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Chapter |. DEATH S REVELRY
ANDREW PCDREY VANDERSLEEVE had guests in his Westchester mansion. Quests in strange garb.
Grotesque guests in exclusive Westchester hills. Their conduct was as incongruous as their queer
cl ot hi ng.
Andr ew Podrey Vandersl eeve was not perturbed by all this. For the naster of several millions was
very dead. He sat at his ornate nahogany desk with his arns spraw ed. Blood bl ack as ink had flowed
fromhis aristocratic veins.
The Vander sl eeve guests enjoyed thensel ves in unseenly fashion. They shouted at each other. Sone
voi ces were hoarse and nmenaci ng. Whnen enitted squealing screams. Cccasionally a gun popped
vi ci ously.
Upstairs, one dead hand of Andrew Podrey Vandersleeve lay in the little pool of purplish-black
bl ood. No ot her person appeared to have been with himin the big library. The door and w ndows now
were securely | ocked.
Qutside the i mense house, the walled estate was filled with the odd, roughly clad wonen and nen.
Many wonen wore cheap and garish dresses.
Andr ew Podrey Vandersl eeve had only a bl ack spot over his heart. The upper social strata of
West chester, an exclusive residential suburb of New York, was due for a shock.
WIld nerrinent rippled the night nmist over the hills. The several hundred guests mi ght have been
hoodl uns and their molls.
Yet upstairs, beside Andrew Podrey Vandersl eeve's inert head, much real noney |ay undi sturbed.
There were a nunber of century notes and bills of small denonmination. These were in a neat pile,
with a few pieces of silver weighting them down.
Because of the character of the party, guards were everywhere. The guns in their |owslung
hol sters had the businesslike mark of the |aw upon them Four men wore the uniforns of State police.
The State coppers remai ned on the highway outside the Vandersl eeve estate. Their keen eyes
surveyed the occupants of each arriving autonobile.
In pairs, the four State policenen were stationed at the front corners of the estate wall. One
wearing the insignia of a sergeant was grow i ng al oud.
"l1've got a hunch sonething’s due to crack w de open before this thing's over."
"Well, it could happen,"” said the other policenman.
A swanky car swung past them The chauffeur was sitting upright, with a scornful expression on
his clean features. H's passengers were shouting and singing.
Meeting this sedan head-on another car swung down the road. This, too, had a dignified chauffeur.
Its occupants were roughly clothed. Their faces were nmasked.
It seened for a split-second as if the cars would collide. But both chauffeurs were adroit
drivers. Wth an effort they avoided a direct clash. The fenders grated and rubbed. One car slid
into the shallow ditch.
The driver of the other car braked to a stop. Five or six men in masks spilled onto the concrete.
"If it ain't Happy Joe hinself," shouted one of these nen, with a laugh. "All right, Joe, shove
them danes out an’ alla you line up!"
Three wonen were pushed out. They uttered little screans and sent their white hands into the air.
Three men lined up beside them One of the three men was young, but his eyes were bl oodshot. He was



the one called "Happy Joe." He seened to take sone pride in the cognonen.

Wiile three of the masked men kept pistols pointed, the others started relieving the victins of
their cash and jewelry. They met with no resistance. The two State policenmen wal ked cl oser. They
were thinking this "hol dup” was part of the horseplay of the "gangster party."

"Pl ease, don't take that!" suddenly pleaded one of the wonen.

She pull ed back a slender hand. On one finger was an enblemring that m ght have been a famly
heirl oom

"Says you!" rapped one of the masked nmen. "There won't be any holdin’ out! Ch, you woul d—=

The young worman had sl apped him H s mask fell off. The man seized the girl’s armand tw sted.
Wth rough fingers, he jerked at the enblemring. The nmetal circle came free, tearing the skin and
flesh of the woman’s finger. She screamed now with real pain.

"Wiy, you dunmb ox, you can't do that!" yelled the young man naned Happy Joe.

He acconpanied his protest with swift action. Though clearly drunk, he carried a quick punch. One
ball ed fist smacked squarely into the chin of the nman who had pulled off the ring. The man teetered
on his heels.

Then an automatic cracked. Happy Joe's left was starting a swing that m ght have been a finisher.
"Way, damm it," he coughed out, "you—you've shot ne!"

H s swinging armcarried himaround. Blood spurted in little jets fromthe side of his throat. It
punped directly fromhis heart. H s next words were gurgled. Then he fell down, twitching

convul sivel y.

The two State coppers were not close enough to see clearly what had happened. But both had

whi pped their guns into their hands. The sergeant started running and shout ed:

"Hey! That'Il be about enough outside!"

Red death erupted from beside the chauffeur. This was a machi ne gun at cl ose range. The State
coppers jack-knifed as if solid blows had been struck across their stonachs.

The five or six masked nmen rolled back into their car. The chauffeur freed it snmoothly. The car
whirled away into the darkness.

FOR a minute or two, the other State coppers did not nove to the scene of death. Nor did any of

the several guards near the entrance of the estate. They were aroused to the tragic reality when a
young woman ran screani ng down the highway toward them

She was waving a bl oody-fingered hand.

"They’'re dead, | tell you! On, won't sonebody do sonething! It’'s Happy Joe! They shot him"

Then the policenen and guards cane upon the results of the orgy of blood in the highway. One

State copper stayed on the scene.

"Cet headquarters!" he ordered the other, crisply. "Captain Gaves hinmself, if he's there! Put

the lid on that stuff inside! Hold everybody under guard, an’ use Vandersl eeve' s hired nen! Anybody
m ght’ ve known what'd be likely to bust out of this!"

CAPTAI N GRAVES, of the State police, was soon contacted. After he had viewed the nurder victins
outside, he made his way directly to the library of Andrew Podrey Vandersl eeve.

A snall gray nole of a nan, who said he was Arthur Jotther, a distant cousin of the mllionaire
and his secretary, told Gaves that Vandersl eeve had not appeared at the party downstairs.

In view of the party’s unusual wild character, this was of itself a peculiar circunstance. G aves
knew Vander sl eeve as a Wall Street plunger. He had continued to prosper during the depression. Real
estate transactions and political options were his specialty.

Jotther was unl ocking the library door.

"M . Vandersl eeve had sone inportant business to |look after," he said, mldly. "He left word he
was not to be disturbed. So he nust have | ocked hinself in."

"Didn't want to be disturbed!" snorted Captain Gaves, the nuscles of his square face twitching
angrily. "What a helluva time to pick out for inportant business! Two of nmy men dead, an’ another—
Captain Graves clanped his long | ower teeth suddenly on his upper lip. The library door had swung
open. A desk |lanmp shed a white circle over the desk in the mddle of the big room

It had becone abruptly apparent to Captain Gaves that Andrew Podrey Vandersl eeve was pernanently
removed fromall responsibility for the weird and tragic affairs of this wild night. Only a gl ance
was required to tell that the nmillionaire was dead.

Captain Gaves rattled out orders. These included one that barred any person departing fromthe
Vander sl eeve house. Next he sent outside for the medical exam ner, who had come up with him After
whi ch, Captain Graves pernitted only Arthur Jotther and two policenen to enter the library.

The captain renmined at sonme di stance fromthe polished desk. He was classifying every object

with possible relation to the position of the mllionaire s body.

The doctor was a fat, little nman.

"Dead an hour, perhaps two hours," he announced al nost as soon as he had touched Vandersl eeve’s
body. "The body has stiffened, but it doesn’'t seemto be like rigor nortis. It’'s like he'd fought
sonet hing and his nuscles set that way when he died. Mst unusual!"

"No nore unusual, doc, than for ink to be spilled where there doesn't seemto be any ink to be



upset," pointed Captain Graves. "H s right hand spilled it, but there isn't any inkstand or bottle."
The medi cal exam ner poked a fat finger at the little black pool on the desk al ongsi de the dead
man’ s right hand. The pool had nearly dried

"Wl | —el |l —nel | 1" sputtered the doctor

He was rubbing the finger that had touched the dried black stain on the desk. He lifted the dead
man’'s right hand. Wth one pal mhe rubbed the top of the snpboth desk thoughtfully.

"Hunph! Chemically inpossible!"

"That’s what | thought," said Captain Graves, "but | was waiting for your opinion. Hs wist is

sl ashed by the broken glass. That would be his blood. |'ve heard sone of the old famlies claimit’s
bl ue, but I’'ve never heard of that color even with a black sheep."

"Yes, his wist was cut by the glass," said the nedical exam ner. "He had been drinking. Sonme one
was with him*"

"I"d judged that," said Captain Graves, referring to the decanter of red liquor and the two

gl asses on the desk. One of the gl asses was shattered. "Perhaps he brought his hand down suddenly
and broke the glass. It mght have been he was struck."

"He wasn't struck," said the nedical exam ner. "There is no sign of violence, except for the cut

on his wist."

Arthur Jotther spoke unexpectedly with his nmeek, small voice

"I don't think M. Vandersleeve was quarreling with any one. He seermed to be in an extrenely

jovial nmood. As a matter of fact, it was | he was drinking with. He invited ne, which was nost

unusual . We had two drinks. Then he said he did not want to be disturbed. | heard himlock the
door. "

"Vell —wel | —wel I !'" sputtered the nmedical examiner. "l was about to say perhaps the liquor—t m ght
have had sonething to do with the color of the bl ood—but wait!"

Wth expert novenent, the doctor produced a small lancet. Wth this he nade a slight, deep

incision across an area of the dead man’s arm The bl ood of the corpse was thick and did not flow
But in the opened vein it was as black as that staining the desk

"I suffered no ill effects fromthe drinks," suggested Jotther. "If you'll pardon ne, | think
perhaps the noney m ght have sonething to do with it."

"1've been thinkin about that noney," said Captain Gaves. "There's several grand on the desk

So it wasn't robbery. Doc, is there evidence of poison?"

"Vell, it'’s ny first experience with dark blood," retorted the exam ner. "Offhand, 1'd say it
probably is poison."

"Then it could be suicide," said Captain Graves, but his eyes were boring into Arthur Jotther

"Or there might have been poison placed in his glass. By the way, M. Jotther, what do you think?"
The quick, direct question indicated Captain Gaves already had a suspicion of his own. Arthur
Jotther’s reply came with a slap of surprise

"l don't believe M. Vandersleeve killed hinself," he said, wildly. "There is considerabl e noney
m ssing. Wuld you object to ny counting the noney on the desk?"

Captain Graves whistled to hinself

"As far as M. Vandersl eeve's death is concerned,"” added Arthur Jotther, "perhaps | could be said
to have good reason for wishing it. Though | was his secretary, he was bitterly opposed to ny hope

of marrying Geneva, his daughter. Despite that, | believe | have been bequeathed a snmall fortune in
his will."

"I"l'l be dammed!" expl oded Captain Gaves. "O K.! Count the noney!"

The mld little man fingered the notes and silver quickly. "It comes to $18, 450.80," he

speci fied. "That means the sum of $131,549.20 is mssing."

Captai n Graves exclai med again

"That’s a |l ot of nmoney and it’'s a clever cover-up! It proves no ordinary crook pulled this job
Sormebody’s smart, too smart! Al right, doc. Any nore ideas on what killed hin®"

The nmedi cal exami ner had stripped back the millionaire’'s shirt. He was tentatively touching a
mark directly over Vandersleeve's heart

This was a round bl ack spot, round as a perfect circle

"Funny," murrmured the nedical examiner. "And it seens to penetrate deeply. It’'s sonmething nore

than a surface discoloration. It will require an autopsy, of course, to determne its true
character, but | would say offhand that black spot either originated fromthe heart or goes all the
way in."

"Then he was hit?" quizzed the captain. "By what kind of a weapon?"

"No, | don't nmean that. It isn't a bruise. The skin is unbroken and so are the veins underneath
It’s—well, it's just a black spot—black Iike his blood."

Captain Graves eyed Arthur Jotther keenly. The mld little man nust be clever. Wthout reason he
had vol unteered the admi ssion he stood to profit by Vandersleeve's death. That he had wanted to
marry the millionaire s daughter

"How do you know about the correct anount of npney?" Graves suddenly questioned

Arthur Jotther was not in the |east disturbed

"M . Vandersl eeve brought $150, 000 cash out fromthe city," he said quietly. "The sumwas to take



up a secret land option on the harbor. The other party insisted the paynent be nmade in cash."
"And who is this other party?"

"l have no neans of knowi ng," said Jotther. "M. Vandersleeve did not confide in me. Also, | know
he destroyed the letter he received. He informed ne of the purpose of the noney. He was to have
conpl eted the deal tonight."

"Has bi g deal on—doesn’t want to be disturbed—and pulls a gangster party," nuttered Captain

G aves.

Chapter 11. HANDS | N THE DARK

CAPTAI N GRAVES' S words cleared up much of the nystery of the night’s weird happenings. Wile
Andr ew Podrey Vandersl eeve had died at his desk with a nysterious black spot over his heart, his
guests had staged their own conception of how hoodl unms m ght enjoy thensel ves at a bl owout.

The luridly painted wonen and the snarling, roughly garbed men were nenbers of the swankiest set.
The guns they used were | oaded with harm ess bl anks. Menbers of society were giving an inmitation of
their belief how the underworld would dress and act.

It had been a "gangsters’ party." Staid, exclusive Westchester woul d be nany a day recovering
fromthe night’'s bloody orgy. For the scene in the highway had not been on the program

"W’ Il have every last man and woman in the house come through this room" announced G aves. "I
want no word passed out as to what they will see, until they are in here to see it."

Anmong all of the gasping socially elect conducted through the death roomwere two distinctive
figures. Perhaps it was because their hair was of somewhat the same flam ng color.

"Red" Mahoney, a novie news caneraman, had been grinding out sone "shots" of the gangster party.
It would go to the screen under the heading, "Oddities in the News."

Red was now seething with enthusiasmfor his calling. The big six-foot caneraman with the bl azing
red hair was now on the trail of real news. It is a real picture when a playboy of the prom nence of
Happy Joe Carpenter and a couple of State coppers |lie dead together on a highway in Westchester.
It was even bigger news for Red when he |earned the millionaire who had sponsored the party was
hi msel f rmurdered. Mahoney wel coned that visit in the library. H s picture-mnded anbition was all
set on getting a news-reel shot of Andrew Podrey Vandersleeve as he sat at his desk, dead.

To that end, Red was spotting every possible nook of conceal ment for a canera.

The other person with bizarre hope was a young woman. No anmount of badly placed cosnetics could
conceal her beauty. Even the unusual redness of her painted |lips only brought out the gol den
intelligence of her eyes.

This young woman’s hair was not red. It was nore |ike each separate hair had been rubbed w th

gl i stening gol den powder.

For this outstanding guest at the Vandersl eeve gangster party was none other than Patricia
Savage. She was a cousin of the noted Doc Savage. At tines, she had shared a small part of the
adventures of the great scientist, humanitarian and man of action.

The body of the dead mllionaire had been placed to cause the black spot over his heart to show
to each person entering. It was a gruesone experinent. Policenen stood handy.

VWhen a woman screanmed and fainted, she was pronptly renoved. Captain Gaves was not usually a
hard man. But two of his best men had been Kkilled.

Graves was convinced the confederate of the outside holdup nmen was still anong the guests. Wth
his men wel| stationed, he was studying the reactions of each person conming into the room

An assistant with Red Mahoney slipped a novie canera and a nagazi ne on which the filmis run,
into the library. Intent on his psychol ogi cal experinment, Captain Graves did not note the failure of
two visitors to leave the library with the others.

Patricia Savage slipped behind the vel vet drapery in an al cove.

As the last line of guests noved out, Patricia | earned about the black blood, the black spot and
the curious circunstance of the m ssing noney.

Captain Graves closed the library door. The guests had passed out of the room

Gaves turned to Arthur Jotther.

"The circunstances remain such that |1'Il have to hold you for questioning," he said. "Now you
m ght tell us what you’ ve done with the hundred and thirty-one grand? | suppose you thought by
br eaki ng Vandersl eeve’ s whi sky glass, it would escape analysis. | expect we'll find this black

poi son on the pieces."
Arthur Jotther remained cool.

