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Chapter 1. THE POP- EYED DEAD
JOHN Henry Cowl ton was the first pop-eyed dead one. Cowl ton was a young nman who had inherited
noney, and the newspaper reporters, witing his obituary the next norning, called hima Park Avenue
pl ayboy. Cowl ton was found in his penthouse gymasium and because the gym wi ndows were open and it
had been a cold night, his body was frozen only slightly less hard than a rock. There was no mark on
John Henry Cowlton's athletic body. But there was a very peculiar thing wong with his eyes
John Henry Cowlton's eyes were protruding conpletely fromtheir sockets, and for no good reason
that the coroner could find. They were quite horrible, those eyes
Everett Buckett was the second pop-eyed dead one. They found himin his |inousine, which he drove
himsel f. Buckett was a Wall Street operator whose nmachi nati ons had sonetinmes noved others to cal
him"d d Bucket of Blood." He was worth upward of forty millions of dollars
There was no mark on his body, but every one who saw his corpse noted the way the eyes stuck out
Not only was this horrible to | ook at, but it gave the undertaker considerable trouble
O course Everett Buckett's death was connected with that of John Henry Cow ton, on account of
the eyes. But the catch was that there was no other connection between the two nen, as far as any
one knew. They had not even been acquai ntances
And certainly no one could connect "Nutty" O sen with Everett Buckett, Wall Street wolf, and John
Henry Cowl ton, Park Avenue socialite
Nutty O sen was the next victim and they found himin his cheap, filthy roomw th his eyes al
a-pop. Nutty had been in nunerous jails and he had a long police record; he was known as an utterly
bad character. It was even suspected that he had nurdered his nother because the old | ady had once
turned himover to the police. This had never been proved
Al of these deaths were in Manhattan
The next one was in the Bronx. By this tine, newspapers had started putting the pop-eyed deat hs
on the front page, and people who had nothing el se to do were wondering if some new and nysterious
di sease m ght not have sprung up
The Bronx victimwas a | awyer, noted as a very honest man. He had a large famly. They heard him
scream ng in his room Wen they reached him he was spread out on the floor with his eyes sticking
out
The tabl oi d newspapers began to turn handsprings. They ran big headlines; and the nore timd
citizens of New York began to look into mirrors frequently to see if anything was wong with their

eyes.
The thing was not a joke. A fifth and sixth man were found dead - one a confortably fixed
i nsurance nman, the other a down-and-out hanger-on in a pool hall - and their eyes were not pleasant

things to l ook at the seventh was a professor in the city's |largest university.

There was no conceivabl e connecti on between any of these men. But they all died with their eyes
sticking out.

The police department, urged by the mayor, sent to Chicago for a specialist in strange di seases

for none of the victins showed the slightest mark on their bodies. The conservative New York papers
becane as wild as the tabloids. They did their best to worry every one

Certain unnaturally timd persons began to go south to Florida earlier than they had intended

O hers went to Europe. Those who had country homes paid thema visit. So far, it was only the timd
who were worried. But before long, every one was to feel the terror of it

They thought it was sone new di sease. They were wong. Just how hi deously wong, no one had yet
real i zed. The secret of the whole thing started conming out after what happened at the Association of



Physi cal Healt h.
In the Association of Physical Health, there was a frosted glass inner-office door which bore the

| egend:
Dr. J. Sultman, President
Behi nd the door, a nman yelled hoarsely, "I won't do it! No!"

There were scuffling sounds and a thunp as if a chair had been upset. Rattling of the doorknob

i ndi cated sone one was trying to get out

In the big outer office, stenographers stopped typing. The flashy bl onde on the phone switchboard
ceased chewi ng gum and opened her |ips

The small man sitting in one of the | eather chairs reserved for custonmers |owered his newspaper
agai nst his chest and | ooked over it, then shifted the paper so that his hands were conceal ed
between it and his chest. The small man had long, oily hair and bl eak blue eyes. Hi s clothing was
extremely conservative

"Let me out of here, you dammed fiend!" roared the voice back of the door

Then the frosted gl ass panel broke with a jangling explosion. The nman on the other side was
beating it out with his fists, and when he had a | arge opening, he threw a |ight-brown topcoat over
the jagged edges and vaul ted through. He did not bother to recover his coat, but plunged toward the
el evators, breathing heavily) horror on his face

The man did not |ook |like one accustonmed to violent physical action. He was portly, w th ruddy
cheeks, and his head was al nost bald. He had | ong-fingered, capable hands, which were also unusually
snoot h- ski nned

The small man with the newspaper stood erect hastily, let the paper fall, and showed an automatic
pi stol which it had hidden

"Wait, brother!" he said

The portly man | ooked at the gun, veered sharply to the left and sl amed hinself down in the
shelter of a long | eather divan

"Hel p!" he roared at the top of his voice. "Police! Help!"

The small man's nouth twisted, giving his face a cast of extrene evil. He ainmed at the divan and
began shooting, the gun convul sing and junping with each ear-shattering report

St enogr aphers screaned; nurses began running; and the bl onde tel ephone girl swallowed her gum and
tried to cram under her sw tchboard

When the small man's automatic was enpty, he snapped a fresh cartridge clip into the nmagazi ne

with the skill of an expert gunman. Then he ran around behind the divan

The portly man was a |inp heap, |eaking crinson in several places, for the bullets had driven
through the | eather and uphol stery of the divan

The smal|l man shot once nore, deliberately, and his victims head jarred as a snmall blue hole
appeared a little above the eyes. Then the killer ran for the stairway beside the el evators

He reached the first stair |anding. There he stopped, began to withe about and shriek

BETWEEN yell's, the killer guashed his own lips so that scarlet ran down over his chin and stained
his necktie and shirt front. He doubl ed over as best he could, stanping his feet, slowy, then threw
back hi s head

When his head was back, the strange thing happening to his eyes first becane apparent. It |ooked
as if sonething behind the orbs was slowy forcing themout of their sockets

The small man fell down on the |anding and his gargling noi ses weakened until, before many

seconds had passed, he was silent. He ceased to breathe, but his body still retained its grotesquely
stiff posture

H s eyes were all but hanging out of their sockets

There was only one flight of stairs to the street, and heavy feet pounded these, nounting. Two
pol i cemen appeared, hands on hip holsters, and saw the body of the man on the |anding

"I"ll be dammed!" gasped one officer, inpressed by the dead man's popping eyes. "Watcha know

about that? The eighth one!"

They went on up the stairs and entered the big reception roomof the Association of Physica

Heal th. There was nuch excitenent, one of the stenographers having fainted

The two pol i cenen shouted down every one, gave orders that nobody was to | eave, and one took up a
position at the elevators after ascertaining there was no back door. The other cop nade a brief
inspection of the portly man who had been shot to death behind the divan

One of the dead man's arns was out flung, and the wist was encircled by a shiny netal band which
the policeman at first mistook for a wist watch, only to learn, on closer inspection, that it held
in place a round netal disk which bore an inscription that read

Shoul d anyt hi ng happen to this nman, notify Doc Savage

"Hell's bells!" gulped the officer, and ran for a tel ephone

The bl onde operator was too nervous to put up a connection, so the policeman did it hinself
funbling clunmsily with the board

"Doc Savage speaking," came over the wire

The voi ce which had answered was one so unusual that the officer was startled into nonentary
silence. There was a remarkabl e depth and power to the voice, a quality of capability which even the



shortcomi ngs of tel ephonic reproduction did not nask.

"There's a man dead here," said the policeman. "On his wist is an identification tag asking that
you be called if anything should happen to him"

"What is the nunber on the back of the tag?" Doc Savage asked

The officer went over and exam ned the tag, finding a nunber he had overl ooked the first tine.

Then he cane back

"Twenty-three," he said

The policeman waited for some commrent - then a bew | dered expression overspread his flushed
features. He absently put a finger up and rubbed an ear, as if that organ were playing himtricks
He was hearing one of the strangest sounds ever to cone to his attention. It was a weird

trilling, this note, having a fantastic rising and falling cadence, yet adhering to no definite
tune. It mght have been the product of a faint wind through the cold spiles of an ice field, or it
m ght have been the sound of an exotic tropical bird. The note ebbed away as nysteriously as it had
ari sen

"l shall be there shortly," Doc Savage said, and there was no trace of enotion in his unusua

voi ce

The policeman hung up and breathed, "Wew Sonething about that guy gets you, even over the

t el ephone! "

THE ot her cop, who had conme over and heard the last of the conversation, demanded, "Wio is this
guy Doc Savage?"

The first officer |ooked dunfounded. "You ain't kiddin" me?"

"Ch, |'ve heard gossip about him" said the other. "But nothing first hand. Wat's the dope on

hi n?"

"He's probably the nost unusual bird alive," said the first officer. "He's the biggest and
strongest man you ever saw. And he's a whiz! He can do anything. Electricity, chemstry,

engi neering, he knows all about 'emall."

"What's his business?" demanded the other

The first policeman shrugged. "H gh adventure, | guess. He likes excitenment. And he goes around
getting people out of trouble. But what | nean, he tackles things on a big scale. He saves thrones
for kings and stops wars. That's his caliber." The cop who was aski ng questions said, "He has five
birds who help him hasn't he?"

"Yeah. Scientists, electricians and so on. Each one of the five is a topnotch specialist in sone
line."

The other policenman nodded at the body, then at the tel ephone. "How conme you called hinP"

"That identification disk

"l know. But that's business for Inspector Hardboiled Humbolt. He won't like it, your calling

this Doc Savage."

"l don't give a dam," said the other officer. "This Doc Savage has done nore good for the world
than any other ten living nmen you can nane. Yeah - any fifty you can nane."

"Har dboi | ed Hunbolt is gonna |ay an egg because you called Savage," grunted the first cop. "You
could call the president and the governor and the marines, and Hardboiled would still kick. He Ilikes
to run things."

"Let himlay the egg," snorted the other policeman

They went out to stand guard. Down in the street, the caterwauling of a police siren was becom ng

| ouder.

THE roadster had a | ong wheel base, but it was not flashy and there was nothing particularly

out standi ng about its appearance. Only close inspection would have shown that the body was noul ded
of arnmor plate and the tires were filled w th sponge rubber which woul d not be affected greatly by
bull ets. The gl asswork was al so of bull etproof construction, and the nachine was fitted with
apparatus for laying either snoke or gas screens

Under the hood, a siren whined softly.

It was hard to say whether it was the whining of the siren or the appearance of the renmarkabl e
bronze man at the wheel which caused traffic to be parted with alacrity. The siren was the type
reserved for police squad cars. Furthernore, the license plate consisted sinply of three letters and
a nunmber - DCC 1.

More than a few persons on the streets recognized the bronze nman. His picture was often in the
newspapers; his name was nentioned even nore frequently in the prints

"Doc Savage," sone one said, and there was a snmall stanpede for the curb to get a glinpse of the
bronze man

The roadster was a large one, a car in which an ordinary |large man woul d have seened snall. But

the bronze man had the build of a giant, even in the open nachine. Trenmendous nuscul ar strength was
apparent in his cabled hands and in the vertical nuscles in his neck, which were |ike hawsers coated
with a veneer of bronze

This bronze hue was the giant's notif throughout, his unusually fine-textured skin having a
metallic hue inparted by | ong exposure to intense sunlight; his hair, straight and fitting like a
nmetal skullcap, was of a bronze only slightly darker; the quiet brown of his business suit added to



t he synmphony in netal .

Perhaps the eyes of the bronze man were the nost inpressive thing about him They were weird,

al nost fantastic eyes, |like nothing so much as pools of fine golden flakes continuously stirred by
tiny winds. In themwas a hypnotic, conpelling quality.

THE bronze man wore no head covering, and his eyes roved ceasel essly, seening never to devote
attention to the driving but rather to the streets through which the roadster passed. |In spite of
the seeming inattention, there was an expert ease about the way he drove.

He reached the buil ding which housed the Associ ation of Physical Health, drew to the curb and
switched off the engine. Little nore than the sudden death of the ammeter needl e indicated the notor
had stopped, so silently had it operated.

The bronze man drifted a netallic, mnuscle-cabled hand under the dash and touched a switch. Soft
static crackl e began comng froma radi o | oud-speaker. He brought a hand m crophone to view.

"Monk - Ham" he said into the mke.

A voice that m ght have belonged to a snall child cane fromthe radi o speaker.

"We're only a few bl ocks away, Doc," said this small tone.

"Ham wi t h you?" Doc questi oned.

"The shyster? Sure. He's along."

"Watch the outside of the building." Doc Savage directed quietly.

"Sure," said the child-voiced "Mnk." "Wat do you know about this Association of Physical

Heal t h?"

"It is a concern which makes a business of giving physical exaninations," the bronze man replied.
" A physician naned Janko Sultman is the president and principal owner."

Monk asked, "Any idea what this neans, Doc?"

"None whatever," said the bronze giant, and switched off the radio transmtter-receiver

equi pnent .

He coul d hear the nurnur of puzzled voices as soon as he entered the building. A police nedical
exam ner was inspecting the body of the man who had di ed, pop-eyed, on the stair |anding. He bowed
with marked deference when he saw Doc Savage.

"What killed hin?" Doc Savage queri ed.

"l haven't the slightest idea," the nmedical examiner said pronptly. "It has me stunped. But he's
l'i ke the other seven."

The bronze man said nothing, but knelt beside the dead nman, his intention obviously being to nake
an exam nati on.

There was a poundi ng of feet on the stairs, coming down fromthe second fl oor above. Doc Savage
did not | ook around.

The newconer was a burly man al nost as |arge as Doc Savage. He had very |arge feet which were
encased in canvas sneakers, and he walked as if his feet hurt him H s face gave the inpression of
bei ng conposed nostly of jaw.

He sl ammed a hand down on Doc Savage's shoul der. The hand was red and bony with a skin that

| ooked as tough as rhinoceros hide.

"What the hell you doing?" he grow ed. "Get away fromthat body!"

The beefy man kept his hand on Doc Savage's shoul der as the bronze nan stood erect. Then he
shifted his grip to Doc Savage's arm A slightly blank | ook overspread his bulldog face as he felt
the hardness of the arm beneath. The next instant blankness becane amazenent as the bronze nan

pl ucked the hand off his arm acconplishing the feat with apparent ease.

The burly man peered foolishly at his wist' which bore pale grooves where the bronze nan's
fingers had reposed nmonentarily. He wiggled the fingers and seened surprised that they functioned.
Then he runbl ed angrily, shook his armup and down, and a shot-filled |eather blackjack dropped into
his hand. Evidently it had hung on a hook or rested in a shall ow pocket in his sleeve.

"Tough guy, huh?" he grow ed.

"Don't be a fool, Hardboiled!" the nedical exam ner gulped. "This is Doc Savage."

"l know who he is," "Hardboil ed" runbled. "He's the guy who goes around m xing in other people's
busi ness, and guys who try to buck himhave a funny way of disappearin'."

The medi cal exam ner said, "Doc Savage has an honorary comm ssion as inspector on the police.
"Yeah, | know," Hardboiled growl ed. Then he | eaned forward and tapped Doc's chest lightly with
the end of his bl ackjack.

"Listen," he said. "I been intending to get around to you, only |'ve been too busy. |'ve beard a

| ot about you, and we know each other by sight. You may know I'm a tough cop. That's what the papers
call me, damm 'enml | know you're the Man of Mystery, and | know people try to kill you and you do
things to '"emand the | aw never hears about it |I don't like it. Fromnow on, when anybody takes a
shot at you, you call a cop and he'll handle it. Do it |ike anybody el se does."

"In other words, have the police fight ny battles?" Doc asked.

"Call it what you want," Hardboiled scow ed. "There'. laws to take care of crooks. And another

t hing: behave yourself and you won't have any battles to fight."
Doc asked dryly, "You have a faint suspicion | ama crook? Is that it?"
Har dboi | ed gl ared. "'Wien | have suspicions, they're not faint!" he yelled. "I cone out with



Cem "
Doc said, "Suppose you cone out with them now "

The beefy inspector's | eather sap swng for enphasis.

"l think you do things outside the |awl" Hardboiled roared. "That nmakes you subject to arrest.
There are laws to punish crimnals. And don't feed nme that hokum about them not being punished in
this day, because they are. Let the law take its course."

Doc said, "No one is disputing that"

Har dboi | ed put out his jaw. "I've heard that you set yourself up as judge, jury and penitentiary,
all in one," he rapped. "Now that stuff don't go. You make one slip, and I'lIl clap your pants in the
hol dover so quick your head'll swim |f there's any one needs arresting in this tow, that's ny job.

| doit. And | don't stand for anyhody neddling with ny job."

Doc nurnured without expression, "Very clear."

Har dboi |l ed got his jaw out farther. "Now | want civil answers to plain questions out of you.
There has been two nmurders here, one of themthe eighth in a damed nysterious chain of deaths
that's beginning to get everybody all bothered."

"l see," Doc said.

"Go upstairs and take a | ook at that other body," Hardboiled directed. "Maybe you can identify
it."

The medi cal exam ner nanaged to work close to Doc Savage's side as the bronze man nounted the
stairs.

"This Hardboiled is a character," he said. "He would insult the president. He's a |eather-skinned
cop of the old school, and he's been doing wonders at cleaning up Manhattan since they put himin
charge. He's got a phobia for sticking to the letter of the | aw where police duties are concerned."
"l have been follow ng Hardboiled s record," Doc Savage said quietly. "The man is just what
Manhatt an needed."

The exam ner chuckl ed. "Hardboil ed was canned by a previous adm nistration for knocking the mayor
down when they got in a quarrel over one of the mayor's friends breaking the speed limt. He's sone
character. H's feet always hurt him Maybe that's what nmakes hi mso grouchy."

Har dboi | ed Hunbolt strode over to the body of the portly, bald man who had been shot to death and
demanded of Doc Savage, "Wo is he?"

"}H s name," the bronze nman said, "was Leander Court."

"What was hi s business?" Hardboil ed asked.

"He was a scientist and surgeon."

"How d he hook up with you?"

The bronze man's fl ake-gol d eyes seened to acquire strange lights. "Wat do you nean?"

"How conme he was wearing an identification tag asking that you be called if anything happened to
hi n?" boomed Har dboi | ed.

"That, | shall not answer," Doc Savage said.

Har dboi | ed gl ared. "Say, didn't that lecture | just gave you take effect? You cooperate with ne,
or else you get in sone trouble!"

He shook his sap down out of his sleeve.

THE medi cal examiner yelled, "You're nmaking an unnmitigated fool out of yourself, Hardboiled!"

Har dboi | ed scowl ed and growl ed, "I don't like the nethods of Doc Savage and | don't give a dam
who knows it, and he's gonna answer ny questions. There's sone notive behind this killing, and |
want to know what it is. | want to know why the other seven were killed."

"l can assure you," Doc Savage told him "that | have not the slightest idea why Leander Court
was killed, or the other seven, either."

"All right," snapped Hardboiled. "Now, why was he wearing that identification disk?"

Doc Savage ignored the question. "Just exactly what happened here?"

The medi cal exam ner, who was enbarrassed by the attitude which Hardboil ed Hunbolt had taken,
said, "The dead nan, Leander Court, arrived about an hour ago, according to the reception girl. He
said he had an appoi ntnent with Janko Sul tman, the president of the Association of Physical Health,
and she directed himto Sultman's office.

"He was in there some tinme. Then he began yelling stuff about not doing sonething, and demandi ng
to be let out. He broke the glass out of the door and clinbed through. Then the nan dead on the
staircase downstairs shot him"

"When did the man downstairs appear?" Doc Savage interjected.

"Shortly after Leander Court arrived," said the examner. "It |ooks as if the man foll owed Court
here."

The bronze man nodded. "Then what ?"

"After he shot Court, the man fled," explained the exam ner. "He ran down the stairs, got to the
first landing and had sonme kind of a fit, and died. That's as near as we can reconstruct it."
Doc Savage waved at the office. "Who was Leander Court yelling at before he broke out of the

of fice?"

"That," said the nedical examner, "is a mystery."

"What do you nean?"



"There was nobody in the office."

Doc Savage swung over to the door and gl anced through the jagged aperture where the frosted gl ass
panel had been broken out. The office beyond was plainly furnished, the Opposite wall being
perforated with one wi ndow, and there was certainly no one inside. He tried the door. It resisted
his efforts

"The lock is peculiar," said the examiner. "It is a spring affair that has to be unl ocked from
either side with a key."

Doc Savage questioned, "You are sure no one left the office during the excitenent?"

"They woul d have had to clinb out,” said the exam ner. "Some one would certainly have noticed."
The bronze man gl anced through the door again. The wi ndow was fitted with a substantial |ock, and
this was fastened. No one could have left by that route

"Very nysterious," Doc Savage said

“"Not any nore nysterious than your not wantin' to tell us why Leander Court wore that
identification tag," Hardboiled Hunbolt interjected sourly

"Vot t'ings is happen here?" a strange voi ce demanded | oudly.

Chapter I1. THE MYSTERY QUEST

THE man who had spoken was a bulky fellow, wth upstanding, frizzled hair and a |udicrously smal
must ache. He wore an exceptionally |oud checked suit which, however, seenmed entirely in keeping with
his unruly hair

"You pol -eezmans, vot you do here?" he demanded. Then he glinpsed the body of Leander Court and
gul ped, "Dot man, who shot hin®?"

Har dboi | ed Hunbolt shoul dered forward and denanded, "Wo the heck are you?"

The officer at the elevator called, "He said he was Janko Sultman, the president of the

Associ ation of Physical Health. | thought |1'd better et himin."

Doc Savage asked abruptly, "Sultman, why did Leander Court conme to see you?"

Janko Sul tman | ooked puzzled. He made a tripod of the thumb and two forefingers of one hand, then
reached up and absently nassaged the top of his head

"Leander Court," he murnured. "I am,,sorry, genteel mans, but dod nane | not hear before. Never
"Ever see him before?" the bronze man asked, and indicated dead Leander Court.

Sul t man shook an enphatic, "Never!" Hardboiled Hunmbolt, scow ing at Doc Savage, nonopolizing the
questioning, strode forward so that he was between the bronze man and Janko Sul t man

"The tel ephone girl says Leander Court canme in and said he had an appointment with you and was to
wait in your private office," Hardboiled runbl ed

"Dot nystifies me," said Sultman. "Der man | have never seen before, believe you ne."

Har dboi | ed shifted his sneaker-clad feet as if they hurt him and said |oudly, "Nobody seens to
know a thing around here - except you." He glared at Doc Savage

The bronze man nodded at the door from which the frosted gl ass was broken. "Mnd if | try
somnet hi ng?"

"Some of this snappy scientific detective stuff | hear you' re so good at?" Hardboiled grow ed
"Sonething like that," Doc adnitted

"Al'l right," Hardboiled told him "But before you start, let's get one thing straight."

"What ?"

"You're under technical arrest on a charge of concealing evidence," said Hardboil ed

Every one except Doc Savage | ooked extrenely surprised, and the bronze man asked quietly, "Just
what sort of evidence am | hiding?"

Har dboi | ed j abbed a hand at plunp Leander Court's bullet-riddl ed body. "Wy is this guy wearing
that identification disk?"

Doc Savage, seeming not to hear the question, said, "Let's |ook over the office where Leander
Court waited."

Har dboi | ed swore, grow ed, "You're gonna find I'"'mnot a healthy guy to kid along, big fellow "
and led the way into the office fromwhich Leander Court had smashed his way.

FROM a pocket, Doc Savage drew a small netal canister which had a perforated top. He twisted the
lid so that the perforati ons were open, pepperbox fashion. Next, he pulled the shades over the

| ocked wi ndow, causing gloomto descend upon the room CQutside, it was |late afternoon of the first
chilly day of fall

Tilting the container, Doc Savage shook it. Liquid flame seemed to pour out and settle to the
floor. 'rile stuff was a powder which gl owed |ike phosphorus

Settling upon the floor, the stuff ceased to glow, except for certain spots which bore the shape
of footprints.

The tracks showed where a man - they were unm stakably a man's footprints - had cone into the

of fice and occupied a chair. Fromthe chair they led to a stand which held a tel ephone, and fromthe
t el ephone back to the door. Fromtel ephone stand to door they were farther apart, as if the man who
made them had been running wldly.

Doc Savage lifted the tel ephone receiver, listened a noment and replaced it on the hook

"An outside |ine which does not go through the switchboard," he said. "That explains it. Leander
Court was waiting here when he got a call. He becane excited, cried out, and burst open the door in



order to get out of the office."

"Nuts!" said Hardboiled Hunbolt. "No man could be started off yelling by a tel ephone call."

Doc Savage replaced the netal canister in a pocket.

Har dboi | ed pointed and denmanded, "Wat is that stuff, anyhow?"

"A powder which fluoresces, or glows, when exposed to the air," Doc Savage explained. "'rile
slightest disturbance, by shifting the particles which conpose the powder, causes themto expose new
surfaces to the air, which in turn glow"

"But what made the tracks appear?" persisted the tough sleuth.

"The wei ght of Leander Court as he wal ked over the rug conpressed the fibres," Doc el aborated.

"Those fibres are still straightening, although by only m croscopic degrees. But the novenent is
enough to disturb the powder, causing it to glow and mark the footprints."
"Well damm ne!" Hardboiled growl ed. "I thought they had you overrated."

There was a spanki ng sound fromthe wi ndow. G ass particles geysered like tiny jewels.

Janko Sul tman, president of the Association of Physical Health, bawl ed out |oudly and hideously
and fell to the floor. A wiggling red streamcane out of his frizzled hair, puddling on the
carpet.

HARDBO LED Hunbolt junped fully a foot in the air, roared "Sonebody shot 'im" and ran for the

wi ndow. He banged the panel up, |eaned out, a hand fishing under his coat.

The gun he brought out was not the regul ation service revolver, but a |lean-snouted .22-calibre
target pistol. He balanced this in a hand as his eyes roved the street.

"Car going down the street," he grow ed. "But the shot wasn't fired fromthe street, and the
gunman hasn't had tine to get to a car."”

"What kind of a car is it?" Doc Savage questi oned.

"Gray coupe," snapped Hardboil ed. He haul ed back out of the w ndow, bolstering his unusual weapon
and bounded for the door. "You stay here, Savage!" he yelled. "You're still under arrest!"

Har dboi | ed pl unged out through the door, taking ungainly leaps as if he were traveling on a hot
surface. His gait and the canvas sneakers which he wore indicated he nmust have a bad case of corns.
Doc Savage was at the w ndow, and he watched steadily for some nonents. Then he backed away,
stood over Janko Sultman and | ooked at the small round hole which the bullet had made in the w ndow.
It was on a line with the top of the building across the street.

"Strange there was no sound of a shot,"” said the nedical exam ner.

The bronze giant did not reply, but bent over and parted Janko Sultman's frizzled hair. Then he
sl apped Sultman's face with sharp, stinging force.

Sul t man groaned, stirred, and shortly afterward was sitting up, his hands nalting ainless
gestures. H's eyes were cloudy.

"Boke, " he munbl ed thickly.

"Who i s Boke?" Doc Savage asked.

The cl oud went out of Janko Sultman's eyes and he held his head with both hands.

"Joke," he groaned. "| say dot bullet no joke. | guess you not understand right."
"Why shoul d anybody try to shoot you?" Doc Savage asked sharply.
Sul tman held his head and wailed, "I do not know, and dot is the truth, sure enough!"

Doc Savage went out into the reception roomwi thout saying anything, and found fresh excitenent
had arisen, with two of the stenographers scream ng hysterically and the bl onde tel ephone girl
telling every one loudly that she was through.

"No telling who will get shot next," she wailed. "I'mthrough with this place! I"'maquitting!"

Doc Savage went to the elevator and a policeman stopped himsaying, "I'msorry. Hardboil ed
ordered you kept here."

The bronze man nodded, and roamed with apparent aim essness over the offices. He peered into
numerous snal |l roons where patients were exam ned, passed nurses and physicians w thout a word.
Down in the street, police sirens were wailing.

Doc Savage entered a washroom closed the door and opened the tiny window. It gave into an air
shaft. There was no door at the bottomof this, and no fire escape. The bronze man slid outside,
negotiating the small aperture with a startling ease.

Had there been a hundred observers, fully ninety-nine of themwould have sworn that not even a
cat could clinmb the sheer wall. But the netallic giant went up in uncanny fashion, supported by the
corded strength of his fingers and the shall ow grooves between the bricks.

Reaching the top, he travel ed over rooftops until he found a skylight, below which an arti st
painted. The artist, surprised, made a |long snmear on his painting as a giant man of netal smashed
the skylight and dropped lightly at his side. Wile the artist stared, open-nouthed, the bronze man
wal ked out .

Coming to life, the artist yelled, "Hey, |'ll give you a hundred dollars to pose for ne!"

There was no answer, and the artist, racing out, found no one. He returned, grunbling

di sgustedly, to stare at his picture, which was a partially conpleted study of a Hercul ean nal e
figure supporting a certain well-known autonobile. It was an advertising poster.

"What a nodel that fellow would have made," the painter groaned.

A uniformed patrolman | oitered besi de Doc Savage's roadster where it was parked in the street.



H s manner showed plainly that he had been posted there to watch the car. He twirled his club and
wal ked around and around the nachine, scrutinizing it closely. It had dawned on himthat the car was
no ordinary stock vehicle.

From behi nd him- from a door sonewhere, it seemed - a harsh voice called, "Never nmind the car!
Go down and hel p the boys | ook for that gunnan!"

The officer saluted briskly and departed. He thought he had recognized the tone as belonging to
Har dboi | ed Hunbolt. He rounded a corner, took a few paces - and cane face to face with Hardboil ed
Hunbol t in person.

"Dang it!" exploded the patrol man. "How d you get here?"

"What cha nean?" grow ed Har dboil ed.

The patrol man waved his club. "You just told me to | eave the roadster. You were back there
somewher e when you cal led.”

"The hell | was!" Hardboiled yelled, and ran for the corner. Sloping around it, he drew up and
began to swear.

The roadster was gone.

"You | unk!" Hardboil ed accused the policeman. "I told you to watch that machine."

"But you told me to leave it, too," declared the cop.

"I did not!" Hardboiled grow ed. "Are you calling me a liar?"

"No," said the patrolman prudently. "I nust be crazy."

A few bl ocks distant, Doc Savage tool ed the roadster through the late afternoon traffic. He was a
man of a nyriad acconplishnments, this bronze giant. Anong other things, he was a skilled voice mmc
and ventriloquist. It had been a sinple matter to imtate Hardboiled' s gruff tone and get the
patrol man away fromthe roadster.

Fromtine to tine, the bronze nan | eaned over and spoke into the radio m crophone, calling,

"Monk, Ham " but getting no answer.

The apparatus operated on a short wavel ength, and, conpact though it was, it had power enough to
communi cate over a nunber of mles, even through the highly unfavorable conditions set up by the
towering buildings of the city.

Doc call ed again, "Mnk, Ham"

The childlike voice of Mnk said, "On deck, Doc," fromthe | oudspeaker.

"Did you manage to trail the sniper?" Doc Savage asked.

"Sure," Mnk answered. "W've got himspotted. He's in a taxi cab going down Broadway."

"Don't lose him" Doc Savage requested.

THE bronze nman now wheel ed the roadster to the right, and shortly afterward was traversing the
rich canyon of Park Avenue, passing towering apartnent houses whi ch housed nore weal thy persons per
bl ock than perhaps any other thoroughfare in the world.

Shortly afterward, the roadster pulled up before an el aborately nmodernistic structure situated in
t he nost exclusive section of the avenue. Two doornen in resplendent uniforns bowed Doc Savage
inside and the bronze man entered a reception roomwhere he was net by an exquisitely gowned
redheaded young woman who politely inquired his business.

"I want to speak to Pat," Doc said.

The titian receptionist was a beauty, but she was conpletely overshadowed by the young woman who
soon put in an appearance.

This young worman was tall, had an exquisite form and wore a stunning gown. The striking point
about her appearance was her wealth of bronze hair - it was al nost the same hue as Doc Savage's
hair. She | ooked very regal in the long, trailing gown.

Several males of varying ages waiting in the large, sunptuously furnished reception room si ghed
as they saw the bronze-haired vision.

"Hel | o, Pat," Doc Savage said.

Pat asked, "Well, who's trying to kill you now?"

Pat was Patricia Savage, cousin to the nan of bronze, Doc Savage. Pat |iked excitenent, and had

I ong ago sought to join the unusual group of five assistants with which Doc Savage had surrounded
hi msel f.

Doc, considering association with hinmself too dangerous, had refused to consider it. But the
bronze man frequently enployed Pat's aid. Between adventures, Pat devoted herself to running this
conbi nation beauty parlor and gymasi um which catered to the very rich. Financially, she was very
successful .

"Want to help nme?" Doc asked her.

"That," laughed Pat, "is equivalent to an invitation to be shot at, stabbed, drowned, beaten up
and no telling what else. Sure, |'lIl help you. Who are we fighting?"

"So far, the whole affair is strange," Doc told her. "A gunman killed Leander Court, then the
gunman had a fit and fell over dead with his eyes protruding. The way he died was very nysterious."
"Do you know what caused the pop-eyed deat h?" Pat asked.

"No," Doc told her pronptly.

"Then it nust be nysterious," Pat murnured. "What am| to do?"

Doc Savage gave a brief synopsis of all that had occurred.



"Janko Sultman's business is running the Association of Physical Health," he finished. "I want
you to scout around there and see what you can turn up."

"Any suggestion about how | amto do it?" Pat asked

"Use your own excellent judgment," Doc told her. "But watch out for a tough cop called Hardboil ed
Humbol t . "

"lI've been reading about himin the newspapers," Pat smled. "The new mayor put himin charge of
Manhattan to clean up. They say that this alone was enough to scare half the crooks out of town. He
must be a ripsnorter.”

"He is all of that," Doc agreed. "He has already placed nme under arrest.”

"CGoodness!" expl oded Pat. "Wat for?"

