savage had caused that order to be given to Doctor Anstratton nerely to gain a few mnutes of
delay. He had learned that all of Cragrock had been charged with a terrible high expl osive. Sone

hi dden switch or lever would bring all of the thousands of tons of the rock crashing down upon these
hi dden roons.

For this reason, Doc Savage's copper globes, his other nore inportant devices and the best of the
equi prent of the fake Doc Savage and Doctor Anstratton had been | oaded on the three nysterious cars.
Doc Savage's |iberated conpani ons had cl awed sonmething fromunder their eyelids. They stood

awai ting an order to attack the two score nmen attenpting to get their paralysis rods into action.
And in the few seconds they waited, they heard the continued crashing of the glass jars in the room
behi nd the gauze curtain.

"You woul d rob me of everything!" screaned a hi gh-pitched voice fromthe doorway of the gauze

curtain. "You have what you seek, and you would | eave ne with nothing! | know now You want to
beconme the new Doc Savage! You killed the real Doc Savage and left his bones to the rats! | won't be
tricked!"

THE curtain of gauze swayed to one side. The figure of Doctor Anstratton hopped into view High
above his one hunched shoul der, the crazed scientist held a small glass jar. In the other hand, the
doct or bal anced anot her.

Jane Davi dson was standing erect on the sloping top of the air car. The big bronze figure at her
feet had not noved after she had struck hi m down.

Jane Davi dson screaned shrilly. There was the terror of death in her voice.

"This is all the work of Doc Savage!" she cried. "Don't let himbreak those jars! They contain

wor se than death! They were filled by Professor Spargrove!"

"Holy cow " muttered Renny behind the crackling copper globes. "This is about the nuttiest set-up

| ever encountered! Now what?"

Apparently the two score nmen commanded by the fake Doc Savage and this Doctor Anstratton knew

what it was all about. Mreover, they appeared to be in deadly terror of those swinging jars.

"No, doctor! No! You can’'t do that!" screamed one man.

Anot her man yelled, "Get the cars noving! Open the wall!"

There was no tine to get one of the queer air cars noving. Nor was there tine to open a wall.
Doctor Anstratton chuckled with a fiendish glee, which could be heard above the hissing of the
electrical currents of the big gl obes.

One bony- knuckl ed hand hurled one of the glass jars. This jar seened to contain only sone green
stagnant water. The jar struck anmong some of the nearest of the nountain nen and expl oded into
scores of splintery fragments.

The green water splattered over the faces and the hands of three of these nmen. Those whose eyes
were clear and unaffected by whatever enmanati on was coming fromthe big copper globes saw the three
men halt as if transfixed by |ightning.

Then these three nmen fell down. None withed or showed any ot her evidence of suffering. They
sinply becane instantly only notionl ess bundl es of clothes and bones and fl esh.

"CGood grief!" exploded Ham "Doc! I'Il get him"

Ham started to spring forward. The | awyer was not even arnmed with his sword cane. But he flashed
toward Doctor Anstratton.

"Keep back, Ham" canme the cal mvoice of Doc Savage. "Every one get to the first of those cars.

It is our only way now out of Cragrock. In a few seconds there will be no nmountain.”

"So you think you' re another Doc Savage!" screamed Doctor Anstratton. "But you have spoken the
truth! I'n another few seconds there will be no Cragrock. The detonator is set! None but nyself ever
wi Il beconme the new Doc Savage!"

Doctor Anstratton broke the other jar. He crashed the top of it on the rock nearest him A how

of laughter cane fromhis throat. The scientist’s defornmed shoul der tw sted upward.

Renny shouted from behind the copper globes. "He's drinking the stuff! He s—=

Jonas Hydebottom and the other mllionaires perhaps had not yet understood why they were seeing
nonsters, why they were on the verge of madness. There had been no tinme for themto renove netallic



gl ass shells fromunder their eyelids.

Because of this, Jonas Hydebottom and the others were viewi ng nuch nore than the nere paralysis
of three men, and the strange transformati on of Doctor Anstratton.