"l expected to be arrested,” he said, quietly. "I don’t see how you could do anything el se.
However, | hope | get clear soon enough to help find the real nurderer."

Captain Graves, after formally holding Arthur Jotther, seenmed puzzled as to his next procedure.
"We' Il have an autopsy as quickly as possible," he instructed the nedical exam ner. "There isn't

much to be done until we find the character of the poison."

The doctor had been exam ning the dead man’ s eyes.

"Maybe there'll be poison, but | doubt it," he decided.

"There's got to be sonmething!" growl ed Captain Graves. "Wat’'s that black spot?"
"You tell me that, and we won't need an autopsy," said the exani ner.



Before Captain Graves could reply, the library flared brilliantly with a white |ight. From behind
an al cove curtain close to Pat Savage canme the little clicking grind of a novie camera in operation.
Red Mahoney had nade a quick set-up. He was burning a calciumflare that would | ast about a
mnute and a half. Already he had the biggest nurder news of the day recorded in the running strip
of cellul oid.

Captain Graves roared and his big body shoved across the room He snatched the drapery to one
side. Red grinned at himevenly.

"Hell o, captain," he remarked calmy, still turning the little crank. "Saw a chance to get a good
shot and thought | wouldn’'t bother you. Mnd noving over just a little."

"You'll get no shot in here, an’ you know it!" rapped the State police captain. "Here! G me that
magazi ne! "

"But |'ve already got it," chuckled Red. "It's now the property of the Future Pictures

Cor porati on and—=

"I don't care if it’s the property of all Hollywood, you' re not taking it with you!" roared

Captai n Graves. "Johnson, grab the machine!"

Johnson, a burly State copper, seized the nagazi ne. The knobby fist of Red punched outward and
upward. The State copper was unfortunately exposing his chin. But as he started to topple, Captain
Graves fastened a throttling hold upon Mahoney.

The captain hooked the novie nagazine with his other hand.

"That punch will get you about sixty days to cool off," he advised Red Mahoney. "And we'll take
good care of this nmovie shot. It’'s one that will never reach—=

The |ights went out. The darkness came so quickly it seemed to puff black snoke into every one’'s
eyes. Red twi sted | oose fromCaptain Graves. But the irate trooper, Johnson, was up and sw ngi ng. He
paid Red back in full for the sock on the chin.

Captain Graves felt the novie fil mmagazine ripped fromhis hand. He swung wildly at a figure he
could not see in the darkness. A man’s hard, sinewy fingers gripped his throat, then |let him go.
Patricia Savage was slithering across the room Her small feet nade no sound in the deep rug. She
was groping for the outer door when it swung unexpectedly in her face.

Pat got through before any one could interfere. All lights in the big house were off. From
downstairs came fem nine shrieks.
Pat coul d hear some one noving rapidly away fromthe library. She could not tell if the unseen

person had been inside or close to the door on the outside.
Pat was recalling the position of a telephone in the hallway off the reception room downstairs.
She wanted to call her cousin, Doc Savage, at his Manhattan skyscraper headquarters.

BACK in the library, Gaves produced a flashlight. Red Mahoney was sitting on the floor. Bl ood
was oozing fromhis chin where Johnson’s knuckl es had rapped him

"Now hand me back that film nmagazine!" ordered Captain G aves.

"Don’t make nme | augh," said Red. "My face hurts!"

"Who grabbed the box?" demanded the captain.

H s light swept the faces of his nen. It picked out the medical exam ner. Arthur Jotther was
standi ng peaceably beside a State policenman. The flashlight uncovered no other person in the room

“I'f | thought you had sone one do that, |’'d have you up six nmonths for resisting and assault,"
the captain told Red.
"You' Il never be fanous," predicted Red, gloonmily. "You can't buck the news-reels, an’ | haven't

got the thing, anyway." Mahoney was speaking the truth. He didn't have it.

UP on the eighty-sixth floor of New York’s nost inpressive skyscraper, a slight buzzing started.

A voi ce spoke nechanically.

"This is a robot speaking. You are advised Doc Savage is absent. But any nessage you care to
deliver will be recorded on a Dictaphone and will cone to Doc Savage's attention later. You nay
proceed w th whatever you wish to say."

"Doc," said Pat Savage in a low voice, "I amat the Vandersleeve residence near Port Chester.
Vander sl eeve has been nurdered. Three other persons have been killed. There was a bl ack spot over
Vander sl eeve’s heart, and a | arge anmbunt of noney was taken in a queer manner. There was—

I'n Doc Savage’'s headquarters the nechanical device recorded Pat’s words thus far. It also

recorded a muffled gasping sound. This, too, came fromPat's throat. The instrument further put on
the Di ctaphone record for Doc or his men a slight bunping crash.

This latter was the tel ephone being slapped from Pat Savage' s hand.

The pal m grasping Pat’s nmouth was snmooth and cold. In her ear a voice nuttered:

"I f you' ve brought Doc Savage into this, it will be his last big adventure. As for you—~

Pat had no opportunity to scream Her sudden captor discovered he had got hold of a wildcat in

t he darkness. Tapered toes bruised his shins. One small hand with strong fingers fastened on an ear
and tw sted.

The man breathed heavily and swore vilely in Pat’s face. She | owered her head and tried to butt
the man on the nose or chin.



"You red-headed hellion!" grated her captor. "I'Il fix you for that!"

Pat al ways becane nadder when she was cal |l ed redheaded. Though she couldn't breathe, she dug an
elbow into the man’s ribs. They crashed against a door. This led to the basement stairs. It was
unl ocked and it swung open.

Pat collected a nunber of bruises in the next two seconds. It is likely her captor gathered nore.
They rolled together down the stairs and | anded on a concrete floor in the darkness.

Pat was half stunned. But now she was bl azing nad. She had cone to the "gangster party" arned
with her special automatic. In keeping with the occasion, it had been | oaded only with blank
cartridges.

But even bl anks, at close range, are hard on the eyes. Pat waited until the man let out a
revealing snarl. The pistol erupted into his face. The man recoiled, swearing lustily.

Luckily for him the autonatic contained only blanks. The two flashes of hot powder were

bl i nding. The sharp expl osi ons brought a rush of feet in the upper hallway. Red Mahoney and a State
copper with a flashlight appeared on the stairway.

Pat’s assailant had fled through the rear of the basement. State policenen searched the cellar.
They returned enpty-handed.

"He craw ed out through a back w ndow," one reported.

Red Mahoney was fast for a big man. Wiile Pat was watching the coppers carry on their hunt, Red
set up his camera. He was grinding away as a cal cium fl ared.

Pat had been expl ai ning how a man had sei zed her in the hallway. She evaded the real reason for
the attack. She said she had tried to tel ephone to a friend.

STATE POLI CE were searching upstairs for a man who m ght show powder burns. None was found. A
check showed there was no accurate guest |ist whereby a mssing man coul d be di scovered.

Red Mahoney grinned at Pat Savage.

"l lost the filmof Vandersleeve upstairs,
that’ s—say! Look at this!"

He was digging into his |eather case for a new magazine. He closed the case suddenly and stepped
close to Pat.

"Li sten, M ss Savage,
case."

Mahoney scratched his head in perplexity.

"Whoever doused the lights and grabbed the filmwants that picture to appear on the screen,”
stated Pat, wisely. "Now | wonder why?"

Red supplied the answer.

"To throw a scare into sonmebody, I’'Il bet," he said.

Pat nodded. Captain Graves was still holding Arthur Jotther. The social register guests of the
"gangster party" were being checked as witnesses and rel eased.

Pat was hopi ng Doc Savage had received her nessage.

he said, mournfully. "I haven't got a thing

he confided. "That picture of the nmurder room has been put back in ny

Chapter 111. THE DEATH TRAP

CLARK SAVAGE, JR, was the inconspicuous lettering in bronze. This was set on the netal door. Doc
Savage' s headquarters occupied the eighty-sixth floor of a towering nass of glittering netal and
stone. This was one of Manhattan’s greatest skyscrapers.

An el evator cane up. The car made a slight hissing noise. This elevator was Doc’s private car. It
traveled with greater speed than the w nd.

An uncouth figure stepped forth. The man’s notion could only be described as anbling. Hairy hands
trail ed bel ow the knees of short legs. Fat ears and the | ow forehead were covered with stiff reddish
bristles.

The man hinsel f m ght have been a huge trained ape. H's broad nose sniffed. In front of the door
bearing the sign, he paused to listen.

Doc’s five staunch conpanions had formed this habit of caution. This was why they continued to
survive al nost incredible dangers.

The apeli ke individual was "Mnk." The world of chemi stry knew hi mas Lieutenant Col onel Andrew

Bl odgett Mayfair. He was one of the world s |eading industrial chemsts. But to his conpani ons and
to his friends he was just Monk.

Monk entered Doc’s reception room Sone of the world s npst hunted and npst dangerous crimnals
had been received there. In this roomhad been forned canpai gns of adventure reaching into the
utternost parts of the world.

Soneti mes a tel ephone nessage started Doc Savage and his five nen upon quests strange and wi de.

But none had ever been stranger than that already recorded in the voice of Patricia Savage on the
Di ct aphone record of the tel ephone.

Monk perceived such a record had been nade. It was a rule that the first man to arrive would take
the message. Usually this would then await the com ng of Doc Savage.

But at the first words pouring into his furry ear, Mnk twi sted his ugly face into an even uglier
grimace. The apelike chem st sensed danger. This apparently threatened Pat Savage. Mnk's regard for



Doc’ s beautiful cousin stirred an i mredi ate deep enoti on.

"Dang everything!" he nuttered. "Some day she's goin’ to get in a jamshe won't get out of! An’
Doc ain't even in town!"

But Doc Savage was in Manhattan. At that nmoment he was noving toward his headquarters. But Mnk
was not aware of this. He did not know where to reach the renarkable nan of bronze.

"Al'l over sonme buzzard of a mllionaire!" piped Mnk, shifting the recording needle and |istening
again to the bunping disruption of the circuit at the end. "An' sonebody’s grabbed Pat!"

He had heard the sl apping conmotion when the phone at the Vandersl eeve nansi on had been snatched
from Pat’s hand.

Monk thunmbed through a directory of Westchester County. The | ocation of the Vandersl eeve estate
was easily established. Monk went into one of the back roons. Wien he returned, there was a bul ge
under one arm He was equi pped with an automatic superfiring pistol and various other defensive
devi ces.

Monk then called a certain exclusive apartment residence club in upper Manhattan. The voice
replying was acidly sharp with sl eep and annoyance.

"I"d know t hat nonkey squeal in any zoo!" it snapped. "And anybody el se woul d have too nany
brains to wake up a man in the mddle of the night. Now |’ m going back to bed!"

"Listen, you slobberin’ nouthpiece!" squeaked Monk. "Pat’s gone an’ got herself in ajanm It's a
murder, four of ‘eml They got Pat an’—

At the exclusive club end of the tel ephone wire Brigadi er General Theodore Marl ey Brooks, known
as "Ham' to his conpanions and friends, cut into Monk’s rather junbled words.

"How di d you know she was grabbed, you raving ape?" he said, as he cool ed down. "You don't know
if she was nurdered because she was grabbed? It doesn’t nake sense! How do you know that?"

"If you' d shut up long enough to listen!" howl ed Monk. "I know she ain’t been nurdered because
she told ne, an’ | think she was only grabbed!"

Ham | et out a sarcastic groan at his end of the wire.

"You stay right there, you lunatic, until | come over!" he directed. "I'lI|l be there in ten

m nutes! Don't go please and try and keep cool!"

Though it was after mdnight, Hamwas a picture of what the well-dressed nan should wear, when he
arrived at Doc’s headquarters. The dapper, waspish-figured | awyer was consi dered a veritabl e Beau
Brunmel | .

He waved a thin black cane as if he first of all intended to pound some coherency into Mnk’s
hard skul|.

"Now, you ugly insect, what's this all about?" he demanded. "If you’ve |let anything happen to
Pat, 1'Il poke this thing right through your hairy neck!"

Ham s cane was the sheath for a sword blade of the finest steel. He swng the cane nenacingly.
Monk cl enched his knobs of fists.

"You quit talkin' long enough an’ 1’1l tell you what it’s all about!" he squawked. "It's one of
them Westchester mllionaires has been bunped off, an’ Pat is there, so—

"So we'll get going, and right now" interrupted Ham

He was close to a wi ndow. What | ooked like a snmall piece of chalk was in his hand. He inscribed a
few words on the glass. But the words did not show. They would only be reveal ed by a fluorescent
ray. Doc woul d | ook for the nessage when he arrived.

The verbal feud between Ham and Monk verged al nost to the point of physical conbat, before they
were downstairs and speeding fromDoc’s private garage in the basenent of the skyscraper. Mnk drove
an ordi nary-appearing roadster. It belied its appearance, being a bulletproof car with a notor of
super - power .

On the main highway in the Westchester hills |location they sought, nunmerous cars passed the
roadster. These were headed toward Manhattan. Subdued guests from the Vandersl eeve "gangster party"
were going hone. They were both sober and silent.

Ham and Monk found thensel ves bl ocked at the Vandersl eeve entrance gate.

Hal f a dozen scow ing State policenmen opposed their entrance.

"What do you want?" demanded one. "There isn't anybody here fromtown. They ve all gone. Wo are
you?"

Captain Graves trotted down the driveway. H s square face poked into the roadster.

"Huh!" he grunted. "Mre of Doc Savage's crowd, eh? Ham an' Mnk. Wl |, what are you doing here?"
"We've conme to find Patricia Savage and take her hone," said Ham

"You're too late," announced the captain.

"Too late!" Mnk's voi ce quavered. "You nean she’'s been—

"She’s been nothing!" rapped Captain Graves. "She left here with a smart, red-headed cameranan.
How d you know she was here?"

Ham dug a sharp el bow into Monk’s ribs. The shrewd | awyer deened it wise not to reveal the fact
that Pat had used a tel ephone.

"W were to call and take M ss Savage hone," said Ham "Mnd telling us what caused all the

exci tement ?"

Captain Graves continued to viewthemwth suspicion. But he told thembriefly of the nurders.



"There's nothing we can do here," Ham confided to Monk. "W'Ill have to find Doc."

ABOUT this time Doc Savage paused in the mddle of his luxurious front office. Standing al one, he
was an amazing figure of bronze. He was well above six feet in height. H s weight scaled over two
hundred pounds, but he was so symmetrically proportioned he resenbled a carved statue

Al of the bronze man's senses were readi ng what m ght have recently transpired within these
wal I s. Doc possessed no occult sense. But the acuteness of highly trained normal senses nade him
seem magi cal to others. And even before the bronze gi ant had placed the tel ephone to his ear, the

space around himwas filled with a tuneless trilling like the running of a nusical scale
Doc’s lips did not nove. Perhaps he was unconsci ous of the nel odi ous enanation. It seened to cone
fromhis whole i mense body. It was the trilling that cane in the presence of danger or when he was

concentrating deeply. A glance had revealed to himthat two of his men had been in the headquarters
only a few mnutes before

And he knew they had departed hastily

Bef ore Doc had finished receiving Patricia Savage's nessage, he was aware anot her phone nessage

had been recorded. He pernmitted the Dictaphone record to continue

"This is James Mathers speaking," came this second nessage. "I amin extrene danger and dare not
cone to you. WII you come to ny upper Fifth Avenue pent house apartnent as soon as you receive this?
The hour nakes no difference. | shall wait here. It is a matter of life and death. | may not even be

alive when you arrive. |If anything has happened, find out about the black spot."

Doc repl aced the phone and went into the | aboratory. He returned with a square bl ack box. No
visible light played fromits black | ense. But when it was pointed at the w ndow gl ass, bluish words
gl owed plainly

Doc:

Monk and | got Pat’'s nmessage. We have gone there. W will get in touch with you on the radio

HAM

Doc erased the invisible witing.