"He endeavored to bulldoze information out of nme," Doc said dryly. "Unluckily, he wanted to know
sonet hing that could not be divul ged."

"What ?"

"He tried to |l earn what connection Leander Court had with nyself," Doc Savage said

Pat's features suddenly becanme grim "Listen, Doc, do you think some one could be trying - "
"It's too early to tell," the bronze nan said. "And |'ve got to be noving."

THE arnored roadster carried the bronze man south quietly and swiftly. He sw tched on the two-way
radi o apparatus and Monk's small voice began coming fromthe speaker, making expl anations

"Me and Hamwere in the street when we heard the noise of a silenced rifle and heard the bullet
hit the window, " Mnk stated. "W decided the shot nust have cone fromthe roof and we reasoned the
gunman woul d conme out in the next block, so we barged around there and sure enough, a |ad pops out
He's a thin-looking egg with a face |like one of themold Salemw tches. He dived into a cab. It's
himall right. He's got his guns in the tronbone case."

"Where are you now?" the bronze man inquired

Monk replied with an address far downtown.

Doc Savage angl ed over to the west side of Manhattan Island, took the el evated express hi ghway
whi ch | ed sout hward, and eventually cane out on Canal Street, where there were nunberl ess trucks
taxi cabs and a few horsedrawn drays

An excited squeak, Mnk's snall voice junped out of the radio. "The sniper is gettin' out of his
hack!"

"Keep a line on him" Doc requested

"O K ," said Monk. "The bird has gone into a department store across the street."

"Sure you can watch all entrances to the store?" Doc asked

"You bet!" Mnk's small voice was confident. "We've got our heap parked close to the corner. The
guy nust have gone into the store to buy sonething."

The next few seconds produced no nore direct communication, although Doc Savage caught a nunber
of sarcastic exchanges between the snmall-voi ced Monk and his conpanion, "Ham" who had a

wel | - devel oped orator's voice. The two seened to be on the verge of a fight

Doc Savage ignored the verbal hostilities. Monk and Ham al ways seened on the verge of a fight; no
one acquainted with the pair could recall one of them having addressed a civil word to the other
They squabbl ed conti nuously about anything and everything, and they were actually friends who woul d
sacrifice everything for each other

The bronze nman devoted his attention to working through a fleet of drygoods trucks which were
evidently bound for retail centers adjacent to New York City.

Unexpect ed, expl osive, Mnk's snmall voice croaked out of the radio speaker. "Here, you, what's
the idea - "

A very brittle and totally strange voice said, "You two nugs have been shaggin' the wong guy!"
Doc Savage listened intently to the radi o speaker, but alnpst at once, a |oud snap of a sound

cane fromit, and after that a shrill oscillating whine, a mournful, hair-raising wall which
i ndi cat ed sonet hing had happened to the transmitter in the car occupied by Monk and Ham
Chapter |11. THE BOKE MEETI NG

THE gunman was very |lean, with dreany blue eyes and an extraordinarily long chin which swng down
and out to attain the contour which artists like to give to the features of witch draw ngs. He had
used his tronmbone case to smash in the front of the box which held the transmitting-and-receiving
apparatus. H's other hand, the left, juggled an autonatic pistol which seened conposed nostly of
barrel

Monk tolled one eye at the departnent store across the street and grow ed, "How d you get out of
there and come up behind us?"

The witch-faced man held his weapon bel ow the | evel of the door, where it was out of sight, which
was fortunate, because many of the pedestrians who passed turned to stare at the coupe and its
occupants. Monk was undoubtedly the magnet which drew their attention

Monk' s physi cal appearance was startling. Perhaps three out of four citizens who passed were
taller than Monk, but Mnk weighed in excess of two hundred and fifty pounds, was nearly as tall as
he was broad, and had arns sone inches longer than his legs. He had a |l eathery skin, furred with
hair that |ooked like coarse, rusted steel wool. Hi s face was al nbst incredibly honely, the nmouth
being far too |large



"Sap!" said the gunman. "That departnent store has a branch on this side of the street A tunnel
under the street connects the two buildings."

Monk, blinking his snall eyes, |ooked unutterably stupid - which showed how deceptive appearances
can be, for Mnk, under his full nanme of Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair, was known as an
industrial chem st whose ability was that of a wi zard.

The man with the autonatic | ooked at the other occupant of the car - Ham Mjor General Theodore
Marl ey Brooks - it was with this name that Hamwas fornmally designated - |ooked |ike a gentleman who
m ght qualify as a perfunme salesman or a male clerk in an exclusive fem nine shop.

He was a wasp-wai sted man with the large nobile nmouth of an orator and a pair of brightly intent
eyes. His garments were sartorial perfection - fromcreased afternoon trousers to gray derby. He
held a thin, plain black cane across his knees.

Ham was al so a gentl enman who belied his appearance, being one of the npbst astute | awyers ever to
acquire an accent and a degree from Harvard.

The witch-faced gunman, |ooking puzzled, shook his head slowy but did not divert the nenace of
his autonati c.

"I don't get this," he growmed. "Are you two guys |aws?"

Ham said in an aggravating, draw ing accent, "Really, old fellow, you do m suse the English

| anguage dreadful ly."

"Horse collar!" said the man with the gun. "Wwy'd you two tail ne."

Ham began, "M/ dear chap - " Then he stopped and watched the other.

The gunman was wearing a topcoat of some furry gray material, and he stepped back, burying his
gun in a pocket of the coat. It was chilly on the street and perfectly natural that a nan should
keep a hand in a pocket.

"I"Il let Boke talk to you," he said. "Let's stagger along."

"Huh?" The honely Mnk blinked small eyes.

"Cet a nove on," advised the other. "Who's Boke?" Mnk denanded.

"We're going for a walk," the man said.

THE wi tch-faced fell ow now opened the car door, stepping back with it as if performng a polite
service, but he kept his eyes high, watching the faces of Monk and Ham and their hands. Wen they

got out of the coupe, he fell in behind themand nmurnmured, "Up the street. Boke's joint is close."
They wal ked several paces, the chill Fail air pulling breath steamout of their nostrils; a few
chill particles of snow, nore like hail than flakes, crunched out whitely on the sidewal k.

Monk, chin down in his collar as if cold, said three Ioud words in an absolutely unintelligible
di al ect.

The gun wi el der growed, "Cut it out, whatever you're tryin' to do."

Then the man gave a nmad | eap and squaw ed out in agony, and Monk noved with a speed which

i ndi cated he had expected the happening and had set hinself. He |lunged, both big, hairy hands
cuppi ng down on the pocket which held the witch-faced nman's hand and gun.

Reachi ng their objective, Mnk's paws closed, wenched. The whol e side cane out of the man's gray
coat. They began to fight over the wad of cloth, hand and gun. The tronbone case dropped.

Ham had tucked his black cane under an arm He snatched at it now, gave the handle a twist and it
pul l ed apart, disclosed that it was a sword cane. At the tip, and for a few inches back, it was
coated with a substance which seened to have a nucil agi nous quality.

Ham nmani pul ating the sword cane with an expert ease, inserted the daubed tip perhaps a hall inch
under the shoul der skin of their foe. The results were remarkabl e.

The witch-faced nman stared, turned to see what had pricked him then began to | ook dazed. H's
endeavors to use the gun in spite of Munk's restraining clutch, becane feeble. Eventually, he seened
to go conpletely asleep and it was only the support of Monk and Ham whi ch kept himerect.

At that point, there was a series of satisfied grunting sounds at their feet, and for the first
tine, the two nen | ooked at the animal which had made the conquest possible. This was a pig.

"Not bad, Habeas," the pleasantly ugly Mnk grinned.

Habeas Corpus, the pig, was Mnk's pet. Habeas was as freakish an exanple of the porker species
as Monk was of the human race. Habeas had the |l egs of a dog, a thin, gaunt body and a pair of ears
whi ch m ght have doubl ed for w ngs.

Monk expended nost of his spare time in training Habeas, with the result that the pig had sone
uni que capabilities. Doc Savage and his five nmen, when w shing to consult each other in a tongue
whi ch eavesdroppers coul d not understand, used the speech of the ancient Mayans, the civilization
whi ch once flourished in Central Anmerica. Probably not half a dozen men in the civilized world,
out si de of thensel ves, could speak and understand the | anguage. Monk had taught Habeas to obey
comrands given in Mayan.

The shoat, on the floorboards of the coupe, had escaped the witch-faced man's notice, and his
attack, directed by Munk in Mayan, had been a surprise.

"W can't stay here," Hamsaid briskly, and glared at Habeas. Hamtreated the pig with no nore
civility than he did Mnk.

The scuffle, brief as it had been, had attracted notice, causing pedestrians to stop and stare,
undeci ded as to what they should do.



"Move on!" Ham commanded sharply.

Tills did not secure very pronounced results. No policenen were in sight as yet

"Let's get this guy to the coupe,” Mnk grunted. "Doc will want to know about this, and he'll
want to | ook up Boke, whoever he is, when he gets here."

The two nen started for the coupe, still supporting their unconscious captive. They did not go
far.

There was a flurry on the outskirts of the crowd and a nan cane plungi ng through, welding his

el bows. He was a scrawny man, unshaven, somewhat shabbily garbed, and he peered at Monk and Ham as
if he were very delighted indeed to see them

"You're cops!" he gulped excitedly. "I know you're cops. Sure! You made a swell pinch when you
got this guy."

Monk squinted snall eyes at him Ham opened his orator's nouth to say sonething, but the newconer
spout ed on w t hout pause.

"Cone on," he snapped. 'This nug has been up to sone funny business. | want to show you what |
accidentally saw in his room"

He wheel ed of f and Monk and Ham vastly surprised, tranped along after him the cold snow naking
gritting noi ses underfoot and the heels of their unconscious captive dragging along with a series of
raspi ngs. The stranger had picked up the tronbone case.

They cane to a doorway and the guide nmuttered, "It's in here. | was waitin' for 'imto come back
when | saw you put the hand on

Monk st opped suddenly. "You were waiting here?" He pointed at the door.

"Yes," said the unkenpt man.

Monk pointed at the snow particles which did not lie on the sidewal k in sufficient depth to hold
footsteps but which had drifted into the doorway in a shallow, cold bank that was unbroken by tracks
or other marks which certainly woul d have been nade by the door opening.

"You're a liar!" Mnk said. "A poor one, too."

The shabby stranger coughed as if he were cold, and under cover of the convul sion, his hands nade
a bewilderingly swift gesture and were suddenly hol ding a pistol.

"l1'm good enough to get by," he said.

THE crowd, as curious persons will, had followed the little caval cade, wondering what it was all
about and possessed of a norbid desire to see what woul d happen. They had not followed quite fast
enough, however, for any one to be near enough to catch exactly what passed between Mnk, Ham and
t he stranger.

Three men, burly fellows swathed in nmufflers, now detached thenselves fromthe crom and turned
upon it, hardfaced and belligerent of manner.

"Here, beat it!" one of themsaid, and his words threw small puffs of steaminto the frosty air.
"G wan! You don't live here. W're cops."

The crowd nelted, sheeplike, as city crowds will do in the face of authority.

Monk said sonething in the strange, not unnusical Myan dialect, and the pig, Habeas Corpus, spun
and raced down the street, feet making clickings and scratchings.

The man with the gun grow ed, "You say another word | can't understand and it'll be just too damm
bad! "

The men who had turned the crowd back now joined the fellow with the gun and they thensel ves
produced weapons.

"Inside," one said. "You know by now that we saw you playing games with our pal here and cone
down to invite you in where it's warm" He picked up the tronbone case.

Sonme one | aughed, and snow rasped as Monk and Ham nounted, still carrying the man who had been
made unconsci ous by Haml's sword cane. In the door, they | ooked at each other, then let their burden
fall heavily.

"Pick "imup," they were ordered.

They conplied with the command and marched into a passage whi ch seened col der than the street
out si de. Wil e guns nenaced them hands searched them The casual thoroughness of the search showed
that these men knew the spots where weapons were carried.

Monk and Ham each wore in an expertly padded hol ster a firearm which resenbl ed an oversized
automatic pistol. These had curl ed nagazines, intricate nmechani snms, fine workmanship.

"Damm ne," one man said softly. "First rods | ever saw |like these."

Anot her man | ooked at the guns.

"Hell's bells!" H's face bl anched; his hands shook a little.

The others eyed him and one demanded, "Wy the chal k and shiver?"

The excited man tapped one weapon. "Doc Savage," he said.

"Listen," sone one rapped. "Wiat's this?"

"l1've read about these. Only Doc Savage's nen carry them They' re supermachine pistols. The
bronze guy hinself invented them"

There was nothing nore said for sone seconds. One man took out a cigarette, put it between his
lips, then took it away fromhis nmouth and nashed it up between sl ow noving fingers. Another man,
breat hing heavily, went back to the door, and | ooked out.



"Let's go talk to Boke," sonme one rapped. "I don't like the way this dammed thing is shaping
up. "

THE wi tch-faced man, reviving fromthe stupefying effects of the chem cal on the end of Hams
sword cane, began to squirm and noan. Ham and Monk stood himon his feet, but his legs refused to
support him and bowed, letting himdown face-first to the floor. Saliva canme fromhis nouth and
puddl ed on the griny, cold carpet

Monk ki cked him the inpact rolled the man hal f over

"Cut it!" snarled one of the others

The witch-faced man reached back and rubbed the spot where he had been kicked, then rolled over
and jacked hinmself up by the strength of his arns. Slowy he raised hinself erect

"The ki ck was what be needed," Mnk said gloonmly

One of the men scowl ed at Monk, then at Ham and said, "Wal k ahead of us - and be sure you got a

will all made out before you squawk or nake a junmp.”
The man with the face of a harridan weaved toward the back door, saying, "l've got plenty to tel
Boke. "

The hal l way gave into a cenent-floored courtyard which snelled of cold garbage. A cat, the sole
living thing in sight, hackled its back and slunk anbng garbage cans

Crossing the court, the caval cade entered a hallway where the air was too hot and nounted stairs
and opened a door. Warm tobacco-1laden air gushed out. A fireplace nade fitful red light in the room
beyond. The place was wi ndow ess. |t whitened up blindingly when sone one thunbed an electric
switch.

Monk and Ham were forced to stand with their faces janmmed in comers, not unlike school boys

recei ving puni shnent. They were warned not to turn around; and Mnk, disobeying, was knocked
rubber-kneed with a slender stick of stovewood fromthe fuel rack beside the fireplace

Sonme one said, "I wonder what happened to that hog?"

"Hell with the hog!" another snorted. "Hey, Boke, things have been happening!"

One of the nost pleasant voices Monk and Ham had ever heard said, "That is to be regretted.”

Monk and Ham both turned their heads. The speaker was not in the room Just where the voice was
coming from they could not tell, for the nenace of a clubbing forced themto face into the corners
agai n.

The spokesman began, "W were all watching the back way just in case something mght turn up, and
we saw -

"Let Frightful tell it," directed the nysterious, am able voice

Monk snorted | oudly, suddenly realizing that "Frightful" was the nicknane of the w tch-faced

man.

Frightful, listlessness in his voice showing the effects of the drug on the sword cane, said, "I
foll owed your orders, Boke."

Boke's voi ce asked pleasantly, "Wat do you nean?"

"1 plugged Janko Sultman in the head," said Frightful

"You col d- bl ooded devil!" expl oded the pleasant-voiced Boke. "Don't be so definite about such a

hi deous thing. It gets on ny nerves."

The witch-faced Frightful seened accustoned to this squeam shness on the part of his chief, for

he went on rapidly:

"l wanta tell you about a strange thing | saw when | posted nyself on the roof," he said. "I

could see into Janko Sultman's office, but Sultman wasn't there. The office was enpty. But after
while a guy cone in. Who d'you think it was?"

Instead of answering as expected, Boke's renarkably suave voice said hollowy, "I would give ny
right armif it had not been necessary to elimnate Sultman. A nurder! Horrible!"

Frightful said, "Leander Coust cane into Sultman's office while |I was watching."

Boke's voice, yelling suddenly, demanded, "Wo?"

"Leander Court," Frightful repeated patiently. "He sat around in the office by hinself until the

t el ephone rang, and he answered it. Wat he heard nust have nade hi mexcited. He threw the phone
down and broke the glass out of the office door and craw ed through. The door nust have had a trick
lock. "

"It has," said pleasant-voi ced Boke. "Then what happened?"

"Sonme guy in the reception roomup and fills Leander Court full of bullets. | could see that

Then the guy ran for the stairs. After that, something nust've happened to the guy, because | heard
sone bellowing and a | ot of cops cane, and | heard one of 'em say sonething about the guy being dead
with his eyes sticking out"

"Wth what?" denmanded Boke

"H s eyes sticking out. Like you've been reading about in the papers."

"It is all very clear to me except that |ast," said Boke, puzzlenent in his am able tone. "Janko
Sul t man had doubl ecrossed us, as we already knew, and had an appointnent with Leander Court. He mnust
have put his proposition up to Court over the tel ephone, or perhaps he had al ready advanced his
proposal and Court had cone to give his answer.

"Court refused and tried to flee, and the gunman was one who had been posted by Janko Sultman to



kill Court in case the latter was stubborn or threatened to go to Doc Savage. Yes. Al is very
clear. But what happened to the gunman? Are you sure that his eyes popped out?"
“"I"'monly tellin' you what | overheard," Frightful grunbled.

"Baffling," said Boke. "I cannot understand it."
Monk turned his head in another effort to |l earn where the voi ce of Boke was conming from and one
of the guards slugged the honely chem st, knocking himagainst the wall. Mnk | ashed back with an

ast oundi ng speed and the assail ant staggered away, his jaw possessed of a slightly different shape
than it had had a nmoment before. Pistol nuzzles forced Monk back into his corner and made him face
the wal | .

"Where did these two men cone fron?" asked Boke's nysterious voice.

"They got on ny trail sonehow, " snarled Frightful. "They're two of Doc Savage's nen."

"They' re who?" Boke sounded as if he had swal | owed sonet hing pai nful.

"Doc Savage's nen," Frightful repeated, then | ooked very uneasy, and the others registered
concern al so.

When Boke's uni que tone sounded again, worry had gone fromit, and he | aughed.

"It was only a matter of days, anyway," he said. "O perhaps of hours. W would have had to fight
Doc Savage eventually over this affair. You all know that."

Frightful made a wy face. "I haven't been |ooking forward to it."

"Hold these two prisoners," Boke ordered. "Then get hold of Leander Court's partner. You know who
I mean?"

"Yeah." Frightful nodded. "Robert Lerrey."

"Exactly," said Boke. "Arrange an appointnent for me with Robert Lorrey. W nust whip things up
bef ore Doc Savage gets a line on what it is all about. And do not make the m stake of underrating
this man Savage. He is assuredly clever."

A man began, "Don't worry, chief, | don't think any of this crowd underrates that bronze - "

He did not finish and his eyes flew roundly open and his jaw sagged enough to pull his |ips apart
so that his teeth showed. They were not nice teeth, being veined up and down and stained so that
they resenbl ed chips froman ol d bone which had lain a long tine in the weather.

The man reached up and felt of his ears as if he suspected them of tricks.

For there was a strange trilling | oose in the room
Chapter |V. MORE POP-EYED
THE trilling sound, |low and fantastic, was quite nusical, yet it was so wi thout adhering to any

definite tune. Nor could the exact nature of the sound, the sonic enbodinent of the thing itself, be
described. It was sonething that defied nonenclature, sonething infinitely etheric, yet also very
real, for it was at times quite loud, and again it sank into virtual inaudibility.

Monk and Hamturned slowy in the corners, eyes alert, nuscles tensing. They knew this weird
trilling. It was the sound of Doc Savage, a small and unconscious thing which the giant of bronze
did in monents of stress.

"Hey!" Monk how ed suddenly and pointed at the ceiling. "Look! For cryin' out |oud!"

Al nost all eyes went to the ceiling. Monk was an actor when he wanted to be. But two or three

were not misled by the ruse, and it was they who saw the door snap open to let in a Hercul ean netal
figure who, in passing through, all but filled the aperture.

"Tal k about the devil - " a man roared, and raced a hand for his gun pocket

Doc Savage cane toward himwi th the speed of light spurted froma bronze-tinted I ens - and
stopped. He stood frozen. Then he began to back away.

Monk and Ham stared, puzzled, not conprehending why the bronze nman had hesitated, nor able to
remenber a time when he had done so in the past.

The man got his gun out, weaved a bit on his feet as if his | eg nuscles were unsteady, and took

ai m

Only then did Doc Savage flash in. But it seemed too late. The gun was a revolver, and the

trigger finger was already tightening.

The way Doc Savage, giant of netal, reached the gunman and sei zed t he weapon was sonet hi ng Monk
and Ham al ways renenbered. They had seen the bronze giant nove swiftly before, but never with quite
this unearthly speed. And when the man of bronze stepped back, they saw why he had at first
hesitated to attack the woul d-be killer.

The man's eyes were popping. Wien he had |l ost his gun, the man staggered a pace after Doc Savage,
then brought up and swuing a hand foolishly against his owm face. He felt of his own eyes, al nobst out
of their sockets, in a manner that was hideous to watch, for it was apparent that the fellow coul d
no | onger see.

Then he began to shriek and bend and unbend hinmself in convul sions of frightful agony; he fell

upon the floor, spread hinself out and his clenched fists beat the rough carpet until the skin was
barked of f.

Then anot her man began to shriek, to paw at his face, to flail his arns as if fighting an unseen,
hi deous har py.

A third joined the unearthly chorus, and a fourth, then others, until the roomwas a bedlamwith
bodi es threshing about and shrieks that split the ears.



A man fell headlong into the fireplace, and the flanes consuned his hair with a mal odorous
swoosh! and his flesh began to sizzle while he screeched as if trying to enpty hinself of all that
nature had put within him

Monk ran over, seized upon the man's heel s and dragged himout, still howing. The only cooling
agent at hand seenmed to be a bottle of pale anmber w ne, and Monk poured that upon the victim but
the fellow continued to thresh, dying within a few nonents.

Monk backed away, horror on his honely face. Monk was hard; nmen had tried to kill him and he had
seen hi deous things happen to human bodi es. But now his nerves becane as old strings; cold water
seened to wash through his veins and his big nouth felt tonguel ess.

He realized, al nost suddenly, that it was quiet in the roomof fantastic death, with bodies

twi sted horrors on the floor and with only Doc Savage, Ham and hinmsel f erect.

Monk tried three tines before he could speak.

"What in bl azes happened?" he munbl ed.

WHEN Monk got no answer, he | ooked at Doc Savage, after which his own feeling of amazenent
increased a bit, if such were possible, for there was stark bewi | derment on Doc Savage's regul ar,
metallic features. And Doc Savage rarely showed enotion.

"You - don't know - what it was?" Monk asked haltingly.

The bronze man shook a slow negative. "I only know that it was one of the nost hideous,
nysterious things | have ever seen happen."

"Every one of themdied but us - every one in the roombut us," Ham said, and | ooked steadily at
the ceiling as if to avoid the bodies on the floor. "How do you explain that?"

Monk, stepping high over corpses, announced, "lI'magettin' out of here. The damm thing that killed
"em may have another try - at us."

Doc Savage shook his head again, half in negations, half in puzzlenent.

“If it had been gas, it would have killed us," he said. "There was no sound, no firing of hidden
darts, and if they had been poi soned | npossible! No poison would have affected themall at once."
"A death ray of sonme kind, nmaybe," Ham nuttered.

"You dope," Mnk told himunkindly. "A death ray woul d have gotten us, too."

Doc Savage rapped, "Just before | came, another man was tal king, a man they addressed as Boke.
Where was he?"

Monk waved his arms. "Danged if | know That was queer, too. Hs voice was plain, but he wasn't
in here."

"Thi s Boke, he was their chief?" Doc asked.

Ham answered that. "Righto. And the beggar seened to think he had been doubl e-crossed by Janko
Sul tman. He ordered Sultman shot." Ham eyed the contorted body of Frightful, the witch-faced one,
who reposed at his feet, quite dead.

"l heard nost of it," Doc Savage said. "The pig, Habeas Corpus, was down in the street when | got
there, and it was easy to tell fromthe tracks what had happened. | cane in right behind you, it
woul d seem "

"Where's Habeas now?" Monk demanded.

"Downstairs," Doc advi sed.

Ham waved his sword cane, which he had retrieved fromwhere one of their late unfortunate captors
had placed it.

"But what killed these nen?" he denmanded.

Doc Savage hazarded slowy, "The sanme thing which killed the nmurderer of Leander Court; | think
we can be assured of that."

"But what was it?" Ham persi sted.

"Believe me, | was never before so much at a |loss for an explanation of a happening," Doc Savage
said quietly.

"Which makes it a real nystery," Mnk grunbl ed.

"We will |ook around," Doc Savage said. "W may find sonething that will help."

They began to search.

Ham as if he had thought of sonething, interjected, "You beard this nysterious Boke say he was
going to talk to Robert Lorrey?"

"Yes," Doc agreed. "We will look into that, also."

Monk grow ed, "Do you reckon this has got sonmething to do with our upstate -
"Some one might be listening," Doc said sharply.

Monk fell silent, for there was one subject which Doc Savage and his nen did not discuss

publicly. That was the matter of their unique "college" in the renote wooded nountains of upstate
New Yor k.

As far as they knew, none beyond those i medi ately concerned knew of that "college," those
concerned being Doc Savage, his five aides, Pat Savage, and the attendants in the institution
itself. The students who enrolled in that college and, |ater, were graduated, did not even know its
wher eabout s.

For the students entered unwillingly, usually under the affects of a stupor-inducing drug. Wen
they left after graduation, they were al so drugged.



The students were crinmnals, and the "college" was a fantastic place which turned theminto

honest nmen whether they wished it or not. The world did not know about the place. The world woul d
probably have been shocked.

In charge of the crimnal-curing institution was a nman naned Robert Lorrey, a scientific surgeon
of fabul ous skill whom Doc Savage hinsel f had trained.

What Robert Lorrey did to the crinminals that nade them honest nen was known only to hinself and

to his chief assistant at the institution - or rather, the nman who had been his chief assistant -
Leander Court, the man shot down in cold blood in the reception roomof the Association of Physical
Heal th. What he did had to do with intricate surgery, chenmical rehabilitation, and there was also a
| ong course of training. Doc Savage, of course, knew.

Wien crimnals energed from Doc Savage's uni que university, they did not remenber their pasts;

for some strange reason they hated crinme in any form and they had been taught a trade wherewith to
make an honest |iving.

Had the existence of this place become known, it would have been a newspaper story unparall el ed.
Doc Savage al so knew it woul d excite many m sgui ded reforners who would stir up governnment
investigations, for the crimnals had no choice about taking the treatnent.

Doc Savage, in the final analysis, was a private individual, and such are not supposed to nete

out their own brand of justice. The courts are for that. And Doc Savage had never sent a crook
before an American court.

If news of his "college" got out, there would be all kinds of trouble, he well knew, and for that
reason he had refused to tell the two-fisted tough guy cop, Hardboiled Hunbolt, of nurdered Leander
Court's connection with hinself.

And it was to keep news of the institution fromleaking out that the bronze man now request ed

Monk not to speak of it. Wiat Monk was wondering was perfectly plain anyway. Was the "coll ege" in
sone way connected with this fantastic affair?

Monk growl ed, "What | want to know is where that guy Boke was. He wasn't in this room I'll swear
to that. | dang near got ny head caved in lookin" for '"im"

Ham sai d unkindly, "No such luck," and added, "Wat do you say we try sone of the other roons?"
THEY tried some of the other roonms - all of themin fact, and found them an unsavory col |l ection

of dungeons, unfurnished for the nost part, with those that were equi pped fitted up with shoddy
stuff.

"Looks kinda like a tenporary hangout," Mnk deci ded.

They had found no one, no sign of the nebul ous Boke, the man with the voice that was so utterly

pl easant.

The rendezvous had, they discovered, a gal axy of entrances. Several buildings on both sides of

the cheap bl ock had been rented, it seemed, and connecting doors cut through them

They went through the whol e naze, the process requiring the better part of an hour, but found no
sign of Boke. Doc Savage hinmsel f searched the roof, which was cold and bare, being w thout a coping
so that the chill w nd whooped across it w thout interruption.

Doc Savage stood for a tine on the roof, apparently unaffected by the cold, close to where the
snoke poured froma chimmey that led to the fireplace in the death room bel ow. Then he went down to
the nacabre chanber itself.

The bronze man began sounding the walls. The room it was plain, had once been nuch | onger, but
had been shut off by two partitions. These were thin, and constructed of a wallboard with a paper
exterior.

A norment later his fist, in punping against the panels, went through.

"Bl azes!" Mnk snorted. "There is where the guy was speaking from He was in the next room and
that paper was what nmade his voice sound a little queer."

"I did notice that his voice was nmuffled,” Hamadmtted. "But it was such a pleasant voice that
the muffled quality al nost escaped ny attention."

"That," Monk said, "explains part of the nmystery."

Doc Savage noved toward the door.

"'"We had better go talk to Robert Lorrey," he declared. "He is at the - where he works - and we
can get himby short-wave radio tel ephone. As for Boke, he nust have been unaffected by whatever
killed those men. He made his getaway during the excitenment."

"Have you any idea what caused the deaths?" Mnk asked bluntly.

Doc Savage seened to becone inexplicably deaf and not to hear, a fact which caused Monk to grin

wi dely, because he knew from past events that it was a good sign when Doc began keeping his own
counsel .

Doc rarely expressed a theory which he could not prove absolutely, but if he had no theory and

was conpletely nystified, he would say so. Hence Doc's assuned deafness conveyed to Monk that the
bronze man did have an idea about the strange Boke.

CGoi ng downstairs, they found Habeas Corpus there, shivering. It was near dusk, with the streets

al nost deserted.

The uproar in the house as the nmen died so weirdly and so awfully, apparently had not carried to
the street, thanks in part to the first gale of Fall, which had whipped itself up to quite a frenzy,



driving the hard snow with the force of cold bullets

THE bronze man drove his open roadster, seemng not to feel the cold. Monk and Hamfol lowed in
their coupe, the windows up, the heater on to its fullest. They had resumed their intermnable
quarrel, the present point of dissent being Mnk's driving

They headed directly for the mddle of Central Park, the npbst open space that the netropolis

of fered, where conditions were best for radio transm ssion and reception. Doc Savage tuned in and
call ed over the short-wave set, and Monk and Hamtuned in on their apparatus, |istening
Eventual | y, Doc got the upstate "college."

"Robert Lorrey," he requested

"Who! " The distant voice, that of an attendant at the institution, seened surprised. "Two days
ago, you tel egraphed Robert Lorrey to take his vacation."

"l tel egraphed hi n?" Doc Savage asked sl owy.

"Wy, yes - at |east the nmessage had your nanme signed to it," said the distant voice. "Robert
Lorrey left this nmorning."

"Did he say where he was going to spend his vacation?" the bronze man demanded

"No," said the attendant. "Your message told himnot to communicate with you, so that he would
have a conpletely uninterrupted rest."”

Doc Savage's lips did not nove, but there was not silence in the roadster, for the bronze man's
fantastic trilling sound cane into being, persisted a nonent, then ebbed away

"And what about Leander Court?" Doc asked

"Wiy, a telegramfromyou gave himhis vacation four days earlier," advised the attendant. "I
trust there is nothing wong."

Doc Savage countered with another question. "ls everything all right around there?"

"Yes, of course.”

"Doubl e the guards,"” the bronze man directed. "Go over the electrical alarmsystemand the sonic
anmplifier listening posts to see that they have not been tanpered with."

"Yes, sir," agreed the attendant. "Then sonething is wong?"

"l amafraid so," Doc told him

"What is it?"

"That is inpossible to say, as yet."

This term nated the radi o-tel ephoni c hookup

Monk and Ham got out of their coupe', shivered in the chill air and cane over

"You beard it?" Doc asked them

Ham nodded soberly and ran his sword cane through gl oved fingers

"Did you tel egraph a vacation to either Leander Court or Robert Lorrey?" he asked

"No, " Doc Savage said

AS Doc Savage drove out of the park and downtown, he and his conpani ons could not help but note
the attitude with which the stories of the pop-eyed deaths were being received by the public
Newsboys ran along the streets, scream ng headlines concerning the passing of Leander Court, and
they did a surprising business. Housew ves ran out to purchase papers. G oups of persons stood in
front of cigar stores and under street lanps, in spite of the cold

In pausing for a traffic light, they could hear a man speaking in a near-by car

"It's sonmething like the influenza epidemc, only worse," he was saying. "I tell you, |'mright
Mark ny words. In a few days, there'll be thousands dying! Wnen, kids and nen - they'Il all die.
know what |'mtal ki ng about."

"I've already sent ny famly out of town," said another nman in the car

"I"'mtaking a train tonight," said the other. "lIt's the only thing to do. | know what |'mtalking
about, | tell you. These poor devils who stay behind may catch that damed di sease that kills you
with your eyes sticking out. It's a risk, too nuch of a risk for ne - |I can see what's coming."

Driving onward, Doc Savage stopped at his headquarters on the eighty-sixth floor of a skyscraper
whi ch was one of the nost inpressive in the city.

The bronze man's establishment there consisted of an outer office, plainly and expensively
furnished, a library containing one of the nost conplete assortments of scientific volumes in

exi stence, and a laboratory fitted with every nodern device, as well as a great anount of apparatus
whi ch was the bronze nan's own invention

"What next?" Monk wanted to know, he and Ham having fol |l owed Doc

"Renny," Doc replied. "He is in town and will want in on this. He was consulting on an

engineering job this afternoon, and | failed to | ocate hi mwhen the call came about Leander Court."
Monk nodded, conprehendi ng

"Renny" - Col onel John Renw ck - was another nmenber of Doc Savage's group of five unusual aides
Renny was noted for two things: his trenendous fists, and his ability as an engi neer

He had a face peculiar for the expression it wore. Renny always |ooked as if he were going to the
funeral of a very close friend. Renny also had two | oves: he liked excitenent, and it was his boast
that he could snmash the panel out of the strongest wooden door built with a single blow of his
incredible fists

Doc Savage nmde several tel ephone calls, but was unable to |ocate the big-fisted Renny.