"Great grief!" yelled Jonas Hydebottom "They' re eating themalive! There are mllions of the

t hi ngs! Look out! They’'re coming through the air!"

JONAS HYDEBOTTOM was seeing a nyriad of hydra-headed nonsters. These were equi pped with dozens of
gimetlike projectors. They surrounded Doctor Anstratton. Their terrible borers seemed to pierce his
body. They energed through his clothing.

The same thing was happening to the three nmen lying on the floor.

As if transfixed by all these hideous creatures, Doctor Anstratton sat down suddenly. H s bony
knuckl es no | onger cracked. Hi s hands did not nove. Only his deep eyes stayed alive.

The eyes of the three nen on the floor were still alive. But their bodies were inert.

One of the long streamined cars suddenly noved. It was that containing the fake Doc Savage and
Jane Davi dson. Apparently the plunp girl attenpted to leap off. The big man reared to his feet.
One fist knocked the girl down.

"Stay where you are!" the man shouted. "It's too late for the others! The detonators have been
set!"

This strange car was behind the other two. One of the other cars was that old railroad coach.
Over its netallic body it had been canpufl aged as a worn-out carnival car.

The real Doc Savage sprang toward the other bronze man on the noving air car. As he went, he
called out, "All get back of the gl obes! Seize that other car! Al can escape!"

The nmountai n men had been terrorized. Robbed of their paralysis ray, they flung thensel ves upon
Doc Savage. They might as well have got in the path of a cycl one.

The great fists of Doc Savage were like invisible flying circles. Men fell all around him

Monk, Long Tom and Johnny, having been robbed of their weapons, were using their fists and their
hands. The gripping hands of the apelike Monk were nore terrible than the fists of the others.
Doc Savage reached the sloping side of the noving air car on which rode the other bronze man and
Jane Davi dson. He was clinbing upon it, when a ghastly | augh croaked fromthe throat of Doc’s
doubl e.

The real Doc was tossed a score of feet. The shock which had acconplished this had come fromthe
metallic alloy of the nystery air car. Bearing the chief of the scientific nonsters, and the plunp
Jane Davidson, this air car turned on what seened a caterpillar track of its own. It headed directly
for the closed wall of granite.

Qutside this wall was the abandoned quarry. And there were the old switch tracks. Doc’s nmen could
now see by what neans these strange cars had been noved so nysteriously.

For the inner flanges of beltlike devices were fitted for the standard tracks of any railroad.
The facility with which the cars could be noved undoubtedly nade it possible for themto operate
anywher e between regul ar trains.

At the approach of a train, the air cars sinply crawied off the rails into conceal ment.

But at this nonment, Doc’s conpanions had no tine to study this one of the several devices by

whi ch a fake Doc Savage had expected to appear before the world.

TOSSED a score of feet fromthe nmoving air car, Doc Savage whi pped to his feet. He sprang toward
the car containing the big copper globes. The electrical current between these globes was |ike the
constant play of a zigzagging |ightning bolt.

The special netallic conduits were glowing with the intensity of the heat being drawn fromthe
sky above Cragrock.

The men of the nountain had put up a stubborn fight, but they appeared nore subdued by fear of
their three paral yzed conpanions than by the fists of Doc Savage's nen. Now they were fleeing toward
the air car which resenbled a carnival car.

The vast underground room was a bedl am of screans.

"Get the others on the car of the globes," commanded Doc Savage quietly. "Renny, destroy the
power. It was a mistake in the beginning."

The hand of Renny, the big engineer, noved toward a switch which had a three-way brass

connection. He pulled this apart.

From sonewhere in the top of Cragrock cane a runbling expl osion. The vaulted room shook.

Fragments of rock fell down. Another blast quickly followed. It felt as if the donelike observatory
was being blown to bits far above.

Doc Savage clinbed on the car between the big copper globes. Renny's pulling of the switch had
shut off the generators. The bronze giant nade a ruthless job of several delicately wired

connecti ons.