The short-wave radio receiver in the |laboratory was buzzing. The set, especially designed by Doc
woul d receive fromand broadcast to any of his cars. The roadster occupi ed by Ham and Monk was so
equi pped

Ham s voi ce was speaki ng

"Pat apparently is all right. She has |eft the Vandersl eeve residence with a cameraman cal |l ed Red
Mahoney. He is enployed by the Future Pictures Corporation on news-reels. We are on our way to
headquarters."

"You will await me here," instructed the bronze man. "On no conditions are you to |leave until |
return. Pat probably will come here. Do not permit her to | eave."

Though he had been extrenmely concerned over Pat’'s safety, the bronze nman had been deeply

consi dering the nurder of Andrew Podrey Vandersl eeve. Hi s extensive know edge of financial affairs
inthe world s greatest city brought himto a quick conclusion

He thunbed rapidly through a thick book. This was a conpilation of Wall Street reports. They went
back for several years. Yes, his nmenory had been faultless. Vandersl eeve and James Mathers, the
weal t hy broker, had once been associ ates. They had been in partnership in several large real estate
transactions

Doc lifted the phone. He got Mathers at once. The broker’s voice was shaky. Plainly he had been
awai ting Doc’s arrival

"l thought you would be on your way over here," said Mathers. "But | feel better know ng you got
the message. WII you come to ny penthouse as soon as possible? | can't tell you what it is, but an
invisible danger is very close to ne."

Doc judged Janes Mathers coul d not have heard of the Vandersl eeve nurder. The bronze man spoke
calmy

"Woul d the sanme danger be threatening Andrew Podrey Vander sl eeve?"

The bronze man snmiled a little at Mathers’s hoarse gasp of surprise

"How coul d you know about that? Well, yes—but where did you get this information about
Vander sl eeve? No one but nyself could be aware of it."

"l shall join you in a few minutes at your apartnent," said Doc

He hung up the phone before Mathers could nake a rejoinder. The note of anmzenent in Mathers’'s

voi ce had been what the bronze nman sought

A CH LL after-m dnight fog presaged the approach of dawn over upper Manhattan. The m st swat hed

the area of Central Park in gray, ghostlike clouds. The chill penetrated through open w ndows of a
sl ate-gray apartnent building which faced the park

Doc Savage ascended the short stairway |eading to the roof. The el evator service extended only to
the top floor. The spraw i ng penthouse occupi ed by Janes Mathers had been erected several years
after the main building had been conpl et ed

Shaded |ight cast a pinkish illumnation against the drifting fingers of fog. The bronze giant

did not approach the penthouse entrance directly, though he was expected. Instead, he glided toward



a | ow wi ndow of the lighted room

This roomwas a sort of conbined |ounging roomand library. It was occupied in the center by a
huge desk. A secretary's typewiter stand stood to one side.

The bronze giant pressed close to the penthouse wall. Fromthis position he studied the inner
roomfor a mnute or nore. No one appeared. There was no evi dence of Mathers’s presence. The

di sarrangenent of sonme papers on the desk drew Doc’s gaze.

Apparently sonme docunents had recently been torn and thrown into a wastebasket. Some scraps had
fallen to the floor. Though the subdued illum nati on was reassuring, something in the enptiness and
silence of the roomgave it an om nous aspect.

Doc glided swiftly toward the entrance door. There he listened. As he pressed the button, he
stepped to one side. But nothing happened. No footsteps sounded frominside. The nman of bronze woul d
have known if any one cane near the door.

Doc rang once nore. He waited only a few seconds. Then he tried the door. It yielded to his
pressure. The man of bronze noved inside, closed the door and halted. No person was in the hallway.
It had a dimlight.

The flaky gold eyes becanme little whirlpools. Doc | ooked at the open door to Mathers's library.
Wien he noved, he glided quickly into the roomand waited.

The bronze giant did not speak or call out. He was sonewhat puzzl ed, but he believed whoever

m ght be in the penthouse was well aware that he had arrived.

A quick scrutiny failed to reveal the presence of Janes Mathers. Then Doc’s eyes turned to the

bi g desk. He picked out details quickly. A few words had been witten on a paper in the typewiter.
Doc read this across the room

Wait here for nme, Doc Savage.

WIIl return in a few mnutes.

Doc glided to the desk. Wth quick hands he overturned the wastebasket, scrutinizing each scrap

of paper. A crunpled paper was at the bottom of the basket. Doc snmoothed it out.

The paper contained only nanes. These were written one bel ow another. Qpposite each of these was

a deep bl ack spot. The spots were as round as a perfect circle. Only the bronze nan’s keen eyes
coul d have detected the mcroscopic lines in the spots. He held a powerful magnifying | ense briefly
over each nark.

There were ei ght names on the paper. James Mathers and Andrew Podrey Vandersl eeve were in the

list. Doc instantly identified the other six names as those of nen either now, or at one tine, high
up in the financial affairs of Wall Street.

The bronze gi ant suddenly ceased exanination of the paper. To his ears had cone a hissing sound,

so faint no other man woul d have detected it. At the same noment Doc becanme aware of a slightly

di zzy sensation as if he had suddenly becone very tired.

Suddenly the roomwas filled with the rare exotic trilling. It was like a wind playing over wires
or through the small aperture of a window. But all w ndows were tightly closed.

That faint hissing continued. The bronze giant weaved a little on his massive |l egs as he started
toward an al cove covered by rich draperies. He swept the curtains aside.

A square netallic container was sitting on the floor. Fromit cane the faint hissing sound. A
ghostly blue light played over a snall pipe projecting fromthe top of the box.

Doc caught it up. He was staggering as he reached a wi ndow. He smashed out the glass as he hurled
the container onto the roof. Then he pulled fresh air into his lungs. Gas and ether under pressure
had been burning in the box.

Chapter |V. THE DEATH FEAR

DOC SAVAGE opened several windows. Chill night air flowed in. The carbon nopnoxi de gas generated

by the gas-and-ether death trap cleared out rapidly. Still slightly dizzied, the man of bronze began
a qui ck search of the penthouse.

Doc darted into the roomadjoining the library and | ounging room This was thickly carpeted. It

was in darkness. Doc penciled his flashlight. The roomwas enpty.

There appeared to be no closets and only one w ndow al cove. |f Mathers had been nurdered, Doc

bel i eved he woul d have been | eft where he had died. The bronze man had evol ved a tentative theory
whi ch gave hima good reason for this belief.

But neither Mathers in the flesh nor his body was anywhere to be found.

Doc returned to the doorway |eading to the | ounging room He took a snall vial fromhis pocket.

Wal ki ng carefully, he sprinkled a grayish powder over the thick carpet. Then he stepped to one side.
He flicked off his flashlight.

I mredi ately there appeared a queer greenish glow on the floor. This shaped into prints like a

man’'s feet m ght have nade. Al ongside this row of footprints appeared a continuous gl ow ng.

Doc knew sone heavy object had been dragged across the carpet. Probably it was a man’s body. The
glowing trail led to the wall. But there was no door there, and no closet. Only a flat bookcase.
The powder Doc had distributed was a chemical formula of his own conposition. This fluoresced

with the slowy rising nap of the carpet where it had been recently disturbed.

Doc stood before the flat bookcase. The case appeared to be built solidly into the wall. The



bronze gi ant pressed an ear close to a row of books. H's handsone features set in grimlines. He had
heard the rasping of a man’s choki ng breath.

Few persons woul d have found the conbination. Doc’s thunb pressed what appeared to be nerely a

part of the wood carving. The bookcase swung outward.

JAMVES MATHERS, broker, was huddl ed into the closet. Doc’'s quick scrutiny revealed a ventilating

wi ndow. This was open. Fresh air was flowing into the closet. Carbon nonoxi de fumes fromthe death
trap in the | ounging roomcoul d not have reached the inprisoned broker.

The man of bronze nmade note of a stairway |eading dowward. It probably had been provided by the
broker: a secret exit. Possibly the man really feared a nurderous attack.

Cords bound Mathers’s wrists and ankles. As Doc freed the man, he nmade note of the broker’s

muscul ar and beefy strength. It would have seenmed that he might have broken the binding cords |oose.
They had seenmingly been tied carel essly.

MATHERS pul l ed a tape gag fromhis lips. He groaned |oudly.

"You were alnobst too |late, Doc Savage,"” he conplained. "I'd have been left to die in there, or it
woul d have been the bl ack spot! But sonebody wanted to get you. I’'Il bet ny phone wire has been
t apped. "

Doc made no comment on this. Cearly the gas-and-ether trap had been a nurderer’s trick. That it
was not intended to kill Mthers, was plain enough. If the broker's life was threatened, then why
had he been spared this tinme?

Mat hers made his way into the | ounging room He had an answer as to why he had escaped.
"I"malive only because | had no considerabl e amount of noney that could be taken," declared
Mat hers. He stared at the note in the typewiter, that stated he would be back in a few m nutes.
"I did not wite that nessage," he stated.

"You were waiting in here for me?" suggested Doc.

"Yes, and the lights went out suddenly. | called Konmolo, nmy man. He was the only one about. But
he didn't answer. Then | was struck across the forehead."

"What becane of this Konol 0?" said Doc.

"We' || have to see about that," replied Mathers.

Konol o, Mathers’s personal servant, was an odd person. He was a Japanese. But unlike his racial
brethren, he was a giant in size. Doc instantly judged Konol o mi ght not have originated in the
islands of his native land. He had nore the stature of some of the men of North China.

Konmol o was unconsci ous. He had been pushed into a closet in the entrance hallway. Recovering
slowmy, he declared he had been attacked from behind and hal f strangl ed.

"l have no see this intruder," stated Konolo. "He has have nuch strength. | was quickly made not
toresist."

Konmol 0’ s throat bore marks of fingers. Doc apparently took little note of the Jap’s story.

RETURNI NG to the | ounge room Mathers’s big hands probed into a pocket. He produced a package of
cigarettes. A paper fluttered to the floor. Doc picked this up. He handed it to Mathers. The broker
lit a cigarette with quivering fingers. Qutwardly, he was show ng evidence of being under terrific
strain.

Mat hers read the note from his pocket slowy, aloud:

"Mat hers: You have brought Doc Savage to his death. Your own time has not yet cone. Others are
first."

The note was signed with a round bl ack spot.

G ancing at the letters, Doc scrutinized the lettering of the note still in Mathers's typewiter.
Bot h notes had been witten on the nachine.

Mat hers drew two other notes froma desk drawer. Each was signed only with a round bl ack spot.

Doc saw that these two notes had been typed on a different nachine. He nade a qui ck exam nation with
a powder that |ooked like a fine dust.

The man of bronze had finger prints, several of them They were not those of some person outside
the room They were the finger prints of Mathers hinmself, left as he had handl ed the notes.

"We'll see what this may show, " said Doc.

Then he dusted the keys of the typewiter. One by one, he put themunder the glass. He had

checked every letter used in the note telling himto wait for Mathers. The keys all had been w ped
cl ean.

The man of bronze said nothing. Wthout finger prints fromthe keys of the machine, he had no
means of checki ng whet her Mathers mght or m ght not have witten the notes.

Mat hers fidgeted and grew nore apopl ectic.

"The whole thing’s an extortion plot," he finally asserted. "|'ve been threatened by tel ephone by
sone one calling hinmself the ‘Black Spot.’ He has been telling a crazy story about how three other
men will die as proof to me that | can't escape. And he demands a cool mllion when, as he has said,
the lesson of three nmurders has had tinme to sink in. Possibly the man is insane."

"Possibly," stated Doc, quietly. "But | mentioned Andrew Podrey Vandersleeve to you over the



phone. Do you think he m ght be one of the three to prove this extortioni st neans busi ness?"
"Good grief, yes!" croaked Mathers. "This other thing happening nade ne al nost forget that! How
did you know?"

"Vander sl eeve was nurdered tonight," replied the bronze man. "It appears he had a bl ack spot on
hi s body when he was found."

Doc was watching Mathers closely. There was no m staking the quick grayness of his beefy cheeks
The broker was visibly shaky. He was scared through and through

"But, Savage—toni ght—’'ve been too late, then, for himbut | nmust ask you to help me—there wll
be others."

"I will do what |I can, where lives are at stake," stated Doc. "Who are the other two of the three
men you say are to die?"

"I—-ell, | don't know exactly," said Mathers. "Only, if you'll let me, | want to stay with you
until this thing is cleared up. Perhaps | can discover the nanes of the other two nmarked for murder
before it is too late."

"I't will be all right for you to stay under what protection | can give," stated Doc, then added
grimMy: "as | had intended to keep you with nme."

THE man of bronze had his own thoughts concerning the story of an extortion plot related by

Mat hers. He was recalling the nanes of the list of eight on the crunpled paper in the broker’s
wast ebasket

It was plain enough to Doc that Mathers had been hol di ng out sonething. Perhaps he had refrained
fromtelling a great deal

Doc had noted that Vandersleeve's name had been at the top of that list. It was only logical to
suppose the next name bel ow mi ght be the next in order in the murder colum.

The man of bronze acted on intuition. Vandersl eeve was dead. |If Mathers's story were only partly
true, it was likely the murderer would waste no time in striking again.

Mat hers stared at Doc when he picked the tel ephone fromthe broker’s desk. He started visibly
when Doc gave the nunber. It was the town residence phone of Homer Pearsall. Pearsall was one of the
bi ggest real estate dealers. He had taken sone fliers in the stock market of boomtines

Mat hers said, "Were did you get his nane?"

Doc was waiting for his nunber. He did not reply. Mathers’'s eyes rolled toward his wastebasket. A
deep flush reddened his beefy cheeks

A wonan answered the Pearsall tel ephone

"M. Pearsall is spending the night on his houseboat on the Hudson River," she replied to Doc’s
inquiry. "He expects to return to the city about noon tonorrow "

"Where is the houseboat anchorage?" demanded Doc

The worman gave hima | ocati on near a convergence of two hi ghways al ong the Westchester shore of
the Hudson

"It is anchored bel ow there, under the bluff," she said

Mat hers came to his feet. Hi s eyes seened to be trying to cram fromtheir deep sockets

"CGood grief! The fool! Up there on his houseboat!"

"So you did know he m ght be one of the three nmarked nmen?" said Doc, softly.

"Well, | only suspected he mght be," nuttered Mathers
"Not only might be, but he is," asserted Doc. "And if sonething doesn’t happen, anything we can
do probably will be too late. You nmay cone with ne."

VWHEN Doc Savage issued instructions, his nen obeyed inplicitly. Monk and Ham had reached the
headquarters shortly after Doc had gone to Mathers’s penthouse. For perhaps half an hour, they had
been jabbing at each other verbally.

The man of bronze had thoughtfully renoved the record fromthe tel ephone. The pair of verba

feudi sts had no nmeans of know ng where Doc m ght be

The tel ephone buzzed. Ham sprang to the instrunment. Monk planted hinself on the extension. The

bi g chem st was prepared to trace the call instantly, if it happened to be that kind of a call. It
was.
A col orl ess voice croaked, "Homer Pearsall will be the next victimof the black spot. Keep out of

this, Doc Savage, if you value the lives of your nmen or your own."

"Hey!" Ham started to utter a question

The phone was dead

"Too fast for nme," conplained Monk. "I didn't have any tine to have the call traced."

"Homer Pearsall?" said Ham "I know that guy. He's got one of those oversize houseboats anchored

up the Hudson. Say, if Doc knew about this, he'd do sonmething. But he told us to stay here until he
cane back."

"Huh, you smart nouthpiece, try usin’ your head," grinned Monk. "He told us to stay here, but

he’ d probably want us to dig into this thing. Well, he didn't |eave any order for Renny or Long Tom
or Johnny to wait for him"

"You're right!" gasped Ham "You keep on and you'll really be an educated ape! You start calling



them 1’1l find out where this Pearsall is hanging out, right now"

COLONEL JOHN RENW CK, better known as "Renny," was sitting up over the problemof taking on an
engineering job in South America. He was anong the world s |eading civil engineers. But he preferred
adventuring with Doc Savage, to routine projects

"Holy cow " he booned into the tel ephone. "An’ | was just tryin' to frame sone way of keepin' out

of South Anerica! Maybe this is the out! Wi do we start smashi ng?"