The bronze man then went to the large office window and with a bit of peculiar |ooking substance,
wote rapidly on the glass. Nothing appeared after he had witten. The unusual chal k he had enpl oyed
left a mark which could not be seen except with the aid of an ultra-violet |lantern. Under these
invisible rays the stuff would fluoresce, or glow, appearing in an eerie electric blue.

Renny, when he reached the headquarters, would use an ultra-violet projector, a small one which
reposed in the desk, to examne the window. |t was Doc's customto | eave nessages thus.

Two ot her nenbers of Doc Savage's group of five were not at present in New York. "Long Tont
Roberts, the electrical wi zard, was in Chicago, attending an exposition of electrical inventions in
whi ch he had exhibits. "Johnny" - WIIliam Harper Littlejohn - archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st, was
filling the chair of natural science research at a fanous university during the illness of a

prof essor who regul arly occupi ed that position.

"Now what ?" persisted Monk. Then he suddenly sl apped a hand on his knee, a feat which he could
acconplish without bending in the slightest. "Say, | just thought of a way that we can maybe | ocate
Robert Lorrey!"

"Through his brother, Sidney?" Doc queri ed.

Monk | ooked crestfallen. "So you thought of that."

"Yes," said Doc. "W'll try Sidney Lorrey now. "

Chapter V. THE HAND OF SULTMAN

ROBERT and Sidney Lorrey were twin brothers, and, twinlike, had the sane interests and dislikes,
and it was not strange that they shoul d both have becone scientists.

Robert had | ong ago associated hinself with Doc Savage in a position which paid himnore noney,

per haps, than he coul d have made at any other profession. The other twin, Sidney, had a | aboratory
in New York City and spent his time there experinenting and inventing.

Both brothers were graduate surgeons and doctors. Robert practiced what he knew. Sidney, on the

ot her hand, was the creative nenber of the pair. His prize invention was an apparatus whi ch produced
the same emmnations as radium wthout radiums terrific expense, aithough he did not yet have this
device refined where it could be used as a comercial proposition. He believed his device would be
an inestinable boon in treating cancer and other diseases.

Sidney Lorrey's |laboratory was on a barge which was noored to a | ong-disused pier in the East

Ri ver.

Doc Savage's party, approaching the barge, inspected it closely for lights. The craft was |ong,
shabby- | ooki ng, blunt at the ends; and in the niddl e, where the cargo pit would ordinarily have
been, there was a long, neat, white deck house. Nowhere did a light show. They could hear the | ow
whi ne of electrical apparatus.

The three nmen paused to study the craft, and because it was col d, Habeas Corpus, the pig, planted
himsel f against Hanml's neatly pressed trousers to get the benefit of whatever warmh there was in the
dapper |awyer's ankl es.

Ham struck fiercely at the shoat with his sword cane. The pig, accustoned to such noves, got

clear.

"One of these days | shall make breakfast bacon out of that hog!" Ham promised grimy.

"You try it and there'll just be a grease spot where you stood!" Mnk told himw th equal

gri mess.

They advanced and observed that the tide was going out noisily, causing a grinding of fenders and
a creaking of hawsers. Upstream as the tide ran now, a low | og of a boat was anchored, the snell
comng fromit indicating it to be a gasoline barge.

Doc Savage | ed the way aboard Sidney Lorrey's barge, glanced about and rapped on the door. The
panel was of steel and his knuckles drumed hollowy against it

There was no answer. They went to the wi ndows, found them barred heavily, and threw flashlights
inside. The whine was | ouder.

"Probably has to keep things fastened up on account of sneak thieves," Mnk hazarded. "That whine
nust be one of his devices."

The probing flashlight beans picked up chem cal paraphernalia inside the barge |aboratory,

together with the coils and tubes of electrical devices, as well as tools and workbenches.

"Bally lot of equiprment he has,"” Ham remarked.

"No one hone, obviously," Doc Savage said. "W will |eave a note on the door, and try to

tel ephone himlater."

The bronze man wote briefly on a bit of paper and was wedging it in a crack of the barge door

with a match stick when Monk barked, "Hey! Lookit!"

Upstream a man had appeared. He seenmed to be in an intoxicated condition, for he weaved al ong

t he bul khead, stunbling and staggering. Reaching the edge, he |eaned over groggily and peered at the
wat er bel ow.

"Get back, you nunmbskull!" Mnk bellowed, small voice suddenly trenendous. "You'll fall in!"

The man | ooked up at the sound of Mnk's voice. The effort seened to overbal ance him H s arns
cart-wheel ed and he toppled into the cold, black race bel ow.

"Blast it!" Mnk gritted. "Of all nights to have to junp into the river after sonme lug!"

He started for the water, wenching long arns out of his coat. Then Doc Savage's flashlight beam



dived past him roved the water briefly, and the bronze man's forceful clutch fell on his shoul der
"Don't dive in," Doc warned

Monk gul ped, "But that fool will drown!"

"Take a | ook at the water," Doc advised. Mnk peered down

"For the love of nud!" he nmuttered

THE wat er, where the flashlight beamfell upon, gave back all the colors of the rainbowin a
convul sing, eerie fashion. It was as if pignment of many col ors had been spread on the boiling
surface of the tide rip

"CGasoline," Doc Savage said shortly. "That fellow nmust have opened a dunp valve in the gas boat
over there."

Monk yelled, "A trap!"

And Ham echoed, "He thought some of us would junp in and swmtoward him then sonebody woul d set
fire to the gasoline on top of the water."

Doc Savage whi pped for the heavy gangplank that |led fromthe barge to the shore

Down in the water, the splashing nan suddenly shed his clunsiness. He stroked furiously, reached

t he bul khead and grabbed a rope which was al nost indistinguishable in the darkness but which he nust
have | owered previously. He clinbed with frenzied haste

Nearing the top, the fellow snaked a hand into his coat for a gun, then kept one finger hooked
through the trigger guard as he continued to clinb. He kept his face upturned

A head, its bronze color discernible even in the gl oom appeared above. The man on the rope
reversed his gun swiftly and fired. He saw the bronze head plainly the instant before the |ash of
flame fromthe gun nuzzle blotted it out. Afterward, the head was gone

Confident he had killed the bronze man, the fellow on the rope jerked hinself up to the bul khead
edge, el bowed over, and |ooked for his victim He swore. There was no one distingui shable
Amazenent held the woul d-be killer for a nmonment. He was positive his bullet had not m ssed; he
did not believe any one could have gotten out of the path of the slug so swiftly.

Gunting with the effort, he haul ed hinself up on the bul khead, took a tentative pace away from
the river, his gun ready

Of to the left, there was a single firecracker pop of a noise. The man with the gun cursed
bopped on one leg, then tried to run, but negotiated only a few paces before he floundered down. Hi s
legs still beat the ground after he lay prone, as if he were trying to continue running

Monk got up from behind an old tinber, waving his supermachi ne pistol which he had taken fromhis
fornmer captives in the strange room of death downt own

"You got an antidote for the chemical in the nmercy bullets these guns shoot?" he demanded of Doc
Savage

"In the car," the bronze man said, and glided for his roadster

DOC Savage cane back shortly with a hypodermic needle, the contents of which he administered to
the victim

Monk stood expectantly in the background. The supernachine pistols were charged, not with

regul ation bullets, but with shells which bore a chem cal that produced a harn ess unconsci ousness
and the stuff Doc was giving the victimwas a stinulant which would revive hi mquickly

The manner of the would-be killer's reviving was a bit queer. Hs |l egs had gradually ceased to
make their running novenents, but now they resuned, and the churni ng becane nore violent, until the
fellow grunted | oudly, opened his eyes and tried to get up

Monk turned himover and sat on the pit of his stonach

"You're in a spot, sonny," Mnk advised him

The "sonny" was sarcasm for the man was past middl e age. He had, however, a face of consummate

evil. H's mouth was warped froma perpetual snarl and his eyes were narrow, furtive

The man grow ed thickly, "Aw, | just fell in -

"You cannot lie out of it," Doc Savage told him "But you can hel p your own position by

tal ki ng. "

The evil-faced man scowl ed at the bronze giant, then | ooked away and his face convul sed as he wet
his |ips

"l dunno nothin'," he disclaimed

Monk, saying nothing, reached out a hairy armto a pile of rusted scrap iron which lay on the
bul khead. He sel ected a heavy gear wheel, pulled it to hurt, wenched off the victims belt and
began strapping the weight to the fellow s ankle

"Cut it out," gritted the other. "You can't do that."

"You know who we are?" Mnk asked him

The other wet his lips once nore. "Sure. Doc Savage and two of his gang."

"Ever hear what happens to crooks who get in our way?" Mnk demanded fiercely.

The old man snarled, "You ain't runnin' no shandy on ne!"

"Listen," Mnk said patiently. "I asked you if you ever heard what happens to crooks who tangle
up with us."

"No." The captive tried to kick the heavy gear off his ankle

"They di sappear,"” Mnk | eered. "They ain't never heard fromagain. That's what happens to guys



who mix with us. You've heard that story, ain't you?"

The terrified roll of the prisoner's eyes showed that he had heard of the | egend that those who
opposed Doc Savage net sonme fantastic fate, and were never seen again by their former associates.
This was the story the underworld bandi ed, for none knew of Doc Savage's strange "col | ege" for
curing crimnals.

"You're another one that's not gonna be heard from" said Mnk.

The honely chemist was bluffing, but nothing on his siman features reveal ed that.

The captive broke suddenly.

"Listen!" he exploded. "I hadda do it. | needed the nmoney. |I'man old man and things are tough
for me. | got a bad record and nobody'll give ne work."

"Who hired you?" Doc Savage asked sharply.

Monk began untying the heavy flywheel to encourage their source of infornation.

"“A guy naned Sul tman - Janko Sultman," gul ped the el derly thug.

"Bl azes!" said Monk. "Are you sure it wasn't a bird with a nice voice naned Boke?"

"Sultman was his nanme," the other insisted. "He told me to watch this barge here and if you birds
showed up, to pull that falling-into-the-river gag. | was gonna - " He hesitated, and then stopped
speaki ng.

"I know," Monk told himsourly. "You was gonna set the gasoline afire after one of us junped in.
What is Sultman's gane?"

"l don't know," insisted the old man. "He didn't spill that part. He conme here | ookin' for Robert
Lorrey, but there wasn't nobody on the barge and he left ne here to tell "imif Robert Lorrey cane
back, an' to - well - if you guys showed up."

"You know no nore than that?" Doc Savage asked.

"That's all."

Monk said fiercely, "Cough up the truth, mug, or |I'll bust you w de open!"

The ol d crook began cursing.

A harsh voice said, "All right, you clever boys will all put your hands up!"

HAM drifted a hand for the arnpit where reposed his supernachine pistol |aden with nercy

bul | ets.

"Careful ," Doc warned. "It's our friend Hardboiled Hunmbolt."

Har dboi | ed cane out of the shadows, a belligerent tower of gristle who wal ked gingerly, favoring
his sore feet. H's hands were enpty.

Behi nd hi m strode uni forned policenmen who carried submachi ne guns, riot shotguns and tear gas

par aphernal i a.

Har dboi | ed | evel ed an arm at Doc Savage. "I put you under arrest once today. Wiat's the idea?
Think | was kidding you?"

Monk said mldly, "Tough guys are ny neat!" and got off the aged crimnal. He went toward

Har dboi | ed Hunbolt, and when he was very close to the giant officer, things happened. Mnk | ashed
out a fist that landed with a sound akin to a woodsman's axe sinking into a tree.

Monk | ooked confident that Hardboil ed would go down. But nothing of the sort happened. Hardboil ed
did trenble and weave on his feet, then his arm shook and the bl ackjack cane down out of his sleeve.
There was a swi shi ng sound; Mnk ducked, but not in tine.

The honely chemi st sat down heavily, wearing a dazed expression and feeling of the top of his
head where the sap had | anded.

Ham | aughed unki ndly.

Habeas Corpus nmade a staccato grunting outburst and ran at Hardboil ed Hunbolt. The policeman

ki cked at the shoat, but he nust have been hal f-unconscious fromthe effects of Mnk's blow, because
he | ost his balance and fell heavily. The pig rushed hi magain, show ng |ong yellow tusks.

Monk said hoarsely, "Cut it out, Habeas. That guy is really hard,"” and the pig backed away

agai n.

The elderly crook got up and tried to run. A policeman tripped himand put a foot on the back of
his neck, not at all gently.

"l know this old punk," said the cop. "He's a rat fromway back."

Har dboi | ed Hunbolt, still sitting on the cold ground, waved his bl ackjack at Doc Savage, at Monk,
at Ham

"Run "emin!" he directed. "I warned this bronze guy!" Ham the |lawer, drew hinself up and
snapped, "My rough-mannered friend, men are not arrested in these good United States unless
"There is a charge against 'em " Hardboiled finished for him "And you can bet your pretty
striped pants that there is a charge against all three of you. It is suspicion of murder."

Ham said, "Ridiculous!" as if it were a swear word.

Har dboi | ed Hunbolt, reciting as if he were in school, said, "Over half a dozen nmen were found a
short time ago, dead in a downtown house. Their eyes were all protruding. Wtnesses were found who
saw you three nen | eave the house."

A scowl wrinkled high on Haml's forehead. "Better not start anything you can't finish, Mster
Tough Pol i ceman. "

"We got a call," Hardboiled el aborated. "It said to go to this house and we would find a crowd of



men you had nurdered."

Doc Savage put into the conversation for the first time with the demand, "Wio was the

i nf or mant ?"

"Didn't give his nanme," said Hardboiled. "But it was a damed pl easant voice to listen to."
"Boke, " Monk grow ed.

"What ?" demanded Har dboi | ed.

"Fooey on you," Mnk told him

The elderly thug on the ground, with the cop's foot on his neck, abruptly seized the policeman's
other foot with his hands and yanked, spilling the officer.

The | awman swore and the subnmachi ne gun he was carrying bounced out of his hands. The aged
crimnal seized it.

Startled policenen tried to get their weapons into action, but they were too late and they
stared, aghast, as the machine gun fanned them nenaci ngly.

The ancient crook started to back away, escape his main thought. Then another idea seened to

sei ze him and he paused, stepped sidew se and was sheltered behind a rusting |unp of abandoned
machi nery.

"Damm you all!" he gritted. "l've always wanted to slough me a bunch of cops!" He braced the
submachi ne gun nore firmy.

"l told you he was a rat," choked one of the policenen. "He's a crazy killer!"

They all expected the rapid-firer to blare out; but instead, it was the old nman's voi ce which
tore a guttural shriek, and he came staggering and nmoaning fromthe shelter. He had dropped his
gun.

H s eyes were popping in a fashion ghastly to observe.

TO Doc Savage, Mnk and Ham who had seen what happened in the death room downtown, what occurred
now was not new. But to the policeman, it was a sight they were to carry al ways.

The old crimnal was a victimof the pop-eyed death, and he shrieked and bit his lips until they
ran scarlet; then he fell down with convul sions and finally kicked his |ife away.

Har dboi | ed Hunbolt squirmed his feet in his oversize sneakers and wet his |ips; his hands nade
the small aim ess gestures of a man who does not know what to do, and he breathed heavily. He was
the picture of a phlegmatic soul startled out of his wts.

The horely Monk, getting slowy to his feet, a hand still up where Hardboil ed' s bl ackj ack had

| anded, noved cl ose to Doc.

"W gonna let this cop throw us into the can?" he denmanded in a whisper.

Har dboi | ed Hunbolt snapped off his |ethargy, came over and clipped, "No talking between you
threel"

Monk gl ared at himand denanded, "You nean we're really pinched?"

"And how" the burly officer said with gusto. "For once, sonme of you privileged boys in this town
are going to take what's conming to you."

Ham asked, "Did you stop to think?"

"Thi nk what ?" Hardboi |l ed | ooked puzzl ed.

"That Doc Savage, here, may not be in the sanme class with the rest of these people you call

"privileged ," Ham el aborated. "The persons you are down on are those with so-called 'pull,’
politicians and playboys and so on. Now Doc, here - "
"Is going to jail," Hardboiled finished. "I don't give a damm if he's the governor of the state

in disguise. And you, you fashion-plate |awer, are going along."

"It's an outrage," said Ham

"I't's murder!" Hardboiled waved at the dead man. "Dammed nysterious nurder! And | think you birds
know nore than you're telling."

Doc Savage said half a dozen words in the guttural Mwyan | anguage.

"Here!" ripped Hardboil ed. "Speak English!"

Monk and Ham drew air into their lungs, then ceased to breathe. Doc Savage did |ikewi se. Then the
bronze man, without the gesture seemng to nean anything, pressed an elbow tightly to his side.
Har dboi | ed frowned, his suspicions half aroused, and the frown was still on his |eathery
forehead, when he drew in a great sobbing breath of air, bent over and peered at the ground as if
searching for a suitable resting spot, then laid hinmself down heavily. He began to snore.

A cop expl oded, "Say, what the - " then he, too, dropped. O her policenen around hi mtoppl ed
over. None of them noved after they fell, and all breathed noisily, regularly, in the nysterious
stupor which had seized upon them Only a few snored.

Monk asked, "Any danger of 'em freezing?"

Doc Savage said, "No. They'll wake up in half an hour."

Doc Savage, Monk and Ham departed the spot. Mnk and Ham nmade no comment about what had happened.
It was old stuff to them

Long ago Doc Savage had perfected a gas, odorless and col orless, which produced a qui ck,
tenporary unconsci ousness and | eft no harnful aftereffects. The unique thing about this gas was that
it becanme ineffective after sonewhat less than a minute. Gven a warning, one could evade the gas by
hol ding his breath. The substance, extrenmely powerful, was carried in small glass bulbs, and the



bronze man had broken one of these with el bow pressure.

The three nen approached their cars. The pig, Habeas Corpus, had not been cl ose enough to be
affected by the anaesthetic, and he now gal | oped up.

Monk nuttered, "I can't stop thinkin' how those nmen died - with their eyes popping."

Ham who still clung to his sword cane, said, "Wat about that Janko Sultman? W know he is m xed
up init. Wiy don't we get on his neck and nake himtal k?"

"Pat is working on that," Doc told him "Sonething may turn up at the Association of Physical
Heal th. "

Chapter VI. PAT H TS A SNAG

SOMVETHI NG had turned up at the Association of Physical Health. At |least the el evator boy, after
hi s passenger had alighted, twisted his |lip distastefully and said over his shoulder, "Now ain't
that sonething!"

The "sonething” was a |issone young man in evening clothes. He had remarkably fragile features
and a rose petal skin. There was a gardenia in his |lapel, the aroma of m npsa about him

The newconer went directly to the receptionist-tel ephone girl's desk. The bl onde was no | onger
there. A rather dowdy | ooking girl who wore gl asses had taken her place.

"l wish to see Seco Nandez," he advi sed.

"Who is calling?" asked the standardi zed receptioni st

"Tell Nandez it is a gentleman sent by J. S.," he directed.

The informati on was apparently effective, because the young nman was directed toward a door which
bore the | egend:

SENOR SECO NANDEZ, M D. Chief O Medical Staff

Entering, the effeninate young man shut the door carefully at his back, took out a handkerchi ef
and wiped his finger prints off the knob as if it were a habit - he had opened the door by a shove,
wi t hout touching the knob on the other side.

"Hyah, Nannie," he smled.

Seco Nandez scowl ed at the flippancy. He was a tall, reedy dark man who wore a rather light suit
for so late in the Fall. The pallor of the suit enphasized the darkness of Seco Nandez, and his
large eyes and thick lips lent a suspicion that sone of his ancestors had cone from Africa.

"Why do you cone here, Llzzie?" he demanded. "Eso es nuy nmal |l "

"What's that |ast?" demanded the young man addressed as "Lizzie."

"It is dangerous," snapped Seco Nandez, putting his Spanish into English.

"Sultman sent me," said Lizzie.

Nandez spread his hands. "But why he not cone hinself, senor?"

"Trouble with his feet," said Lizzie.

Nandez scow ed his puzzlenent. "You mean the fallen arches |like that so very tough cop,

Har dboi | ed Hunbolt? | did not know Sul tman had such trouble."

"It's the cold," grinned Lizzie. "Not his arches."

"A hot bath is good for that," Nandez said seriously.

Li zzi e | aughed sarcastically. "It's right over your head, isn't it, Nannie? You no savvy. Wll, a
hot bath won't help this kid of cold feet."

"What do you nean, senor?" Nandez questioned sharply.

"Sultman's feet began to cool off when Doc Savage barged in here this afternoon," Lizzie

expl ai ned. "The tenperature took another big drop when that bullet bounced off Sultman's fuzzy head.
Boke was responsible for that shooting and Sultman knows it."

Nandez nodded slowy. "Si, si, this thing, she is getting very dangerous."

"You knew it woul d get dangerous when you started it," Lizzie snorted.

Nandez groaned, "It would not, had we but done what Boke hired us to do, and let it go at that.
But no, when Sultman | earned what Boke pl anned, he decided to get in ahead of Boke and put the plan
t hrough hinsel f."

Li zzi e | aughed again. H's face, his body, were both fragile |ooking, but there was a hard

reckl essness in his manner.

"Don't let it get to your feet," he advised. "Hell! There's nore noney than any of us ever saw in
this thing. Boke expected to clean up a billion. | think he was a piker."

Nandez frowned at his manicured, dark fingers. "Do not worry about what you call - ny feet."
"Swel I!" said Lizzie. "Now, | canme to tell you to neet Sultman. W're taking cover from now on,
see. "

Nandez waved an arm "Hut what about the Association of Physical Health?"

"Sultman is just wal king off and leaving it," Lizzie grinned. "The damed place ain't making
noney, anyhow. "

"Where is Sultman?" asked Nandez.

' The usual place," advised the other.

Li zzie went to the door, took out his handkerchi ef and dropped it over the doorknob before he
turned it. He waved his free hand airily. "Keep your chin up, Nannie."

Nandez snapped, "Stop calling me that nane! | do not like it!"

"There's a lot of things you'd |like less," Lizzie grinned, and went out.



LI ZZIE smled widely and winked at the little receptionist as he went out. He swung girlishly

into the elevator and the cage sank

The receptionist at the tel ephone switchboard came to life. Open before her lay a stenographic

not ebook, its pages covered with expert shorthand pen strokes

Transl ated, these shorthand notes woul d gi ve an exact record of what had been said between Lizzie
and Nandez

The uni npressi ve young wonaen renoved the tel ephone headset. Instead of having a single receiver

as was customary, this headset was double and the extra receiver was connected to a circuit of
conceal ed mi crophones whi ch had been planted in the offices early in the evening during the tine the
ot hers were dining

The Associ ation of Physical Health, which gained its revenue fromthe nere giving of physica

exam nations, remained open regularly in the evenings to accommopdate of fice workers and those who
could not cone during daylight hours

The pl ai n-100king receptionist smled widely and put the notebook in a hand bag which also held a
weapon whi ch resenbl ed an oversized automatic, two extra curled magazines for the gun, a fountain
pen tear-gas gun, and a conpact. Then the young wonan busi ed herself at the swi tchboard

At that point, Seco Nandez came out of his office. He had donned his hat and overcoat and seened
bound on a definite errand as he took the el evator

The receptionist nmotioned to a nurse, said, "Take ny place, please," and hurried away before the
nurse could open her nmouth. The young worman ran down the stairs, past where the gunman had been
seized with the weird pop-eyed death earlier in the day, and into the | obby.

She ran behind the cigar counter and exchanged her colorless and rather threadbare coat for an
exqui site affair of fur. She kicked off her fiat-heeled, conservative shoes and donned a pair with
hi gh heels, then added a small netallic hat to the outfit

She used lipstick and rouge expertly. She peeled off a wig of dun-colored hair which she was
wearing and replaced it with one of netallic blondness

The young worman's own hair, it could be observed,was a remarkabl e bronze hue

The result of her changes was something of a miracle. The young wonan who wal ked out of the
building on the trail of Seco Nandez was a ravishing beauty. Even her carriage was different, the
hi gh heel s maki ng her | ook inches taller. |If Seco Nandez or Lizzie had nmet her face to face, it was
doubtful if they would have recogni zed her

A cl ose acquai ntance, however, might have recogni zed the young wonan as Patricia Savage

Seco Nandez, noving along the gloony streets, bending over against the pluck of the cold Fal

wi nd, | ooked back nunerous tines, but thanks to Pat's skill, noticed nothing unusual, or if he did
observe anything, he gave no sign

Hi s route took himto the east, where the streets becane narrow and dark and full of snells and
the small drifts of hard white snow, snuggled in bunches behind obstructions, seenmed strangely out
of place anmid the grine and squal or

There were few persons abroad, which made Pat's job of trailing rmuch sinpler; she did not follow
abreast of Nandez, but paralleled his course on the next street, watching for himat intersections
There finally cane a time when he did not appear at a corner

Pat hurried down the side street Her coat collar was upturned, her head down, apparently in

def ense against the chill wind, but actually to watch the sidewal k. The hard snow, alnost like ice
pel l ets, had not covered the walk, but it had eddied into doorways and stoops

Seco Nandez had turned into a shabby buil ding which was reached by half a dozen stone steps

deeply pitted

PAT went up the steps boldly, found the door unlocked, and eased inside. Listening, she detected
voi ces nuttering fromabove. One of the speakers was Seco Nandez

"Listen, chief,"” Nandez was saying, "you' ve got to give me tine. This fellow Sultman is too

slice. W can't hang the goods on himall at once."

Pat heard the words distinctly, but the reply was a nonotonous nmutter which she could neither
under stand nor identify.

"The first thing we've got to do," Seco Nandez continued, "is to find where Sultman is hiding.
think I know. I'Il go there, then nake a report."

This informati on gave Pat Savage a surprise. Was it possible that she had uncovered a m nor

doubl e-cross anong the ranks of the schemers? Was Nandez on the side of Sultman, or aiding the
nysteri ous Boke?

The unintelligible mutter was replying to Nandez

"Let's not talk so |loud, senor," said Nandez

After that the voice dropped to conplete inaudibility, and Pat, disgusted, nmounted the stairs
cautiously in order to get nearer and hear better. At the top she found a long corridor which ended
it seemed, in another stairway |eading dowward to a back door. It was very dark, the passage being
unlighted, and Pat felt along with her hands. She |ocated a door

She coul d hear no speaking beyond the door. She | eaned an ear agai nst the ancient planks. As if
that were a signal, notion exploded in the darkness beside her

Hands sei zed her throat and her hair, yanked forcibly and unbal anced her. Before she could do a



thing about it, she was slamed heavily on the floor

Seco Nandez, gripping her fiercely, said, "You fall for the trick like the ton of bricks
senorita."

PAT knew the man with whom she fought was her master in physical strength, so instead of
westling with him she kicked his shins with the sharp toes of her slippers, hit himon the

wi ndpi pe, which happens to be a particularly vul nerable pant of the human anatony, and gave one of
his ears a terrific twst.

Finally, she nanaged to execute an ancient and effective bit of rough-and-tunble strategy - she
inserted her little finger in Seco Nandez's left nostril and lifted

Nandez npaned, his npan becane a how, and he floundered in his haste to get erect and away from
the torturing finger. He junped back, slapping his aching proboscis, hissing expletives in Spanish
Pat did not try to get erect, but rolled over, grabbed her purse and tore it open. The

super machi ne pistol fell out

Nandez | eaped forward and kicked at the gun. He missed. Pat tried to thunb the safety off. Nandez
ki cked again, and missed a second tine. Then Pat did get the safety off and the gun began to npan
like a big buiffiddl e and spew enpties, but the slugs, going past Nandez, tore plaster off the
wal | s.

Pat corrected her ainm once nore Nandez kicked. He was in tinme. The heavy weapon caroned from
wall to floor and Pat groaned and snapped her bruised fingers

As Nandez fell upon her, she dived her left hand into the purse and got the tear-gas gun. Nandez
must have made the mistake of thinking there would be no other weapon in the bag

Pat jammed the gun into his face, shut her eyes, held her breath and pulled the trigger. The
fountai n-pen-1ike barrel made considerabl e noi se and kicked heavily, for the nuzzle was agai nst
Nandez's skin.

Nandez began to cry out and roll on the floor, and Pat gaining her feet with her eyes still
closed, ran for the door. She missed the aperture, smacked a wall, fell over a chair, keeping her
eyes shut all of the time, and not breathing, then found the door and went through

She narrowy mssed falling head over heels down the stairs, and not until she was near the
bottom di d she open her eyes. She popped outside, only to have a hand clanp her arm

"Not so fast, sister," said the voice of the fem nine- mannered Lizzie

PAT stood perfectly still, for there was a flat automatic in Lizzie's other hand and the hard
bravado of a killer in his strange, linpid eyes

"CGood thing | shagged al ong behind Nannie," Lizzie said dryly. "Wat'd you do to hin®"

"Let ne go!" Pat snapped

"Sure," said Lizzie, and released her arm

Then, so suddenly that Pat had no tinme to dodge, Lizzie struck her with the automatic. He hit
with blinding speed, and accurately, with the nmanner of a nman who had done the thing before

Pat's head filled with a roaring; scarlet curtains fell and rolled before her eyes and bl ack
masses canme up and danced on the curtains. After that there was a singing sound as of mllions of
grasshoppers traveling, which resolved into pulsations that in turn became the bangi ng of her

pul se

M the time she was conscious of being handl ed, and when she opened her eyes, she was upstairs
and on the floor, bound and gagged

Seco Nandez was erect before her, speaking his feelings slowmy and painfully, not using
particularly vile Spanish words, but putting a great deal of enphasis upon them The left side of
his face was not pleasant to |ook at, for the tear-gas gun had blown a rather nasty pit. It was
still running a little red, and his eyes were streamng tears that m xed and thinned the scarl et
fluid.

It was obvious that Nandez coul d not yet see

Perhaps ten m nutes passed, Lizzie spending the interimin going over the contents of Pat's hand
bag and in inspecting the supernachi ne pistol. Nandez nopped at his face and finally began to see a
little.

He snarled when he saw Pat, and grabbed the supernachi ne pistol fromlLizzie

"Here! Hell!" Lizzie barked; and they struggled over the gun, Nandez grating, "I shall kill her
for what she do to ne, senor!"

"Use your head," Lizzie snapped

Nandez continued struggling, nanaged to get the gun, tried to shoot Pat, and the safety baffled
him He cursed and hurled the weapon with great violence at her head. H s aimwas very bad; the gun

hit the wall, bounced and came to rest so close that Pat instantly rolled in a furious effort to
reach it.

Li zzie ran over, put his foot on her and held her stationary.

"What a doll!" he grinned at Pat. "Were do you hook into this?" So that she could answer, he
removed the gag

Pat said, "I don't know what this is all about. | cane into this building to see a friend, and as
I was wal ki ng down the corridor that man" - she jerked her head at Nandez - "that man seized ne."

"Beautiful!" said Lizzie. "An excellent lie! A gorgeous lie! You' re Doc Savage's cousin and you



bribed that dizzy blonde at the Association of Physical Health to let you take her place. |'ve read
of you, sister. You're supposed to be good and | guess you really are."

Nandez had sobered. "This senorita, she is connected with Doc Savage?" be denanded.

"She is," said Lizzie. "And that nmakes it bad.' How d you cone to pull in here? This isn't

Sutl man' s hangout . "

"l saw her trailing nme," said Nandez.

Li zzi e put weight on the foot which bore on Pat's back. "How nmuch have you | earned,
good- | ooki ng?"

"Not hing," said Pat.

"That's probably a lie, but it's swell," Lizzie grinned. He | ooked at Nandez. "You want the job,
Nanni e?"

"Yes," said Nandez. "And | do not |ike that nicknane, senor."

Li zzi e | aughed and went out.

Pat knew they must have agreed on her fate during the black period when she had been stunned from
the bl ow on the head.

NANDEZ drew out a pocketknife, not a large knife, but one with a bl ade which | ooked razor sharp.
Li zzie, appearing in the door suddenly, said, "Better wait until that face stops bl eeding. You'd
make a hell of a spectacle on the street now "

"Si," grow ed Nandez.

Lizzie, turning, said, "Watch the finger prints, Nannie," and departed once nore.

Nandez scowl ed at the door for a tine; then noting that his features no | onger oozed scarlet, got
to his feet, holding the knife lightly between his fingers.

He advanced with the quick purpose of a man who intended to get it over with.

Pat, suddenly frozen with horror, tried to scream but the effort was pitifully inadequate - a
smal | whi ni ng.

"No one can hear that," said Nandez, and bent down.

Chapter VII. SURPRI SE SHADOW

NANDEZ was wong in surm sing no one woul d hear the screans. Lizzie heard them But Lizzie was
across the street, and he was |listening for them

The shrill, piping cries that came fromthe ol d buil ding m ght have been the product of the icy
Fall wind. But not so the cries which suddenly foll owed.

Screans broke out, awful, penetrating bleats, full of the grisly quality' of death.

"The dammed girl shoul d have been gagged!" Lizzie gritted. He started to cross the street. Then
he shrank back.

A policeman had appeared, a big, burly cop, bundled to his red ears in his Wnter overcoat. He
had heard the shrieks and was running. He popped into the building. The shrieks had ceased.

Li zzi e swore savagely and dragged out his gun

"Dam all cops!" he snarled, and whi pped across the street He did not enter, but paused outside,
listening. There was a chance that Nandez had fled by the back route.

Li zzie heard the policeman swear in a |oud, startled voice. Then feet banged on the stairs.