"This," he said quietly to Johnny, "concludes the experinment of the magni globes. Wth all of its
possibilities for great good, we have seen what terrible evil it mght bring."

"l had guessed sone of that," stated Johnny. "Are we getting out on this car?"

"We will help the others aboard here," advised Doc. "Be quick. The whol e nobuntain may go next."



H s words seened about to be fulfilled. Long Tom had nmade an effort to rescue the paral yzed

Doctor Anstratton. The electrician halted as a blast fromfar above sent a whole wall of soft rock
down upon the inert body of the crazed scientist

Al the nmountain men had crowded aboard the air car with the flanboyant carnival paint. They had
the vehicle noving. Its remarkable notors nade only a hissing, as if they were drawing in air
Jonas Hydebottom and the three mllionaires were now besi de Doc Savage. The hands of the bronze

gi ant played over the side of one of the huge copper balls. The sphere divided. The power of the
gl obes, whatever it was, had been destroyed

"The others will escape through the wall," stated Doc Savage. "Get inside the globe, it is our
only chance. W have no tine to follow"

Chapter XX. WHEN CRAGROCK FELL

THROUGH a thousand feet of soft rock the big telescope in the Cragrock observatory plunged into
the great, vaulted room Its long netal body rested across one of the copper gl obes aboard a
notionless air car

"W have no tinme to attenpt to follow the others," Doc Savage had cautioned. "Perhaps the gl obe
wll resist the blast."

Doc and his nen, Inspector Hi ggins, Jonas Hydebottom and the other men of wealth, were crowded
into the limted space of the copper globe. The bronze man had closed the great ball until only a
slit remained

Through that slit appeared an ammzi ng spectacle. The soft quartz walls inside Cragrock were
splitting and falling. Blast after blast of high explosives shook the nountain. Apparently these had
been timed by Doctor Anstratton or Doc Savage' s double to take place in a series after all had left
the place

"Them devils nmeant us to be buried here! Wiat was the purpose, Doc?" canme from Renny.

"We are not yet sure we won't be buried here," stated Doc Savage. "W have only one hope. This
expl osion may split the whole nountain.”

"Howl in" calamties!" exploded Monk. "They nust’ve been startin’ off at better’'n a hundred mles
an hour! Say! They didn’t make it!"

It was very apparent the two fleeing air cars had not nade it. Perhaps the granite wall was
supposed to open by sone automati c nechanism Those two cars had been traveling at great speed
Possi bly the blasting of the nmountain had disrupted all of the intricate mechani sm by which the
granite wall shoul d have opened

The big bronze man who had been faking the role of Doc Savage was aboard the first of the cars
Nearly all his nen, except the buried Doctor Anstratton were on the other cars

Both cars struck the wall where the opening shoul d have been. Their inpact was al nost as great as
sone of the blasts which had shaken Cragrock to bits

"Good gosh!" said Long Tom "Nobody could be left alive in themcars! Both of them squashed into

that wall |ike bugs!"
"We are lucky," stated Doc Savage. "Cragrock has been split. That is real lightning we are
seeing."

THE | ast runbling blast had died out. Tons of the quartz had hamered the big copper gl obe, but
those inside were unharnmed. Doc slowy w dened the opening. Gusty wi nd blew rain through the roof
where it had been bl own apart

"Well, 1"l be superamal gamated!" exclai med Johnny. "It looks like we're going to be blown right
out of this place!"

"Daggonit, Doc!" conplained Monk. "How are we ever goin’ to get these copper globes an’ all this
stuff out of this mess?"

"When we have got ourselves out of this mess, that will be sufficient," said Doc Savage. "Johnny
you said you had guessed what these gl obes were intended to do?"

"Yes," stated the scholarly Johnny. "As soon as | realized | had sone kind of netallic shells
over nmy eyeballs and that | saw all sorts of strange things when the gl obes were turned on, | had
the answer."