Renny was a giant in stature and breadth. His fists were his greatest asset, according to his own
way of thinking. Thinking out abstruse engineering problens was rel axation. Snashing door panels and
hard heads with his mammot h knuckl es was a spl endid vocation

W 1liam Harper Littlejohn, known as "Johnny," archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st, draw ed sl eepily when

he was call ed

"Qut of the evanescent phantasnagoria of the nebul ous opaqueness conmes homicidal nysticismto
distract the slovenly nentality. | shall be present forthwith."

Johnny had once occupi ed the chair of science in a | eading university. He never used a short word
where a | onger one woul d serve, except when he was excited. Awakening in the mddle of the night to
chase a real or mythical nmurderer did not excite the scholarly Johnny. He was a |living skeleton in
body and a whole tree full of wildcats in spirit and action

"Long Tom'—Maj or Thomas J. Roberts—the electrical w zard of Doc’s outfit, was laconic. He had the
appearance of a nan too close to death to waste his energy talking. H s snmall body and unheal t hy
pal l or had fool ed many nen. They often di scovered their m stake about Long Tonis possibilities after
they had been smacked down

"I"l1l be right over," was all Long Tomreplied

Thus it happened that three of Doc’s nmen were soon speedi ng through upper Manhattan in the
direction of the Westchester banks of the Hudson. These three did not suspect they were going
contrary to the bronze man’s w shes

Doc Savage had directed Ham and Monk to wait for himin order to keep them clear of what he
believed to be a widespread nmurder plot. At this nonment there seened to be nothing of sinister

i mportance aboard the houseboat of Honer Pearsall

HOVER PEARSALL was a sal | ow conpl exi oned man who | ooked drained of vitality by the fast life of
the financial district. H's greatest interest lay in real estate coups

Toni ght he was in a jovial nood. He was aboard his nodern houseboat on the upper Hudson. Two
husky men servants had acconpani ed him The houseboat itself was a small floating pal ace

The servants acted as Pearsall’s guards. Both were tough and both were well arned

Pearsal |l had reached the houseboat shortly before midnight. His first nove was to open a safe in
the | uxurious cabin of the boat. In this he placed a sizeabl e package

"Al'l right, Burke," he snapped briskly at one of the guards. "There's a big wad of dough in that
package. You boys mi ght keep undercover, but see that no one conmes aboard until you get ny signal
"This fellow |’ mdealing with has to keep in the background. |'m nmeeting himup the shore with
the launch. He wanted ne to bring the dough, but he’'ll have to cone back with ne to get it."
Later in the night, Pearsall slipped into his fast |aunch

Pearsall piloted the small | aunch close in along the bluff. At a point about half a mle above
the houseboat, the outlines of oil and gas storage tanks | ooned back of an ol d wharf

Pearsall cut off the lights of the launch. Wth a flashlight he sent short stabs of illum nation
toward the shore

"Hell o, on shore!" he called, cautiously.

"Right in here!" directed a nuffled voice. "Stand up and toss your line!"

"Sure!" said Pearsall, erecting hinmself and hol ding the | oop of the nooring rope

The nose of the launch bunped. Pearsall saw a single figure step out of the fog. H s flashlight
outlined the face. Probably he could have identified the man afterward.

But Honer Pearsall never had the opportunity. The mllionaire real estate manipul ator did not
know when his | aunch cane broadside to the ol d wharf

There had been no shot. No bl ow had been struck. No nmoverent of violence had been nmade

Wthout a sound Pearsall fell on his face in the cockpit of his boat

AT this time, another boat was noving into the river near Pearsall’s houseboat. It was a | eaky
rowboat. In it were Renny, Long Tom and Johnny.

Chapter V. MORE BLACK BLOOD

LONG TOM pul l ed on the oars of the old rowboat. One of the rusty |locks tore |oose. Long Tom swore
gently under his breath, and jamred the thing back into place

"Do you think maybe Doc’s got here?" questioned Renny. "W didn't see anything of a car."

"Doc woul d have parked it off the highway sonewhere," stated Long Tom "Anyway, that houseboat’s
all lighted up, but there isn't any party going on."

"An eminently correct assunption,” replied the scholarly Johnny. "Bacchanalian revelry has



apparently subsided. Mreover, conrades, there exists an om nous and depressing qui etude."

"If you're neanin’ there ain’t any noise," nuttered Renny, "lI'd say it was too darn qui et out
there."

This was true. Every electric bulb on Honmer Pearsall’s houseboat was doing its best to dispel the
fog. The craft swung by two anchor chains in the Hudson current.

But no voice hailed the approaching rowboat.

"Take it easy," cautioned Renny. "I don't like the set-up. It ain't natural to have all those
lights an’ nobody novin' around."”

Long Tomslid the rowboat silently under the downriver end of the big houseboat. The hull of the
craft was constructed like a barge. Pearsall’s floating pal ace had roons for two-score guests.
Long Tom and Johnny got to the deck of the houseboat without a sound. Renny caught hold of the
rather flinmsy rail and heaved hinself up. The piece of rail splintered and cracked |oudly.

Johnny and Long Tom crouched in a shadow. They whi spered hoarse words of caution at the

bl undering engi neer. Their caution appeared to be wasted. Light streaned in a fanlike patch fromthe
door of the forward cabin.

In the lum nance there was no novenent. Renny creaked the deck boards under his huge feet. He was
gliding along the cabin housing toward a w ndow.

"Look at this!" he grunbled. "Here's the reason there ain’t any noise!"

One toe had encountered a soft body. This was lying close to the cabin housing, away fromthe
light. Superfirer in one hand and generator flashlight in the other, Renny spread a pool of light
around the head of the man on the deck.

"Holy cow " he expl oded, hoarsely. "He's all the way dead! An’ he’'s got two guns!"

The man on the deck was surely "all the way dead." H's head lay at the wong angle to his

shoul ders. Stiffened arns stuck out. It was as if he were still pointing the heavy caliber revolvers
he hel d at sonme unseen eneny.

One of the man’s ears had been partly torn off.

"Looks |i ke sonebody slapped his face with an inky sponge,” said Long Tom "No, the stuff cane
fromhis ear. It mght be blood, but it’'s black."

Johnny passed up his long words. He was snelling inmnent danger.

Before they approached the door of the cabin, Long Tom nade a swift exami nation of the dead man’s
guns.

"That’'s funny," he comented. "The dead guy has both guns in his hands and didn't fire a shot.
What ever cracked himgot himso fast he didn't have a chance. Take it easy, fellows."

Then they saw there seenmed no great need for taking it easy. For apparently the killer had cone
and gone. Johnny identified the sall ow conpl exi oned man lying in the mddle of the cabin as the
weal t hy Homer Pearsall.

The man’s yell owed face was a gruesone spectacle. Hi s nose had been broken by a fall or a bl ow

H s mouth and chin were obscured by a dried, gummy bl ack substance.

"Keep back!" warned Johnny. "Don't touch himl Have a | ook at that mark."

The mark was a bl ack spot. It was directly over Homer Pearsall’s heart. The spot was as round as
a perfect circle.

Homer Pearsall’s eyes were open. They were glazed and w thout sight. Renny's big body shivered.

"l thought the things they call vanpires always got themin the throat," he nurnmured. "W'd
better get out of here an’ wait for Doc."

"Maybe Doc’s already here," suggested Long Tom

Johnny caught Renny’s arm and squeezed.

"Look over there," he said, hoarsely, "In that stateroom doorway."

Three pairs of eyes sought the shadows by the stateroom door. The door was partly open. The feet
of a man projected into the cabin.

"It couldn’t be—not Doc!" said Long Tom huskily.

The body in the doorway was in darkness. The feet were nute evi dence the man was dead.

It was not the body of Doc Savage. The man of bronze had not yet reached the houseboat. This
corpse was that of an ugly customer with cauliflower ears. H's clothes had been torn partly off. The
glare of Johnny’'s flashlight picked out a perfectly round black spot over the man's heart.

The dead nan was clutching a sawed-off shotgun with both hands. Apparently he had been attenpting
to reach the wi ndow of the stateroom The shotgun had not been di scharged.

"We' Il have a | ook over the boat," suggested Renny. "Stick together and everybody be ready to
shoot . "

Wth the superfirers held ready, the three men started back through the boat. The |ights renained
on. In a few mnutes, they had visited every stateroom Only the lower hold of the barge |ike craft
remai ned unexpl or ed.

The odor of bilge water came up to them froma darkened hatchway. The three men returned to the
mai n cabi n.

Then they saw the noney scattered on the floor. A small safe in the wall had been bl own open. A
wad of bills had been torn apart. The snallest of these appeared to be century notes.

"Don't touch them" advised Johnny. "W’ d better conceal ourselves outside and wait for Doc.



He' Il be along."

BEFORE going to the houseboat, Doc Savage had taken Janes Mathers to his skyscraper headquarters.
The position of Homer Pearsall seened to have jellied the broker with fear.

Mat hers was due for another disconcerting shock. As he entered Doc’s outer office with the bronze
man, Ham and Monk were enjoying thensel ves i mensely.

"Bl ast that red-headed nug!" how ed Monk. "Dang himl |’mgoin’ in there an’ separate himinto
smal | pieces! Tellin” me he'd prefer to be left alone! In there with Pat!"

Ham grinned at him sarcastically.

"So you' ve gone sweet on Pat, huh? | don’t blanme that redhead for not wanting you around. |’'ve an
i dea maybe Pat likes hima lot."

"Blast it!" how ed Monk. "Another crack outta you, you crack-brained shyster, an’ |'Il tw st off
your ears! | think I'Il do it anyway!"

Monk anbl ed in three hops upon the sartorially perfect Ham

Ham s right hand flicked outward. A bright steel blade flashed its point within two inches of
Monk's bristly face.

James Mathers’s nerves were already shaky. H's big beefy body shook w th apprehension. He halted
behi nd Doc Savage, just inside the doorway.

The man of bronze did not seemin the | east disturbed by what |ooked Iike a duel to the death.
The little affair of Ham and Monk did not result in bloodshed. Their duel ceased.

"Pat’s in the |laboratory, Doc," stated Ham

"An' she’'s got an ugly red-headed egg that shoots pictures in there with her!" barked Mnk.

"Red Mahoney, a novie caneraman,"” supplied Ham

"l judged Pat would be appearing," said Doc, quietly. "This is James Mathers. He will renmain here
for a while. Renny and Long Tom and Johnny have been here. Were did they go?"

Doc had gl anced at the scuffed up corner of a rug. A drumof the superfirer shells was lying on a
chair. It required no extra deduction to determnmi ne when Renny had visited a room

"Yes," said Ham "and they' re on their way to Honer Pearsall’s houseboat. W had to remain here
because of your order, but we judged they could go."

The man of bronze did not reply to that. He started toward the door of the library. H s judgnent
had brought himto a definite conclusion. H s men nust keep out of this, for the tine being, at

|l east. At the door, he turned.

"Stay here, Mathers, for a few mnutes," he directed. "Ham you and Monk go to the warehouse at
once. Tell the watchnen to take extra precautions. There nmay be an attack. Don’t either of you |eave
there until you hear fromne."

RED MAHONEY nade hinsel f conpletely at honme wherever he was. He was not a nature to be overawed
by the inportance of any person.

He was hopi ng now he would get a chance to produce the first public secret picture of Doc.

Besi des that, Patricia Savage was a very nice person to be around.

"You' Il not get a picture of Doc," said Pat.

"Yeah, | know," grinned Red Mahoney. "But the real reason you wanted ne up here was so your big
bronze cousin could get a slant at the Vandersl eeve nurder shots."

Pat Savage smiled at him

"So novi e canmeranen do have brains?" she said. "You don't suppose |I'd have had you using Doc’s
chemicals to develop that film if | hadn't expected sone little favor in return?"

Red dried the filmand slipped the reel into Doc’s projecting nachine. He clicked off the lights.
The interior of the Vandersleeve library |eaped into view. The body of the dead mllionaire
appeared. The white shirt had been pulled aside.

In the picture on the screen, the round black spot over the heart stood out clearly. The canera
had spotted many details in the nmurder room The eye of the |lens had picked up a few itens that had
escaped State Police Captain G aves.

"An excel |l ent piece of photography,"” observed a calmvoice. "And | believe this is the first tinme
I"ve had a novie caneraman for a guest."

The | aboratory was flooded with light. Red Mahoney stared at the bronze giant framed inside the
doorway.

"Thanks for the glad hand, M. Savage," he grinned. "Hope |'mnot intruding too nuch."

Doc said nothing. H s corded hands were testing parts of the camera projector. H's fingers ran
along the film

Then he remarked, "You'll he interested, Mihoney, in sone of ny new apparatus. Pat, you can show
him some of the new |l enses from Vienna. They prom se to produce new di nensi ons."

Pat was quick to understand. For sone reason her bronze cousin desired to distract Red Mahoney’s
attention.

Red was getting an eyeful of Doc’s intricate novie nechanism The man of bronze had slipped the
filmmagazine fromthe projector. H's hands worked with incredible speed. He snipped off a small bit
of the murder film This went into a pocket.



Later, Doc would put the bit through a special chenical devel oper of his own. It would bring out
nore clearly the face that had been only a shadow near a swaying drapery in the nmurder library.
Red and Pat apparently had mi ssed the shadow of the face.

Pat’s voice becane extra sweet. She turned to Doc.

"Now what shall we do next?" she inquired, as if she already had been taken in on the
investigation.

"You will return to your apartnent and get sone sleep," stated Doc, firmy. "In the norning, you
wi || go about your regul ar business of conducting the gymmasium and your beauty parlor. In a few
days, | shall call you."

"How about letting me trail along on this thing, M. Savage?" Red requested. "It'|I|l make swell

pictures! It's the kind of a chance I’'ve been waiting for."

The man of bronze shook his head. Al ready he had del ayed | onger than he had intended.

Doc had begun to suspect a peril greater than ever before had confronted himand his nen. He

never permitted their adventures to have publicity. H's work was to correct injustice in the world
and to punish or reformcrimnals. Though he |iked Red Mahoney, his reply was a direct refusal.
Red only grinned a little. Pat glanced at the caneraman in a sidel ong fashion.

If they both had the sane thought—+hat of followi ng the man of bronze—+hey had nade a great

m st ake.

Doc Savage had hardly seened to nove. Yet he was across the big | aboratory and through the door.
The barrier of chrome steel closed. There wasn’t the faintest clicking, but the lock bolts had been
shot .

"Vell, 1'll be a nonkey's grandfather!" grated Red.

He hammered at the | ocked door. For sone time, he sought a neans of opening the |ock.

"Mght as well give it up," said Pat Savage, ruefully. "That door closes on an invisible

phot ographic eye: sone kind of an electrical device. If you don't know all the answers, you never
can get it open."

"I"I'l get that door open, an’ I'mgoing to be out at that Pearsall houseboat if anything clicks.
VWhat a picture it’'Il make!"

The Pearsal |l houseboat was due to nake a picture even better than Red hoped.

Chapter VI. THE Rl VER BURNS

PAT SAVAGE had said it would require an electrical wizard to open Doc’s | aboratory door.

"Well, lady, am| a w zard or am| a w zard?" chortled Red.

The chrone steel door swung open. Mhoney did know his el ectrical equipment. Pat had given hima
hunch when she nentioned the photo-electric eye. Mahoney caught up his canera case and rushed for an
el evator.

JAMES MATHERS rode beside Doc Savage as the powerful sedan fled through the Bronx toward

West chester and the Hudson River. Elevated pillars flew by Iike fence pickets.

The fast car slowed at a highway intersection. It whipped around the turn and headed straight for

t he Hudson River.

The hi ghway was slanting toward the river bluff. Al of the stark rocks along the edge of this

were bathed in lurid crimson. Flanes, thick with black snmoke, were twisting in small cyclonic whirls
into the early norning sky.

"I was afraid of something like that," remarked Doc Savage.

"CGood grief!" ejaculated Mathers. "You think that m ght be Pearsall’s houseboat ?"

"Remain here," directed Doc, |eaping fromthe car. "If you hear any one approaching, you' d better
slip out and hide in the bushes at the top of the hill."
"But | don't want to be left up here!" squawl ed Mathers. "lI’mgoing with you!"