Li zzie retreated hurriedly and was conceal ed in a near-by doorway before the officer appeared.
The cop did not |ook around, which surprised Lizzie as well as relieved himno little. The
officer ran for a corner, and Lizzie, craning his neck, saw the man using a call box frantically.
"Nandez got away," Lizzie grinned, and used his ears again.

Once he thought he heard novenent fromthe rear of the building, a squeaking sound as of rubber
pressing hard against iron or concrete; or it mght have been a foot on a board.

"Nandez," Lizzie breathed, and hinself eased away fromthe vicinity.

Lizzie wal ked hurriedly eastward until he cane to a street where, despite the cold of the Fall
night, a few persons were abroad, and an occasional taxi prow ed. Even then, he did not take a cab,
because drivers have nmenories. He mingled with the crowd and drifted to the nearest subway.

As far as he could tell, he was not followed.

Back in the street, the policeman had deserted his call box. He strode to the building and went
inside, only to reappear shortly, nmopping his forehead, a strange expression on his features. He
wai ted, consulting his watch.

A faint squealing noise arose in the distance, |oudened and becane the wail of a siren. The car,
a bi g phaeton, careened into the street and screaned its tires on the pavenent as it canme to a

st op.

In the rear of the phaeton, Hardboiled Hunmbolt kicked a robe from around his big stockinged feet,
grimaced as he drew on his canvas sneakers, and got out, muttering, "It's gettin' damed cold for
t hese canvas shoes."

The patrolman ran up. He jerked a thunb over his shoul der, shouted, "It's in there!"

Har dboi | ed put a jaw out against the cold gale. "Dead?"

"Dead as can be," said the patrolman. "It's awful!"

"So is about half of this police business," Hardboiled grow ed, and went inside and up the
creaking stairs: He said nothing nore, but took a flashlight fromhis pocket and went into the room
He ranged the flash beam for sone seconds over the chanber, but giving npst of the tine to the



corpse on the floor.

The cadaver was a gruesomne sight.

St eppi ng back, Hardboiled picked up a hand bag. He | ooked inside. There were cards in a pocket;
they bore the nane of Patricia Savage, the name of her beauty parlor and gymnasi um on Park Avenue,
and the address.

"Pat Savage," Hardboiled nuttered. "She's Doc Savage's cousin."

"Hel ps himout sonetinmes on his jobs," said the patrolman. "Or so |'ve beard."

"She was a |lot of help here," Hardboiled said grimy.

THE burly police inspector took another turn of the room using his flashlight, then shook his
head and wal ked out and down the stairs.

"It gets me," he said slowy. "I can't nmake heads or tails of this whole nmess. Send for the

nedi cal exam ner."

He wal ked to the phaeton, paused and added, "And spread the net for Doc Savage. Put every radio
car in the city to looking for him That bronze guy knows sonething he's not telling."

The patrol man took up a position in the corridor. He had found the lights, and he turned them on
now, the light seened to relieve his mnd.

Once he thought he heard a sound fromw thin the roomwhere the body |ay and he opened the door;
but saw no one. After that, he closed the door, as if to keep the grisly presence fromw thin out of
his thoughts.

The door had not been closed for |ong when the window lifted slightly. It was the first rise of
the wi ndow which had attracted the officer's attention.

A great, shadowy figure eased into the room A flashlight beamno | arger than a pencil came into
bei ng and raced about, resting finally on the body and roam ng over it slowy.

The body was twisted, as if it had fallen in the throes of awful agony. The face was pocked
deeply on one side by a bum and the |lips were bitten and redstai ned.

The eyes were barely in their sockets, having squeezed out as if propelled by some inner force.
The muscl es attached to themwere gray and horrible.

The giant prow er bent over the formand a hand roved, exploring pockets. Once the hand got in
the way of the thin light beam and it could be seen that the skin was an unusual bronze col or, and
the hands had tremendous tendons. Letters yielded Seco Nandez's nane.

Next, the bronze man exami ned the purse of Patricia Savage, where it had been replaced on the
floor.

There was no sound audible as the nmetallic giant went to the w ndow, eased through and put his
wei ght on the fire escape outside. He went down to the |anding, grasped a silken cord which was
attached to a collapsible grappling book and slid down into the alley below. A flip of the cord
brought the grapple down, and the bronze man stowed it within his clothing.

He joined two figures waiting silently in the darkness.

Monk, with the pig, Habeas Corpus, silent under an arm asked, "Wat did you find, Doc?"

"A pop-eyed dead man naned Seco Nandez," Doc Savage said. "And Pat's purse was near by."
"Strange," murnured the dapper Ham " Sonethi ng has happened here."

From t he near-by darkness, Pat's voice stated, "You said it!"

MONK started, all but dropping Habeas, and Haminstinctively whipped up his sword cane. Doc
Savage showed no perceptible surprise.

Patricia Savage cane fromthe gl oom

"l have been hangi ng around," she said. "I had an idea you woul d show up here."

"We're in bad with the police," Mnk told her. "But we had our radio tuned on the police radio
station and heard the call which brought Hardboiled Hunbolt here. W dropped in to see what it was
all about."

Doc Savage asked, "What happened, Pat?"

Pat was a young wonman of crisp explanations. There was no trenble, no excitement in her voice as
she summari zed what had happened fromthe time she had overheard the conversation of Seco Nandez and
Li zzie at the Association of Physical Health. She brought the narrative down to its gory clinax.
"Thi s Nandez was just |eaning over to use his knife," she said. "He was a killer who enjoyed it.
| could see that in his eyes. He held ny nose to stop what little noise | was able to nmake, and bent
nmy head back. Then - sonething happened.”

"The pop-eyed deat h?" Doc asked.

"He began to scream" Pat said, her voice suddenly thin. "And his eyes - they - it was awful!"
"W seen it happen to a whole roonful of nen at once,” Mnk nuttered.

Ham cl i cked his sword cane nervously.

"Doc, this thing is incredible!" he snapped. "It is as if some supernatural power were striking
down these nmen in the act of doing nurder. What do you think the pop-eyed death is?"

Monk added, "And what nekes it get 'emonly when they're about to kill sonebody? O right after
they' ve killed?"

There was a | ong pause while they waited for Doc Savage to make an answer, and when he did not,
and gave no sign of intending to do so, Pat broke the tension.

"l used Nandez's knife and cut nyself |oose after he - died" she said. "I got to the rear



stairway and ran down it, not knowi ng but that Nandez's partner, Lizzie, mght cone back."
"And you waited here," Ham finished

"Hold on," said Pat. "I want to tell you about sonething queer that happened down here in the
alley."

"What ?" Doc questioned

"Sonme one cane out."

"Maybe it was the policenman | ooki ng around?" Doc offered

Pat shook a vehenent negative. "No. It was a giant figure of a man - a fellow | will swear was
al nrost as large as you, Doc. And he noved |like a ghost. He cane down the fire escape."”

"Down the fire escape?" Mnk grunted

"Exactly," said Pat. "It | ooked as if he had been outside of the window all of the tine."
"You did not see himclearly?" Doc questioned

"Too dark," said Pat. "And be traveled |ike a black ghost."

Monk snorted suddenly. "Did you hear his feet on the fire escape? | nean - did they nake
squeaki ng sounds?"

"Why, now that you nention it, | think they did," Pat nurnured

Ham growl ed, "What are you getting at, you honely nonkey?"

Doc Savage answered that

"Monk was thinking of canvas-sol ed rubber shoes
when it is rubbed over iron."

Ham began, "But what - ?" then fell silent. He had thought of Hardboiled Hunbolt and his

rubber -sol ed canvas shoes

SOME nonents | ater Doc Savage, Mnk, Ham and Pat were in a sedan traveling a near-by street

"We dropped in at headquarters and exchanged the roadster and the coupe for this bus," Mnk
expl ai ned. "The cops were | ooking for the other two cars."

"And saw a flock of policemen watching the place for us," Ham added

Pat wat ched t he darkened houses slip by and shivered

"The police are against us," she said softly. "One of our nen has been nurdered, and we can't

find Robert Lorrey. And sonme infernal death is striking. This is nore than | bargained for."

"Want to lay off?" Doc asked. "You'd better."

"Don't be silly," said Pat. "What do we do next?"

"Since our headquarters are watched, we will make use of Renny's apartnent," Doc said

Col onel John Renwi ck, the engineer of Doc's group, was a gentlenman who had nade sone mllions in
his profession, prior to his affiliation with high adventure in the person of the bronze nman. He
still commanded staggering fees when he worked

Renny occupi ed a pent house overl ooking Central Park. The buil ding, one of the nost flanboyant in
the city, was one Renny had designed and the erection of which he had supervised, and his apartnent
was an incredible array of nodernistic netals and glass. Mechani cal gadgets were everywhere, and the
wi de, gl ass-covered terrace was a greenhouse of tropical shrubs

Renny, they found on arrival, was not present. Doc had a key and they entered

"Wonder what's become of Renny?" Mnk pondered. "Reckon the bigfisted | unmox got that nmessage you
left on the office w ndow?"

Doc Savage negl ected to answer, for he was picking up a tel ephone. He got in communication with
each of the city's large broadcasting stations in succession and spoke rapidly. Hanging up after
communi cating with the first one, he went over and switched on a |l arge nodernistic radio

A dance orchestra was playing, and the tone of Renny's radio speaker was an acoustic engi neer's
dream conme to |life. But alnmost at once, the strains were interrupted

"An announcenent of inportance," said the announcer. "WIIl No. 17 get in touch with his chief

And will No. 17 guard his own life carefully and comunicate with no one but his chief. For No. 17's
benefit, Leander Court was nurdered to-day."

The orchestra strains resumed, and Doc Savage tuned in on another station and shortly got al npst
the identical announcenent

No. 17 was Robert Lorrey - the nunber he bore on Doc Savage's pay roll

The fact that the bronze man had been able to prevail upon every broadcasting station to insert
such an unusual announcenent in the regular evening routine was an indication of his influence

"l hope," Mnk said, "that Robert Lorrey turns up before long."

Chapter VIII. THE CRI ME GLAND

AT the precise instant, but quite a few bl ocks distant from Renny's sunptuous penthouse, the
lissone and fem nine-mannered Lizzie was listening to a worried voice come froman adj acent room

"l hope Robert Lorrey shows up soon," it said

Li zzi e shrugged. He had changed his evening garb for full dress, perfect inits every detail, and
he had even | ess the appearance of a col d-bl ooded criminal who not |ong before had | eft a conpanion
to cut the throat of a young woman

Janko Sultman was wal king circles in the next room He still wore his |oud-checked suit, and

there was a bandage stuck in the midst of his upstanding, frizzled hair with adhesive tape. From
time to time he fingered this bandage

the bronze man sai d. "Rubber squeaks sonetines



"Dot Boke!" he growled. "If der bullet had conme another inch lower, it would have neant finish
for me."

Lizzie carefully adjusted the hang of the bright chain which spanned the front of his waistcoat
"Gve me aline on this Boke, and I'lIl soon stop him" he said lazily.

Janko Sul tman waved plunp hands. "It's a swell idea, only it's no good."

"Why not ?"

"l do not know dot Boke by sight, or where to find him"

"The hell you don't!" Lizzie snorted. "Then how did you contact himin the first place?"

"Through a witch-faced feller dot was called Frightful," explained Sultman. "They had figured dot
because | was a doctor, | should be able to get a line on Doc Savage's place where he fixed up der
crooks. But this Frightful did all der talking. Not once did | see Boke. | hear himover der

t el ephone, though, and he have the sweetest voice you ever listen to."

"He's got sweet ways, too," grinned Lizzie, casting a glance at Sultman's bandaged head. "And the
gay Frightful was found dead in that roonful of nen who had their eyes popping. The newspapers are
full of it."

"Dot's another thing!" Sultman wail ed. "The eye-poppi ng busi ness! Wat is it? She gets ny goat!"
A man appeared at the door and said, "Robert and Sidney Lorrey calling."

Janko Sul tman | ooked very pained and swore. "Dot fool brought his brother!"

Li zzi e asked, "Well, they've been going around together since you kindly gave Robert his
vacation." Then Lizzie laughed. "I wonder if Doc Savage has found out about those faked tel egrans
yet ?"

Sul t man waved his arnms. "Damm it, we've got to get rid of Sidney. | cannot buy them both."

Li zzie grinned, "Leave it to nme," and started for the door

Sul t man gul ped, "Listen, what - "

"Gve me five mnutes," Lizzie requested. "I'Il fix it." Then he went out

JANKO Sul tman hastily summoned three men into the room They were snooth-1 ooki ng gentl emen who

m ght have been bank clerks reporting for a day's work, except that each had a subnmachi ne gun tucked
under an arm

"Robert Lorrey will be here soon," Janko Sultman said. "He cannot afford to take any chances."

One of the snooth-1o00king men nodded. "You think he may junp you?" he asked

"Not so rmuch dot," said Sultman. "But when he | earns why he has been summoned here, he may fly

of f der handle, as did Leander Court, and threaten to go to Doc Savage. He nust be prevented from
doing dot."

"Sure," said one of the nen. "Only |I hope we don't get the sane dose as the guy you posted to get
Leander Court if he Went up in the air. That bird died with his eyes sticking out."

"Don't be silly!" Sultman snapped. "There is no one around here who can touch you. The gunman dot
shot Court merely had sonme kind of a spasm"

"How about the whol e roonful of pop-eyed dead the papers are playing up, then?" countered the

ot her.

"Let it go!"™ Sultman groaned. "Hurry. | wll hide you." The roomwas panel ed with wood; there

were many pictures, all of excellent taste. Sultman crossed the deep carpet, a grotesque figure with
his frizzled hair, and opened a wall panel. There was a recess behind | arge enough to hold a man
and a | ookout standing within could peer into the roomthrough an ingenious col ored screen which was
a part of a picture fastened on the outside. One of the men with machi ne guns was posted inside
There proved to be two nore niches, and additional guards were posted in these

"Dot is good," Sultman deci ded

The three gunnmen, |ooking through | oopholes, had only to' nove their heads to get a full view of
the room The picture was fairly distinct, although colors were distorted by the pignment of the
screen through which they had to peer

A FEW seconds | ater, Janko Sultman was shaki ng hands with a | ean, stoop-shoul dered man, and the
latter was admtting, "Yes. | am Robert Lorrey."

Robert Lorrey was an extrenely plain man as far as outward appearances went. He had nobuse-col ored
hair and eyes which were pale, but which were also made slightly grotesque by the powerful |enses of
the spectacl es which he wore. Pressing would have hel ped his gray suit, and he was bundled to the
ears in a fuzzy woolen nmuffler

"This is ny brother Sidney," said Robert Lorrey.

"Ah, yes," said Sultman, lying smoothly. "Sonme one told nme you had a brother. Twins, aren't

you?"

This last was a rank guess on the frizzled-haired man's part, for Sidney was a snaller carbon

copy of his brother, although he did have an unnaturally high forehead in addition. It was possible
that Sidney |ooked a bit nore the idealist, the dreaner

"We are twins," Robert agreed. "I hope you do not mind ny bringing Sidney along. We are very fond
of each other, and we frequently co-operate in conducting experinments."

"As a matter of fact, ny brother has financed nost of ny experinents," said Sidney

"You are wel cone, of course," Janko Sultman |ied

The tel ephone rang



Sul t man | ooked surprised, went over to the instrunent and answered. He was not a very good actor
for he failed to keep pleasure off his features

"For Sidney Lorrey," he said

Si dney Lorrey spoke for a few minutes over the line, and there was a puzzl ed expression on his
features as he put the instrunent down

"l shall have to go," he said. "Some one wants to speak to nme. He says it is very inportant."

Si dney Lorrey took his departure

JANKO Sul t man now becane the perfect host, offering Robert Lorrey fine cigars and excellent
liquor, both of which the stoop-shoul dered, nouse-Ilike man turned down, explaining that he did not
i mbi be

"The result of Doc Savage's training, eh?" nurnmured Sultman dryly. "The bronze man is quite a

puritan, |'ve heard."
Robert Lorrey becane very quiet in his chair. He plucked at the ends of his burry nuffler
"You have evidently nmade a m stake," he said shortly. "I scarcely know this Doc Savage - if | am

to presune that when you say Doc Savage, you nean the renmarkabl e bronze man who has becone noted as
a man who gets others out of trouble."

Janko Sul tman | aughed. "Dere is no use of pretending between friends."

"l scarcely know you," Robert Lorrey pointed out

Sul t man pretended not to hear the |ast rem nder

"l know many things," he smled. "I know, for instance, dot Doc Savage is a man who does peculi ar
things. One of the nost peculiar of these things, perhaps, is his habit of sending crimnals whom he
catches to a weird institution which he naintains in upstate New York."

Robert Lorrey said sharply, "If you assune | know all of this, you are wong."

"The crimnals undergo a treatnment which causes themto |lose their menories, and to becone honest
men, " continued Sultman. "Strange as it sounds, dot is what happens."

"l do not care to bear nore about this!" snapped Robert Lorrey. "The whole thing sounds

ridicul ous!™"

Janko Sultman carefully adjusted the bandage on top of his head then lighted hinself a cigar, at
the same time never taking his eyes fromhis visitor

"Doc Savage has seized many crimnals during his career," Sultman went on. "This Savage is a

remar kabl e i ndi vidual, nore remarkabl e than npbst persons can realize. He is alnost a nmental freak
H s knowl edge in der fields of electricity, chem stry and engi neering and so,, on is profound. But
greatest of all is his skill as a surgeon

Lorrey noistened his lips. "Wiy are you telling nme this?"

Janko Sul tman seened not to hear. "Doc, Savage has discovered dot crine is, in a sense, a

di sease,” he went on. "In other words, we will take for der purpose of illustration, de effect of
ordinary inflamation on tonsils. If a man has infected tonsils, a toxic poison gradually filters
fromthemthrough his system and his nerves are affected, so dot he becones irritable. He gets der
jitters. He is hard to get along with."

"You do not need to be so elenentary,"” snapped Robert Lorrey.

"Sure," Sultman smled. "There are many glands in the human body. They secrete everything from
perspiration to digestive juices. Many of themare in the human brain, and it is these last that are
the [ east known."

"What has this to do with crime as a di sease?" Lorrey interrupted

"There is a small gland which governs operation of a certain section of der brain which controls

a human being's behavior," said Sultman. "If dot gland is out of order, der patient |oses his sense
of right and wong. In other words, he gets so he does not give a damm what happens or what he does
Doc Savage has discovered this."

"I would not call that one of Doc Savage's discoveries,” Robert Lorrey put in. "Mny

crimnol ogi sts have arrived at that conclusion."

Sul t man shrugged. "Anyway, Doc Savage straightens up dot gland at his place in upstate New York

and dot is what nakes honest nen of the crooks. O course, he severs certain nerves in their brains
too, which makes themforget their past."

"This is quite amazing," said Robert Lorrey.

"No it isn't," grinned Sultman. "You know all about it, because you are one of der nen who do der
operating on crooks."

THE three gunmen, watching fromtheir conceal ed niches, saw from Robert Lorrey's sudden tensing
that he was shocked by the disclosure that another man knew of his profession

They heard Lorrey bark, "How did you learn this? No one is supposed to know. "

They saw Janko Sultman puff at his cigar, then draw his chair closer to that of Robert Lorrey,
ignoring Lorrey's tendency to shrink away fromhim There was a snmug | ook on Sultman's face, and one
gunman reflected that he | ooked |ike a fuzzy-haired canni bal about to indulge in a neal

Janko Sul t man now began speaking rapidly, but his words did not reach the guards, for they were
pitched | ow. The watchers could only observe the play of emptions on the features of Robert Lorrey
Lorrey at first registered surprise, then that becane a shocked, blank |ook, and as Sultnman went

on speaki ng, amazenent, wonder and horror foll owed each other successively. Then rage blazed in the



meek-1 ooki ng scientist's eyes

"You go to hell!" he yelled, and sprang to his feet

Sul t man dropped his cigar and scranbled erect, yelling, "Don't be a fool! |I'll raise the ante
I"I'l make it a hundred thousand dol | ars!"

"No!" snapped Lorrey

"A quarter of a mllion!" Sultnman of fered desperately.

"No!

"Fifty per cent of all we can take in!"

"l told you to go to hell!" Robert Lorrey shouted. Then he backed toward the door

Sul t man stepped hastily aside and snapped, "Don't |et himout, nen!"

"He won't |eave," Lizzie said unexpectedly fromthe door

Li zzie had cone back silently, and it was evident that he did not know Janko Sult man had posted
gunnen behind the wall panels

Robert Lorrey turned around and saw the flat automatic which Lizzie was holding in one girlishly
smal | hand. He put his own hands up

Sul t man asked Lizzie, "You got rid of Sidney Lorrey?" Lizzie |laughed. "I didn't have to. | just
told himover the tel ephone when | called here that | had some inportant information for him | made
an appointnent in a drug store far enough away so that he won't get back in time to bother us."
Robert Lorrey swal |l owed rapidly. "Wat are you going to do with ne?"

"l was forced to have your superior, Leander Court, killed," Sultman smled. "I will not make
that m stake again. W will use other neans on you."

"What do you nean?" Lorrey snapped

"You are going to be persuaded to do as | wish," advised Sultman. "I have thought it all out very
carefully."

"I ncludi ng what Doc Savage will do to you if you harm ne?" asked Lorrey.

Janko Sultman | ooked as if some one had jabbed hi munexpectedly with a pin. But the expression

was fleeting

"I amnot afraid of Doc Savage," he grow ed. "You m ght as well nmake up your mind that you are
going to do the thing I wish."

Robert Lorrey's answer was to dive suddenly at Lizzie's gun. The wi el der of the weapon was taken
by surprise and permtted the stoop-shoul dered man to get a grip on it. Lorrey kicked Lizzie's shins
fromunder him The man, falling, released his weapon

Janko Sultman, forgetting he had the gunnen posted back of the wall panels, ran and | eaped upon
Robert Lorrey. Stunned, Lorrey |ost his weapon

Li zzie got up snarling and snatched a long stiletto frominside his inuaculate full dress garb

He started for Robert Lorrey - and stopped

Li zzie put a hand up to his eyes. They were protruding a little. He dropped his knife

"My head!" he wailed horribly. "My eyes! Sonething is wong

Li zzi e had shut the door when he cane inside, but now there was a | oud crash and an expl osi on of
splinters. A second crash followed. A fist - an incredible fist that |ooked |ike the business end of
a circus stake-driver's maul - smashing through the panel. The door coll apsed

The man who cane through was a tower of bone and gristle

Robert Lorrey | ooked at the newconer, wi de-eyed and startled

"Renny!" he shouted delightedly.

Chapter | X. BOKE S TOUCH

RENNY | ooked over the room and the expression on his long, puritanical face was one of absolute
gloom - an indication that he was enjoying hinmself, for, adversely, the sadder Renny | ooked, the
nore interest he was taking in proceedings

He was a giant, this Renny, weighing near two hundred and sixty pounds, nost of it bone, alittle
gristle, and not much el se. Yet, huge as he was, the proportions of his fists were such as to nake

the rest of himseeminadequately snall. Each was conposed of near a half gallon of bone and
t endon.
Lizzie was still swaying, pawing at his face, his eyes. He had not fallen, and he seened to be

recovering a little fromthe effects of the strange spell which had seized upon him

"The pop-eyed death," Sultman choked, eying his aide

Robert Lorrey also fell to studying Lizzie. There was a professional curiosity in his scrutiny.
"Where did you first feel pain?" he asked. "And was there any sensation prior to the pain?"

Li zzie was too occupied with his own difficulties to answer. Renny, noving across the floor with
an ease unusual for so big a man, scooped up all of the weapons in sight. This caused Sultman to
retreat and furtively eye the panels behind which his machi ne gunners were conceal ed

Cat ching a nonment when Renny and Lorrey were not |ooking. Sultman shook his head violently,
adroni shing the gunners not to fire

Robert Lorrey asked Renny, "How on earth did you get here?"

The big-fisted engineer | ooked very gl oony.

"There was a nessage at Doc's office," he offered in a whooping, roaring voice. "It outlined what
had happened. | couldn't |ocate Doc, so | thought |'d keep an eye on Pat. The nessage tol d where she



was. "
Li zzi e stopped feeling of his eyes, which were alnost nornmal again, and glared at Renny.
The big-fisted engineer jingled the weapons in his enornmous digits

"Pat didn't know | was | ooking out for her," he went on. "I kept in the background, and when she
foll omed Seco Nandez and the sissy here - " he paused to nod at the effeminate Uzzi - "I trailed
along. Well, they grabbed Pat, and the pretty boy here left his partner, Nandez, to cut her throat

I was about to interfere when Nandez stuck his eyes out, had a fit and died. | saw Pat was safe, so
| left on sissy's trail. 1've been hanging around since, trying to get an earful."

Li zzi e becane sl ack-jawed. Janko Sultman | ooked slightly ill. It was the first they had heard of

t he pop-eyed death of their co-conspirator Seco Nandez, and the news was surprising, not at al

pl easant.

Sul t man | ooked at Lizzie and snarled, "You careless drummer! A hell of a mess you have got us
into!"

Lizzie said, "Nuts to you!" but he | ooked worried. He was trying to think how Renny coul d have

foll owed himso expertly and so unnoticeably, and the upshot of his thinking was that he shoul d have
used a great deal nore caution

Renny waved his fistful of weapons and his great voice junped and thunped in the room

"Cet a nove on, boys," he directed. "We're all going to have a talk with Doc Savage."

That made Sultman start and think of his nachi ne gunners behind the wall panels, so he backed
slowy to one side until he stood in the clear, then stiffened hinmself and yelled desperately in
command

"Just the big nman!" he how ed. "Save Lorrey!"

RENNY realized then that there nust be sonme one el se conceal ed around the room He flopped down

to make hinmself as small a target as possible and bulleted toward the door, his idea being to fight
back fromthe opening. But his precautions were hardly necessary, as it devel oped

One of the wall panels snapped open - a necessary nove before the nen behind could use their

guns, for when the panels were cl osed, there was not room

The man who cane through did not even hold his submachi ne gun. The weapon lay on the floor of the
ni che. The nan was bent over, and he bent even nore, seenming to contort hinself in a titanic effort
his face beconming purple with the strain

As they watched, his eyes canme slowy out, |like seeds froma purple grape, and it seened certain
they would fall to the floor, but they did not. Then he began to yell in pain

The other two gunners were crying out too, threshing about, and nmeking awful garglings. One got

out of his niche and died on the floor; the other only got the door of his concealnent - the wall
panel - ajar, and was unable to get out. He convulsed his nortal existence away while curled up in
the cranped confines

Strange things were happening to Lizzie and Janko Sultman, too. Lizzie was having trouble with

his eyes again, grasping his head and npani ng, and Janko Sultinan, for the first tine, was standing
slightly pop-eyed

Suddenly Sultman enmitted a wail of terror and stanpeded for the door, but Renny, who was affected
not at all by the pop-eyed spell, nysteriously enough, tripped Sultinan and calmy stood on the

m ddl e of the man's back

Renny frowned at the three machine gunners. So anmmzing was their affliction, so preposterous was
the whol e thing, that Renny plainly doubted the evidence of his own eyes, or suspected some trick
Finally it dawned on himthat this was no trick hut death in some grisly, inexplicable form and the
bi g-fisted engi neer voiced a pet exclamation of wonder which he saved for all special occasions
"Holy cow " he booned hoarsely.

Robert Lorrey passed a hand over his forehead and blinked vacantly.

"The nost incredible thing | ever saw," he nmuttered. "Wat on earth is it?"

RENNY di d not answer, for there seenmed no reply to give. He swall owed several tinmes, then

bet hought hinsel f of the business at hand and agai n gathered up guns. He nudged Lizzie and the dazed

Sul t man, both of whomwere still mldly affected by the weird trouble. They stood neekly while he
went over their persons, searching for weapons. He even relieved them of their penknives
"We'll go see Doc Savage now, " he advised

Li zzi e and Sultman obeyed |i ke puni shed children as the big-fisted engineer urged themtoward the
stairway; they went down slowly, fear nmeking themvery silent

"Their eyes!" Sultman npaned and gave a great shake of a shudder which all hut threw himdown the
st eps

Renny col lared the fuzzy-haired nan suddenly. "How many nore nmen have you working for you?"
Sul t man opened his nmouth, and it was plain that he was on the point of giving sone nunber, but he
reconsi dered, |ooked sly and said, "No nore."

Renny sl apped him The slap was not gentle. It knocked Sultnman down the renmaining six stairs of
the flight

"I'"1'l knock you out fromunder that frizzled hair if you start lying to nme," the big-fisted

engi neer prom sed

Sultman, lying on the floor, npaned and did not try to get up



Li zzie snarled, "Keep your hands off Sully!"

Renny turned around and took Lizzie's slimthroat in both huge hands, then lifted Lizzie fromthe
floor without apparent difficulty and squeezed a little, tentatively. Lizzie flailed his arms and
made froglike noises

"l haven't forgotten that you wal ked off callously and left your pal to cut Pat's throat," Renny
boored

He squeezed again slowy, not relaxing the pressure even when Lizzie squirnmed his wildest
Lizzie's face becane splotchy, then purple, and his tongue stuck small and pink and straight through
his teeth

Robert Lorrey said nervously, "It is Doc Savage's policy never to take a human life."

"Sure," Renny said. "But mstakes will happen."

Renny | ooked very sober, with lines about his nouth and a gl oony, alnost tearful droop to his
eyes.

Janko Sultman got up fromthe floor, as if he wanted to run, but Renny |ashed a foot out and
tripped himdown again.

Sul tman was terrified. He | ooked at the unlucky Lizzie, and had difficulty getting his breath
"You were going to take us to Doc Savage," he wailed. "Sure," Renny said. "But maybe | changed ny
m nd, and decided to make you two talk right here. Who is this Boke, the man with the nysterious
voi ce?"

"l do not know," Sultman nmpaned. "Dot is the truth."

"What proposition did Boke put up to you through this man, Frightful ?" Renny continued

Sul t man | ooked away and wail ed, "You have got me all wong and dot is a fact."

Robert Lorrey, who had noved toward the door to | ook out into the darkened street, gave a sudden
start and yelled

RENNY, who had been putting on a tough performance nerely in hopes of inpressing Sultnman and
Lizzie to the point where they would break down and unburden their souls of the truth, whirled. He
hal f expected to see Robert Lorrey in the grip of the fantastic pop-eyed death

What he did see was Robert Lorrey in the grip of a burly, brown-skinned man who had sl eek bl ack
hair and a remarkably stupid-looking face. This man had succeeded in grabbing a gun which Robert
Lorrey chanced to be carrying, and he was endeavoring to drag his captive outside

Renny enmitted a whoopi ng roar and slamed for the door

Two nore nen appeared beside the brown-skinned fellow, popping in out of the night. They grabbed
Lorrey. Then other nen cane in behind them these with guns

Renny was upon the group now. There was |ight inside the door, and those who had cone in fromthe
night were a little blind, so that the big-fisted engineer's reckl essness was justified. He smashed
one gunman in the face; the fellow flew back, his features flattened as by the blow of a great
maul

The other man dodged, and Renny's slugging fist only banged the top of his head, which to an
ordinary fist would have been nore damagi ng than to the head. But Renny's was no ordinary set of
knuckl es, and the victimfell as if he had been hit with an iron bar

The trio seeking to hold Robert Lorrey were brushed aside easily, and before they could help
thensel ves, were hurled out into the street

I'n shoving them outside, Renny got a |ook at the street, distinguishing other shadowy figures
there

"Too many outside!" he rapped. "We'll try the back way."

They ran down the corridor; but long before the rear door was in sight, they heard feet pounding
men grunting, and knew enem es had flanked them coming in through the rear

Renny, busy cuffing Sultnman and Lizzie along with him snapped at Robert Lorrey, "Get back!"

"W can get out through a side w ndow, " whined Janko Sultman

Renny scow ed darkly at Sultman, then his scowl turned to brisk interest. There was a great fear
on the fuzzyhaired man's features

"Who are these guys junping us?" Renny denmanded

Sul t man wrung hi s hands

"Boke's nen," he groaned. "They nust be!"

Down the passage, coming fromthe rear door, a single pencil-sized tongue of red flane punped in
the murk. Renny got down fast. The flame spi ked again. Gun sound quaked each tine.

Renny had turned his shoulder to see if Robert Lorrey, who had retreated a little, was safe. It
was a little nore |um nous where Robert Lorrey stood, and Renny distinctly saw Lorrey's head ki ck
back and a small blue spot appear in the center of his forehead

Lorrey's knees caved queerly, so that he turned as he fell, and a nmuch larger pit was visible in
the back of his craniumwhere the bullet had cone out. His fall was noisy, and only his fingers
noved afterward. Their quivering rapidly stilled.

MEN wi th guns now seened to flow fromall sides into the house. They were tall fellows, short

men, thin nen and broad nen. There was sone shooting, but that ceased when a | ow order was passed
around

Renny carried one of the supernachine pistols, and he got a chance to use it, blasting two nen



down with streans of nercy bullets
Then sone one threw a chair at him which he ducked, but the chair bounced back fromthe wall and

got in his way as he tried to run across the room He fell. Men piled on himin a flood. Wth guns
they cl ubbed his head until it rang. The clubbing made his linger tips tingle and his arns difficult
to nove

They tied his ankles and his arms with wire torn fromfloor |anps, then distended his mouth with
the biggest part of a pillow case

Renny lay there on the floor, |ooking at his captors, and decided they were a thoroughly hard
crew. H s inspection nade himconscious of the cold which had come in with the opened doors, and he
shivered a little.

The men dragged Sultman and Lizzie into the room Both these two had al so been bound and gagged
and they got rough treatment. The bandage had been torn out of Sultman's frizzled hair and the
bul l et wound was flowi ng red. A man appropriated Lizzie's watch chain fromthe front of his dress
wai stcoat, then calmy tore the pockets out of his garnments |ooking for noney. Finding little, he
ki cked Lizzie in the sides until the pain brought tears to Lizzie's eyes

Li steners had evidently gone outside, for they now cane in to report that the shooting had not
attracted attention. Renny, hearing this, was not surprised, for the house was an isol ated one and
the night itself was noisy.