"You are correct, Johnny," advised Doc. "Professor Spargrove had been experinenting with this
idea for years. W succeeded in creating what m ght be called a superm croscope. Wen the cosmc
rays and hi gh voltage of the magni gl obes were inducted into the special finders, which were nmade
into netallic shells for the eyes, millions of mcrobes were enlarged many thousands of tines."
"Yes," stated Johnny, "and this Doctor Anstratton got in on it some way. He found hitherto
invisible bacteria which could be reproduced and nade to paral yze those they touched. Wth that, he
and his conpanions could have held the greatest of cities in their power."

"l fear they had even a nore subtle scheme in mind," stated Doc. "It was their purpose first to
contam nate the water supply of the greatest cities, then produce the eneny bacteria which would
kill off the others and cure the victins."

"You nean," said Ham "they really intended to put over a kind of Doc Savage stuff of their own,
by posing as benefactors."”



"I't would seemso," stated Doc. "lnvention of these air cars would have nmade themnmillions, but
they were not satisfied with nere wealth. These cars are a type of Super-Diesel, which draws nearly
all of its energy fromthe stratosphere. They are held to steel rails by magnetic belts rather than
by the flanges of wheels."

"By golly," said Long Tom "that’'s a principle which may be applied sone day!"

"No doubt and with great benefit," stated Doc. "Their supposed thefts by trucks were only a
cover-up for the real way they were carrying off the heavy stuff."

"Well!l Well! Well!" twanged | nspector Higgins. "Wat was all this twaddl e which made it |ook |ike

| had to arrest Doc Savage? That young woman, Jane Davi dson—Holy Mses! | forgot! She was on one of
t hem smashed cars! Now that’'s too bad!"

Doc Savage shook his head sadly.

"It is always to be regretted when death cones," he stated. "But justice sonetines is dealt by

the power which has created the injustice. | fear Jane Davidson was the brain behind all this
schene. "

"Holy cow " runbled Renny. "She was such a nice black-eyed girl!"

SCHOLARLY Johnny smiled slightly.

"l was aware Jane Davidson was in on this before we cane under the nountain," he stated. "She
suddenly becanme interested in that poor fellow Rufus Bannaford. She told ne she had taken a

phot ograph of herself fromhis body. | happened to see that sane photograph of herself in her purse
earlier. Also, | found a fragment of the metallic eyeshells, which she was renoving fromthe dead
man’s eyes."

"Great gravy!" piped Mnk. "Then who bunped off Professor Spargrove?"

"There appears to be no doubt but that Jane Davidson did that," advised Doc. "Probably the

prof essor suddenly suspected who had hel ped steal the magni gl obes. The girl was his assistant. She
got dreans of great power." The bronze man shrugged. "It was too great a tenptation for her to
resist.”

"Then who was the other Doc Savage?" inquired Long Tom

"That was what made nme sure of Jane Davidson's part in all this," stated Doc. "The other Doc

Savage was Andrus Davi dson, brother of Jane. He had been an actor—possibly a bad one—for many years
And he was built for the part. | believe it was the purpose to discredit our own work before they
tried to take up the great schenme of the nmagni gl obes."

It was now recalled by all that each tine any person had apparently "seen things," sone of the
principals had had an access to them while they were unconsci ous. Even in the case of John Corbin
the first to die, the fake Doc Savage had appeared just |ong enough to renove the nmetallic eyeshells
fromthe dead man's eyes

"Vell! Well! Well!" babbled Inspector Higgins. "I think | done a swell job breaking this case!"

"No doubt about it," stated Hamdryly. "You'll probably be pronoted.”

"Daggonit!" came from Monk "why don’t you let himalone, you shyster? You were so scared of what
was going on here you didn't do anything. At least Higgins isn't afraid!'"

"l suppose you weren't, you hairy ape?" Ham draw ed sarcastically

"I was!" Monk admitted pronptly. "Scared to death, as a matter of fact." And then the hairy

chemi st grinned. For once, he had caught Ham of f guard, and the expression on the dapper |awer’s
face was ludicrous. Getting Monk to admt he was scared was an acconplishnment in itself

THE END