The broker slid his trenbling bulk into the roadway. But he was talking to enpty darkness. Doc
Savage was al ready over the edge of the bluff. The bronze giant had nade no effort to find a

pat hway.

The wall was al nbst a sheer descent for nore than a hundred feet. But there were cracks in the
rocks. Doc’s fingers and toes nade a | adder of the slightest faults.

Mat hers arrived at the top of the bluff and halted. He could not find a safe way down. The broker
saw then that the houseboat of Homer Pearsall was not burning.

But the floating palace was surrounded by spreading flane. The Hudson River for a hundred yards
or nore toward its main channel seened to have been converted into a sea of blazing oil. This fire
was shooting along the surface of the water. Already it was surroundi ng the houseboat, |icking at
t he wooden hul | .

Up by the old storage wharf, a gasoline tank spouted floating fuel onto the river. Fire had
flashed along this floating, rainbowcolored film The hungry blaze |licked at the piling of the
anci ent wharf.

Close to the big storage tank lay the body of a man. He was clad in dingy overalls. In his hand
was a police revolver. He had been the watchman over the tanks.

Tongues of flame canme up and touched his clothing. Because the overalls were greasy, they burst



into a bl aze.

ON the houseboat itself, Renny, Long Tom and Johnny had been staring at the | oose nobney on the
floor of the cabin.

"Funny a bunch of thugs woul d go around bunpi ng people off and then | eave several thousand
dollars lying around | oose, especially after they went to all the trouble to blow the safe,"
observed Long Tom "Looks like they left in a hurry.”

"Yeah!" growl ed Renny. "An’ if we're smart, we'll be doin’ the sanme thing! Doc ain't here, an’ he
ain't been here! I'"'mfor gettin' our feet back on safe ground an’ maybe watchin’ to see if he shows
up! "

"What in the devil’'s that?" rapped Long Tom junping for the door of the houseboat cabin. "The
river’s on fire!"

The ignited gasoline fromthe storage tank provided a qui ck-spreading bl aze. The houseboat was
mar ooned by flame within a few seconds.

"Perhaps we had best dunp these bodies in the old rowboat and try to get themto shore," stated
Johnny. "I know Doc will want to have a |look at them and it’'s the only decent thing to do."

They rushed to the place where they had tied the rowboat. The rope had burned off. The old
rowboat was burning several yards away. The hull of the houseboat was scorching. Fumes of burning
pai nt becane choki ng.

"Great catfish!" yelled Renny. "Didja see that?"

The others had seen it. Halfway to the shore a human arm had been thrust up through the fire. It
darted up quickly fromunder the surface. Then it was as swiftly w thdrawn.

"Sonebody’ s caught in it and he's drowning!" shouted Long Tom "Maybe it isn't too late to help
him"

The sheet of fire and the water opened al ongside the hull of the houseboat. Two arns were thrust
upwar d. Powerful hands seized the edge of the deck under the rail.

Sl eek bronze hair, seemingly waterproof and fireproof as well, heralded the arrival of Doc
Savage. His clothing dripped with flane as he vaulted onto the houseboat deck. H's big hands, with
the tendons like steel wires wapped in bronze insulation, beat out the fire.

The bronze gi ant had swm fromthe shore, remaining under the water to escape the fire. Once he
had thrust up an arm experinmentally. He had not cone to the surface until his hands had touched the
hul | of the houseboat.

The houseboat already was bl azi ng where the paint had caught. Doc’s quick survey spotted a netal
Ii feboat on the upper deck.

"Get that boat down and ready to push off," he commanded, as he whipped to the inside of the

cabi n.

Wi le his three conpani ons were obeyi ng, Doc was maeking a hasty exam nation of Homer Pearsall’s
body. He noted the black spot over the heart, and the purplish-black blood that had run fromthe
broken nose. It was apparent the blow in the face had not been sufficient to cause death.

Doc halted in front of the blown safe.

Qut side he heard the lifeboat thunmping fromthe upper deck to the | ower. Renny appeared in the
doorway. Doc was scooping up the | oose noney on the floor. There was some odd silver.

"Take Pearsall’s body with you in the netal boat," he said to Renny. "Soak your clothes with the
extingui sher spray. It will be a hot trip, but don’t breathe except inside your shirts."

These instructions woul d have sounded fantastic to outsiders. Doc’s nen understood perfectly.
Each whi pped out a flat, netallic box with a small rel ease valve. A white spray shot fromthe
nozzl es of these boxes.

At Doc’s direction, Mnk had perfected this fire-extinguishing chemcal. A small anmount of the
spray would kill a blaze over a wide area. But the flane of gasoline floating on water is the nost
difficult fire of all to drown out.

However, Doc knew the powerful chemical would prevent the clothing of the three nen taking fire.
By pulling up their loose shirts and inhaling breath only through the cloth, they would avoid
getting fire into their |ungs.

Renny’s giant arnms were all that was needed to deposit the remains of Homer Pearsall in the netal
boat. Doc lifted the nmetal lifeboat with a grip on its sides. Then he pushed it into the bl azing
river.

Crouched low in the boat, Renny, Long Tom and Johnny started pulling at the oars.

"Hey, wait a minute!" yelled Renny. "Ain't you comn’ wth us, Doc?"

"l shall join you presently," said the bronze man.

Chapter VII. THE ABDUCTED BODY

I NSI DE t he houseboat cabin, Doc Savage bent over the body of Honer Pearsall’s |ate bodyguard.
Fl ames crackl ed outside. The forward part of the houseboat was already bl azing. Fumes of paint
poured into the cabin.

Doc extracted a gleam ng lancet froma snmall |eather case. Wth skillful hands, he made a swift
incision in the throat of the corpse. Blood dribbled fromthe great vein. Dribbled slowy,



t hickened. It was as black as the round spot over the nman's heart.

The bronze man quickly filled a small vial. He stoppered it and put it away. d ancing up, he saw
fire curling across the doorway to the deck. Doc had not conpl eted what he had set out to do.

The man of bronze was perhaps the world' s greatest surgical wi zard. He was especially informed
with respect to poisons and other elements that disrupted bodily tissues.

Because of his vast know edge, he was the originator of several delicate operations on the brain.
Through the crackle of the fire the exotic trilling broke out. This rare, tuneless running of the
scale filled the cabin.

Doc felt he was on the verge of an amazing discovery. This might or mght not solve the nystery

of the "black spot" deaths, but it was a definite one.

The bronze man needed the body on the floor to conplete this investigation. Flanmes were | apping
into the houseboat cabin. The heat was becom ng unendurabl e.

Doc swung the body of the dead bodyguard into his great arns. H's novenent through the doorway
was |like that of a projectile. One second he was enwapped with fire that threatened to change the
color of his bronze hair to a scorched brown or black. In the next second he had sprung cleanly over
the lowrail. The weighty body of the bodyguard was still in his arns. Holding his breath, the man
of bronze splashed into the blazing river.

ON the shore, Renny, Long Tom and Johnny were watching the houseboat.

Had their bronze chief waited too | ong? Had he been trapped at last? No sign of his leaving the
houseboat had been given.

"Confound everything!" grow ed Renny. "He oughtn’t have gone back in there! In a mnute that box
is going up!'"

"He' Il conme bobbing up," said Long Tom but he wasn't confident.

Sirens whi pped around the boat above. Fromout in the Hudson cane the hooting of a fireboat.

Fl anes suddenly spiral ed above the upper housing of the floating pal ace. Sone tongue of the bl aze
licked into a gasoline container.

The superstructure of the houseboat split with the blast of a double explosion. The hull of the
craft divided. Steamsizzled into a vaporish cloud. The bulk of a fireboat thrust itself into the
bl azing area of the river. The firemen arrived just in time to see the houseboat vani sh.

The fireboat cleared an area for itself with chem cal extinguishers. But the firemen were too
late to determ ne the nunber of persons who might have perished. It was then that Johnny’'s quick wt
prevail ed.

Scores of autonobiles were arriving on the bluff above. Their passengers were clinbing down the

bl uf f.

"Qur cars won’t be noticed anong all the others," advised Johnny. "Perhaps it would be just as
well if we didn't become too prominent, until we find out nore about what happened to Doc. | don’'t
bel i eve he stayed on the houseboat."

CAPTAI N GRAVES was anong the first policemen to reach the shore. He stood with his feet wide

apart and his eyes bugging at the netal lifeboat pulled up fromthe river.

"An’ | thought we were getting somewhere with this fellow Arthur Jotther," rasped the captain.
"Well, he couldn’t have pulled this job, for we've got himunder |ock and key at Port Chester."
The job he referred to was the stiffened body of Homer Pearsall. Johnny and the others, upon

reaching the shore, had judged it would be best to | eave the body to be found in a regular manner.
Captain Graves was staring at the black spot over Pearsall’s heart, at the black blood on his
face. The black spot as round as a perfect circle.

A lone State policeman brake-squeal ed his car to a stop on the bluff. The officer gave no heed to
having crunpled a fender on a small tree. He ran to the shore pathway shouting.

"Captain Gaves! Captain G aves!"

Down bel ow, the captain swore.

"Well, what’s all the riot? What’s the riot? Here | am"

The State copper stanmered.

"He-he-he’s g-g-gone!"

"That makes a |l ot of sense!" roared the captain. "So's this guy here in the boat! He's gone, is
he? Well, who's he?"

"That fella Jotther! You know-Arthur Jotther—the one you was holdin’ in the Vandersl eeve case?
Conked the jailer an’ beat it fromthe office!"

Captain Graves | ooked at the corpse with the black spot.

"How | ong ago?" he snapped.

"Coupl e of hours or nore," the copper told him "Jailer was out for quite a spell. He tried to
reach you."

Renny, Johnny and Long Tom heard this.

"The fell ow Ham said they held on that first murder," said Long Tom "Had a couple of hours,
huh?"



JAMES MATHERS, the broker, had hidden at the top of the bluff. He identified Doc Savage's three
men. The words of the State policeman and Captain Gaves slapped on his ears

Mat hers scrooched his beefy body back into the underbrush. H's nanner was that of a man who feels
the next mnute may be his |ast. Apparently he had decided this place was unheal thy. Though he had
cone out with Doc Savage, he showed no inclination to stick around

Mat hers did not stay on the highway. He stunbled al ong through the early norning darkness

crossing open spaces. His flight favored wooded patches for conceal nent. Renny, Long Tom and Johnny
did not hear himdepart. Doc had not told themof his presence

Wil e Mathers was engaged in absenting hinself fromthe nurder scene, Doc Savage reached shore

He had cone the entire distance underwater. Hi s |anding was a coupl e of hundred yards bel ow t he
crowd around the corpse in the netal boat

Doc pul l ed the soggy body of the dead guard onto dry ground. Fromthe bronze man’s cl othes cane

the | eather case. He set his flashlight so its pencil ray was conceal ed by thick water-edge bushes
This was a strange operating room But within five mnutes Doc had | aid bare the brain and heart

of the dead man. He had made a highly skilled incision through the skull. The pencil l|ight reveal ed
in detail the tissue structure of the brain

The brain had turned bl ack. This, Doc determ ned, was the result of coagul ated bl ood. Tiny

arteries feeding the gray matter had been disrupted

From the heavily nuscl ed breast of the corpse, Doc had extracted what appeared to be a round

bl ack core. The nuscl es had hardened. The core was like a blunt instrunent thrust all the way to the
heart. The heart itself had beconme nothing nore than a | oose bl ack bag

The unusual operation had determ ned one thing directly. Death by the black spot struck equally

at the heart and the brain. It nmust be rmurder wi thout pain. Also without a chance of resistance or
def ense

Doc Savage realized he was as far as ever fromthe cause of the black spot. And he was convi nced
that the three conpanions awaiting himwere in deadly danger. The voice of Captain Graves carried to
him

"Spread out!" ordered the State police captain. "Look for a snmall man with gray hair and a gray
face! Hs name’s Arthur Jotther! Everybody get after himl But watch out! He's dangerous! Search al
the cars! Don’t let any one drive away!"

Over the crowd of curious persons surrounding Captain Graves and his nen floated an el usive

voi ce

"Be careful hunting in the dark! The bl ack spot death can hit you w thout sound! Arthur Jotther

may have it! Be cautious!"

Captain Graves swore violently.

"Who'n'ell’s that?" he bellowed. "I want ny orders obeyed! Conb the bushes! Don't let any cars
| eave! "

"Steady, captain! Guns won't hel p you agai nst the black spot!"

Doc Savage was still standing beside the guard’ s body on which the weird autopsy had been

performed. H s |lips had not seened to nove. Yet that elusive warning voice cane fromhim He was
enploying a ventriloquist’s trick, in the hope of avoiding other imedi ate deaths

Doc felt Captain Graves was brave enough, too heroic. But in the nysterious "black spot" death

he was bei ng m sgui ded

The man of bronze had never seen Arthur Jotther. He had been informed of himby Patricia Savage
Pat had not believed Jotther was the nurderer

But if Jotther had broken jail and had been at liberty for two hours or nore, it would not have
been i npossible for himto have arrived at the Pearsall houseboat

Doc pl aced the black core carved fromthe corpse in a snall glass container in his |eather

medi cal case. He woul d analyze the discolored flesh later. As the captain of State police gave the
second order not to permit any cars to | eave the scene, the bronze nan becane notionl ess. He
listened intently.

Doc Savage's own notors were as silent as engineering could make them But his own acute ears
detected the sudden hissing of two engines. None other could have heard them Doc’s features broke
into a slight smle of understandi ng

Renny, Long Tom and Johnny sel dom overl ooked a bet. They woul d realize Doc would not want them

di scovered here. Nor would they want his cars found and searched. So they were renoving both cars
Doc’s sedan and the one in which they had arrived

Doc wondered if Mathers had stayed with his car. He did not know that Mathers already was a nmile
away and still running.

State policenen were |ooking through the cars parked above the bluff. There were nore than two
hundred. Doc |ost hinself anong the crowd foll owi ng the coppers. He cane to the spot where his own
car had been standing

The police already had searched near-by autos. One of these was parked with its rear close to
where Doc’s car had been. The bronze man produced a snmall black box. This he pointed at the back
wi ndow of the closest car. No light cane fromthe box

But definite bluish tracing appeared on the car’s back window It was a fluorescent glow reveal ed



only by the invisible ray fromthe box. Doc had been sure his nen woul d | eave a nessage on the
nearest car w ndow.

WIl wait in first side road.

That meant his three nen would conceal the cars in the first small road | eading off the main

hi ghway. Doc took to the open spaces away from the hi ghway.

Renny, Long Tom and Johnny uttered exclamations of relief when the figure of the bronze giant
appeared fromthe trees. Doc’s sedan and their own car had been parked off the road.

Doc Savage did not trouble to inquire about Janes Mathers. The nman of bronze never wasted words.
Mat hers was not present. None of his men referred to having seen the broker. There could be only one
concl usi on.

Mat hers had either hesitated to nake hinself known to Johnny and the others, or for reasons of

his own he had evaporated. Doc judged it was that latter. He had expected the broker’s nerve to

br eak.

"It was a wise nove to get the cars away," he stated. "Now | nust attend to another matter. You
three will go at once to the warehouse hangar. Ham and Monk are there. Have themreturn to
headquarters. | am expecting another nessage. There may be an attack on the hangars and sone one
must remain on guard."

Doc did not wi sh his conpanions to suspect he was deliberately maneuvering to keep them out of
danger. By shifting them around, he m ght keep them believing he had i nportant reasons for having
them stationed at different places.

The man of bronze really expected another nmessage to reach his headquarters. He judged this woul d
be fromthe third man marked for death by the black spot.

Renny took the wheel of one car. Doc stood beside himfor a nmorment, while Johnny and Long Tom

were piling in. Renny did not see the adroit novenment of Doc’s hand. But |ater, when his nmen woul d
try to use the radio receiver in that car, they would discover it had been put out of business.

By this trick, Doc hoped to keep the others fromfinding out too nuch.