Robert Lorrey was carried inside, and the men bent over him anxiously. They cursed when they

found the bullet hole through the brain. The violence of their profanity showed they had shot Lorrey
by acci dent

"A thorough nmess!" said a voice. "Yes, a very thorough ness!"

Renny was struck and held by that voice, for it was a tone that was unnaturally pleasant. It had

a fascination. One wanted to hear it again. He stared about the room trying to ascertain who had
spoken

"Things may conme out all right after all, however," said the utterly enthralling voice

Renny shuddered; he could not help it. For that amazing voice seened to be conming fromthin air

It was as if the speaker were invisible

Chapter X. TORTURE

SI DNEY Lorrey, twin brother of the unfortunate Robert, had a small habit of tearing matches to
pieces with his fingers when he was not nmentally at ease. The tiled floor about the chair on which
he sat was strewn with flakes of mutilated matchwood.

Sidney Lorrey finished dissecting the |ast match of the book which had been in the snoking tray

on the drug-store table, then stood slowy erect. The store was a snall one, with two | arge

t el ephone booths in the back. Sidney Lorrey went over to the fountain clerk who was pouring steam ng
water into a coffee percol ator

"A gentleman called me fromone of the tel ephone booths here and asked ne to neet him" Lorrey
told the clerk. "I don't find any sign of him D d he | eave any nessage?"

The cl erk stopped pouring. "Wen'd he call you?"

Si dney Lorrey calculated the tine since he had left his brother Robert in the conpany of Janko
Sul t man

"Hal f an hour," he said. "Yes,half an hour ago."

The clerk grinned | opsidedly. "Sonebody's been kidding you, brother."

Sidney Lorrey, who did not |like to be addressed fam liarly, frowned, "Wat do you nean?"

"Those booths ain't connected," said the clerk. "They're out of order, or something. Go back

there and you'll see there's a sign on themthat says they won't work. And nobody has called from
here to-night."

Sidney Lorrey absently lifted a toothpick off the counter and broke it to pieces. |t had just
struck himthat there was sonething strange about the call which had come to Janko Sultman's pl ace
He had realized earlier that the voice of the man who had tel ephoned himhad bel onged to an entire
stranger, and the fact that the fellow had been secretive, saying it was vitally inportant to see
Si dney, but neglecting to convey details, was queer

But the startling fact, which had just dawned on Sidney Lorrey, was that he had told no one he

was going to acconpany his brother Robert to Sultman's rendezvous

Sidney Lorrey and his brother had been eating at a small restaurant which they favored

habi tually, when Janko Sultman had gotten in touch with Robert and nade the appoi nt ment

Si dney Lorrey swung out of the drug store, baffled winkles ridging his unnaturally high

forehead, popped hinmself into a taxicab and a few minutes |later was alighting in front of Janko

Sul tman's place. He dismi ssed the cab, for he presuned his brother was still inside
He gl anced up at the wi ndows of the house. They were curtained, but he thought he saw novenent
He drew his coat closer against the chill of this unnatural Fall evening and stepped toward the

doorway, being swall owed by the shadows.

In the upstairs room the man who had | ooked through the wi ndow and seen Si dney Lorrey wheel ed on
his fellows.

"The brother!" he snapped

From t he adj acent room cane the pleasant voice of the nysterious Boke



"A bit of profound luck, gentlenen," it said

The other scow ed. "Luck! And with his brother |lying dead here?"

Boke did not appear, but his voice cane plainly.

"Cet Sidney," he said. "It nmay be that he will serve our purpose as well as his brother."

The men in the roomnoved with swift efficiency. The light was not on in the hallway, nor did

they turn any on, but positioned thenselves, one on either side of the front door, just inside. They
hel d guns ready in their hands

A full mnute ticked away. The sinister men stirred uneasily, realizing that Sidney Lorrey shoul d
have reached the door by now. They all owed nore seconds to pass, then pulled the curtain back from
the door and peered out into the col d-swept street. After that, they wenched the door w de and
craned their necks up and down the street

Si dney Lorrey was nowhere in sight

UPSTAIRS, the strangely attractive voice of Boke was giving quiet orders and nen were scanpering
about making rapid preparations. In the main room there was still no sign of Boke. H s voice cane
from an adj acent chanber

One man seened to be the lieutenant in charge; he came out of the room from whi ch Boke had

spoken. Hi s novenments were brusque, and an onl ooker m ght have m staken himfor the nysterious Boke
- until he spoke. He had a coarse, squeaky voice

The man's face held satisfaction as they finished their preparations. He backed away, quietly
tanmpi ng aromati c tobacco into a pipe

"What do you think of it, Leo?" Boke's voice asked fromthe adjacent room

Leo applied tiny flame froma platinumlighter and let the pipe light itself. He did not draw

in.

"Swell," he said

Then Leo's hair all but stood on end. Hs pipe, lost out of his teeth, hit the floor and showered
sparks |like a small Vesuvius

"Do not turn around," advised an utterly cold voice at Leo's back

The man called Leo did not turn. The others in the roomfroze and becane very careful of what
gestures they nade with their hands

Si dney Lorrey had appeared in the door, and he held in one hand a smal|l doubl e-action revol ver

fromwhich the barrel had been sawed. The calibre of the gun was great - its barrel dianeter was
such as to alnost adnit a finger

"l cane in the back way," Sidney Lorrey said dryly. "I do not know who you gentlenen are, or why
you were acting so nysteriously. | want ny brother."

Leo bowed slightly. He had I ong black hair and a lock of it fell down over his forehead when he
bowed.

"Your brother left here sonme tine ago," he said

Sidney Lorrey smled thinly over his revol ver

"There is sonething very queer going on here," he said. "I can see it in your manner, on your
faces."

Leo absently replaced the stray lock of black hair. "Wen a man wal ks in on us with a gun, as you
have, do you expect us to | ook bl ase about it?"

Si dney Lorrey backed toward the door. These nen were dangerous, and there were nore of themin
the house. He beckoned at Leo with his sawed-off gun

"I amleaving," be advised. "You will walk downstairs and a short distance fromthe house with

me. |f any one nenaces ne in any way, | shall do ny best to blow your spine in two pieces."

Leo's hair seened to becone bl acker, his eyes darker, his brows and | ashes nore snoky, al

because his face had turned extrenely pale. But he did not resist or say anything, but stepped out
into the hallway.

Leo stunbled on the stairs, having difficulty with his feet, and only Sidney Lorrey's hand
entangled grimy in the collar of his coat kept himfromfalling. They passed through the door which
gave into an alley full of cold, hard snow particles and darkness

Sonme one, |eaning froma w ndow directly above the alley door, held a heavy typewiter with both
hands. There was enough light that the figures bel ow showed as vague bl urs against the snow, and the
man let his typewiter drop carefully

The typewiter carriage slid hack with a ziz-z-z of a noise as it started to fall, and this
caused Sidney Lorrey to | ook up. He junped, but not soon enough; the heavy office appliance struck
his head. The typewriter bell rang loudly, then rang again as the machine hit the alley pavenent
Sidney Lorrey fell atop the typewiter.

Bl ack- hai red Leo | eaned agai nst the house wall and pounded his chest slowy, as if his heart had
al nost st opped

SI DNEY Lorrey was awakened by the raucous sound of sonme one telling Leo, "Well, hell, it was al

we could do! We figured he wouldn't plug you after the typewiter hit him"

Opening his eyes, Lorrey saw Leo and the other men around him Leo had recovered his pipe and was
puffing it, filling the roomw th aromatic tobacco fumes. No one seened to be in a hurry; no one
showed particul ar excitenent



A groan canme froma | ong, boxshaped nodernistic divan which stood on the opposite side of the
room Sidney tried to sit up, only to discover he was bound securely, hands and feet held together
in one knot of stout cords. He managed to |lift his head.

"Bob! " he expl oded.

The form of Robert Lorrey reposed on the divan. There was a bandage over his head, a gag in his
mout h. Even as Sidney stared, Robert Lorrey's formstirred slightly to the acconpani ment of a second
groan.

"Bob!" Sidney gasped. "Are you hurt badly? Are you consci ous?"

The head of Robert Lorrey rolled so that Sidney could not see the |lips, but he heard a nunbl e,
the words not quite distinguishable.

Then Sidney Lorrey started violently, for the utterly pleasant voice of the fantastic Boke was in
the room

"Your brother has a chance," said Boke's honeyed tones.

Si dney Lorrey, wenching at the ropes which held him gritted, "Get a doctor for him dam youl!
Let ne treat him |'ma doctor!"

"Medical attention will not save him" Boke stated pleasantly. "But information will."

k an effort to see just which one of the men was Boke, Sidney Lorrey peered about intently. He
coul d detect no betraying lip novenents. He deci ded Boke nmust be in an adjoining room There was an
unnatural quality in the voice.

"Doc Savage has a renmarkable institution in upstate New York for curing crimnals," Boke said

am ably. "The bronze man has discovered a treatment for the particular gland which is responsible
for crimnal behavior, Your brother, here, was in charge of the institution."

"How did you learn all of this?" Sidney Lorrey demanded. "It is supposed to be known only to Doc
Savage and his five nmen and to those i mediately connected with the institution.”

"l had heard that crimnals who went against this Doc Savage di sappeared nysteriously and were
never heard fromagain in their former haunts," said Boke's pleasant voice. "| becane curious. This
Doc Savage, it is a well known fact, does not take human life. What then, did he do with his
prisoners. That was the puzzle. So |I hired nany investigators, and spent nmuch noney, and,
eventually, | learned."

"What do you want with me?" Sidney Lorrey asked.

"One of the investigators whom | hired, a gentlenman named Janko Sul t man, doubl e-crossed ne," said
Boke, ignoring the question. "But we will not go into that Sultman is being taken care of."

"What do you want with ne?" denanded Sidney Lorrey.

"I want the nanmes of the nmen at Doc Savage's criminal-curing '‘college’ in upstate New York," said
Boke. "I nean, the nanes of the surgeons who do the work there."

"l do not have that information," snapped Sidney Lorrey.

Boke's pl easant voice nmade bubbling laughter. "Alie, of course. You have visited the 'college'
frequently. You have even conducted experinents there, using the facilities of the 'college'

| aboratory."

“I will tell you nothing," Sidney Lorrey said grimy. The black-haired Leo straightened, sighed,
and | ooked around as if irked by the waiting.

"Go to work on him Leo," said Boke's voice.

LEO swung over easily and kicked Sidney Lorrey's face lightly and rapidly until scarlet began to
ooze. Lorrey npaned, tried to scream but they stuffed old cloth into his nouth.

Boke's voice, now filled with a ring of genuine horror, said, "I cannot bear violence, gentlenen!
You will excuse ne until you have secured the nanes of the surgeons in Doc Savage's establishnent."
Sidney Lorrey, his interest in the nysterious Boke greater than his own agony, listened intently

for some sound of a man |eaving the other room but there was no such noise.

Leo grinned | opsidedly and stroked his black hair back. "Funny guy, Boke," he said. "He's the

bi ggest crook in the world, but if be had to do the dirty work hinself, he couldn't pick a pocket."
"l can't nmake himout," some one said. "He ain't a coward. He clainms his inner nature rebels at

the thought of actually committing a crine. What a |augh!"

"l guess his crime gland ain't just right," Leo chuckled. Leo now stripped off his coat, his evil
face grim He gave a | ow order and some one went out, evidently to an autonobile parked somewhere
near, for the fellow cane back bearing a pair of pliers of the inexpensive type ordinarily included
in tool kits.

Leo | eaned over Sidney Lorrey, but jerked a hand at the divan near by on which lay the form of
Robert Lorrey. One of the nen went over and nudged the form The figure shifted slightly and there
was a groan.

"Your brother," Leo rem nded Sidney Lorrey. "He will die if you do not tell us what we want to
know. "

"Why do you want the nanmes of these surgeons?" Sidney Lorrey demanded.

Leo ignored that. "Are you going to give the Information?"

Sidney Lorrey gritted, "I amnot!"

Leo began plucking Sidney Lorrey's finger nails off with the pliers.

The human nmentality is alnmost an incorporeity; it is a thing productive of so many



contradictions, so many nysteries, that it is not even fully understood by the psychol ogi sts who
make the study of the mind their specialty. Students of the mnd dispute each other when they try to
explain, for instance, why one small boy may twist a cat's tail to hear it squaw while another |ad
may be horrified by the cruelty of such an act.

But the fact remains that some nentalities gloat over torture; and to sone of these, the sight of
physical pain, the joy of inflicting it thenselves, acts as a wine, making themdrunk with a sort of
I nfernal ecstasy.

Leo's eyes becane brighter, he breathed nore rapidly, a grease of perspiration stood out on his
forehead and he ceased to brush back the | oose | ock of black hair.

At first, he demanded of Sidney Lorrey the nane of the physicians at Doc Savage's "college,"
putting the demands after each act of torture, but before long, he ceased doing that and went ahead
in silence that was broken only by the awful sounds of the tortured man and the harsh grating of
Leo's own breat hi ng.

When the floor becane slippery with crinson, Leo ordered bed coverings brought from another room
and Sidney Lorrey was rolled upon these. Lorrey was barely conscious now. Frightful things had been
done to him things that would nutilate himfor life, and the other onl ookers, hardened crimnals,
wer e becomi ng nauseated and turning away.

"He ain't gonna talk," one nuttered. "why not put himout of his msery?"

Leo, purple-faced, hot-eyed and intent, seemed not to hear, for he was engaged in the process of
whittling Lorrey's fingers down to the bone, one at a tine, and showing Lorrey, with fiendish
chuckl es, the naked gray of the exposed bones.

It was then that sonething began to happen to Leo, that his eyes started protruding. He dropped

his knife, clasped his face and began to noan, then to shriek. H's cries were hideous guttering

bl eats of pain and agony; his head tilted far back, then came forward and he bent al nost double; he
was gnashing his lips to shreds.

He fell over, convulsing, on the floor beside Sidney Lorrey, his eyes now all but out of their
sockets; and after one final twitch, he rel axed conpletely and stopped breat hing.

SI DNEY Lorrey, it suddenly devel oped, was far |ess gone than it had appeared. He nust have been
working slyly with his bonds, for now he jerked and got one hand free. He dived that hand into the
clothing of the man who had just fallen a victimto the fantastic pop-eyed death. The hand
reappeared with Leo's gun.

Si dney Lorrey held the weapon in the palsied clutch of both hands and croaked, "Stand still!"

None of the nen noved. They marvel ed that Lorrey still lived, and they watched, fascinated at the
gruesone efforts of the man to free hinself of the rest of the cords and get to his feet. He was too
weak to stand erect. He did not npan or otherw se voice pain as he crawl ed toward the di van on which
lay the formof his brother.

The men in the room shivered and turned pale as Sidney Lorrey neared the divan; their eyes sought
the door, but none dared flee. They were scared, terrified beyond reason by the fantastic fate which
had overtaken Leo, and by the grimanimation in the broken man-thing on the floor.

Si dney Lorrey took hold of the formon the divan. He shook it. He clutched blindly at the bandage
on the forehead, so that it was pulled aside, showing the bullet hole in dead Robert Lorrey's head.
Sidney Lorrey screaned once, horribly, then he reared up and | ooked behind the divan. There was a
man |ying prone back there, too scared to nove. It was he who had noved the body and groaned, so as
to make Sidney Lorrey think his brother still lived, that they m ght use the brother's safety as a
club to nake Sidney talk.

HOARSE, uncanny sounds cane from Sidney Lorrey's lips as he sagged back to the floor, and his

eyes were wide and glazed. Red fluid froma cut on his forehead seeped down and pool ed in one eye,
but the orb did not blink. It glared, horrible and bl oody.

It seened that he was going to enpty the gun which he held. He crawl ed toward the nmen, |eaving
crinson snears on the floor. H's course brought himclose to Leo's grotesquely spraw ed body, and he
peered vacantly at the protruding eyes.

Suddenly the vacancy went from Sidney Lorrey's stare. The nmadness still remained. And with it was

a frenzied triunph, a mad, unreasoning mrth which caused himto cackle grotesque | aughter.

"Look at him" he screaned, and pointed at Leo.

None of the nen | ooked. They had | ooked too nuch already, and it had put ice in their vitals.

"Look at your friend!" Sidney Lorrey shrieked madly.

"Look at the eyes | Look, and see how you are all going to die!"

Sonmebody croaked, "He's nuts!”

That was what they all thought, for Sidney Lorrey had been tortured enough to kill an ordinary

man, and the hideous trick played with the body of his dead brother was enough to upset a nore than
ordinarily stable m nd.

Sidney Lorrey was crawl ing toward the door, covering his retreat with the nmenace of his gun. The
door he was meking for was the one which led into the roomfrom which Boke, the nysterious man with
the voi ce of joy, had spoken.

"You want to know what is making their eyes stick out?" he gibbered hollowy.

No one answered, but that did not nean they did not want to know.



"It is the work of the Crinme Annihilist!" Lorrey snarled. "Yes, call it the Crime Annihilist!"

He paused in the door, said, "You!" and jabbed a hand at the nearest nan. "And you, and you, and
you!" He jabbed at the others, then covered themall with an inclusive sweep. "All of you are
destined to die! All of the crimnals in the world will die!"

"He's nuts," muttered one of the |listeners

"Nuts!" Sidney Lorrey shrilled. "lInsanity! Madness! It is a pleasure conpared to what is to
befall you."

Lorrey drew hinself up dramatically and pointed at the pop-eyed body of Leo, yelling, "Look at
himcl osel y!'"

No one | ooked

"The work of the Crime Annihilist!" Lorrey shrieked

Then Sidney Lorrey backed through the door into a room He |ooked around vacantly for the weird
Boke, but saw only three nen with protruding eyes dead on the floor - Janko Sultman's mnen; but

Si dney Lorrey did not know that, nor did he seemgreatly interested, for he went down the rear
stai rway and out of the house

He noved with an infinite sl owness, |eaving splotches of crinson, and shoul d have been an easy
victim but the nen he left behind did not follow him for they were too horrified by what had
happened

A taxi driver whom Sidney Lorrey hailed thought his passenger was crazy, possibly with reason

and tried to take himto Bell evue Hospital. But Lorrey nade threats and finally got out of the
machi ne, and the hack driver fled, glad to get away with his life. After that, the snow streaked
cold of the Fall night swallowed Sidney Lorrey.

Chapter XI. TERROR OVER THE CI TY

MONK, the honely chem st, beat his chest with hairy fists and bell owed, "They're the curse of
humani ty! They're parasites! They've caused half the wars of the world and they should all be
shot! "

Pat, very trimand bronze-haired, came in fromthe outer corridor with a newspaper under her arm
and asked, "Wo?"

Ham the dapper |awer, was carefully dipping the tip of his sword cane in a sticky paste which
reposed in the back of his watch, in a special conpartnment which he had 'unscrewed. He gl anced up
"Lawyers in general,"” he smled. "Mnk is expressing an opinion."

"One lawyer in particular," Mnk scow ed, and glared at the sartorially perfect Ham

"What set this off?" Pat demanded

"That shyster," Mnk indicated Ham "done ny hog a dirty trick! He put itching powder on

Habeas. "

Ham st ood up suddenly and yelled, "lI'mgetting tired of having that accident in the pig race pul
nmy topcoat down on the floor and nmake a bed out of it every chance he gets."

"So you put itching powder on the coat," Mnk glared. "And you got the stuff on you when you
tried to find out what was wong," Ham sm rked

Monk grimaced and scratched his furry wist.

"Where i s Habeas now?" Pat asked

"In Renny's bathtub, soaking the stuff off," Mnk admtted

Pat snapped open the newspaper which she had brought

"The press has gone wild," she said. "Look."

Bl ack headlines were a foot deep across the front page. The nysterious pop-eyed mal ady was
ranpant, said the sheets, with nore than a dozen persons dead during the night

Hal f a dozen nen had been found dead in a shabby room ng house, all of them known crimnals, and
a known nurderer had dropped dead at the Association of Physical Health

Nor were these all. In other parts of the city, men had been found dead with their eyes

pr ot uber ant

New York was scared, said the headlines. The trains out of the city were crowded. Workers were
applying for winter vacations, and two or three persons, according to informati on amassed during the
ni ght, were thinking of closing up shop until the mal ady was past, or until sonme one found out what
was causing the deaths. A tabloid predicted that this would be general

The journalists pointed out again that, while sone of the men who had di ed during the night
undoubt edl y knew each other, and one group was probably a nmenber of a crimnal gang, the majority of
the Victinms had no possible connection with each other. This, the scribes seemed to think, could
mean not hing but the presence of some fabul ous epidemnic

That the hideous di sease m ght strike anywhere, and in fact, was doing so, was played up

Certain Southern health resorts had taken advantage of the scare to run advertisenents suggesting
that a visit to their establishnments would be an excellent way to avoid the whole thing

Monk scowl ed. "Those papers are neking it worse," he said. "They should play it down. They're
getting the whole town excited. They're scaring people. If this keeps up, it's liable to shut the
whol e pl ace down. And poor people who can't afford it are going to get worried and spend their noney
and | ose their jobs |eaving town."

"Maybe they had best |eave," Hamsaid grimy. "W don't know but that every life in the city may



be in danger. It begins to look like this thing strikes everywhere."

Pat ran slimfingers through her hair and nmurnured, "Doc, do you think all of these pop-eyed

deat hs have a connection with Sultman and Boke and their schenes, whatever they are?"

Instead of answering, the bronze man said slowy, "I wonder what has beconme of Renny and the two
Lorreys?"

DOC Savage's question renmi ned unanswered during the next half hour. They waited in conparative

i dl eness; the bronze man had put out every possible line in an effort to get in touch with the
Lorreys, so there was nothing to do but kill tine until sonething happened. Renny, too, should he
have a chance, would be certain to call the apartnent in an effort to | ocate Doc Savage

Pat went out again when newsboys were heard yelling on the streets far bel ow. She cane back
wildly excited

"Look!" she screaned, and flourished a paper

The headlines were as big as the page could hold, and the story which foll owed was in type which
made it stand out in shrieking prom nence

DOC SAVAGE WANTED POLI CE NET OUT FOR BRONZE MYSTERY MAN

Pol i ce Inspector O arence "Hardboil ed" Hunmbolt to-night announced that he had twi ce received tips
that C ark Savage, Jr., who has becone fanmpbus as Doc Savage, the man of bronze, is responsible for
the fantastic and horribl e pop-eyed deaths. Each tip led to the discovery of a group of nen who had
peri shed fromthe nysterious pop-eyed death. Each tip was given by a pleasant voice over the

t el ephone

Doc Savage, |nspector Hunbolt stated to reporters, was at one tine under arrest, but escaped by
enpl oyi ng one of the scientific devices for which he is fanmous. A general alarm has been spread for
the bronze man

The second tel ephone tip led to a house in upper Manhattan, where several nen were found dead
Anong them was a body identified as that of Robert Lorrey. He had been shot through the brain

The story continued, giving details of the yarn, as well as the address of the house where Robert
Lorrey and the other dead had been di scovered. Doc Savage and his party read it through

"A pl easant voice over the tel ephone gave the tips," Hamsaid grinmy. "That neans Boke."

Monk eyed Doc. "What about this?"

"We will go up there and | ook around," Doc said quietly.

"The police will have an eye open for us," Mnk remn nded

Doc nodded. "For that reason, you three will stay here for the tine being."

Monk did not ook as if he thought nmuch of the idea

"What's the use?" he countered. "The cops will learn that Renny lives here, and they'll cone
around to investigate."

The bronze man answered that by nmoving to the bathroom The tub was full of steam ng water, and
in this stood the pig, Habeas Corpus. Doc lifted the shoat out of the water, then pulled the plug
and let the tub drain, after which he reached up and turned the shower head so that it pointed
strai ght up.

The tub pronmptly lifted on sonme mechani cal support and sw vel ed, exposing an expanse of masonry
whi ch was perforated with a slit large enough to permt the passage of a man. Metal |adder rungs |ed
downwar d.

"Renny prepared this for a getaway," Doc explained. "It leads to a secret elevator in what is
apparently a solid colum of masonry. No one else in the building knows of it."

"Where does it come out?" Mnk demanded

"Nearly a block distant, in a private garage rented by Renny under an assuned nane," the bronze

man explained. "If the police come, you sinply leave by this route, and they will never know you
have been here."
"Swel l," Monk grinned, and got down on his hands and knees to see how the nechani sm oper at ed

Satisfied, he straightened, |ooked around as if to say sonething, then blinked his small eyes

Doc Savage was gone fromthe apartnment

SOME nonents later, a taxicab driver, huddled at the wheel of his machine, got the start of his
life when a voice addressed himfromthe supposedly enpty rear conpartnent

"Drive north until | tell you to turn," the voice directed. The hackman screwed his head around
but the light in the rear of his car had been turned out and he coul d nake out only a shadowy bul k
where his passenger sat. The driver rubbed his ears as he I et out the clutch, wondering why he had
not heard the door open or close

He drove rapidly, slowi ng only when there was danger of skidding in the sheets of icy snow
particles, and traversed nearly fifty bl ocks

"Left here," advised the voice in the rear; and after they had gone two bl ocks: "Now, north."

The driver turned again to try to examne his fare, but once nore the darkness thwarted him and

a nmonment later, he was too interested in something happening down the street ahead of himto think
about his passenger

The street was a long, gloony one, lined by only a few houses. At the next block, a group of
policenmen stood in the street, stopping all cars, opening the doors and peering inside

Wth a prickling sensation along the back of his neck, the driver of the cab pushed ahead. He



hal ted when one of the officers flagged himwi th a hand.

"Cot a fare?" the policenan denanded.

"Sure," said the driver.

An of ficer opened the cab door, |ooked inside, then pulled back and snarled, "Wat're you tryin'
to do, wise guy? Kid us?"

The driver wheeled and his eyes flew wide, for the rear seat was enpty.

"Uh-huh!" he stuttered.

"Get the beck outa here!" snapped a cop. "And take a tip and lay off the funny stuff."

The hackman went on willingly. Wthin the next four blocks, he noted a piece of paper blow ng
about in the seat beside him and he picked it up. He grinned w dely and pocketed the fragnment of
paper.

It was a ten-dollar bill.

Pol i ce Inspector O arence "Hardboil ed" Humbolt was bothered, angry, and taking no chances. He had
made an exam nation of the house where Robert Lorrey had been found shot to death and the other nen
lay lifeless fromthe strange affliction of the protruding eyes. The nedi cal exam ner had conme and
gone. Finger-print men had done their work. The police photographers had taken pictures.

Har dboi | ed hinself was in the | ower hallway, talking to newspaper nen. He had taken off his

canvas shoes and was rubbing his feet gently, grimacing as if the rubbing pai ned hi mrather

pl easantly.

The house was fl at-topped, and flanked on either side by vacant |ots which were surrounded by

hi gh board fences. There was a policeman in each vacant lot and two in the alley.

Har dboi | ed Hunbolt held a small netal disk up for the newspaper reporters to exam ne. The disk
was affixed to a linkage of small chain.

"Robert Lorrey wore this around his ankle," Hardboiled growmed. "It is an identification disk

with a nunber and an inscription requesting that Doc Savage be called."

"Did you call Doc Savage?" a reporter asked.

Har dboi | ed st opped rubbing his foot and swore. "If | knew where that bronze guy was, 1'd call on
him "

"What does the di sk nmean?" asked another journalist.

"It means that the dead man was connected with Doc Savage," snapped Hardboiled. "He is the second
fell ow wearing one of those to be killed in the last few hours.”

"Do you accuse Doc Savage of the killings?" questioned a cub.

"l don't accuse anybody," said Hardboiled, who knew what a clever |awer could do with a |ibel
suit. "I have evidence enough to warrant the bronze nman's arrest."

Anot her reporter, the dean of the lot, said, "I do not think my paper will print any of these

i nnuendoes cast in the direction of Doc Savage. For one thing, Savage has the reputati on of being
straight as a string and of fighting crimnals and of hel ping those who are in trouble. Furthernore,
he is a man who has made incal cul able contributions to surgical know edge, and | personally know of
charities and hospitals which he keeps in operation.”

"Al'l of which nmay be a build-up by Savage to make hinself a big shot, while he's actually a
master crimnal of some kind," grow ed Hardboil ed.

"Rats!" said the reporter.

Har dboi | ed Hunbolt scow ed and got up. He nounted the stairs, and because he did not put his
tennis shoes on, and wal ked lightly so as to favor his bunions, he made al nbst no noi se. Reaching
one of the upstairs roons, which was dark, he glanced inside. For once, he forgot his sore feet.
The chanber was a bedroom and there was a mirror door on the closet. On this mirror, words were
glowing in an eerie, electric blue. The big, well-rounded letters were perfectly deci pherable from
wher e Hardboil ed stood. They read:

SI DNEY LORREY KNOAS CRI ME ANNI HI LI ST SECRET

Har dboi | ed Hunbolt was so shocked that he made several inarticul ate croaki ng noises. He had gone
Over the roompersonally a bit earlier and had found no such witing as this.

Thi nki ng he caught a slight sound, he cocked an ear. Then he stepped in the room wenching out

hi s gun.

"Stand still, you!" he grated.

There was no answer. Cold air brushed his face, and hard snow tinkled on wi ndow gl ass. Hardboil ed
felt for the light switch and got the bul bs white.

The room was enpty, the one w ndow was w de open and the witing had vani shed.

HARDBO LED S angry how brought policenen and newspaper reporters slaming up the stairs. They
found the tenderfooted inspector |eaning out of the w ndow.

"Who left this open?" be roared.

No one seened to know. To the reporters, Hardboiled told what had happened.

"This witing will come on when | turn the lights off," he said confidently. "It's phosphorous or
sonet hi ng. "

He stepped back and clicked the light bulb black. Then he | ooked at the mirror. He swore.

No witing had appeared.

Hardboiled tried it twice again without causing witing to appear on the mrror, then he went



over, and with the lights on, used a pocket magnifier borrowed froma finger-print man. He found
not hing, nmuch to his amazenent. They tried finger-print powder, and that brought out nothing.

"l can't understand it," the burly officer runbled.

"The real original handwiting on the wall!" snorted a journalist.

Chapter Xl I. DEATH ON THE RI VER

IT was well past midnight. The air was colder. The wind had becone stronger. The gal e how ed
around the cornices outside Renny's apartnent |ike a | onesone dog.

Ham the dapper |awyer, waved his sword cane and shrieked, "You awful m stake of nature! You
mssing link! You furry ape! I'Il chop you down to the shape of a human being!"

Monk, honely and sim an, sprawmed in a chair across the office, his eyes practically closed, his
bi g mouth barely open.

The pig, Habeas Corpus, sat in the mddle of the roomand to all appearances, said, "The human
race is made up of very funny animals. Even funnier than sonme others are certain small, sissifled
fellows who doll thenselves up in flashy clothes and carry canes. Now you take - "

Ham suddenly sei zed a book and hurled it at the pig. Habeas dodged with a skill that had cone
fromnmuch practice, noved to the other side of the roomand began again.

"Now you take - "

Ham roared, "I'min no nood to listen to one of those funny hog | ectures!"” and glared at Monk.
Monk pretended to be asl eep.

Pat Savage, occupying a chair in the background, tried to keep a sober expression on her
attractive features. Monk and Ham quarreled during all their time together, each going to extrene
and sonetinmes childish neasures to aggravate the other.

Monk' s present performance was one be coul d depend upon to throw Haminto a rage. Monk had gone
to great pains to learn ventriloquismfor the specific purpose of throwi ng his voice to Habeas and
havi ng the shoat express choi ce opi nions of Ham who was touchy on the subject of pork in general,
anyway.

Monk, throwi ng his voice, nade Habeas seemto say, "This funny human race is nmarked by the
presence of parasites. A parasite is a fellow everybody el se could get along very well without. An
exanpl e of a parasite is a |awer - "

Monk st ooped and sat up suddenly as Doc Savage cane in.

"Find Renny?" Monk denmanded.

The bronze man said, "I managed to get into the house where Robert Lorrey was killed. Use of the
ultra-violet lantern showed a nessage in Renny's handwiting, on a mrror door."

"m en Renny had been there!" Hamsaid grimy.

"What did the nmessage say?" Pat put in.

"' Sidney Lorrey knows Crinme Annihilist secret,'" Doc Savage stated. "Wat was the nmessage."

Monk scratched in the rusty bristles which stood out straight on the back of his neck.

"Crime Annihilist?" he pondered al oud. "Wo's he?"

Ham fl ouri shed his sword cane suddenly. "Jove! | believe an annihilist would be one who destroys.
And hasn't it occurred to you that the victinms of this pop-eyed death have been crim nal s?"

"Not all of them shyster," Mnk remnminded. "That |ast newspaper we read said two had di ed who
were not crooks. One was a Park Avenue sport and the other a banker."

Ham frowned, changed the subject conpletely, and asked, "Doc, did you see our friend Hardboil ed
Hurbol t 2"

"The gentleman wal ked in on ne while Renny's nessage was fluorescing under the ultra-violet
lantern," said the bronze man dryly. "A convenient w ndow allowed ne to get away before he realized
just what it was all about."

Pat put in sharply: "If Sidney Lorrey knows the secret of what is behind all these hideous
killings, suppose we find him"

"An excellent idea," Doc agreed. "W will try Sidney Lorrey's |aboratory on the barge."

BECAUSE t he night was unnaturally cold for the season, and the waters of the East River
proportionately warnmer, there was a thick gray suds of fog over the water. The gale swept this upon
the shore, where it froze and deposited thick white frost, giving the terrain a ghostly, Arctic
aspect .

Sidney Lorrey's barge was like a great white box, with another and snaller white box placed in
its mddle, and the whole set in a steami ng cauldron. But because it was very dark, the boxes did
not | ook so intensely white.

There was a great silence, broken only by the gale and the sound of tug whistles audible at |ong
intervals. Close to the river, the noise of the waves could be heard.

For a long tine there bad been no sign of life, but now the nmacabre aspect of the cold scene was
broken. A figure noved, shifting fromthe shelter of a piling head to the |lee of a great, unused
tinmber. There was great furtiveness in the marauder's manner.

The skul ker was bundled in a black overcoat, the velvet collar upturned; there was a nmuffler of
black silk, thinly marked with white, wapped around the | ower face. The hat was |ight gray,

bl ending with the snow, and concealing the remainder of the wearer's features.

This strange individual, who obviously did not wish to be seen, seenmed to be watching Sidney

"



Lorrey's barge. Fromtinme to tinme, his head lifted over the tinber while eyes exam ned the barge.
The steam off the river and the w ndborne snow, conbined to mask the barge, and fromwhere the
nysterious figure lay, not overly much could be seen. The skul ker evidently concluded to craw
closer. He worned along for a few yards, then shifted over and got behind another tinber and craw ed
al ong that.

But he did not crawl far. A hand-a great, corded hand of bronze - abruptly drifted over fromthe
opposite side of the tinber and cl anped down on the crawl i ng one's neck. The nmarauder enmitted one
stifled bleat of surprise and pain. Then he was wenched bodily over the tinmber. He struggled a bit,
but coul d acconplish but little against the netallic giant who held him

There was a stir in the near-by murk, and Monk, Ham and Pat scuttled forward. They joined Doc
Savage and his captive.

"Who is be, Doc?" Mnk breathed. "Sidney Lorrey?"

Ham said softly, "It's lucky you spotted this fellow, Doc. Ot herw se, we'd have wal ked right onto
the barge without ever know ng he was around."

Doc Savage, saying nothing, pulled the silk nuffler down and shoved the prisoner's hat back,

di sclosing his features.

The man was m ddl e-aged. He had fine features, ruddied a bit by the cold, and a cropped bl ond
must ache, blue eyes and very even white teeth.

Monk | eaned close and held a big fist under the man's nose. The nman recoil ed nervously. Mnk
demanded, "who are you?"

"Ch, ny!" he gasped. "I knew | was making a mistake in acting on ny own initiative."

H s voice was mld, his words rather too primfor the circunstances.

"'Who are you?" Mnk repeated.

"Doctor Mortinmer Basenstein," the other adnitted.

Monk | ooked as if he did not believe it. "Wat are you doing here?"

The other squirmed, noistened his |lips, |ooked as if be would rather not answer.

Monk held his fist up like a bludgeon. "Spill it!"

"l ama practicing physician," said Doctor Mrtiner Basenstein. "About two hours ago a nan cane

to me for treatment. He was horribly beaten, cut and nmutilated. | think he was slightly insane. He
raved about being the Crime Annihilist who was going to kill a mllion crimnals. He was quite mad.
He said the Crime Annihilist was going to kill all of the crooks in the world."

"'What nanme did this man who said be was the Crine Annihilist give you?" Doc Savage asked
sharply.

"Sidney Lorrey," nuttered Basenstein.

MONK grunt ed sonet hi ng expl osi ve, for he had not expected tills word that Sidney Lorrey was the
mysterious Crime Annihilist who caused nmen to drop over with their eyes protruding.

Ham | eaned forward with his sword cane and tapped the point of their captive's chest.

"You have not expl ai ned just what you are doing here," he pointed out.

Basenst ei n shuddered. "I am a kind-hearted nman, and | have a respect for ny profession," be said.
"This Sidney Lorrey proved to ne that be hinself is a |licensed physician."

"True," said Doc Savage.

"Then you know hi n?" Basenstein | ooked up.

The bronze man nodded.

Monk, his manner still hard, said, "'What are you doing here?"
"I followed Sidney Lorrey," Basenstein explained. "The man is tenporarily denmented, | tell you,
and | wanted to help him If | turned himover to the police, no telling what woul d happen. | tell

you, this Lorrey clains he has killed scores of crimnals already."

Monk gave a terse opinion of the story. "Pretty thin."

Basenstei n snapped, "I tell you, | ama physician with an office several blocks fromhere on
Seventieth Street."

Doc Savage gl anced at Ham and spoke a few words in the ancient Mayan dial ect. Ham nodded and
nmoved away, the darkness swal |l owi ng him

It was fully five m nutes before Ham cane back and stated, "There is a Doctor Mrtiner Basenstein
who has an office on Seventieth."

"l told you," decl ared Basenstein.

Doc Savage asked, "where is Sidney Lorrey now?"

Basenstein pointed at the barge. "On that."

"W will find him" the bronze man stated, and noved forward.

SOME di stance away, a man lay prone on a pile of tinmbers with a pair of binoculars clanped to his
eyes. The glasses had an extraordinarily wide field, which nade themeffective as night glasses. The
man had a handkerchief tied over his |ower face, perhaps to keep his breath from foggi ng the

gl asses, and again, perhaps to hide his features.

He eased backward, using every caution to keep from nmaking a noise or displaying his person too
prominently. A nonent l|later, he joined several other nmen. They, like hinmself, all wore dark
overcoats which kept themfromstanding Qut too promnently in the nurk. They were careful to keep
away from snow backgrounds.



"It worked," said the man who had been using the binocul ars.

"He's goin' with Doc Savage?" asked anot her.

"Sure!" said the first.

That seened to be what they had awaited, for they all crept back away fromthe vicinity of the
river front, as if not wanting to take chances of being di scovered.

DOC Savage, nearing the gangplank which led to the old barge that Sidney Lorrey had converted
into a laboratory, held up an armand the others stopped, permtting himto go on ahead.
Basenstein asked softly, "'Wo is that nan?"

"Doc Savage," Monk advised.

"Ch!" said Basenstein. "The man of nystery!"

Doc Savage advanced toward the gangpl ank, started across it, halted suddenly and his strange

fl ake-gol d eyes roved. He brought out the flashlight which operated froma spring generator rather
than a battery and raced the thin beam back and forth.

Then he renoved his coat, balled it and flung it bard. There was a nound of snow at the end of

t he gangpl ank, between its end and the side of the barge deck house. The coat knocked the snow aside
a bit, disclosing the body of a man.

Doc Savage advanced carefully, spraying the flashlight on the snow before him Reaching the body,
he turned it over.

The dead nan was stocky, clad in evening clothes, and his round, full face was oily even in
death. H s eyes were gruesonely protuberant.

Doc Savage straightened, and the snow, swept along the barge deck by the terrific force of the
wi nd, covered the formagain alnost as if a sheet were being drawn over it.

The bronze man went to the deckhouse door, but did not open it. He listened. There was no sound.
He stood aside as a matter of habitual precaution, and knocked.

There was a | oud concussion inside the deck house. A tuft of splinters junped out of the door.
The rifle bullet which had made the hol e npaned toward Monk and the others, but passed slightly over
their heads.

Mortinmer Basenstein, terrified by the proximty of the bullet, enmitted a screech of terror. Mnk
snorted angrily and cl apped a hand over his mouth. They struggl ed. Basenstein seened gripped with a
nortal terror.

A drumming fromthe shore drew all eyes. Mnk rel eased Basenstein and snatched under his arm for
hi s supermachi ne pistol. Figures becane distinguishable in the room

"Cops?" Monk grow ed questioningly.

"No," said Ham

Red sparks junped fromthe approaching forns and gun sound sl anmed noisily.

PAT Savage was carrying a | arger hand bag, and she wenched it open and drew out an enornous
singl e-action six-shooter. It had been her father's gun, and she had practiced with the weapon until
she had the proficiency of an old-time Western gun fighter.

She shot fromthe hip, not pulling the trigger, for there was no trigger on the gun, it being
stripped down for fanning. She sinply rocked the hamrer back with a thunmb and let it fall. The
concussion as the antique went off was terrific.

One of the attackers started dancing around crazily, fell down on the snowcovered ground and
threshed and kicked and finally becane still.

"Tsk, tsk!" Monk clucked. "Such bloodthirstiness!" He took a careful aimw th his supermachine

pi stol.

"Mercy bullet," said Pat. "Doc nade sone up special for this cannon."

Monk's superfirer emtted its bullfiddle nmoan. Three of the approaching nen fol ded down

magi cal ly. Startled, the rest flopped flat and were lost in the nodul ar masses of tinbers, old
machi nery, piles of hawser and other appurtenances comon to wharves.

One of the assailants threw a grenade. No one but Doc saw it com ng, and the bronze man knocked
the others flat so that the grenade, exploding near by, did nothing but deafen them

"Back on the barge," advised the bronze man.

They retreated, using all the caution possible, keeping down. Mnk fired his supermachi ne pistol
once nore. Hamused his twice. So far as they could tell they fit no one, but they kept their foes
down.

The high rail around the barge furnished shelter against anything but a high-powered rifle

bul | et.

Monk, turning over to stare at the windows in the barge deck house, grow ed, "Didn't sonmebody
shoot at you from i nside, Doc?"

"A bullet cane through the door," the bronze nman admtted.

"Then we'd better get out of sight of those w ndows," Mnk pointed out. "who d'you reckon fired
it?"

Ham answered that. "Sidney Lorrey, of course!"

Bullets, striking the barge rail, had the sound of heavy hammer bl ows, and where they topped the
rail they dug out splinters and split the planks of the deck house.

Basenst ei n was noani ng over and over, "I hate violence! | cannot stand it! They are trying to



kill ust"

"Shut up!" Monk advi sed.

Anot her grenade nmade a great uproar and threw pieces of nmetal from some rusted machinery

al ongsi de which it expl oded.

"A young war," Mnk growed, trying to find a target for his supermachine pistol. "The cops w ||l
hear this and cone running."

Doc Savage worked back, and the others followed him They rounded a corner of the deck house,
where they were nore perfectly sheltered.

Besi de a dark wi ndow, Ham stood erect, hesitated, then peered inside. He could make out not hing.
He tried the sash-and to his surprise, it opened. He shoved it up.

A voice inside the barge said wildly, "Stay out of here! Stay. out of here!"

"Sidney Lorrey's voice!" rapped Ham "|'ve heard the man speak. He was visiting his brother at
our upstate place once."

"Stay out!" shrilled the voice in the barge.

It was nade hol |l ow by the acoustic tricks of the barge interior, but the words were clearly

di sti ngui shabl e.

"Damm you!" shrieked Sidney Lorrey's voice. "I won't |let you get hold of ne again!"

Ham yell ed, "Don't be a sap, Lorrey. This is Ham Doc Savage is here!"

H s answer was as phenonmenal as if a firecracker had exploded in his face.

THE roof came off the deck house and rode upward on a sheet of flane, disintegrating as it arose.
Sonme of the deck house wall folded outward; the sides of the barge split; the whole craft heel ed,
and gory red flane junped fromevery door, w ndow and crevi ce.

Ham knocked backward by the concussion, woul d have gone overboard had it not been for Doc, who
seized his leg and kept himon deck. The others, lying prone at the nonment, were nerely bounced
about by the expl osion.

Upstream as the tide now flowed, there was a flash and a great blaze of light. There nust have
been an expl osion, too, but their eardruns, already punished by the blast on the barge, failed to
register it as nore than a p/-/-/41 of a noise.

The gasoline barge had been split apart and set afire. Gasoline was spreading over the water,
carried down by the slow ebb tide and nmoving toward Sidney Lorrey's barge.

"We'd better vanoose," Mnk gul ped. "There's gonna be a real bonfire here in a mnute!"

The attackers on shore seemed as stunned as any one by the sudden pyrotechnics. They were on
their feet, sone staring, sone retreating. Perhaps the sound of police sirens in the distance had
sonething to do with their withdrawal.

Ham fired his supernachine pistol at the nen, but the dapper |awyer was still dizzy fromthe
shock of explosion, and he nmissed. Some one shot back with an automatic until the gun was enpty.
Then the attackers began to flee in a body.

Monk waved an arm at the burning barge. "what about Sidney Lorrey?" he asked.

"Go on," Doc told him "I'll |ook around."

Monk nodded; with Ham and Pat he noved off the barge, then all stopped and waited for Doc Savage.
They coul d see the bronze man working through the w eckage, endeavoring to inspect the barge
interior.

But the explosion had started a great fire. In addition, the burning gasoline was piling up
around the barge, the flames nmounting, setting the planking afire. The heat was terrific, already
mel ting snow a score of yards back fromthe river.

Doc Savage noved swiftly, venturing into what seermed |ike solid sheets of flanes, and Basenstein
noaned, "He will be burned!"

There was another, |esser explosion forward in the barge. Fire bad gotten to a fuel tank,

throwi ng sheets of flam ng petrol eum Snoke nounting fromthe pyre was streaked with green and
yel l ow and white, undoubtedly com ng from burning chenicals.

"These chemical fires are bad!" Mnk yelled. "Better get out of there, Doc!"

The bronze man was al ready noving away fromthe blaze. A great |eap took himto the shore, and he
joined the others. They ran away fromthe spot, using caution, half expecting their |late assailants
to rush them

They were out of sight before police cars whined up, followed by anbul ances, then a hook and

| adder, hose carts, and a general energency wagon.

Doc Savage, watching, noted that the police failed to discover the gunnen who had driven Doc and
his party aboard the barge.

"l wonder what outfit them cookies bel onged to?" Mnk pondered al oud, referring to the gunnen.
"D you reckon they drove us onto the barge, knowing it would bl ow up?"

"Unlikely," Doc Savage told him

"How d' you figure, Doc?"

The bronze man did not answer. He seenmed not to have heard the inquiry.

Basenstein, pale and trenbling, asked, "Did you find Sidney Lorrey?"

"The fire," Doc told him "spread too quickly."

"Then Sidney Lorrey is dead!" Hamsaid slowmy. "And that neans the finish of the Crine



Anni hilist," Mnk echoed.

Chapter XII1. ULTI MATUM

MONK was wrong. In spite of what had happened to the unfortunate Sidney Lorrey, the uncanny
menace of the Crine Annihilist still existed. They | earned that when they reached Renny's

apart ment .

Doctor Mortiner Basenstein went to the apartnent with them Wile they were still |eaving the
Vicinity of the burning barge |aboratory, he had said, "I am sure those gunnen saw ny face. | am

worried. Suppose they should try to take ny life?"

"Wy shoul d they?" Ham countered.

"l shall feel safer with you gentlenmen," said the other.

And Doc Savage agreed to that with a nod, sonmewhat to the surprise of Mnk, Ham and Pat.

The tel ephone was ringing when they entered Renny's apartment, after crossing the city furtively,
so as not to be sighted by the police. Doc Savage answered the instrument. Mnk crowded to his side,
hoping it was Renny calling.

But the voice was one so utterly pleasant to hear that it caused Monk to clench his fists and

show his teeth in a snarl that would have done credit to a Congo ape.

"Boke!" he gritted.

"This, | trust, is the estinmable Doc Savage?" Boke |nquired pleasantly.
"What do you want?" Doc asked enotionl essly.
"To explain the affair at the barge a few nonents ago," Boke replied over the wire. "lIn case you

may be in doubt, it was ny men who attacked you. They had nmade a previous attenpt to board the
barge, and one of them ah - net a misfortune.”

"l found his body," Doc admtted.

"No doubt," Boke agreed. "l sent nore of nmy nen to get Lorrey, and they seemto have had the bad
luck to arrive when you and your patty were there."

"Why?" Doc questioned. "Did you want Sidney Lorrey?"

"He is the Crine Annihilist,"” said Boke.

Doc asked, "What do you want with me?"

"W want you to find Sidney Lorrey and commit himto a nadhouse where he bel ongs," sai d Boke.
"Sidney Lorrey's voice spoke to us an instant before the explosion on the barge," Doc Savage
stated quietly. "After the blast, | attenpted to get his body out, but the fire was too furious to
get near the spot fromwhich his voice had cone."

Boke screaned, "What?"

That single wild exclamati on of astoni shnent told Doc Savage and the others nore about the
nysterious Boke than all they had |l earned prior to that nonent, for the ejaculation was in a
different tone, and the alteration showed that Boke had been speaking in a disguised voice. The
deliciously pleasant tone was not his nornmal manner of speech.

"What ?" Boke repeated. "You nmean that Sidney Lorrey is dead?"

Doc Savage hal f turned; Mnk was on anot her tel ephone, endeavoring frantically to have the call
traced.

"I's that all you wanted with nme?" the bronze man inquired.

"Wait!" Boke gasped hurriedly. "You have got to find the Crime Annihilist. He just killed another
o/ ny nmen!"

"Why?" Doc made his voice disinterested. "In sone respects, this Crime Annihilist is doing a
service to humanity."
Boke said, "Wait; | wish you to hear sone one," and there was a brief pause, and a scuffle, a

thunp as if a chair had been upset, along with a few | abored curses.

Over the wire canme Renny's great, booning tone.

"Don't do a damm thing these guys want you to, Doc!" Renny runbled. "As soon as they get this
Crinme Annihilist out of the way, they're going ahead with their original plan to seize one of the
speci alists fromyour upstate

There were bl ows, nore grunts, a squeal of sonme one in pain, then Boke resuned speaking.

"Your man seens never to get enough fighting," he said dryly. "But you heard him You know we
have him Hi s safety is the price for your services. Find this Crime Annihilist, get himin an

insane asylumor in a jail, and we will release this man Renny."

"On the other hand, the Crime Annihilist, who seens to have mastered a nysterious nethod of
killing crimnals, will get you if | |eave himalone," Doc said. "Then Renny will be free to walk
out."

"Renny will not walk out fromwhere we are putting him" Boke prom sed. "He will die w thout ever

being found, if anything happens to us."

Doc Savage began, "Just what connection does ny upstate institution have with - "

Boke said, "Think ny proposal over," and hung up.

MONK sl ammed hi s own tel ephone down, waved his long arnms and yell ed, "That dunb tel ephone
operator! She kept Insisting the wire you were tal king on was out of order."

Doc picked up the tel ephone over which Boke's call had cone, |istened, and got only enptiness.
"It is out of order," he said briskly. "Sounds as if it had been cut."



"Tapped!" Ham yel | ed. "Sonewhere between here and the tel ephone exchange."

"We'll nmake an exami nation," Doc rapped, and swung out of the apartnent. At the door, he told
Pat, "You stay here with Basenstein."

Monk and Ham fol |l owed Doc. The tel ephone circuit, they knew, entered a master conduit which

ext ended down through the tall apartment house to the basement, where it connected with the regul ar
conduits

Basenst ei n seened nervous after Doc and the other two had gone. He kneaded his fingers together
pi cked at splinters which his clothing had acquired during the action on the barge

"Do you think there is any danger?" he asked Pat

"Sure," Pat said unkindly. "We all have an excellent chance of being killed."

Basenstein put a wy twist on his lips that was neant for a smle. "You are quite a renmarkabl e
young woman. "

"Fooey!" said Pat. "I wonder if Renny keeps anything to eat in this place."

She wandered off in the direction of the nodernistic kitchen, but it was significant that she
kept her enornous single-action six-shooter in hand instead of replacing it in the bag

A peculiar change jerked over Basenstein the instant Pat was out of sight. He whi pped a penci
and a notebook fromhis pocket and wote rapidly. Then he searched for something with which to
wei ght the missive. A silver half dollar served the purpose, and he snapped a rubber band around
this.

As silently as possible, he made his way to the window. Thanks to the efficiency of nodern
construction, it opened with a mninmum of noi se. Basenstein | eaned out

The street was a cold, bleak expanse far below, warmed but little by street lights and the | enses
of parked taxicabs

Basenstein threw his message wapped in the silver half dollar, then followed it with his eyes
and | ooked relieved when he saw it was going to | and near the nmiddle of the street

A man detached hinself fromthe shadows of a building across the street, scuttled hurriedly, and
pi cked up the nmessage. He faded back into the nmurk. Basenstein put the wi ndow down quietly. Behind
him Pat said, "You after fresh air or something?"

BASENSTEI N proved hinself a consunmate actor. He pretended that he had just reached the w ndow,
and he raised it high

"I amwondering if | can see Doc Savage below," he said, and thrust his head out, making a show
of gl ancing about. Then he cl osed the wi ndow and said, "No sign of him"

"l put the percolator on," Pat advised. "This thing may go on for days and days before anybody
gets any sleep. There is stuff for sandwiches in the kitchen."

Doc Savage, Monk and Hamcane in fromthe outer corridor, catching Pat's eye, nade an
enpt y- handed gesture

"Wre was tapped in the baserment," he advised. "Bird had fl own. Nobody see, nobody hear. Qut of
luck. "

Pat eyed Doc. "What are we going to do?"

The bronze man, addressing themall, advised, "You will stay here until | return or communicate
with you."

Monk asked pessimstically, "And if we don't hear fromyou, where do we start |ooking for you?"
"At headquarters," Doc advised

Monk expl oded. "But the police are watching -

Doc Savage said, "It is essential to use the headquarters | aboratory for certain experinments."
Then he went out

Down on the street, it was not as dark, but the wind was stronger and there was nore snow in the
air. It was not snow falling fromthe thin clouds, but hard flakes scooped up by the gale and
whirl ed about with great violence

Doc Savage sel ected a taxicab parked in a dark spot and entered it, as he had done in another
case earlier that night, before the driver saw his face. He reached up and sw tched off the done
light, then directed the driver downtown.

The hackman was too cold to showinterest in his fare, but he did say, "I'd turn on the radio
boss, but the static is a fright to-night. Got worse the | ast couple of hours. Guess it's this
blizzard."

"Never mind," Doc told him

At a street intersection where a traffic light went red, they pulled up al ongside a police car
Doc rolled down the cab wi ndow and heard the police short-wave set spewi ng noisy volunes of static
One of the two officers in the car was working with the radi o dial and cursing

The cop | ooked up hastily, then scowl ed at the radio, for he was bearing a sudden, weird trilling
sound of fantastic, unreal notes. It was an exotic thing, this trilling, sonething that m ght have
been a product of the cold night gale - or a caprice of the radio

The trilling died, and the officer did not associate it with the presence of the taxicab, which

had now gone on
THREE uni fornmed officers were on duty in the | obby of the skyscraper which housed Doc Savage's
headquarters. The bronze man saw themas the taxicab drifted past in a whirl of snow



He got out of the nachine two bl ocks beyond, wal ked a block to the right, then two bl ocks north
and swuing into a side street which ran along the rear of the skyscraper.

It was doubtful if the police had | earned of the basenent garage which the bronze nan nai nt ai ned
in the big building. Not even the building enpl oyees thenselves, for the nost part, knew of its
exi st ence.

Doc Savage let hinmself into the garage with its array of notor vehicles, which ranged froma

| arge, innocent-|ooking noving van which was arnored |like a tank, to a shabby, ranshackle coupe’
whi ch m ght possibly nake a hundred and fifty miles an hour on a straightaway but which | ooked Iike
a twenty-dollar job off a second-hand Iot. A narrow concrete corridor |ed the bronze man to a
speci al hi gh-speed el evator which in turn et himout on the eighty-sixth floor.

The corridor was enpty. The door of his headquarters was unprepossessing, bearing in snmall bronze
letters the inscription:

CLARK SAVAGE, Jr.

Two of the three roons inside were enornmous; with the smaller reception roomand office, they
took in the entire floor of the titanic structure. Reception roomand |ibrary, Doc Savage ignored.
He entered the laboratory.

The bronze man went to work in the labyrinth of apparatus, setting up electrical coils, tubes,
connecting an audi o anplifier of tremendous sensitivity and power. Mst of the devices with which he
tinkered woul d have been understood by an el ectrical engineer; but there were a few so conpl ex, so
unusual of design, that even an expert on such things woul d have been baffl ed.

This |l aboratory held many things to be found nowhere el se, or perhaps at only one other spot - a
strange, renote retreat to which this strange bronze man retired periodically to study and
experiment, shut off fromthe world so conpletely that none knew where to find himor howto get a
message to him

Only Doc Savage hinsel f knew of this other spot - of its location, rather. Mnk, Ham and the rest
of his aides knew of its existence, knew he called it his Fortress of Solitude. But that was all
they knew. The bronze man woul d sinply disappear - for days, weeks, maybe nonths - and none woul d
know hi s wher eabout s.

Then he woul d cone back as nysteriously as he had gone, and usually with himcane sonme new
discovery in the field of electricity, chemstry, surgery, or another of the sciences at which he
was skill ed.

One thing Monk and the others did agree upon: These protracted periods of concentration, away
fromevery outside influence, were responsible for the bronze man's fabul ous know edge.

Qut si de the skyscraper |aboratory, the w nd whooped and how ed. Inside, there was frequent noise.
Al ways, these noi ses possessed a sanmeness, com ng from | oud-speakers which Doc Savage had hooked to
hi s appar at us.

The sounds were akin to the crackle, mutter and crash of ordinary radio static.

The mi nute hand on the chrononeter craw ed around and around. The bronze man's wist watch kept
with it alnost to the second, where it lay after he had renoved it and placed it aside to get it out
of the magnetic fields of the apparatus with which he was working.

Qutside, the wind suddenly stopped dead. C ouds went out of the sky. The sun came up w th what
seened |ike suddenness.

The tel ephone rang.

Boke's utterly pleasant voice said, "This, | trust, is the estinmable Doc Savage?"

The bronze man reached swiftly to a button, pressed it. The bell which that button rang was an
inmperative order to the tel ephone operator to trace the call.

But Boke was canny. He spoke with great speed. "Call Renny's apartnent," he rapped.

Then he hung up.

A nmorment | ater the operator was reporting, "I amvery sorry, but there was no tinme to trace that
call."

Doc Savage said nothing, but dialed the nunber of Renny's apartnent.

He got no answer.

THE door of Renny's apartment was cl osed, but a |oud voice penetrated through it. The speaker was
in a howing rage.

"Of all the |l owdown, infernal tricks!" the voice squawled. "I'Il tear your legs off! I'Il feed
you that sword cane."

"Quit bellow ng, you mssing link!" snapped Hanis milder voice. "Try to get |oose."

“I"I'l haunt you!" Mnk baw ed. "I'Il get in your hair and take it all out by the roots!"

Ham yelled, "It's too dam bad they didn't take you instead of the hog!"

Basenstein's voice said nervously, "Gentlenen! Centlenen! Please stop it!"

Doc Savage, his appearance showing no signs of the terrific rapidity with which he had come from
hi s downt own headquarters to the apartnment, canme in fromthe corridor and stood | ooking at the
tabl eau in Renny's nodernistic |living room

Monk, Ham and Basenstein were arrayed on the floor, tied with stout manila rope. Not only were
their wists and ankl es bound securely, but they were roped together in a chain so that the nore
they struggled, the tighter their bonds became. It was an expert job of tying.



Doc Savage went to work swiftly, asking no questions. H's fingers showed their incredible
strength in the speed with which the knots opened

Ham freed ahead of Mnk, retreated uneasily fromthe glaring chem st

"You shyster!" Mnk bawl ed. "You' d better take a running start or they'll be scraping you off the
wal | s!'”

Ham for once looking a bit concerned in front of Mnk's rage, began, "Listen, Mnk, when | told
t hem how nuch you thought of Habeas Corpus, | didn't think

Monk' s roar drowned hi m out

"What happened?" Doc demanded

"That fashion plate!" Mnk glared in Ham's direction. "Half a dozen lugs cane charging in. They
took us by surprise. Hamtold '"em | thought nore of Habeas than | did of nmy right eye. So they took
the hog."

The instant Monk's ropes were | oosened, he tore them off and heaved erect. H's rusty hair
bristled. He showed all of his teeth. And he charged Ham purposeful ly

Basenst ei n npaned and covered his eyes in the manner of a man who expects to see nurder done

But Monk never touched Ham The gorilla-like chem st cane to a stop. He rocked back on his heels
foolishly. Then he grabbed at his head

"Quch!" he squawl ed. "My head!"

A hi deous thing was happening to Monk's eyes. They were slowly protruding. He groaned in agony
sank down on the floor and held his head with both hands

Doc Savage seized Monk, spread himout on the floor. He got snelling salts from a nedicine

cabi net and hot bl ack coffee which bubbled on the kitchen stove, and adm nistered both to Mnk
The horely chenist sat up after a tinme, his eyes normal again. He | ooked about foolishly

"That pop-eyed business!" he exploded. "It got hold of ne! Hell! | ain't no crook!"

Ham suddenly threw back his head and screaned. He sank down on the floor, rolled over and over
hands cl anped over his chest. After a nonment the others, who had been startled, realized he was
gripped with paroxysns of |aughter

"l always knew," he gul ped, "that the missing link was a crook at heart."

Monk got up suddenly, glaring, fists clenched. Then he | ooked extrenely pained, his eyes seened
about to pop, and he sat down and held his head

"Damm the luck!" he groaned. "Wenever | think of giving that shyster what he's got conning,

get that goofy feeling."

Ham went off into fresh mirth

"Where's Pat?" Doc Savage asked

Ham st opped | aughing as if he had been sl apped. He seened to think deeply, to realize how he had
been | aughi ng, and he | ooked slightly sick

"They took her," he said, and his voice was hoarse, |ow.

"Who di d?" Doc demanded

"Those men who cane in here with guns and tied us up," Ham el aborated. "They were Boke's nen."
Basenstein pointed at the table and said, "They left a note for you, M. Savage."

DOC went to the table. The note was not in an envelope. He held it up - a plain, white
typewitten sheet, folded once

"It's Renny's paper and they used Renny's typewiter," Hamsaid grimy. "They wote it out while
they were here, and the typist wore gloves."

Doc Savage read his own nane, then went on through the body of the typewitten m ssive

We are entertaining your attractive cousin, Pat Savage. She will be kept with your other friend
Renny. The two of themw Il be rel eased when you have di sposed of this nysterious Crine Annihilist
We coul d, of course, have taken Monk and Ham But you will need assistance in finding this Crine

Anni hilist, so we left themto help you

P.S. The pig goes in the bargain

BOKE (By an agent)

Basenstein said, "They were quite col d-bl ooded and efficient."

"On the contrary," Hamsaid, "they were scared stiff. They were worried. They fear this Crine
Anni hilist."

Basenstei n murnmured, "l thought that

"You haven't seen as many crooks as | have," Hamtold him "These babies were worried."

Monk tapped his own chest. "I naintain this Crine Annihilist business is a phony. It affects guys
who ain't crooks."

Ham snorted unkindly. "If you're trying to prove that by your own case - the evidence is not

convi nci ng. "

Doc Savage said, "W are leaving New York Cty inmediately."

Basenstein junped violently. "But why?"

The bronze man went over and switched on a radio nmasked in a nodernistic cabinet. He did not tune
in a station, but set the dials on an enpty frequency. The set began to spew and crackle

"Bl azes!" muttered Monk. "Such static!"

"Growi ng worse by the hour," Doc said quietly.



Ham conprehendi ng, nearly dropped his sword cane. "You nean that this - this static has
sonething to do with the Crine Annihilist?"

The bronze man nodded. "Exactly. The experinments in the |aboratory proved it conclusively."
"You say we are leaving the city," Basenstein nurmured. "Were are we going."

"That," Doc told him "will have to remain unknown to you. W will go by plane, and you will be
bl i ndf ol ded. "
Basenstein sinply spread his hands in baffled agreenent. "We will eat now," Doc said. "It may be

some tinme before we get another chance."

Chapter XIV. BOKE DECI DES

DOC Savage, Mdnk and Ham noved into the kitchenette where Renny, who was a skilled cook as well

as a great engineer, kept a store of food which he prepared hinself on occasion

"l amnot hungry," Basenstein said mserably, and sat down in a chair

"You will be when you snell the grub,” Mnk told him

Basenstein remained in the front room |ooking very down cast. But the nonment the other three men
were out of sight, he produced his pencil and paper furtively and began to wite. He scribbled
briefly and in great haste. His efforts to find nore silver coins to weight this mssive were
futile, so with an animated grimace of regret, he contributed his watch to the purpose

As before, he got the window up silently, took a careful aimand hurled his message. Then he
carefully shut the w ndow.

The wind had died conpletely; in the chill nmorning calm the note fell with scarcely a flutter
landing in the street. Basenstein winced as it hit, for the watch had been an expensive one

A man, bundled to the eyes in topcoat and nmuffler, ran out into the street, scooped up the note
and the weck that bad been the watch, and retreated. He did not glance upward or otherw se behave
suspi ci ousl y.

The man had been waiting inside an apartnent house doorway, but he did not return to that spot

I nstead, he wal ked down the street, not too rapidly, and turned the first corner. He seened to be
searching for a taxicab. There was only one machi ne parked near by, and he entered it

"Drive north," he directed

The hackman put his vehicle into notion, and as he did so, he reached down to a secluded spot
under the seat and grasped a small wire which had a ring in the end. He pulled this out and held it
several mnoments

In the rear of the hack, the passenger was readi ng the nmessage which Basenstein had thrown from
the wi ndow of Renny's apartment. He made a clucking sound of Surprise as he noted the contents
Savage has Crinme Annihilist secret and is leaving the city for nysterious purpose

The reader absently put a hand over his mouth and coughed. He coughed again, nore violently, then
seened to strangle slightly. Suddenly his eyes flew wi de and he wenched at the door handle
i'Lemre out of this dammed thing!" he yelled

The driver grinned wol fishly, but the faintness of the passenger 5 words showed that the cab body
was as nearly. soundproof as it could be nade. The fare was still wenching at the door handle, but
the door, nysteriously |ocked, would not open. The passenger's struggl es becanme weaker. He still
gagged and coughed and beat his chest

In a few nonents, he sagged down on the floorboards and his spasnodic kicking subsided

The cab driver turned into a side street, reached around and opened the cab door easily fromthe
outside. He drove for a few nmoments to |et the gas, which had overconme the fare, be swept out by the
inrush of fresh air. Then the chauffeur felt under the seat to nake certain the gas container trip
val ve, operated by pulling the concealed wire, was cl osed

St oppi ng the machine, the driver got out. He felt the wist of the man in the rear. There was a
strong pul se

The driver appropriated the nessage. Then he haul ed the unconsci ous passenger out, dunped himon
the sidewal k, got back behind the wheel and drove off rapidly

THE taxi driver turned west, ignored two shivering citizens who tried to flag himdown, and
crossed Central Park on one of the express |anes which were sunken bel ow the sidewal ks, bridle paths
and boul evards. He pulled to the curb before a brownstone house in the Fifties, got out and entered
a door which was dropped three steps bel ow the sidewal k | evel. The door was barred heavily on the
inside, and a thick-shoul dered man stood behind it

"Sonething for the boss," said the driver

The man at the door lifted one thick shoul der toward the upper regions, but said nothing. The
driver nmounted a narrow stairway. It was dark in the house, the air was warmand snelled of m nobsa
The message carrier cane to a door, shoved through, and grinned sourly at the nuzzles of severa

pi stols which were trained in his direction

"What's the idea of not knockin'?" sonebody snarl ed

"Nuts to you!" said the driver, and went to a door, opened it and adnmitted hinself into the
kitchen. There was a dunbwaiter shaft, and he opened the door of this

"Boke!" he called into the shaft

It was a brief noment before the utterly pleasant voice of Boke denmanded, "Well, what is it?"
"Thi s phony Basenstein threw a note out of Doc Savage's w ndow," said the driver. "I glomed onto



it."