Doc Savage slid under the wheel of his own sedan. He permitted the other car to di sappear before
he noved. Then the sedan junped out of the side road. Wthin a hundred yards, the speedoneter needle
had noved to sixty.

Doc Savage spoke suddenly. As he did, the headlights were switched off. The nan of bronze had
slipped on a pair of queer, clunsy goggles. They were of the approxi mate shape and size of condensed
m |k cans.

"Now you can't see the road ahead," stated the man of bronze. It was a strange statenment for a

man to be making, if he were talking to hinself. And it seenmed that he nust be. But he continued.
"You cannot tell how fast we are traveling, but the car is now noving at ninety mles an hour. |
can see the highway by an infra-red beamwhich is invisible to your eyes. This beamis projected
froma special lens on the car. The road is clear to ne and easy to follow "

Any person |istening nust have believed Doc Savage was bordering on insanity. Wy should the
bronze giant be so calmy uttering what seemed to be neaningl ess conversation with hinsel f? Then he
went on speaki ng.

"You are there, because | hear your breathing and you have a distinctive odor," stated Doc,
quietly. "You crawmed in the back to hide fromthe police. | would have thought you were another
man, but the odor is quite different. So | judge you nust be Arthur Jotther. | would suggest that
what ever weapon you nay have, you put aside. Then you can join ne up here."

Doc Savage had been correct. The furtive figure crouched in the darkness of the car’s rear was

the gray, little mole of a man, Arthur Jotther. Hi s grayish face was nmottled and it was scratched by
flight through bushes. H's clothing was torn.

Perhaps it was sheer terror that kept the fugitive silent.

"At ninety mles an hour you can inagi ne what woul d happen to you if | suddenly became a victim

of the ‘black spot’ death," comrented Doc. "I amnow putting the car at one hundred mles an hour."
Arthur Jotther uttered no sound. His long, white fingers were funbling with the latch of the

door. The door snapped open. At that great speed, the wi nd whipped the door back and al nost w enched
it fromits hinges.

Doc realized what had happened just too late to prevent it. He caused the spongy rubber tires of
the speeding car to enit a squawing protest. The snell of burning rubber filled the air. Doc had
braked down as swiftly as possible.

But the slight figure of Arthur Jotther hurtled fromthe speeding car. His figure was like a
projectile thrown froma catapult. It turned over and over.

Doc brought the car to a stop many yards up the highway. Cears reversed. The car glided back. A
spotlight beam sl ashed the roadsi de. Doc renpbved his goggles. At the spot where Jotther had been
flung out, the man of bronze alighted.

According to all the laws of gravitational force, Arthur Jotther should have been nerely a

smashed bundl e of bl oody flesh and broken bones. There was neither flesh nor bones along the

hi ghway.

Doc Savage crossed the shallow ditch. Thick bl ackberry bushes banked the roadway. These were as
dense as matting. Beyond them were pliant rhododendron bushes.



Arthur Jotther had not died. Doubtless he had been badly |acerated by the briars of the

bl ackberry bushes. For his body had shot through the entangl ement of spiny growh. For nore than
fifty feet, the fearful force of a hundred mles an hour had propelled Jotther.

Only by this mracle had the fugitive survived. Doc followed his trail for a short distance into
the scrubby bush and rocks. No doubt, the frightened nan had fled with the speed of fear in his
feet. Drops of blood speckled the | eaves.

Arthur Jotther was one of the few nen ever to junp froma car at one hundred mles an hour and
live.

Doc Savage gave up the search after several minutes. He heard other cars comng along the

hi ghway. The bronze nman m ght have given the State police a lead to the | atest appearance of Arthur
Jotther. He drove away w thout inmparting any information.

Chapter VIII. MESSAGE IN FI RE

THE Westchester mansion of Andrew Podrey Vandersl eeve was the goal of Doc Savage. The personal
affairs of Arthur Jotther were of imedi ate concern. Perhaps sone of the servants or the dead nan's
kin coul d give information.

Doc did not reach the Vandersl eeve estate. He was within view of the entrance when the radio
receiving set in his car started buzzing. Ham was tal ki ng on the special short wave.

"Doc!" cane the voice of Ham from headquarters. "Congdon of the El ectro-Chenical Research
Corporation has been calling for you. There has been an expl osion at the |oading wharf of .the
Hudson River plant. A part of the plant is burning. Congdon thought you ought to be inforned."
Doc replied, "I have received the message. You will stay with Monk at headquarters. Have Renny
and the others stay at the hangar. In no case |leave. Wit for a tel ephone nessage. | fear it nmay
cone at any tine. Call ne when it arrives."

Doc Savage had nore than ordinary interest in the plant of the El ectro-Chenical Research
Corporation. In fact, he owned a controlling interest in the scientific |aboratory. Many advanced
devi ces had been made and tested there. Doc knew if Long Tomwere permitted, the electrical wzard
woul d be anong the first to reach the scene.

Long Tomwas greatly interested in sone of the electrical experinents.

Doc turned the car and headed it back across Westchester County toward the Hudson River. He

recall ed the El ectro-Chem cal plant was probably no nore than a mle above where Homer Pearsall’s
houseboat had burned.

The crossing of Westchester County required sone time. When Doc stopped his car near the Hudson
Ri ver again, it was guided by a glare against the city. The bronze man was sure now that he had a
part of the answer to the "black spot" deat hs.

Doc made his way inconspicuously through the cromd. Fire and oily snoke rolled upward froma
wharf on the river boat. The bl aze had originated there and not in the El ectro-Chemnical plant
itself.

But the tine-dried buildings on the wharf gave fierce heat. The wi ndows of the El ectro-Chemni cal

pl ant | aboratory had cracked. Bluish flame was playing inside the building. Some of the chem cals on
hand had ignited quickly. As Doc approached, there was a ripping blast and part of a wall bul ged and
fell.

Sonme firemen with suction hose run up fromthe river were dunping streans of water w thout nuch
effect. The chemi cals created a blaze that could only be conbated by other chem cals.

Doc was | ooking for Congdon, the general manager. A tall young man | ooned before him

"M . Savage!" exclainmed this young man. "I'mglad you got here! There're five years of hard work
goi ng up in snoke!"

"And you | ook as if you had been trying to go up with it," commented Doc, dryly. "W can repl ace
al mrost any chemi cal and reproduce any experinent, but when a good brain is burned, another one is
sometinmes difficult to find."

The bronze man was referring to the obvious efforts the tall young man had been meki ng. The man
was Ronal d Dorenpn. He had been assistant to General Manager Congdon for about five years.

Now Dorenon’s thin, solemm, scholarly face was bl ackened. His eyebrows had been burned off. Mich
of his hair was scorched and he had wapped handkerchi efs around his seared hands. Dorenon did not
smile. He was a young nan who apparently took life and his job seriously.

Congdon was ol der and nore phil osophical than Dorenon.

"Too bad, M. Savage," he commented. "We'Il| have to replace stuff worth many thousands, and do a
|l ot of work over again.”
"That will furnish new enploynent and the noney will be well spent," consoled the nan of bronze.

"How did the fire originate?"

Congdon’ s dark features wore a heavy frown.

"It didn't start in the plant. The watchman said there was an expl osion under the old wharf. It

bl azed up like there m ght have been oil or sonething highly inflamrmable. The watchman said he was
sure he heard a notor boat getting away right afterward."

"Not much chance of tracing the cause in that," advised Doc.

He gestured toward the inferno that had been the wharf and ol d warehouse. This was blazing to the



edge of the water. Al evidence of incendiarismhad been destroyed.

The man of bronze was studying the outlines of the burning building. One wing projected far
beyond the main structure. This had, thus far, escaped the fire.

Congdon said, "OfF course, we will start to rebuild at once."

Then he gave a | ow whistle of amazenent and grinned sourly. Doc Savage was no | onger beside him
Congdon had had sonme experience with the bronze giant’s habit of disappearing suddenly.

Doc was gliding along the wing of the burning building. Al of this narrow structure had escaped
the fire. The firemen were concentrating their efforts on the blaze itself.

Doc crouched under a narrow wi ndow. This w ndow was covered with a light iron grille in the form
of bars. They woul d have defied an average man to | oosen them Doc inserted his corded hands.

Ri ppl es ran across his broad shoulders. The grille spread apart. Doc smashed the glass inside. He
used his shoulder as a wedge to nmake a |l arger opening in the grille.

The building inside was |lighted only by the outside glare. Doc Savage glided to a row of glass

cabinets set into a wall. One of these cabinets had been smashed. This depredati on had been recent.
Broken glass glittered on the floor.
The room was suddenly filled with Doc’s exotic trilling. It was mel odi ous, but without definite

tune. The man of bronze remamined |ike a statue for several seconds. He was aware this wi ng of the

| aboratory buil ding had been especially guarded by human and nechani cal devices.

Had the gl ass cabi net been broken before or after the fire had started on the wharf? Perhaps the
depredation and the bl aze had been si nmul t aneous?

Doc noved slowy along the row of cabinets. No other glass had been broken. The bronze nman

reached the end of the closets.

Blinding blue light flashed in his eyes. It brought out the sudden whirlw nds in the flaky gol den
orbs. Serpents of fire withed along the outer walls. These twi sting, squirmng fingers of flane
fornmed a network of snakelike nenace across all of the w ndows and doors.

This was a high frequency electrical current shooting froma hundred conceal ed points. For two or
three mnutes, Doc noved cautiously, seeking the switch that would turn off the current. The barrier
was perfect across all of the possible exits.

Then he recalled the switch controlling this was in the main building, where an intruder m ght

not reach it. Al of the wires had been set under the concrete floor.

Doc hesitated only a few seconds. The heat was grow ng intense.

The man of bronze had no nmeans of crossing the barrier of blue fire. The touch of a single one of

t hose serpent-like tongues would bring instant death. For his own reasons, Doc had failed to inform
Congdon of his quest.

From an i nner pocket Doc extracted a gl ass sphere about the size of a snmall nmarble. On the side

of this was a tiny lever. Wth his thunb nail, he noved the |ever. The space in the |aboratory w ng
was too snall, but that could not be renedied.

Doc crouched behind a table filled with glass retorts. Wth a flip, he sent the globule to the
farthest end of the building. Alnost imediately, it seemed as if a thunderbolt had burst inside the
room G ass containers shattered into fragnents.

The tabl e besi de which Doc was crouched overturned. The bronze giant was |lifted and bl own many
yards. Hi s body struck directly in the pathway of the weird, blue electrical current.

But the expl osion had broken the circuit. In the snall sphere had been a hi gh expl osive perfected
by Doc. The lever had timed the blast. This had torn out one whole end of the building wng.
Unfortunately, this end had been next to the flam ng part of the building. The inrush of air

sucked the roomfull of blistering fire. Doc di scovered the way to the wi ndow he had entered was cut
of f.

Hal f stunned, shielding his eyes fromthe searing heat, Doc crawl ed to anot her wi ndow. His

cl othes were snoking as he smashed out the inside glass. Here he had no chance to apply his strength
tothe iron grille. And he had been greatly weakened by the pounding bl ow of the expl osion.

From an i nner pocket, he produced a small vial. The liquid he poured fromit was thick and
vile-snelling. Doc tore strips fromhis shirt. He wapped them around four bars of the grille.
Before the steel-severing chemical fromthe vial had tine to act, Doc was forced to apply his
strength. He wenched at the grille and it canme | oose. The bronze man sucked in one breath of
outside air.

He pushed his giant body through the jagged opening. He had saved hinself at the expense of only

a few blisters. But he went to his hands and knees. Before he could rise, hands gripped his

shoul ders.

The bronze man rel axed. He permtted the owner of the hands to lift himto his feet. Then the nan
who probably believed he had rescued Doc, fell down. The man’s hair was snoking.

It was the sol emm assi stant nmanager, Ronal d Dorenon. Making a round of the burning building, he

had come upon Doc Savage just as Doc was attenpting to escape fromthe fire.

Dorenmon’s shirt sleeves were burned away to the shoulders. H's hands and arms were a mass of
blisters.

The bronze giant lifted Doremon in his arms and carried himto the front of the building. Doc

knew t he young man was a hospital case.



Ronal d Dorenon had not uttered a conplaint. Doc had tinme now to observe that the young man’s eyes
were queerly deep and intensely bl ack.

Doc was speeding through the Bronx. Elevated pillars flashed past. It was the hour of norning
known as the milkman’s own.

Dorermon’ s hands and arns had been swathed in energency bandages. The tall young man | ooked

hel pl ess.

Though the streets of the Bronx were so nearly deserted, Doc was watching the rear-view mrror
intently. For sonme time he had been aware of another car. Though he had nmade several turns off the
mai n avenue | eading toward the heart of Manhattan, the foll owi ng sedan had remai ned about an even
bl ock behi nd.

Doc gl anced at Dorenpbn. The young man could not see in the rear-view mrror fromthat side. He
seenmed to have fallen into a partial coma. But his eyes snapped open suddenly.

For there cane a sound as if a dozen nen had started pounding on the iron pillars of the el evated
track. Immediately, the rear of Doc’s sedan shook and quivered with a different pounding. The first
was the racket of a nachine gun. The second was the stream of slugs hamering into the bulletproof
car.

Doc’s hand flicked to a knob. Fromthe exhaust spewed a vapor. This spread. It was a chemical gas
whi ch shoul d have paral yzed the occupants of the pursuing autonobile. Apparently the nen in the car
had intimate know edge of Doc Savage and sone of his defensive devices.

Al were wearing close-fitting oxygen nasks. The attacking car cane on. Doc stepped on the

accel erator. The bronze man coul d have whi zzed away. Sonethi ng had happened to Dorenmon. H's eyes
showed a delirious light. The pain of his burns nust have been intense.

Dor emon screaned and sprang fromthe seat. H s bandaged arns flailed out. Doc held the wheel of
the car with one hand. He could have easily subdued the burned man with the other hand. But, in
order to avoid crashing into an elevated pillar, Doc shot the car onto the sidewal k.

Here he was conpelled to brake to a stop. The shock threw Dorenon into the wi ndshield. Doc caught
him The fusillade of bullets continued. Doc started the car and ran it along the sidewal k.

Wth a twi st of the wheel, he rounded a corner. Before the pursuers could come into view, the man
of bronze pushed Dorenpn to the sidewal k. Then he pulled a switch on the instrunent board.

Dor enon coul d wal k, but he was nunbling thickly. Doc pushed hi mbetween two buildings. A narrow
areaway ran through to the next street.

The gunnmen’s car rounded the corner. Rubber squeal ed. Three nen, wearing nasks, ran up to Doc’s
stalled car. As they cane they pulled off the masks. Apparently they figured the danger from gas was
over. That was their m stake.

Two of the men started to clinmb into Doc’s car. Instantly, they woul d have nade good subjects for
a slow notion picture. Only their novenents becanme so slow they ceased altogether. The pair rolled
fromthe car, asleep. Doc, when he had pulled the switch on the instrument board, had rel eased
anaest hetic gas.

The two men in the street would sleep for perhaps an hour.

The third man shouted. He ran back toward his own car.

But two other men were conming fromthe gunmen’s car. One nan carried a submachi ne gun. The ot her
appeared to be barehanded. Both men wore masks. The pockets of the enpty-handed man jingled merrily
as he ran. They seened to be filled with | oose silver.

The man with the jingling pockets had his face conceal ed. But Doc had heard of "Jingles" Sporado.
Once he had been a gunman for a big liquor racketeer. He might be operating on his own. Jingles

al ways carried | oose silver in his pockets.

The bronze giant greatly desired to get one of these crooks into his own hands. He realized there
must be an urgent reason for the strange attack. Perhaps sonme of these nmen could afford a clue to
the origin of the "black spot" deaths.

Doc started into the open. The man of bronze was sure he coul d evade bullets fromthe machine

gun. The nman carrying this weapon seened carel ess. The nuzzl e was pointed downward as he ran.
"Look out—there he is!" shouted Jingles.

Doc was in the open. But Ronald Dorenpn had becone wildly delirious. He screaned, started to run.
Doc feared the burned young man might be killed. He whirled to swing Dorenon back into the
protection of the building.

At that instant, the door of a house opened. An unsuspecting man wal ked fromthe doorway onto the
si dewal k. The right hand of Jingles Sporado had lifted. H's bunched fingers were extended,
apparently w thout a weapon.

The man coming fromthe house fell down. He was on the exact spot where Doc had been. The

househol der uttered no sound. His face struck the sidewal k with such force the blood spattered from
hi s nose.

And t he bl ood had turned bl ack.

Dor emon was scream ng and fighting Doc. The burned man seened in a frenzy of delirium Doc
abandoned all thought of capturing any of the Jingles Sporado crowd. He caught up the struggling
Dor enon.

Back a few yards, a low wall topped a yard. Doc’s novenent toward this was incredibly fast. The



wei ght of Dorenpn did not seemto inpede his novenents. He sprang up, caught with one hand, then
swung over the wall.

The pursuing nobsters halted at the areaway. Jingles Sporado rushed into the narrow entrance.
When he reached the low wall, he clinbed on it. The view was di scouragi ng. There was only a vacant
lot filled with enpty cans and rubbi sh.

Jingl es Sporado swore viciously and returned to the street. The two sl eepi ng nobsters were
carried to their car. The gunnen’s sedan whirled away.

A mnute |ater, Doc Savage enmerged fromthe door of a house.

The man of bronze saw Jingl es Sporado’s gunmen had departed. The unfortunate househol der still
lay on the sidewal k. Over his heart was a black spot, round as a perfect circle. Doc’s own car
apparently had been untouched. Gas still afforded it protection.

Doc placed Dorenon in his car and started for a hospital where Doc’s nane neant a great deal.

In the neantine, Doc’s conpani ons at headquarters were greatly puzzl ed.

Chapter | X. MJRDER EXPECTED

"WE go out to the warehouse, an’ we cone back, an’ Renny an’ Long Tom an’ Johnny go to the

war ehouse, an’ there ain’t anything happens," conpl ai ned the querul ously childlike voice of the
hairy Monk. "Doc never acted |like this before. There's sonethin’ fishy about it!"

"Maybe Doc’s planning to neet sonmebody inmportant and has too nuch respect for the rest of us to
want your funny face showing up," said the waspi sh Ham

"Yeah?" Monk told him "An' nore likely he's afraid your funny clothes will make some h-man think
we're only a bunch of dudes. But you know danged wel|l there’s sonething nutty about this whole
t hing!"

Ham didn’'t have a chance to reply. Not often did any person enter Doc’s skyscraper headquarters
wi t hout one of several devices registering.

Pat Savage spoke and smiled at them fromthe doorway.

"It seems | amnot the only one omitted from Doc’s present business," she stated, cheerfully.
"Seeing you are guessing what to do next, suppose we join forces and nake it a contest?"

Monk and Ham were always nore than willing to have the vivacious Pat with them But the | awer
frowned heavily.

"Doc wouldn’t like it," he stated. "I have an idea there is nore than usual danger."

"That will be perfectly all right with me," stated Pat, hopefully. "Only | hope we connect wth
some action very soon."

The tel ephone buzzed. Hamslid into the |aboratory and took the call.

Monk fol | owed the usual procedure. He started a track-back on the call. In this case the tracing
was unnecessary. The man calling was nore than anxi ous for Doc Savage to have his address.

"You are Theodore Marl ey Brooks?" questioned a strident voice, of Ham "lI'mglad | got you. |
must reach M. Savage at once! My nane is Spade—Cedric Cecil Spade, and | don’'t mnd admtting I'm
upset. In fact, |'mas scared as any man would be who is sure he is about to die!"

"Yes," replied Hamfromthe | aboratory, "your nane is fam liar. You ve made a specialty of
collecting rubies, since you retired fromWall Street. Are you speaking fromyour sumrer home?"
"CGood!" ejaculated M. Spade. "I’'ve always been told M. Savage had renarkably well-inforned
conpani ons. You have just proved it. Yes, I'mtalking fromny residence at Manhasset. Perhaps ny
wire has been tapped, but | had to call."

"W’ Il check on that," said Ham crisply. "Perhaps you'd best get on with your story, in case
there mght be an interruption.”

"Well, 1've had warnings," said M. Spade. "Three warnings. | disregarded them Now |’'ve had a
phone nessage. |’'ve been told | have only a short time to |live. Two others naned al ready are dead.
Several other persons have been killed in the getting of these two nmen."

"Then you are afraid of this thing they call the black spot?" quizzed Ham

"l know not hing of the black spot," said M. Spade. "But | do know | cannot stay here in safety.

Yet | amafraid to |l eave. | have nuch of value in nmy hone here. The rubies for one thing. Negotiable
securities and—

Haminterrupted, "I wouldn't talk so freely over the phone, M. Spade. You said the wires night

be tapped."

"Hel I!'" said M. Spade. "I know they're tapped! And if the party listening wants what | have of
value, | would regard it only a fair price for ny life. If |I could only pay enough to feel safe."

Over the wires cane a croaking harsh laugh. It held a nocking, soul ful sound.

"What was— quavered the voice of M. Spade.

The ears of Ham and Monk registered only a dull buzzing. The wires to the Manhasset residence of
Cedric Cecil Spade had apparently been cut.

Ham burst fromthe | aboratory. Mnk cane through the other door.

"Blast it!" he exploded. "I heard that, an’ we’'ve got to—

The quick-witted Ham i nterrupted.

"Pat, that was Doc calling," he prevaricated. "He wants Monk and | to join himimmediately. You
go horme, and as soon as the way is open I'll give you a ring. If anything happens that prom ses



excitement, we'll let youinonit."

Pat’s attractive eyes showed di sappointnent. "If you are going directly to Doc, perhaps | had
better wait," she said, slowy. Then: "Wel|l—f you are sure you'll give nme a ring when sonething
happens?"

"You can depend upon ne," said Ham without batting an eye.

Monk gul ped as if he were about to swallow his chin.

Pat apparently believed Ham She renoved herself gracefully through the outer door. The pair
heard her descend in one of the regular elevators.

The astute Ham woul d not have been so sure of Pat’s destination, if he had been a little nore
observing. She had been listening in on the library extension.

Unaware of this, Hamturned on the radio in the laboratory. Wthin a mnute, he had picked up
Doc’ s car.

DOC SAVAGE had seen Ronald Dorenpn put to bed in a hospital of upper Manhattan. The badly
scorched young man was nunbling deliriously when Doc left him

For the second tinme, Doc determ ned to nake contact with sone of the persons at the home of the

| ate Andrew Podrey Vandersl eeve. The entrance of a small crowd headed by Jingles Sporado into the
bl ack spot nystery had upset sonme of his deductions. But the queer actions of Arthur Jotther in
risking his life in a junp fromthe autonobile was a definite clue.

Once nore, Doc was on the Westchester highway. His short-wave reception unit was open for a
possi bl e message. Hanis voice conveyed the fear of Cedric Cecil Spade.

"Per haps Spade is exaggerating," came Doc’s surprising answer. "He has a great anmount of jewelry
and he's frightened. Possibly he just hung up the phone. It’s now the m ddle of the norning and |
don’t believe M. Spade has any i medi ate cause for worry."

"But, Doc, |I'msure the wires were cut," insisted Ham "W couldn’t call back. Hadn't we better
run out there and talk to hinP"

"No," stated Doc. "You and Monk will join Renny and the others at the Hudson Ri ver warehouse
hangar. Sonething m ght happen there. | have a trip to nake and | will communicate with you later.

Do not | eave the warehouse."

The bronze man abruptly cut off the connection.

Doc’ s inmedi ate action was not in keeping with his reply to Ham The bronze giant whirled his car
in the Westchester highway. He swung off on a road | eading to dason Point. This was the qui ckest
ferry crossing to Long Island. It would land himat College Point, only a fewmles fromthe
Manhasset summer residence of Cedric Cecil Spade.

Doc Savage had a distinct prenpnition. He felt that Cedric Cecil Spade was thoroughly justified
in his fear of death.

For the name of Cedric Cecil Spade had been the third in order on the crunpled list found in
Janes Mat hers’s pent house.

At the best speed he could make, well over an hour would be required to reach Spade’s Long Island
resi dence.

Chapter X. EYES IN THE DARK

CEDRI C CECI L SPADE was scared. In the darkness his eyes were beady sparks.

Spade was a mld man. At this nonent, he was a terrified man. None other would have hidden in a
library roomand nade it as dark as night.

M. Spade sat hunched deep in a chair. This was pulled into the gl oom est corner of the darkened
library. The outside shutters were closed and | ocked. Rich drapes were drawn across the w ndows on

t he inside.

Two doors of the library were guarded. A couple of gardeners stood beside the nain door. Each was
arned with arifle. A stolid-faced butler sat beside the other door. Across his knee lay an oversize

repeating pistol. It was one of the | atest nakes.
In reality, the weapon was a singl e-handed machi ne gun.
M . Spade suddenly got up and paced nervously about in the darkness. Crossing to a wall, he

funbled with a knob. Wthin a small safe was one of the world' s nost fanous and val uabl e coll ection
of rubies.

The clear, bloodlike qualities of the stones appeared even in the darkness. M. Spade shivered
and replaced themin the safe. H's trenbling hands rustled some papers. These he al so repl aced.
"I can't stand this rmuch |onger," he conplained. "Charles! Are the dogs | oose?"

"The animals are roam ng about, sir," replied the butler. "If any stranger approaches, they wll
make a great hul | abal co."

Just then the dogs broke into | oud chorus. Half a dozen cani ne voi ces yapped in unison. The dogs
sounded savage and aroused.

"Charles!" said M. Spade. "You will see what it is! No! Let those outside see to it! You nust—
The butler, Charles, did not receive the remai nder of the command. Cedric Cecil Spade seened to
lose all interest in his ow idea. He ceased abruptly to speak. Hi s hand dropped away fromthe
opened wal | safe. Papers rustled to the floor.



Cedric Cecil Spade made no outcry. Hi s eyes had been beady with fear in the darkness. Now they
sinply ceased to shine. The rug on which the man stood was deep and soft. This prevented the

t humpi ng his body m ght have made.

Only there was a slight crunching.

M. Spade had taken one long step. As he fell, his head struck the carved arm of a big desk
chair: The seat of the chair revolved slowy on its oiled bearings. M. Spade's head was under the
chair.

"What has happened, sir?" exclainmed the butler.

One of the gardeners pressed a light button. The tonbli ke gl oomof the great library room was
instantly dispelled. But the place was now nuch nore like a tonb. The scene was ghastly.

For the library had becone the death place of Cedric Cecil Spade.

"Sufferin’ cats!" spouted one of the gardeners. "There ain’'t nobody here! But he's been knocked
out! Look, his hand’s all black an’ he's tore off his shirt!"

M. Spade’s hand was bl ack and glistening. The purplish-black blood had flowed over it. M. Spade
had torn convul sively at the bosomof his white shirt. The garment had shredded in his fingers.
Over M. Spade's heart was a round black spot. It was as round as a perfect circle. Only the
gardeners and the butler did not think of that.

But Cedric Cecil Spade was indisputably dead. The blood that had trickled froma cut on his head
where it had struck the chair was deeply bl ack.

"Well, don't stand there gaping!" rapped the butler. "Get outside! Listen to those dogs!"

The grotesquely tw sted body of M. Spade was not an object to keep the gapi ng gardeners inside
the library. Following the butler’s |ead, they rushed through a big hallway toward the grounds. The
butler tested the tel ephone.

To his surprise, the instrunent was working again. Charles had heard M. Spade say it had been
put out of conm ssion. The butler called the nearest police station. Then he followed the gardeners.
Hal f a dozen dogs of the Gernman police variety were tearing around in the shrubbery near the
artificial pond.

When the butler and gardeners departed fromthe nmurder room none thought to close the door of
the wall safe. A leather case of glow ng rubies remai ned open. They were the color of rich blood,
unlike the life streamof their |ate owner.

Several papers with enbossed gilt seals had fallen to the floor.

The police dogs were yanmering in the direction of a small island in the nmiddle of the artificial
pond. Japanese evergreens screened the center of this island.

In the thick shrubbery at the | ower end of the pond, a bulky figure noved. Though nore than the
size of the ordinary man, this figure did not seemto disturb a single leaf. Nor did the novenent
attract the attention of the savage police dogs.

DOC SAVAGE had reached the Spade estate just as the dogs gave their first alarm The nan of

bronze evaded the keen-nosed, angry animals by noving swiftly downw nd. This carried any scent away
fromthe dogs. Doc’s gliding novement through the bushes was as silent as that of a jungle cat.

The bronze giant heard the two gardeners tal king, as they rushed fromthe big Col oni al house.

Their excited gabbling told himhe was too late to be of service to Cedric Cecil Spade.

"There wasn’t a livin' thing in the room an' there couldn't ‘a been!" gabbed one of the
gardeners. "Me—+'mquittin’ anyway! | don’t see no sense in huntin’ spooks! Something came right in
an’ went right outta them|ocked wi ndows, that’'s what it did!"

But the figure at this monent in the library was not conpelled to act the part of a ghost. Both
doors were standing open. The figure remained only a nonent. Queerly hot eyes | ooked down at the
stiffening body of M. Spade. Long fingers riffled the papers fallen to the floor and in the wall
safe. Then the figure passed out as it had entered: through the open door.

Doc Savage halted in the shrubbery. He had a good view of the island in the artificial pond. The
wat er was not deep, perhaps only two feet or so. The norning was wi ndl ess. Yet a branch of the
Japanese evergreens noved slightly.

Doc caught a glinpse of a face. A man was on the little island. He was | ooking at the dogs. H's
face was thin and gray. It answered exactly the description given by Captain G aves of Arthur
Jot t her.

Doc had never had a clear view of Arthur Jotther. But he was convinced the man on the island

could be no other. The man of bronze swiftly conputed the tinme since he had | ast seen Jotther

| eaping fromhis speeding car in Westchester. Checking the distances, it was not inpossible for any
man to have reached the Spade residence since that time, or since the fire at the El ectro-Chenical
pl ant.

Doc Savage noved slowy, circling the pond. He judged Jotther would attenpt to get away on the
side away fromthe dogs. The bronze giant nmeant to be a reception commttee of one. In this
maneuver, Doc m ssed the di sappearance of the gardeners. He had judged they woul d take themnsel ves
away fromthe place.

"Put up your hands, fellow, an’ be quick about it!"

The two gardeners had passed the yappi ng dogs. They stepped fromthe bushes directly in front of



Doc. Their shotguns pointed at him Doc put his hands in the air, for an excellent reason

The gardeners were nervous. Their hands shook. Their fingers twi tched on the shotgun triggers
Doc’ s bul | et proof garnents could not keep his face and perhaps his eyes from being pelted by
scattering shot. Charges from shotguns are worse at close range than pistol or rifle bullets
"Now you turn around an’ march up to the house!" commanded one of the gardeners. "An’ we ain't
afraid of none of your black magic tricks!"