"Send it up," Boke requested.

Conplying with the order, the driver reached into the shaft, grasped the ropes and ran the
dunbwai ter down. He weighted the note in place, using a heavy pistol cartridge for the purpose, and
ran the platformback up. Then he listened. A noment |ater, he grinned.

Up above, wherever he lurked, the nysterious Boke was cursing heartily, and there was little
laughter in his voice.

"What fools we are!" Boke swore expressively. "The whole thing is perfectly clear!"

"You nmean you know who the Crime Annihilist is?" the driver demanded.

"OfF course!" said Boke.

""Who is he?"

"This note you just delivered gave it away," said Boke. "See if you cannot figure it out. In the
meantime, wait down there. Tell the doorman that we shall have callers shortly. He is to admt them
when they give the password, 'Desperate Measures.'

"What are these guys gonna be?"

"Do not worry about that," said Boke. "You will be able to recogni ze nost of them"

That term nated the conversation, and the driver left the dunbwaiter shaft.

AT the top of the shaft, the room from whi ch Boke had spoken was dark, the curtains being drawn
tightly, and additional heavy draperies spread out to shut off every vestige of outside light. The
figure of Boke hinself was conpletely lost in the black void.

The door of the roomwas opened and Boke stepped out. He crossed a hallway and entered a roomin
whi ch Patricia Savage, Renny and Janko Sul trman were bound and gagged.

The pig, Habeas Corpus, was tethered in a corner by a chain. Renny eyed Boke intently. The

bi g-fisted engi neer was seeking to pick out details about the nan's appearance which would | ater
serve to identify him He was seeing as nuch of Boke as he had ever seen.

For Boke wore a long topcoat - a grotesquely |ong topcoat which was |ike a robe and covered even
his shoes. Above that, a muffler was tied. Colored glasses and a hat so huge that it sat down over
Boke's cars topped off the disguise.

Boke presented a ridiculous figure. He was a | aughabl e apparition. But the disguise was
effective.

He stood over Janko Sultman and | ooked at the latter's upstanding, frizzled hair. Sultman's small
must ache was pul |l ed out of shape by the gag which distended his jaws.

"You are a clever rascal," Boke stated reluctantly, and | aughter and pl easantness was once nore
in his voice. "Even if you did try to double-cross ne."

Janko Sul tman made inarticul ate sounds around his gag.

"I hired you to investigate this 'college’" which Doc Savage nmintains in upstate New York," Boke
continued. "The way you did it shows you are clever. | need clever nen now Therefore, | think I
shall give you another chance."

Sul t man croaked nore vehenently at this.

Boke bent down, untied Sultman and renoved the gag, then straightened swiftly and stepped back,
hands buried in the topcoat pockets, where bul ges indicated the presence of guns.

"Come, " Boke directed. "We will have a conference downstairs."

Pat and Renny glared as Boke and Sultman | eft the room

Sul t man stunbl ed as he noved, for he was stiff frombeing tied. It was sonme nonents before he
spoke.

"What about Lizzie?" he demanded.

"Li zzi e?" Boke | aughed dryly, hollowy. "During the night, Lizzie passed away with his eyes
protruding. "

"You nean he's dead?" Sultman gul ped.

"Exactly!" Boke agreed. "He was a victimof the Crime Annihilist."

Sul tman was introduced into the presence of the nmen in the roomdownstairs. These | ooked hi mover
so viciously that Sultman, frightened, slunk into a corner, seated hinself and said absolutely
not hi ng.

Boke now retired to another room Taking up a tel ephone, he proceeded to make numerous calls. At
all times he used a disguised voice. The nanme of Boke did not seem unknown to the individuals he
called, and when the pleasant Voice requested their presence, at a conference ained at their own
good, nost of them agreed. A few, though, did refuse suspiciously. But Boke seemed to think his
average was very good.

QUTSIDE, the city streets were beginning to fill, although the hour was unnaturally early. It was
especially notable that many of the pedestrians carried traveling bags, and were headed in the
direction of railway stations.

Fear was on al nost every face. Wnen were nervous, and here and there, one was hysterical. The
peopl e bought newspapers, read them and becane grimand pale. Mre than one individual started for
his office, got as far as the nearest newsstand, bought a paper, then read it and went back and
packed hi s baggage.

The headlines were unbelievable. The story was the nost fantastic within the menory of many.



Al nost fifty persons had died in New York City during the previous night. The eyes of all had

prot ruded.

Baf f| ed physicians were now advocating that the city be evacuated, for nowhere else in Anerica
was any one dying with his eyes popping.

Boards of health in near-by cities, it was reported, were hol ding hasty sessions to decide if it
woul d not be best to quarantine New Yorkers, in order that the pop-eyed nal ady m ght not spread.

A specialist had arrived from Chicago, and was as nystified as anybody as to the cause of the

deat hs.

An astronormer who was sonething of a publicity hound had decl ared he believed nysterious atomc
streans were being shot to the earth fromouter space, and were causing the strange deaths. H's
statenments were given quite a play and his picture was prom nent. He based his declaration on the
unusual anount of static every one was hearing on their radios.

Indeed, the static was now so bad that the police radio cars were helpless to receive calls.

Radi o engi neers were investigating the phenonenon, and nost of themattributed it to the storm and
to spots on the sun. The only fault with this theory was that the astrononical observers insisted
there had been no unusual nunber of sun spots.

At m d-norning came the supreme surprise.

Extra editions brought the report.

Al'l of the pop-eyed death victinms were crim nals!

John Henry Cowl ton, the Park Avenue pl ayboy who had been the first victim had been discovered to
be a clever society jewel thief with many robberies and at |east one nurder on his record.

Everett Buckett, the Wall Street wolf who was the second victim was a | eader in an enornous
stock-swi ndling gang, and at |east two persons they bad sw ndl ed had been nurdered to shut their
nmout hs.

And so it went down the list. The police were now madly at work investigating records of the

dead, and in nost cases they were finding plenty to show that the corpse, in life, had been far from
honest. | ndividuals who had been supposedly possessors of lily-white characters were being found to
have been crooks. There were exceptions, but the police freely intimated they expected to find these
were crooks, too.

Strangel y enough, this did not quiet the citizens of New York. |f anything, the horror increased.
Not all of the dead crooks were persons who had comitted hei nous crimes. One nan had been beating
his wife when he fell dead with his eyes sticking out.

The newspapers becarme wilder, if possible. They freely predicted that sonething had happened to
the world, starting in New York Cty, and that every di shonest man was going to die, no matter how
smal | his of fense agai nst society.

It was surprising how many people began to renenber little slips. It was surprising the frantic
efforts they took to remedy them too. The m ssion down on the Bowery reported an increase in
converts. Unusual nunbers of persons were observed entering churches.

Police stations began to receive nervous visitors who wi shed to confess crines, thinking that

m ght hel p. These first comers were usually petty offenders.

Then sonme great brain down at police headquarters got an idea. He pronptly gave out an interview
sayi ng he was sure that these crooks who confessed their crimes were safe fromthe pop-eyed death.
The newspapers printed that, and the cops sat back to reap a heavy harvest of scared crooks.

LONG before noon, however, the first of a series of sinister visitors arrived at the house now
occupi ed by the nysterious Boke and his gang. This individual arrived in a large car, driven by a
chauffeur, and his machi ne was preceded and foll owed by two other cars, in each of which rode four
gri m| ooki ng bodyguards.

The escort cars parked up the street while the man in the |inousine alighted and entered the
house.

The doorman goggl ed at the visitor, recognizing himas one of the nost fanous barons of the

"al ky" racket during Prohibition days. The big shot was now the king of the policy racket and
considered to be many tinmes a mllionaire.

The czar of crinme | ooked scared.

Shortly afterward, nmore visitors arrived. Wthout exception, they were gang | eaders. They were

not only crooks and killers, these nmen, they were gentry who had attained a point where they hired
| esser thugs to do their dirty work. They were the overlords of crine.

It was a choice collection which finally gathered in the upstairs room Fully three-fourths of

the organized crime in New York City and environs was represented.

Boke appeared. He still wore his conmedy character disguise of |ong overcoat and nmuffler and

col ored spect acl es.

Sonme one growl ed at Boke that he was anobng friends and he'd better get out of his disguise if he
knew what was good for him but Boke told the speaker to go to hell, then began maki ng a speech. So
pl easant was Boke's voice that every one was hel d spel | bound.

Boke recited the nanes of sonme of the victinms of the past night's hol ocaust, names which were
very well known to nost of those present. Mention of the bankers, however, brought forth scows, for
these professional crooks considered their operations amateur conpetition.



"You will notice, gentlenen, that all of the unfortunate victins are nen outside the law, " said
Boke

"Nix!" said a fat crook. "The law ain't got a thing on nme, but | had one of them spells anyhow |
dam near croaked."

Boke said patiently, "'Wat | meant was that every one who has died was, to put it bluntly, a
crimnal. If you want to use nicer words, call themunsocial individuals."

"Sonet hing's poppin' off the damm crooks," said one fellow bluntly. "So what?"

"I think it is time we did sonmething about it," Boke announced. "Otherwise we are all likely to
die. Just how many of you men have had queer feelings in your heads during the night."

Consi dering that some of the crooks, out of pride, and naybe fromforce of habit, lied about it,

it was evident that a |arge nunber of them had experienced seizures, or had nmen in their gangs who
had had the spells

Boke stated, "I want you to work with ne and take ny orders. An individual known as the Crine

Anni hilist is causing these deaths. He is out to rid the world of crimnals. | am probably the only
l'iving man who knows who the Crine Annihilist is."

Boke said all of that very rapidly, so no one could get in an objection before it was all out

Then he gave themtinme to think it over. Some of these big shots had gained their positions by
shooting all conpetitors, and had brains which worked very slowy. So Boke gave them plenty of

time.

Then Boke passed the note around

Savage has Crime Annihilist secret and is leaving the city for nysterious purpose

"That came froma very reliable source,"” said Boke

THE fil ched nmessage cane back to Boke; he then read it aloud, slowy and distinctly. Every one
present had pretended to read the m ssive, but Boke knew that some of the big shots could not read a
word, and he did not want to enbarrass anybody.

"Doc Savage!" a poultry racketeer chief snarled. "l've been afraid of that guy for years

thinkin' he mght get on ny trail. But | never thought he'd pull anything like this!"

"It's Savage," another snapped enphatically. "The bronze guy is a nental w zard. He can do
anything. He's thought up sone way of w pin' out crimnals wholesale."

Anot her man groaned, "Boys, let's all catch a steamer for Europe until this blows over."

"And give up nmy sweet pickin's!" jeered the man beside him "Not much!"

"But supposing the Crime Annihilist is not Doc Savage?" said another nan

"Everything points to Savage as the Crime Annihilist," Boke told them "At first, | suspected a

man nanmed Sidney Lorrey, but he - ah, went insane and killed hinself by blowing up his |aboratory on
a barge."

"l read about that fire in the paper,"” said a voice

"l have captured two of Doc Savage's very close friends," Boke said pleasantly. "One is his
cousin, Patricia Savage. The other is the engineer, Renny. | have told Doc Savage to produce the
Crime Annihilist, or the two prisoners will be killed."

The assenbl ed mastermi nds of crinme | ooked at Boke with a new interest

"For the love of little dogs," one nuttered. "You went up agai nst that bronze guy and got away
with it?"

"l did," Boke stated with sone pride. "Furthernore, | have kept several junps ahead of him"
"What do you advi se doi ng?" a voice queried

"Keep close track of Doc Savage," Boke announced. "Then |lead the bronze man into a trap, using ny
two prisoners as bait."

An evil-faced nman in the back of the roomyelled, "And then let ne have 'im |'ll take care of
"im" He drew a big automatic, waved it dramatically.

The gun arm gesticul ated nore and nore violently, then the bloodthirsty man's other armjoined in
wavi ng, and he began to stagger around and make gargling noises. This persisted for sonme nonents
while the others stared in horror. The victimfell down on the floor, kicked violently, rolled over
on his back and becane qui et

Hi s eyes were al nbst out of their sockets

Chapt er XV. UPSTATE

DOCTOR Mortiner Basenstein at the precise instant that the gang | eader died in Boke's presence
was feeling desperately in his coat pocket for the book of blank papers on which he had been witing
his notes. Basenstein was worried. He had laid his coat aside for a nonent while he shaved, and the
book of bl anks had di sappeared

Basenst ei n wal ked nervously around the living room | ooking behind nodernistic divans and under
chairs, but without |ocating his vanished property.

He went to a door and peered through, then stood there for a nonment, fascinated

Doc Savage was taking his exercises. Rather, he was just conpleting them

Monk sat on a bed, and after a casual glance at Basenstein when he first appeared, continued to
wat ch Doc and perspire. Mnk always perspired when he watched Doc work out. Such was the power of
suggesti on provoked by the bronze man's strenuous routine

For nearly two hours the bronze nan had been working Qut, going through a ritual to which he had



adhered with daily regularity since childhood. He had al ready finished the muscle-building part of
the exercises, which were simlar to the ordinary physical culture novenents, although nore
strenuous.

A portabl e case contai ned other and nore unusual appurtenances to the exercise routine. These
consi sted of a device which emtted sound waves above and bel ow the audi bl e range, careful use of
whi ch had, in the course of years, given the bronze nman an al nbst super-sensitive hearing.

There was a collection of phials holding various Odors, and the bronze man identified these
repeatedly to make nore delicate his sense of snmell. He read pages of Braille printing, the system
of upraised dots designed for the blind, to sharpen his sense of touch. And there were other

devi ces, nore conplex, which he had designed hinself.

The bronze man's giant frame showed little evidence of fatigue, although he had not slept during
the night.

Basenstei n went back and continued his hunt for his note book, but with no greater |uck than
before. A few nonents |ater, Doc Savage entered the roomand strolled casually toward the w ndow.
He bent suddenly, noved a corner of a snmall rug, then straightened. He held the m ssing book of

bl ank sheets.

"Thi s yours?" he asked Basenstein.

Basenstein made a pretense of feeling of his pocket, then smled. "Wy, yes, | believe it is. It
must have dropped out of ny pocket."

Basenstei n took the pad of blanks and nasked a relieved sigh as he pocketed them There had been
nothing witten on them so no harmwas done. But he needed those blanks for future secret
nessages.

A bit later, Doc Savage joined Mnk in the bedroom Ham was not present in the apartnent.

"He snmell a rat?" Mnk asked softly.

"No," Doc replied. "I believe he thought he actually had dropped the book of blanks."

Monk now slipped froma pocket the uppernpst sheet which had | ately adhered to Basenstein's pad
of bl ank paper.

The sheet had been treated in a manner fanmliar to police experts - by the use of chemicals. As a
result, the tracings of nessages which had been witten atop it were discernible as faint |ines.
Fortunately, they had not been witten one exactly atop the other, so it was not difficult to read
t hem

The first stated:

Doc Savage got orders to find Crine Annihilist on pain of having Renny Kkill ed.

The second was the m ssive which had eventually found its way under the eyes of the nysterious
Boke.

"This Basenstein is a phony," Mnk grom ed. "He's a spy."

"Qoviously," Doc agreed.

Monk got up. "lI'mgonna bunp 'imaround a little and start himtal king."

"Wait," Doc said. "We will let himplay along with us."

The horely Monk squinted at the bronze man. "You don't very often have an idea that sounds as
nutty as that."

Unperturbed, Doc said, "W may find use for this Basenstein." The tel ephone rang. It was Ham

"Al'l set," he advised.

TWO hours | ater, Doc Savage was mmneuvering a tri-notored speed plane through the bunpy air over
t he nmount ai nous upstate section of New York. The clouds were low and thick, and the air surprisingly
warm for a sudden thaw - warm wi nds out of the south - had followed the storm

Snow still remained on the hilltops, but it was nelting rapidly and sheets of water covered the
bottons of draws, the small neadows; streans were withing torrents of nuddy water.

Ham occupi ed the cockpit with the bronze man. Ham | ooked very unlike his usual self, his face

bei ng darker and his hair possessing a reddish color. This was part of the disguise Ham had donned
in order to assenbl e equi pment wi thout being nolested by the police. The job had fallen on Ham
because he possessed a physical appearance |ess striking than that of Doc Savage or the gorilla-like
Monk.

Monk canme forward, |eaned close and growl ed, "That nug Basenstein is at it again."

"What now?" Doc asked.

"He's writing notes," Mnk advised. "Wenever we pass over a town, he drops one out."

"l had noticed that," Doc admtted.

Monk blinked his snall eyes. "Well, ain't we gonna do anything about it? This guy will get to

t hinking he's good after while."

"Let himalone," Doc said. "He nay prove very useful."

G unbling under his breath, Mnk retreated to the rear of the cabin.

Ham asked curiously, "Wen did you first get wise to this Basenstein?"

"When he joined us at Sidney Lorrey's barge |laboratory,” Doc replied.

"CGood night!" Ham expl oded. " How?"

"Renenber that | |ooked around the vicinity of the barge when we canme near it?" Doc asked.

"Yes." Ham nodded. "And you found Basenstein skul king."



"l also found several nen waiting in the background," Doc said. "They were wondering if

Basenstein woul d succeed in deceiving us."

Ham expl oded. "And you | et Boke think his agent, this Basenstein, had taken us in fromthe first!
What was th - "

Monk yell ed, "Thar she bl ows!"

THE terrain bel ow had beconme wilder, nore rugged. A single road, a trail, barely discernible in

the murky afternoon |ight, progressed through the tinber, follow ng creeks and tiny valleys for the
nost part. The road ended at a massive netal gate.

From the gate, a high, stout wire fence ran in a circle which enclosed nany acres. This fence,
woven, surmounted with barbed strands, was fully fifteen feet high.

Fromthe air, it looked as if the fence enclosed only a snall |ake and a | og building which m ght
have been a hunting | odge. On one side of the |ake, shoving its bald mass up to a considerable
prominence, was a hill which seemed to be of solid, gray stone.

There was nothing el se inside the fence - just the |odge, the | ake and the bl eak stone hill.

But back fromthe gate, perhaps a mile, surnounting a hill of its own, was a snall, unpretentious
cabi n.

Doc Savage studied that cabin at great |ength through the binocul ars.

Then he sent the plane down over the fenced enclosure and circled the | odge near the gate.

A man cane out of the |odge, which was situated near the gate. He wore rough woods garnents and
m ght have been a caretaker. He | ooked up at the plane.

Doc Savage turned the controls over to Monk, |eaned fromthe cabin w ndow and nade senaphore
signals with his arms.

Bel ow, the man on the ground laid hinmself fiat on his back so that his own senmaphored reply m ght
be nore distinguishable. His arns jerked to various angles.

Ham going back in the plane cabin, chose the nonent of the signaling to stunble and fall

headl ong onto Basenstein, with the result that their passenger, if he could read the semaphore
signals, mssed out on them

Doc Savage drew back and said, "Everything is quiet."

Then he resuned the controls and sent the plane away fromthe strange encl osure, strange because
there was no good reason why any one should want to fence off so thoroughly a piece of ground in
this w | derness.

The pl ane was an anphi bi an, and the bronze man cracked the | anding wheels up so that the floats
were clear for a descent on water.

"Bl azes!" Mnk whispered. "Aren't we gonna |and at the 'college' ?"

"And give the secret away to Basenstei n?" Doc countered.

"W could pitch himoverboard,"” Mnk suggested hopeful ly.

"No," Doc replied. "Basenstein is serving a very useful purpose. He nay save us a great deal of
trouble."

Monk sighed. "Blasted if | get this."

The pl ane swept over another small |ake. Doc tilted the craft down, pinched the throttles and
changed the propeller pitch. Wng flaps nade automatic adjustnent for their decreased speed. They
settled on the | ake surface w thout undue commotion or shock.

The water was nurky with nud, and when Doc cut the three notors, they could hear the gurgle and
roar of freshets enptying into the |ake. There was still snow under the larger' trees, but it was
fast melting. The ground was all but covered with a filmof water. Even the air seenmed saturated.
"A swell tine for canping out," Mnk conpl ai ned.

"Stay in the plane," Doc advised. "It will be nore confortable."

But Monk and Ham both spilled Qut in the shallow water and waded ashore with the bronze nan,

| eavi ng Basenstein behind in the plane.

"Listen, Doc," Mnk said hopefully. "How about giving us the | owdown?"

"Yes," Hamput in. "Just what is behind this seenmingly pointless trip up here?"

"The Crime Annihilist and his work," the bronze man said slowy. "Unless nmy guess is wong, we
will find the whole solution near here."

Then the bronze man noved away, seemingly w thout baste, and stepped behind a clunp of small
evergreens. Monk and Hamwaited for himto reappear, becane suddenly suspicious, and ran to the
t hi cket

The bronze man was gone.

"DANG i t!" Monk conpl ai ned, and endeavored to follow Doc's trail. He lost it within a few yards.
"You might as well give it up, you hairy m stake," Ham advi sed. "Doc suspects sone one, but has
no proof; so he will not express an opinion."

They stood there, snapping at each other quarrelsonely. It occurred to neither to glance back
toward the plane, which was at the moment shut off fromtheir view by brush.

In the plane cabin, Basenstein was furtively busy. The big aircraft was fitted with radio
transm tting-and-receiving apparatus, and Basenstein was crouched before the instrument panel. The
set was a strange one, and he showed by the facility with which he got it in operation that he was
not unfamliar with radi o apparat us.



He raised the wavel ength adjustnent slightly, then cut the m crophone into circuit and spoke
rapidly.

"Basenstein reporting," he repeated over and over. "Basenstein reporting."

"Report," directed a voice over the receiver.

"Doc Savage | anded plane on | ake," Basenstein stated into the transmtter, then gave a
surprisingly accurate description of the | ake's whereabouts.

"Excellent!" said the operator of the other radio. "Any further informati on on who the Crine

Anni hilist is?"

Basenstein hesitated. "I have been thinking," he said at |ast. "Doc Savage is acting very
strangely about this affair. | think his own nmen are puzzled. It may be that Doc Savage is actually
the Crime Annihilist."

"l think that nyself," said the distant one.

Basenstein declared, "It is dangerous for nme to talk;" then he severed the radi o connection.

He carefully returned the dials to the setting at which he had found them and lifted his head to
see if he had been observed. He could see no one. He thrust his head out of the cabin, and coul d
hear Ham and Monk squabbl i ng.

MONK and Ham as they inevitably did when together for |ong, had gotten around to personalities
and the matter of Habeas Corpus.

"You hairy freak!" Ham snapped. "That hog has been a pain to me fromthe beginning, and | hereby
state that what has happened to himdoes not worry ne at all."

Monk gl ared. He opened and shut his hairy hands.

"Maybe it doesn't now," he growed. "But it's going to later. Because if anything has happened to
that hog, |I'mgonna work out on that neck of yours!"

"Any time you're ready!" Haminvited, and flourished his sword cane neaningly.

Monk scow ed and picked up a convenient |inb. The bough was as thick as his arm but the honely
chem st handled it as a school master would a switch. He started for Ham purposeful ly.

Then he pul |l ed up, dropped the |linb, |ooked dazed, and grasped his head. H s eyes popped the
merest trifle.

"Bl azes!" he gul ped and sat down heavily. "Owxww M head!"

Ham said, "I should cut your throat and put you out of your misery," and smled widely.

Monk gl owered, tried to get up, then relaxed, grimacing as a fresh burst of pain seized him

"What ails you?" Ham asked cheerfully.

"That Crinme Annihilist funny feeling in nmy head, damm you!" Mbonk grat ed.

"You get it every tinme you try to junp nme, don't you?" Ham asked hopeful ly.

"Yes, blast you," Mnk adnmitted.

Ham s large orator's mouth stretched in a smile that threatened his ears. He | eaned on his sword
cane and began to speak in a gentle, unhurried tone.

There were many things which Ham had |1 ong wanted to tell Mnk, but had not dared. Monk, with his
api sh strength, could whip half a dozen |ike Ham and the dapper |awer knew it. The know edge had
tied his tongue.

But now he unburdened hinself. He went far back in the niches of his menory and dug up choice

expl etives, goading personalities and plain insults. He heaped themon Mnk with an unholy joy. He
becane flushed and started perspiring, and his eyes turned bright and he stopped frequently for a
good | augh.

Monk sat and took it. Several tines, he got to his feet as if intent on slaughtering Ham

regardl ess of the consequences. But the terror of the nysterious Crine Ann ihilist's spell overtook
himand forced himback. He finally stuffed a little finger in each ear.

Ham waxed nore and nore el oquent. The nenory of all the past insults Monk had | adled out, all of
the Irritati ons Monk had wought with the aid of his pet pig, his ventriloquism came back to Ham s
t houghts. They were | egion. And Ham got verbal revenge for all of them

The noment was to stick in Hamls nenory as the biggest of his lifetinme. He had |l ong wanted to
goad Monk to the limt when the hirsute chenmist was in a position where he could not tal k back.
But Hamls enjoynent cane to a rough ending.

A pl ane, dropping down out of the sky with nmotors shut off, so that it nade little noise, was

al nost overhead before it was noticed. Even then, Mnk and Ham di d not discover it.

A wild yell fromBasenstein drew their attention to the yell ow anphi bi an.

Men | eaned out of the plane overhead. They held bl ack, |unpish objects in their hands. Wile

their craft was still some distance away, they began hurling the objects overboard. The things burst
in the brush with plopping viol ence.

Ham who had been addressing Monk as if the honely chem st were his bitterest living eneny,
suddenly shed his aninosity.

"l got a lot nore to tell you!" he snapped. "I want you alive to hear it!"

Then he seized Monk, hel ped himerect, and tried to aid himin reaching cover. But the plane was
too fast for them Passing overhead, it left a rain of the black nmetal things which burst dully, and
Monk and Ham suddenly felt the painful bite of tear gas in their eyes. They were alnpst instantly
hel pl ess.



MONK, hanging trees and brush in an effort to flee the vicinity, yelled, "Dang you, Ham if you
hadn't been maki ng so nmuch noi se, we would have heard that sky wagon!"

Ham sai d, "Shut up and run, you hairy accident!"

Over toward the | ake, they could hear nore of the big tear-gas bonbs bursting. Basenstein was
yelling sonething that they could not understand. Then the noise of the plane notor above decreased
sharply; they caught the whine of air in flying wires, then the noisy rush of water as it |anded on
the little lake. Staccato bursts of the notor brought it closer.

Monk and Ham knowing fully just how hel pl ess they were, bent every effort to | eaving the
vicinity. But they heard nen running behind them men who cane closer with a speed which proved that
they were wearing protective masks.

Some one struck Monk heavily from behind. Then, strangely enough, the one who had struck the bl ow
began to cry out in pain.

"You fools!" said the utterly pleasant voice of Boke. "Keep calm Don't get excited. This Crine
Anni hilist thing only hits you when you're excited."

"Dot is true," called Janko Sultman's slightly foreign accent.

Hard things which could only be gun nuzzl es nenaced Monk and Ham They were roughed about, and
bei ng hel pl ess, blinded as they were, had of necessity to surrender.

A triunphant gang of captors herded them back toward the planes, after handcuffs were |inked on
their wists.

Monk, reaching the | ake and being ordered to wade out to the planes, fell down purposefully, so
that the tear gas was washed fromhis eyes. This, and the fact that its effects were already wearing
off, enabled himto see a little.

Staring at his captors, he identified Janko Sultman at once. Several other faces, famliar to
him puzzlied himbriefly, then he realized he had seen themin the newspapers. They were the faces
of big-shot crimnals.

Monk searched for Boke - and was di sgusted when he discovered that the individual who nust be
Boke was effectively disguised by a flying suit and a nmuffler tied across his features.

"Where is Doc Savage?" Boke denanded.

Monk ignored that, and roved his eyes until he | ocated Basenstein. The plunp physician was
standing to one side, but two of the plane arrivals were positioned close to him

"You called this gang!" Mnk yelled angrily.

"l did not!" Basenstein snapped.

One of the nen beside Basenstein demanded of the physician, "Were is Doc Savage?"

"l don't know, you dammed rascal," said Basenstein.

The questioner instantly launched a terrific bloww th his fist. Basenstein staggered backward,
splashed flat in the water, and his split lips, oozing crinmson, reddened the cold | ake about his
face.

"You'll dammed well talk!" yelled the man who had struck the blow. He seemed about to say nore,
but instead, seized his own head with both hands and npaned, "The Crine Annihilist!"

H s eyes were protruding a little.

"Take the two planes," Boke directed calmy. "Everybody aboard."

Monk, eyes still stream ng, peered wonderingly at Basenstein as he was lifted and flung into one
of the planes. Muink was very puzzled. Basenstein did not seemto be a nenber of Boke's crew.

Al nost together, the two planes took the air.

Chapter XVI. DOUBLE TRAP

DOC Savage was al nmost two nmiles away and traveling back toward the small lake with all the speed
of which his trained sinews were capabl e when he heard the two planes take off. He had heard the
strange aircraft approach the | ake and had turned back.

The bronze man halted, stood listening | ong enough to realize that the two planes were headed in
such a direction as to fly near where he stood, then he noved swiftly to one side, entering a
clearing where he could signal the planes with some chance of being seen.

The tri-notored ship which Doc, Mnk, Ham and Basenstein had flown into the woods country
appeared al nost at once. Doc gestured. The pilot apparently saw himinmmediately, for the big ship
heel ed around in the sky and cane sliding toward him

The bronze man watched the quality of the flying intently. It was a sloppy job; either Mnk or
Ham woul d handl e the controls far nore expertly. Warned that sonething was wong, the bronze nan
retreated hastily.

Instantly, men popped heads and shoul ders Qut of the plane cabin. They pointed rifles, revolvers,
submachi ne guns and sawed- of f shotguns. Tufts of woodl and | oam began to junp up around Doc. Then
cane the reports of the weapons, distinguishable over the sound of the planes.

The second plane heeled in. This pilot was nore expert. He kept his craft near the stalling
point, air speed at a minimum And sonme one in the ship had a regulation aircraft machine gun, its
ammo cans charged with tracers. Slugs ran down in a weaving gray string, chattered in the nud,

spl ashed pools of nelted snow, snipped twigs off the trees.

Doc Savage whi pped from one scanty shelter to another. The trees here were not evergreens.

Mor eover, the surroundi ngs had been burned off a few years ago, so that the trees which now grew



were young, thin things offering al nost no safety.

Bel ow the clearing was a creek, a roaring torrent alnost full frombank to bank with snow water,
and Doc headed for that. There were overhangs which mght furnish shelter visible along the rim of
the stream

Again and again the planes dived, raining |lead. The bronze nan di pped a hand inside his clothing,
brought out a tiny chemical snoke bonb of his own concoction, and tossed it down besi de himso that
the bl oomi ng cloud of black snoke envel oped and hid him He had used these snpbke bonbs to escape on
ot her occasi ons.

But it did not work this tinme. Boke's nen in the planes sinply swooped | ow and enptied out nearly
hal f a bushel of tear-gas bonbs. Doc was driven on toward the creek.

Boke' s pl ane dived again, every cabin wi ndow crowded with gunners. They were experts with

weapons, these nen; they had lived by them for years.

A delighted yell went up as Doc Savage caved down suddenly. The pilot banked hastily. They coul d
see the bronze giant squirmng on the ground, could make out a flood of crinson spreading over his
shirt front.

"He's hit bad!" Boke shrilled.

Then they saw Doc drag out snoke bombs - one, two, three of them He flung themto the right,

| eft and ahead, so that a great cloud of black spread over where he |ay.

The pl anes continued to dive and pour lead into the snoke, the roar of notors and the stutter and
bang of guns mingling in a hol ocaust of sound.

A slight breeze, stirring through the soaked woods, punmel ed the snoke, shoved it aside, pushed

it out over the stream

Boke cursed shrilly through the nuffler that he wore over his face, for he had sighted a twi sted
form bel ow, reposing under the scanty shelter of a tree.

"He craw ed away in the snoke," Boke yelled. "There he is! Get him"

The pl ane noaned down, jerked its nose up and screwed a tight bank. Quns cl anmored. Branches fell
of f the tree under which the formlay. Bark showered. Md splashed. Water geysered.

The formitself jerked about as bullets pumeled it. Flying nud covered it until it was hardly
di stingui shabl e. Again and again, the planes dived and the attackers enptied gun nmagazi nes.
Then, triunphant as chi cken hawks which had nmade a kill, the two craft spiraled in search of a

| andi ng place. The clearing where they had first sighted Doc Savage was too small to pernit either
ship to be set down. And there was no other opening of consequence near.

"No need of |anding, anyway," Boke shouted pleasantly. "He's dead!"

JANKO Sul t man, plunp and excited, scranbled to Boke's side and gripped the mastermnd's arm
"Der Crime Annihilist!" he bellowed. "It is not harmus! It is no nore!"

Boke settled back in his seat. There was wild relief in his |augh.

"Right!" be yelled am ably over the notor roar. "Every tine we becane excited, or tried to kill,
that infernal spell of the Crime Annihilist would strike. But this time it did not."

"How you explain dot?" Sultman pondered in a shout.

Boke waved an arm back at the creek bank where a bullet-torn, nud-splattered formlay under a
ripped tree.

"The Crime Annihilist is dead," he said. "It may be that we will never know how he did it."

Sul t man shook his head slowy. "Dot was a strange thing, dot Crine Annihilist thing."

Boke now went forward, spoke to his pilot, and the aviator began |ooking around for a clearing in
the woods. Finding one, he set his plane down expertly enough, cut the notor, then turned in his
seat to watch the other ship alight and taxi up al ongside.

Every one got out, excepting an armed guard watchi ng over Mnk, Ham and Basenstein.

The big shots disported thenselves |ike small boys at the dism ssal hour on the |ast day of
school. Their evil mnds had been relieved of a burden and they showed it. The future | ooked rosy.
They gat hered around Boke.

"Let's get back to the big burg," one grinned.

“I'll throw a party to celebrate," said another. "It'l|l be a party to end all parties: Boy, |'lI
spend ten grand on it!"

"Where's' the guy who wanted to go to Europe?" shouted a third delightedly. "Let's ride "imon a
rail."

"l nove we nake up a kitty for Boke!" yelled sonme one. "I'Il put in ten grand to start the

bal I ."

"And | nove this guy Boke peel that muffler off his face so we can see who he is," bawl ed a

Voi ce.

Boke held up an arm notioning for silence.

"Keep your noney," he said. "You owe ne plenty for showing you how to get rid of this Crine

Annihilist. | want you to pay off by doing nme a favor."
"Now what the hell?" somebody grow ed.
"Unmask him" suggested a tough voice. "I've heard of this baby Boke, and that's why | strung

along with him But now | want to see his map."
Boke took a snall autonmatic fromhis clothing. "I have a very good reason for keeping ny face



hi dden," he said. "If you could see ny face, you woul d understand why."

They | ooked at the automatic, not knowing just how to take its threat. Sone one asked, "Just what
do you want us to do?"

"1 want you to raid Doc Savage's crimnal curing 'college' and force some of the surgeons there
to divulge certain information," said Boke.

"Col | ege?" a beefy racketeer nuttered. "What're you tal kin' about, buddy?"

Boke began speaking. He told of the fact that crimnals who becane entangl ed with Doc Savage had,
in the past, disappeared, and now this had made hi m suspicious. He had hired Janko Sul tman, he
expl ained, to investigate, and Sultman had, by nonths of painstaking investigation, |earned that Doc
Savage nmintained a strange institution in upstate New York, where he nade honest nen of these
crooks.

"We got hold of a minor attendant about the place and bribed him" Boke explained. "From himwe

| earned that Doc Savage had discovered that crime is in a sense, a disease. In other words, there is
a small gland in the human body the secretions of which have a great deal to do with whether a man
is a satisfied citizen or a cold-blooded crimnal with no sense of right and wong."

"What's this all leadin' up to?" soneone interrupted.

"Doc Savage treats this gland, making it function normally," said Boke. "Or rather, his surgeons
at the institution do the treating."

Boke paused, in order that suspense might rivet the attention of his listeners upon his next

wor ds.

"These surgeons know how to treat this 'crime' gland so as to nmake a crimnal, as well as cure

him" he stated. "It is that secret | want - the know edge of how to nake crimnals."
"Nuts!" growl ed a voice. "What's the idea? Were'll that put anything in your pocket?"
"You | ack inmagination," Boke chuckled. "It is my plan to seize bankers, industrial nagnates,

politicians, and admnister themthe drug which will nmake themcrimnals. They will not know what is
bei ng done. Later, nyself or ny agents w |l approach these nmen and enlist themin ny unlaw ul

enterprises. They will accept. Having access to thousands, even millions of dollars, they will, as
crimnals, appropriate those funds. | will make it nmy business to see that a share of the noney gets
into ny hands."

"This," commented one of the big shots, "is the goofiest thing | ever heard of."

Boke said patiently, "I have thought it all out with great care. It will work. The nen | nake

into crimnals will not know exactly how crines are committed, and they will be highly susceptible

to the clever schemes which | put under their noses."

"Do | get this right?" asked a man who seened nore intelligent than the rest. "You want to raid
this 'college' to get hold of a drug which will destroy a man's sense of right and w ong?"
"Exactly!" said Boke.

"I'mwith you," said the other.

Argunents and di scussions followed, with sone of the nastermi nds of crine holding out. But their
rel uctance was not too strong, and it was evident in a subtle way that Boke would win their aid.
Hal f an hour later, they entered the planes and took to the air'’

WHEN Doc Savage, Monk, Ham and Basenstein had flown over the area so strangely fenced off in the
wi | derness, there had been no sign of human life excepting the one man who had appeared at the |og
| odge near the gate.

There were fully two hundred men in sight now They were all attired exactly alike in neat white
uni forms, except for an individual here and there who was dressed in bl ue.

The men in white were arrayed in neat squads and were goi ng through nmarches and physical -cul ture
exerci ses, commanded by the nen in blue. A few of the white garbed figures strolled about, obviously
rel axi ng.

These men in white were forner crimnals, although their present appearance gave no indication of
that fact. They were healthy, clear-eyed, and each was devel opi ng an excellent set of nuscles. Not
one of these men could renmenber any of his past life. Each could recall opening his eyes in a white
roomin this strange enclosure in the wilderness - that was all.

Over 'by the |og | odge, which was not |arge enough to shelter a fraction of the nmen visible
within the enclosure, a man was seated before a switchboard and an array of anplifiers: He wore an
ordinary tel ephone headset, and was reading a | ate nmagazi ne.

Suddenly, he straightened, gave the anplifier knobs judicious turns, and an intent expression
came over his face. He turned to another man, who was clad in the blue regalia.

"Li stening device has picked up the sound of plane notors," he stated. "Sounds |ike two ships."
The other man went to a button, pressed it three tinmes, and three great dongi ng noi ses canme from
a gong conceal ed somewhere.

The results were mracul ous. The nen in white formed lines in doublequick tinme and marched for

the hill of grayish rock. Doors opened in the apparently solid stone and the files of men streaned
through and were | ost to sight.

Wthin a very few minutes no one was left in sight in the whole fenced-in area.

The man at the listening post continued to wait. It was not often that airplanes passed over this
renote region, but when they did, the patients at the strange "col |l ege" were whi sked fromview Due



to the contour of the surrounding country, it was only froman airplane that the white-clad patients
coul d be seen

The pl anes appeared - two of them The man at the |istening post recognized Doc's big tri-notored
craft, but the other ship was a stranger. The nman went outside and semaphored a question with his
arns.

Hi s answer was a stream of nachine-gun bullets which sent himracing wildly for shelter

PCSSI BLY Boke considered the strange institution bel ow one conceived only as a retreat where

men's souls were remade and their lives altered, and, as such, a place w thout armanent. He nust not
have known that Doc Savage, in planning the place, had foreseen the possible contingency of a gang
of crimnals trying to rescue one of their nunmber froman unwel come |ife of honesty

There were many reasons why gangsters would want nenbers of their tribe out of the place. So, as
Boke suddenly discovered, thorough defense nechani sm had been installed. This was the first tine it
had ever been used

At nunerous points, what |ooked like ordinary stretches of danp woodl and | oam slid back

uncovering neatly whitewashed concrete gun pits. The weapons these housed were not |arge, nor were
they toys, either. The gun nuzzles lifted and began to follow the planes. This was uncanny, because
there was no hand gui ding the weapons in the pits

Ai m ng was done by a blue-clad man at a conceal ed station. He sinply sighted at one of the planes
through a tel escope which was attached to slides and cogs, and when he had crossed hairs on the
craft, he pressed a | ever

The guns began firing. The man in the renote fire-control station turned a |l ever and the white
puffs of bursting shells - they opened too high at first - crawl ed down toward the plane, not aim ng
at it, but ahead

The aircraft, pumeled and rent by the nmetallic storm banked away, but something had gone w ong
with its power plant, and it |abored al ong

The pilot tried to clinmb, and discovered his control wires were damaged. He barely nade it over
the hill and into a feathery clunp of evergreens, where he stalled away what speed he had and
consi gned hinself to whatever goddess of luck that |ooks out for airnmen, good or bad. And the
goddess cane through

The plane lost its w ngs, undercarriage part of the enpennage. The cabin went flat; small boughs
pierced it. The noise was heard for two mles

The pilot crawl ed out, picking glass parts of the instrument panel fromhis features, |ooked
around and heaved a great sigh. Men were getting out of the weckage, sone nore banged up than
others, but it was evident they were all going to be able to walk away fromit

Over head, the other plane circled. Boke was riding in that one, and it was evident that

unexpect ed di scovery that the "college" was a hornet's nest had tenporarily discouraged him
Chapter XVII. HARDBO LED S M STAKE

DOC Savage did not hear the roar as the plane crashed. But be did see the white fruit of bursting
anti-aircraft shells which preceded the crack-up. And be caught the distant pungs as the shells
expl oded, although it was very faint

The bronze man lay on the banks of the roaring stream but not at the point where bullets had

been rained fromthe planes. He was downstream

There was a bullet hole through his Hercul ean torso. The slug, fortunately, had cone froma

rifle, and it had left a clean trail, entering his back at one side of the neck and angling down,
doi ng sonet hing agoni zing to a few bones, and coming out in the thick, magnificently devel oped
pectoralis major nuscle on the right side

The bronze man carefully thrust his right hand inside his shirt, then got erect. He was clad only
in shirt and undercl ot hing

He went up the stream and canme to the spot where the planes had fired upon him He exam ned the
thing they had fired upon, thinking it was his body - a bundle conposed of twi gs and | eaves and a
few sticks, for stiffening purposes, thrust into his clothing. He had left it there under cover of
the snoke, and as the wind swept the snoke toward the stream had noved along with it and entered
the cold water. The swi m which foll owed was sonething he w shed to forget

Looki ng over the clothing, he found the coat so ripped as to he usel ess: the shoes, as well, had
been torn badly by the bullets; but the trousers, under the coating of nmud, were at |east wearable
He donned them

Then he headed for the "college."

The bronze man did not go as the crow flies, for only a crow or other aerial traveler could go
that way; this country was not w lderness for no reason at all. It was because it was al npbst
impenetrable. The hills were sharp, nmultitudinous, and briars, thorny bushes and | ow brush made a
mat which would vie with a tropical jungle

The nost sinple route was to head south to the road, then follow that westward to the

institution. Accordingly, Doc Savage turned south

He reached the road. It was not graded, except where it of necessity had to be leveled off a bit
the bridges were of |ogs, and the whole affair snacked of the pioneer days. But it was passable by
truck its whole length, and served to bring in heavy supplies which could not be carried handily by



pl ane

The woods still dripped; the breeze was naki ng sone noise, and the running streans kept up a wet
orchestration. That possibly accounted for what happened next. Odinarily, the bronze man was not
t aken unawar es

Ahead of him a man stepped into the road. The fell ow wore the uniformof a New York City
policeman. He held a riot gun.

"W want to talk to you," he advised |oudly.

Doc had stopped, and now he swung around slowly. Mre uniforned nen had appeared on either side
and at the rear. They nunbered six - and a | eader

The | eader was | nspector C arence "Hardboil ed" Hunbolt. He alone was not in uniform and he wore
enor nobus overshoes and sheepskin pacs instead of his tennis shoes. But he still hobbled along as if
his feet were raw stubs. Despite the feet, he | ooked as happy as a dog which had just caught a
rabbi t

"We were afraid there wouldn't be a | anding place up here for a plane," he runbled. "So we |eft
our ship at the last town and canme on by car."

Doc Savage asked without enotion, "Have you any authority in this part of the State?"

Har dboi | ed shook the | eather sap down out of his sleeve and swatted the pal mof a corded hand
with it

"This is authority enough," he advised. "But | had the governor issue nyself and ny nmen special
conmmi ssions before we left the big town."

Doc Savage shrugged. "Your nan Basenstein seens to have balled things up," he said

HARDBQO LED j unped as if sone one had stepped on his tender feel. He peered owishly at the bronze
man,

"What's that?" he grow ed.

"Those notes Basenstein wote you," Doc said. "They nust have resulted in Boke and his gang
follow ng us up here."

Har dboi | ed swatted his palmw th the sap, scow ed, expectorated, and shifted fromone foot to
another. H s features becane dark with disgust

"So | didn't fool you with Basenstein," he nuttered

"No," Doc told him "But you might have, if | had not overheard you tal king near Sidney Lorrey's
barge | aboratory. Basenstein told a good story. Just how much of it was the truth?"

"Most of it," Hardboiled grunbled reluctantly. "Sidney Lorrey did cone to himto be treated, and
he did talk a lot of stuff about the Crime Annihilist. He was either trying to say he was the Crine
Anni hilist hinmself, or, as |I've been thinking |ater, he mght have known who the Crinme Annihili st
was. Basenstein used to be a police nedical examiner. He called ne. | decided to put himon your
trail."

"So | thought," Doc said dryly

Har dboi l ed glared. "Wiy'd you let '"imhang around if you knew who he was?"

"He was," Doc said, "an excellent alibi."

Har dboi | ed swore. "Where's Basenstei n?"

A policeman, a short distance down the road, yelled, "Hey! Look out, fellows!"

There was a shot. Doc and the others whirled. They were just in time to see the policeman running
backward madly and waving his arns. The officer's heel hooked a bush and he went down so heavily
that his heels flew up, then smacked back again; he coughed and a red spray went into the air
From the dark woods a voice called, "Be good, coppers!"”

Then ot her voices shouted fromthe sides, and it was evident that they were surrounded

Har dboi | ed snarl ed, reached for his hip - and Doc Savage, grasping his arm said, "You'll get
your nen killed!"

Two of the policenmen dropped flat in the road, and for a nonent it seenmed there would be a fight
then the attackers circled and canme out in the roads, their ready submachi ne guns di scouraging the
pol i cenmen

"l know sone of these nugs," Hardboiled gritted. "They're tough lads!"

The gunmen advanced, the officers were disarmed, then a slender man with a seany face, who
appeared to be in charge, relaxed and said, "Wn't this tickle Boke!"

Doc Savage asked, "WIIl you tell ne sonething?"

"No," said the man.

"What brought you up here?" Doc asked

The man | aughed. "Just about every tinme that Basenstein sent Hardboil ed here a nessage, we either
got it or got a look at it. Basenstein used the plane radio to tell Hardboil ed where he had | anded
with you fellows, and we picked up the nessage."

Har dboi | ed | ooked very disgusted and tried to stand so as to ease his feet

The man with the w zened face yelled. Mire gangsters came out of the woods, dragging two
prisoners. The pig, Habeas, was with them

Pat Savage was one of the captives; Renny was the other

"W thought these might come in handy," smirked the gang lieutenant. "Conme on. W'll go see how
Boke i s making out



BOKE, it was evident, was not making out in a manner satisfactory to hinself. They could hear him
swearing before they caught sight of him

"Tsk, tsk," Pat said. "That lad is no gentlenman."

Two or three of Boke's men eyed Pat adnmiringly. They appreciated her nerve. Hardboiled scow ed at
her and demanded. "Don't you realize they're liable to kill all of us?"

Pat studied himas if trying to ascertain what nmade his tenper bad, then decided aloud, "It nust
be your feet."

Boke cane striding up and yelled, "Shut up! Wat is going on here? | thought this bronze nman was
dead! "

Sorme one told himabout the capture

"Excel l ent," shouted Boke. "We will take themall, rope themtogether and use themas a shield
while we rush that gate."

Conplying with that order, Mnk and Ham were marched up and placed with Pat, Renny, Doc and the
policemen. Shortly afterward, Basenstein arrived under escort and was confined to the collection
"A fine spy you turned out to be," Hardboiled told himsarcastically.

"Well, that's gratitude," Basenstein snorted. "I hope you get bunions on your hands as well as on
your feet!"

Har dboil ed grinned in a way that showed he hadn't meant his criticism

Boke confronted Doc Savage and announced, "You can save a lot of trouble by giving ne the

ingredi ents of the chem cal which upsets this so-called crime gland. That's what | want."

The bronze nman made no answer, Seermed not to hear

"Damm it!" Boke yelled. "Answer ne!"

Doc Savage | ooked straight over Boke's head, saying nothing. Fromwhere he stood, he could see up
the hill on which stood the cabin that was outside the fenced enclosure of the crimnal "college" -
perhaps a mle fromthe gate, although only about half a mle fromwhere Doc now stood. The cabin
| ooked very forlorn and deserted

"Answer me!" Boke screeched

Doc Savage said sharply, "You know your answer. What are you going to do about it?"

"Plenty!" Boke rapped, and turned away.

SOME seventy yards di stant, an evergreen shrub stirred slightly. A bit later, a stick broke. And
after that, a bird flew up noisily fromthe side of the hill and sailed off in the direction of the
cabi n whi ch stood al one

Monk, speaking so that only Doc heard, asked, "Say, ain't there sonmebody skul king over there?"
"Yes," Doc said

"Did you see who it was?" Mnk demanded

The bronze man shook a negative

"Must be one of his gang," Mnk hazarded

"On the contrary," Doc said, "it is probably the Crime Annihilist."

Monk | ooked as if he were about to be upset. He scratched his jaw as best he could with his bound
hands

"Bl azes!" he muttered. "You really think the guy is up here in person?"

"There is," Doc said, "not the slightest doubt of it."

Renny, who had shuffled over to hear the |last, peered around cautiously, then eyed his big fists
which were purple fromthe tightness of the cords which confined them

"How do you figure he's here, Doc?" he asked

"The Crime Annihilist stopped working shortly after our plane appeared," said the bronze nan. "It
is logical to suppose that he saw our plane, feared we could trace himdown, and shut off his
device."

Monk grunted, "So that's why the thing quit working."

Up on the hill, another bird flushed up. This one was nore distant, nearer the cabin

"Whoever was hangin' around here is makin' for that cabin," Mnk said abruptly.

Over toward the gate that led into the enclosure which held the fantastic "college," they could
hear Boke yelling. He did not seemparticularly anxious for a pitched battle, not know ng just what
armanent the fenced area held. He was demanding that the secret of the criminal-making drug be given
to him or he would start killing his prisoners

"I's there such a drug, Doc?" Ham asked

The bronze man nodded. "There is. The concoction was discovered in the course of experinments to
learn how this so-called 'crine' gland could best be caused to function nornally."

Their captors had tied all of them by now, securing their wists, but |leaving their ankles free
an om nous prediction of what was to come if worst turned to worst. Cotton rope had been used. The
strands were thin and stout

Mbst of the nen departed to a spot from which the gate could be seen, anxious to | earn how Boke's
negotiations would turn out. Only four remained close to Doc Savage and the other prisoners, but
they held submachi ne guns with the safeties |atched off

Doc Savage | eaned against a tree as if weary, and worked an arm agai nst the coarse bark
Unnoticed, a button cane off his sleeve and fell to the ground. A nonent |ater he sat down, as if



his strength had given out. His fingers picked up the button.

It was white, as if constructed of ordinary pearl, but close exam nation would have shown that it
was of netal and the edge, instead of being nerely rounded, was disked to a razor sharpness. A thin
metal band protected this edge, and was easily broken off with the finger nails, |eaving the razor
edge exposed.

Two or three judicious slices cut alnobst through Doc's wist bonds.

He caught Monk's eye and flipped the button. Mnk picked it up when the guards were not | ooking,
kept a sober face as he discovered its purpose, used it and passed it on to Renny. Renny gave it to
Pat, and Pat passed it to Ham

Down by the gate, those inside the high fence had refused to have anything to do with Boke's
denmands.

Doc, pretending to withe as though the pain from his shoul der were unbearabl e, dug his hands

down into the ground and cl osed them over a stone which had been al nost hidden in the nud.

"All right," he said suddenly, and flung the stone.

Si mul t aneously, Monk, Ham Renny and Pat cane to their feet.

THE flung rock, taking a machine gunner by surprise, dropped himtrenbling in his tracks. The

ot her three gunmen, amazed, squawl ed out an alarmand tried to get their weapons into play.

Monk, reaching one, swing a fist as if he were driving a nail, and the nan went down.

Two of the others got their rapidfirers chattering, but had no tine to ai mbefore Ham and Renny
were upon them Renny clubbed his nan down with slamming blows. Hamhad a little trouble until Pat,
runni ng around behi nd, rabbitpunched the gangster. Ham finished himoff with an uppercut. The pig,
Habeas, began squeali ng.

"Get their guns!" Doc rapped. "And retreat up the hill!"

Monk yelled, "Listen, there ain't nothing but that cabin at the top of the hill! No place to hole
up! Way not try to get over the fence?"

"Up the hill!" Doc repeated, and began untyi ng Hardboil ed Hunbolt and the other policenen.

Har dboi | ed bell owed, "Ain't you gonna fight them nugs?"

Doc said; "Get up that hill! Make for the cabin!"

"Why not fight 'enP" Hardboil ed how ed.

"Because sone of them might he killed!" Doc rapped. "Get a nove on!"

The fugitives were stringing out up the hill, and a few bullets were snapping through the tinber

in pursuit. Due to the thickness of the woods, the slugs were poorly ained.

Har dboi | ed, hoppi ng al ong painfully with a disgruntled | ook, drew up besi de Renny and denmanded,
"'"What's eatin' that bronze guy? Wiy don't he fight thembirds? W could knock off about half of 'em
with them Tormy guns."

"Matter of principle,” Renny runbled. "Doc never kills anybody."

"Hel I!'" said Hardboiled. "Killin'" is too good for Boke and that crowd!"
"Shut up and run," Renny advised. "I don't know why Doc is nmekin' for that cabin, but he has sone
reason. "

The bronze man was not |eading the retreat, but bringing up the rear. Fromtinme to tine, he

di scharged a burst fromone of the captured subnmachi ne guns, but he shot high, nerely discouraging
the rapidity of pursuit.

It becane evident that they were going to reach the cabin before they were overhaul ed. Monk was
carrying his pet pig.

Har dboi | ed, reaching the cabin finally, ran around it and | ooked down the sl ope beyond.

"Hell's bells!" he roared. "W're stuck!"

The hill sloped gently; there was little underbrush which would furnish shelter; and the tree
trunks thensel ves were thin, none being greater than six inches in dianeter.

Doc Savage paid no attention. He was studying the wet ground before the cabin. It bore fresh
tracks. Some of the prints were so recent that they were still filling with water, and they had been
made by the sanme pair of feet, judging fromtheir |ikeness m sue.

The bronze man nounted to a creaking porch and shoved Inside. The roomwas |arge, roughly

furni shed, the principal fixture being a |arge bench strewn with wires, bits of metal and vacuum
tubes of diverse design.

Across the roomwas a closed door. A voice cane frombehind it.

"Get away fromnme!" it shrilled.

MONK, diving into the cabin behind Doc, let his jaw sag down, then snapped it up to denand
wonderingly, "'"Wwo in blazes is in that roon®"

"The Crime Annihilist, | believe," Doc said.

"Well, well," Mnk grunted, and dived across the room He hit the door with his shoulder, and his

honmely face showed that he fully expected it to collapse. But he was too optimstic. The stout
wooden panel hel d.

"Cet away!" shrieked the voice fromthe other side of the door.

Then a roar of gunfire and a snapping and crashing of bullets drowned out the shrieks. Nearly all
of the glass fell out of the rooms one window. It jingled not unnmusically on the floor.

Ham Pat, Hardboiled and all the policenen were inside.



"Get down," Doc directed. "The logs will turn lead."

Monk, seem ng unaware of the danger outside, jabbed a thunb at the inner roominto which they had
not yet had time to smash their way.

"How d you know the Crinme Annihilist was here?" he denanded

"Direction finding apparatus,” Doc said. "I used it fromNew York City."

"You nean - "

"That this Crinme Annihilist's weapon is nerely a machine enmtting emanations simlar to

ultra-short radi o waves," Doc said. "These emanations have an irritating effect on the so-called
"crine' gland, causing a sort of |ocal poisoning which induces nental spasms and a peculiar mnuscul ar
reaction which results in the protruding of the eyes."

"You'll have to nake it clearer than that for me to get it," Mnk grunted
"l used a sensitive directional finder of an ordinary radio type, in the New York | aboratory,"
Doc went on. "It pointed to this vicinity."

Monk expl oded, "Now listen, Doc - that's a bit thick. No directional device would point to this
cabin."

"It pointed in this direction,"” Doc corrected. "The rest was guesswork. This cabin was the

| ogi cal spot."

Monk began, "I don't see - " then fell silent. He wet his lips, flattened a little |lower as a
bull et ricocheted down fromthe ceiling

"Bl azes!" he exploded. "This cabin was built

Har dboi | ed Hunbolt interrupted, baw ing, "Hey! Lookit! Lookit!"

And the shooting stopped as if it had only been sonme recorded sound effect which had been
switched of f.

SI LENCE did not fall. Rather, the shooting stopped and a banshee caterwauling of shouts took its
pl ace. The shouts becane screans, and these turned to awful shrieks

They were all conscious of a nmetallic drone which had started up and seenmed to be coming fromthe
adj acent room

Pat ran to the wi ndow, broken glass crunching under her feet. She |ooked out only briefly, then
wi thdrew, hands lifting in a subconscious gesture of horror. Her face | ooked drained, drawn.

"The Crime Annihilist!" she said thickly. "They're dying outside! The thing seens to be stronger
than ever before.”

Doc Savage got erect and flung hinself against the door of the roomfromwhich the drone cane

The panel rebuffed himas it had Monk. He hit it again, using his unwounded shoul der. He picked up a
chair and battered it, and the sound this produced told himwhy the door was so solid

"Metal lined," he said. "Probably a storeroom "

The bronze man ran to the workbench, dunped its litter and tore at one of the great, thick planks
whi ch conposed its top

"G ve us a hand!" he rapped. "W've got to get into this inside roomto save those nen out
there."

Monk, who was usually pronpt in carrying out the bronze man's suggestions, for once seenmed not to
hear. Monk, at tines in the past, had been suspected of possessing bloodthirsty inclinations. He
| ooked through the wi ndow, grinaced, but did not turn away.

The sight was not a pleasant one to watch. Boke's nmen had worked quite close to the cabin when
the affliction seized them fromthe w ndow, Mnk had a box seat for the pageant of fantastic

deat h.

The horely chemist |ocated Janko Sultman. He had al ready succunbed, and was a contorted shape
beneath a tree. A strange thing had happened to his frizzled hair as death overtook him The hair
was no | onger upstanding, but lay down as if it, too, had been devoid of life

Monk di scovered Boke. The masterm nd had been well behind, out of danger of bullets, a position
mast erm nds not infrequently occupy. But it had not preserved himfromthe vengeance of the Crine
Anni hi | i st

Boke was stunbling about, shrieking, beating at his own face. He tore off the nuffler which had
masked his features, then felt to the ground, stretched hinself out and did not nobve again

Monk craned his neck to get a closer |ook at Boke's face. Monk snorted. It was not a face of a
leader. It had fragile features and a rose petal skin. No hardboil ed crook woul d | ook upon such a
face and feel like calling its owner his naster. It was no nystery why Boke had kept his face
covered

For Boke was the fem nine-mannered Lizzie. Probably Janko Sul tman had never known that, and it
expl ai ned how Sul tman had been di scovered in his doubl e-crossing. For Lizzie had ostensibly been one
of Sultman's gang

SEVERAL nen cl utched the | ong plank which Doc had ripped fromthe workbench. They drew back
leveled it and ran for the door in a living ram The panel gave, groaned. A second smash caused it
to give slightly nmore. Wth a roar it went in on the third try.

Doc Savage pitched across the threshold. The room beyond was dark, for there were no wi ndows. But
there was a furtive novenment in a corner. The bronze man squinted through the murk

"Get back!" he rapped suddenly. Then he |unged forward.



In a renpte corner, a figure was huddl ed over a nound of objects on the floor. The figure

strai ghtened, gibbering shrilly, as the bronze man approached

Doc swooped upon the objects over which the figure had been crouched. There was dynanmite, nearly
a cage of it, with a battery and wires attached; there was also a snall phonograph, one of the type
new y placed on the market which can be plugged into a light circuit and, by using a m crophone
attachment, enployed to nmake records, which can then be played back nunerous tines

Doc hastily disconnected the wires fromthe expl osive, while the occupant of the room squeaked
meani ngl essly at himfrom across the chanber

Monk canme |unbering in, Renny on big heels. They | ooked at the pitiful figure which was the Crine
Anni hi li st

"Holy cow " Renny booned.

And Monk, pointing at the expl osive, the phonograph, said, "That's how he faked his death on the
barge. CGot away before we ever canme, and left a rifle attached to the door so that it would go off
when the door was jarred. Then he had the phonograph yell out in his voice, and then the expl osion
He was fixing to do the sane thing here."

Monk shook his head slowy, then resunmed: "But why?"

Ham who had cone in, said caustically, "You ape, if you had been through what he has, you would
do queer things too."

Then they | ooked at the Crine Annihilist, at his racked body, a frane nutilated by torture

swat hed in bandages, and it was not difficult to understand why he had set out to rid the world of
crimnals

"They killed nmy brother!" munbled the Crine Annihilist. "Damm them - they - they - |I'll get them
all!"”

The Crime Annihilist was Sidney Lorrey.

Chapter XVIII. MONK TAKES H S DAY

THE opposite wall of the roomwas spanned its full length by a table, and on this was arrayed a

trenmendous quantity of electrical apparatus. Under the table, a notor-generator set made a netallic
drone

"The thing that produced the pop-eyed death," Ham nurnured, and eyed the array.

Doc Savage nodded

"Sidney Lorrey was - is - a scientist and surgeon interested in nmental therapy as influenced by
various infra-rays and |ight beans," the bronze man said. "I recall Robert Lorrey saying that Sidney
was trying to perfect a treatnment for the so-called 'crinme' gland which would not require the use of
drugs. "

The bronze man indicated the intricate array of electrical apparatus. "Possibly Sidney Lorrey did
not realize at first that his apparatus was killing crimnals. It nust have been set up in his barge
| aboratory and operating continuously on sone piece of experinmental tissue. Then, when Sidney saw
the nen die fromits effects, he realized what it was."

"And realized what a weapon against crinme he had," Ham added

Monk pointed at Sidney Lorrey. "'Wat about hin®"

Doc Savage went over to Sidney Lorrey. The latter recoiled at first, but under the bronze nman's
soot hing words, submitted to an exam nation

"Tenporarily disarranged nentally by pain," Doc said. "He will be entirely normal after a short
period of treatnent and a rest."

Monk nmuttered slowy, "I'mglad of that."

Har dboi | ed Hunbolt was mnoving about as if he had sonething on his mnd, but was uncertain what to
do about it. He caught Doc Savage's eye and beckoned. They went out on the porch

Har dboi | ed waved an armin the direction of the area of woodl and encl osed by the high fence
"*\What's over there?" he denanded. "You' ve got sonmethin' up here, sonethin' big. | ain't quite

been able to figure out what it is."

Doc Savage studi ed the big, rough-mannered cop for sone nonents

"That, to put it plainly, was a lie," he said dryly. "From Boke's talk, you secured a very good
idea of what is inside that fence."

Har dboi | ed shook his head. "I didn't hear a thing."

Doc Savage extended a hand. "Thanks. If news of that place got out, it would nean all kinds of
trouble."

"l got a few special friends." Hardboiled jerked his hand at the crimnal-curing institution

again. "Wuld you put "emin there - when | catch 'en? Just as a favor?"

The bronze man rarely snmiled, but he did so now "Wth pleasure," he agreed

Har dboi | ed asked, "What are you gonna do about that thing inside - that ness of electrical

busi ness?"

"Destroy it," Doc said

"Why?" Hardboil ed | ooked pained. "Think of what it'd do to the crooks!"

Doc Savage asked, "'Wen a man has the small pox, do you kill hinP"

"Hell, no!" Hardboiled snorted. "You doctor himup."

"Exactly!" Doc Savage said. "And that explains why | amgoing to destroy the device inside."



THE bronze man picked up a fragnment of the chair with which he had first tried to batter down the
door, and entered the inner room He ran his eyes over the assenbl ed apparatus of the Crine

Anni hilist until he had the circuit fixed in his menory.

It mght becone useful sonetime in the future.

He shut off the notor-generator, then went to work with the piece of chair, snmashing tubes,
tearing apart intricate bundles of wires. The vacuum tubes broke with | oud expl osions, showering
gl ass about. Delicate insulating sheets crunched, and condensers, torn apart, spilled |ayers of foil
and waxed paper.

Doc did the job of destruction carefully, expending fully five minutes in the task, and when he
was done and had stepped back, Mnk thrust his honely features into the room He pointed at the
apparatus, or what was left of it.

"lI's that jigger out of whack?" he demanded.

"It is,” Doc told him

Monk |icked his lips. A look of unholy anticipation came over his features, and he retreated from
t he door.

It could not have been nore than thirty seconds |later when a terrific screamripped out. It was
followed by grows, mnor hows, and the thump and bang of a terrific fight.

Ham his coat and nost of his shirt missing, the rest of his person looking as if it had been

t hrough a tornado, dashed madly around a cabin corner.

Monk popped out in pursuit, still gripping parts of Ham's mi ssing clothing.

"Hel p!" Hamyelled. "Turn that bl asted nmachine on!"

"What they're gonna have to turn on for you," Mnk puffed grimy, "is slow nusic!"

THE END