So Spade had died of the black spot. Doc was inforned by the words. It would be just as well to
get to the house. Perhaps he coul d discover something of a | ead before the police arrived

There was a slight splashing in the artificial pond. The sound came from beyond the little
island. The dogs yammered lustily. Doc judged Arthur Jotther was slipping away. For the present, he
deenmed it best to let himgo

The butler, Charles, called froma place near the house. One of the gardeners used the nuzzle of
his shotgun to direct Doc over that way. Then Doc heard a furtive novenent in the bushes near by

Chapter XI. MR MATHERS AGAI N

THE heavy-eared gardeners failed to hear the rustling of the shrubbery. They woul dn’'t have

believed it if they had been told their prisoner, Doc Savage, also could hear the breathing of a

hi dden man

So acute were the ears of the bronze nman, the rasping of air through lungs cane to himplainly

he could even identify persons he had known, fromthe different rhythmof their |ungs

The conceal ed man was cl ose by. Doc fixed the direction. One gardener had touched his back with

the muzzl e of the shotgun. That was the gardener’s error. He woul d have been in better position had
he remai ned a few feet away

Doc’ s i mense, mnuscul ar hands snapped out with the speed of light. Hs two thunbs dug into the
flesh of the two gardeners’ thick necks. Doc neither lifted themnnor noved violently. Yet the two
men suddenly | ooked at himw th glazing eyes. Their big arns dropped. Their knees buckl ed. Both were
unconsci ous before they rolled on the ground

Doc had applied pressure to one of the great nerve centers at the base of the brain. The

gardeners were uninjured. After an hour or two, they would awaken with a nunb feeling across their
shoul der s

Doc’ s novenent seened continuous. As the gardeners dropped, he dived into the shrubbery. A nman
squawked as the huge bronze body hit himwith all its weight. But he was a big man, as |arge as Doc
Doc had his hands full for half a minute. The other nman didn’'t seemto have any rules. He

scratched and struck and gouged. Wien he nade no inpression, he kicked. Doc nmade little effort at
retaliation. The man of bronze seened to be enjoying hinself

Doc stepped suddenly sidewi se. Remarkably, he was touching the other man with only a thunb and
forefinger. But these were like steel pincers. The thunb was in the man’s arnpit and the forefinger

lay on his shoulder. The bronzed tendons, |ike cable in Doc’s wist, seened to tighten

The other man’s beefy face drained of color. H's whol e body quivered

"Don’t, Savage! Don't do that! | just didn't want you to hold ne here! It doesn't |ook so good
for me! But | had a reason to want to see Spade before—

"Before the black spot got him Mathers? That was what | imagined. So you think it doesn't |ook

good for you to be caught in the Spade grounds? Well, where did you go |last night?"

The man was Janmes Mathers, the broker. H's beefy face was haggard and his eyes were hol | ow.
Apparently, he had not sl ept

"Listen, Savage! | beat it when the crowd got to the houseboat last night! | heard a policeman
say Arthur Jotther was | oose!"

"Yes?" said Doc, mldly. "Then you are accusing Jotther? You' re afraid of hinP"

"Yes—Ao0—0, |'mnot sure why I'mafraid of him" stamrered Mathers. "But | knew—+ knew the bl ack
spot m ght get Spade next! That’'s why | cane here! | thought | could persuade himto go away with
el "

"How do you know he has been nurdered?"

"l heard them the servants running out with guns! They were yelling! The dogs were chasing sone
one! | hid in the shrubbery and sonebody sneaked up on ne. He struck nme and knocked me out. | didn't
see the man, but afterward the dogs kept barking over by the pond. Listen, Savage, you've got to
believe me! | haven't long to live!"

"You' |l hardly preserve your |ife by running around the country looking Iike a fugitive from
justice," observed Doc Savage, dryly. "I prom sed to do what | could. You have run away. And you
have been hol di ng back sone inportant facts."

"No, |I've told you everything | knew," insisted Mathers. "And | won't |eave your protection
again. |'mscared. They'll get nme!"

"If you're afraid of Arthur Jotther, how about Jingles Sporado?" Doc shot at him

Mat hers’s face turned a shade whiter, but he shook his head slowy.

"l don't know what you're tal king about," he declared. "I’'ve never heard of this—this Jingles
Spor ado. "

"Possi bly he wouldn’'t be promnently nmentioned in the financial pages," comented Doc. "But



t hought possibly you mi ght have been reading up on recent extortion rackets. According to your own
story, they would be interesting. And Jingles Sporado is quite prominently nentioned in a few of the
| atest bl ackmail reports.”

Janes Mathers stared at Doc bl ankly. The bronze nman deci ded that perhaps the broker really hadn't
heard of Jingles Sporado. He had no tine to pursue the subject further.

The butler, Charles, reénforced by a chauffeur and several other nmen, crashed through the
shrubbery. Doc signaled Mathers to nake no resistance. The butler, Charles, was stolidly confident
he had come upon his master’s killers.

"Disarmthem at once!" the butler ordered, keeping Doc and Mathers covered wi th his businesslike
repeating pistol.

Funmbl i ng hands di scovered several odd pockets about Doc’s garnments. But these seened to hold
nmerely a collection of queer objects of a harml ess character. The chauffeur was cursed with sonme
curiosity.

Anong ot her snmall devices, he held a polished, globule like a marble in one dark hand. The
chauffeur noticed a little netal lever. Doc was watching himwith a slight smle. The chauffeur
gently lifted this little |ever.

Doc’s hand noved with incredible speed. His flat pal mstruck the chauffeur’s knuckles. The bl ow
knocked the marblelike globe into the air. It flew across the | awn and descended toward the
artificial pond.

Imedi ately, it seened as if a cyclone had descended in the m ddle of the Spade estate. Several
tons of water lifted into the air. The small island with its Japanese shrubbery was buried by the
terrific blast. The water scattered and fell like rain over the |awns.

"CGood gosham ghty!" gasped the chauffeur.

When the water settled, there was no island in the pond. The tiny high-expl osive grenade had
obliterated several thousand dollars’ worth of inported shrubbery.

Charles, the butler, was not wholly dunmb. He stared at Doc.

"Now | know who you are," he said, calmy—Doc Savage. Well, it doesn’'t make any difference;

you' Il have to account for being in these grounds."

As they approached the house, Doc Savage spoke to the butler.

"M . Spade had jewels of great value," stated the bronze man. "Probably he al so had securities.
Were all of these taken?"

The butler had overl ooked the matter of the jewels and securities.

"l would venture to predict that only a small amount of all valuables has been taken," went on
Doc, calnmy.

"If that should prove to be true, you will have to explain to the police how you happen to know
about it!" said the butler, angrily.

The police had not had tinme to arrive. The nearest station was several mles away. The butler
went immediately to the wall safe. He grunted profanely.

"Some of the securities have been taken," he announced. "But the rubies have not been touched.

Al of the bonds were easily negotiable. Let ne tell you sonething, Doc Savage. | shall have to
report your strange know edge to the police."

"Possibly you' Il accuse ne of leaving that note in the typewiter," suggested Doc. "Or had you
read it?"

The butl er whi pped over to the machine beside the big desk. His fingers were straying to the
keys.

"Wait a mnute," cautioned Doc. "Perhaps there are finger prints. Don't touch the keys."

Then the bronze man produced a powerful glass. After a hasty scrutiny, he announced. "All finger
prints have been wi ped clean. But the note speaks for itself."

The note said:

The market val ue of the securities today taken from Cedric Cecil Spade is $128,230.57. The

remai ni ng bonds will check

"That doesn’'t seemlike a very small ampbunt to nme," declared the butler.

"Consi dering the value of the rubies and the other bonds, it is a trivial sum" stated Doc
Savage. "What do you think, Mathers?"

Since the two automatics had been di scovered, the beefy broker had been held under the shotguns
of the servants.

"l don’t know—+ don’t know—~ M. Mathers seemed dazed.

H s nose had been bl eeding and one eye was purple. The butler denonstrated he knew M. Mathers.
"But you woul d know why you were hiding in the grounds," said Charles. "It is unfortunate, but |
was in the next roomthe other night when you and the master quarreled so violently."

This was information to Doc Savage.

"Then you had a break with Spade?" said the man of bronze.

"Yes—yes, that's true, but it had nothing to do with this," asserted M. Mthers. "In fact, we
di sagreed over M. Spade's habit of keeping the jewels and securities in his sumer residence. He
knew of the extortion threat and the—=



"Hell o, Doc! | had no idea you would be here! But | happened to hear a nessage and | suspected
there would be trouble, so | thought | would find out about it."

Pat Savage had stepped in fromthe hallway. She tried to nake her voice sound casual. But her
eyes went to the corpse.

"Perhaps | shouldn't have cone," she said. "Then M. Spade was justified in being frightened?"
"He was justified," stated Doc. "And you shouldn’t have conme. You nust |eave here as quickly and
unobtrusively as possible."

POLI CE CARS screaned into the Spade estate.

The huge form of Red Mahoney | oomed with the first coppers to arrive. A fussy, rather bew | dered
local police sergeant had to take charge until sone one higher in authority arrived.

"Don’t anybody touch anything!" conmmanded the sergeant. "Leave everything right where it is!
What's all this?"

The sergeant pulled the note fromthe typewiter. M. Mthers noved cl ose to Doc Savage.

"WIIl you see that | get out of here, and then let ne stick with you?" nmurrmured M. Mathers. "I
don't care how nuch it costs, |’'ve got to have your protection, M. Savage! |'l|l pay you anything!"
“1"11 help you all | can, Mathers," replied Doc. "In return, if you escape death, you will donate
a sum| designate to a children’s hospital in Manhattan."

"How much—+ don’t care—how nuch?"

"It will be an odd anmpbunt figured to pennies," stated Doc.

M. Mthers stared at Doc. He closed his lips grimy.

Doc Savage noved to a wi ndow. He could see the artificial pond. Were the small island with the
Japanese shrubbery had been was only calmwater. He wondered if the man he had seen peering fromthe
bushes had waded fromthe island before the high explosive grenade had di ssolved his hiding place?
Red Mahoney’s bl arney had won hima set-up fromthe flustered police sergeant. Red had told him

he woul d see he got a close-up in the news-reel.

Doc approved the efforts of Red Mahoney. Sonetinmes a photographic | ens would reveal sone detail
the nmost searching human eye had missed. But it required only Doc’s keen sight to find the three
human hairs on the shutter of one w ndow.

From the position of these hairs, Doc judged sone person of above average hei ght had been

conceal ed in the wi ndow al cove. Doc rubbed the three hairs between his fingers. Then he brought them
near his nostrils.

Doc slipped the three human hairs into a small container.

"The New York police have got the net out for the Jingles Sporado crowd," the police sergeant was
sayi ng. "They found evi dence sonme of the Sporado nmob m ght have been in on a shooting this norning.
A dead man was found on the sidewal k with a black spot over his heart."

Doc Savage’'s grim specul ative whi pped back to Jingles and his gunnen. That shooting affair had
seened to be a side issue. But one of the nobsters had caused a "black spot" death.

Doc considered his scanty, tangible evidence. Thus far, it consisted of three hairs and a shadowy
face on a news-reel film

Chapter X I. RUNAWAY PATI ENT

DOC SAVAGE was trying to fit together pieces of a puzzle. These bits of circunstantial evidence
had been queerly jig-sawed. M. Mathers was one angle. The death trap for Doc in Mathers’s penthouse
had not been too clearly explained.

Arthur Jotther was another angle. Jotther could have been in on the "black spot" deaths of
Vander sl eeve, Pearsall and Spade. But he was elimnated fromthe trap at Mathers’s penthouse. At
that time, the elusive Jotther was in jail.

Then there was Jingles Sporado. The Jingles Sporado crowd had pursued the nman of bronze. A casual
househol der had died of the black spot.

Doc Savage did not overl ook other m nor persons.

Red Mahoney was a novi e caneraman. He had been present at the Vandersl eeve house. Now he was here
in the home of the late Cedric Cecil Spade.

Apart fromthe angl es nmentioned, now Doc had three hairs. They were ordinary human hairs in all
but one respect. The one curious quality they possessed m ght overturn all other suspicions.

A nore experienced police officer arrived. He was chief of county detectives. Red Mahoney
discreetly withdrew his novie canera when he saw the detective. The news-reel grabber did not want
to |l ose what he already had shot.

The detective knew Doc Savage. He immedi ately signified that the bronze adventurer was not to be
det ai ned or hanpered in any way. This disgusted the butler, Charles.

The butler was nore disgruntled when M. Mithers was rel eased by the county detective. This was
acconpl i shed after Doc Savage had spoken to the officer.

"I"l'l be responsible for Mathers," Doc stated. Then he added in a still |lower tone, "This m ght
lead to sonething in cracking the case."

Wien Doc Savage was preparing to | eave the home of the nurdered Cedric Cecil Spade, five gl oony
men guarded his Hudson River warehouse hangar. Doc’s conpani ons had passed a couple of hot hours



doi ng not hi ng.

The war ehouse was divided into conpartnents. |In one section were several of the npbst nodern,
stream i ned planes. Some were of the large tri-nmotored type. Others were small single-notored
speedst ers.

Doc’ s special dirigible occupied a section to itself. This inmense ship of the air was as perfect
as a silver arrow. Every line was designed for speed and safety.

A third space was dockage. In this rested an advanced type of underwater craft. This was an

i mprovenent over the submarine Doc had designed for exploring beneath Arctic ice. The new submarine
now cont ai ned what m ght have been ternmed "lifeboats."

These "lifeboats" were one-nman or two-men subs. They could be freed and operated separately. They
contai ned el ectrical notive power and oxygen tanks.

"Maybe if we shut Monk into the sub and sent it to the bottom Doc might let us in on what he's
doi ng, " suggested Ham cheerfully. "O maybe we could send Monk to find out where Doc is and he' d
get himself in a jam Mybe he’' d never cone back."

"Dang you!" squealed Monk. "I'Il bet Doc’s in sone kind of danger and he don't want to be tied up
with a nouthpiece that can’'t do anything but talk!"

THE interior of the warehouse hangars was somewhat dark. This seemed to shut in the heat. Johnny,
t he skel etonli ke geol ogi st, was the only one the heat didn't seemto affect nmuch. He hadn't enough
covering over his bones to do rmuch sweating.

One of the watchmen shouted fromthe space where the dirigible was kept.

"Hey!" he yelled. "Cone down outta there! Hey!"

From that direction came a deep bass hunm ng.

"Come on!" shouted Renny. "Sonething' s busted! That guy’'s shooting!"

Doc’ s wat chmen were equi pped with the superfirers containing nmercy bullets. Wien Renny |led the
others into the dirigible section, the shell-like bullets were spattering the silvery dirigible.
"What’ s goi ng on?" yelled Long Tom "You can't shoot through that wall! It’s bulletproof!"

The wat chnman’s eyes were trying to junp fromtheir sockets. He enptied the superfirer. H's
bullets were ainmed at nothing. The man |let out a crazy yell.

"I"'mtellin you the bullets went right through him It was a ghost in a white sheet! He clinbed
up over the ship! | couldn’'t have missed him"

Ham was qui cker than the others. Hs lean figure mounted the side of the dirigible. H s fingers

| oosened a bit of fluttering cloth. This was white. It could have been torn froma sheet.

"Your spectral hallucination resolves itself into a material nanifestation," declared the

| ong- wor ded Johnny. "Your optical perception indubitably was singularly illusionary."
"Horse feathers!" grunted the watchman. "So you think |I'm one of them do you? Well, |ook at
that!"

In the gl oomof the warehouse the thing could have been a ghost. A white garnent billowed as a
figure sprang away fromthe other side of the dirigible. The only proof it wasn’'t a waith was the
substantial pl opping of feet when they hit the floor.

But there was no solid chunking. The feet undoubtedly were bare. Doc’s nen noved fast. But the
intruder was swifter. He got through a door and in anong the planes.

The intruder |let out a gibbering scream He was dodgi ng anong the pl anes.

"l want Doc Savage!" he yodeled in a hysterical voice. "lI've got to find Doc Savage! They're
chasi ng ne! They're chasing ne!"

"He's nuts!" exploded Monk, getting a hand twisted into the white garnent the man was weari ng.
Part of the garnment canme | oose. Ham saw that the supposed ghostly garb was one of the nightshirts
used for hospital patients. It fastened at the neck behind. Mnk got another grab at the garnent.
The blister-headed man | eaped away. He was naked. His arnms and | egs were bony. H s knees and

el bows stuck out. His upper lip drew back fromhis teeth. He snarled |ike an aninal.

"They won’t get ne |like they got Doc Savage!" he yell ed.

Then he retreated into the section of the hangar where |l ay the subnmarine. Before any of the
others could reach him he plunged into the water.

Monk was a good swimmer. He slid out of his coat and dropped his clunmsy superfirer. Al had

deci ded they were dealing with a crazy man. So they had not shot him

Monk was about to dive into the water at the spot where a trail of bubbles was com ng up. Renny
gripped his arm The naked figure was clinbing onto the submarine. Then it vanished in the open
hatch of the small conning tower.

Monk and Johnny were starting to board the craft when machinery commenced gri ndi ng.

"Good grief!" exploded Renny. "He's opening the tanks! He'll sink it, sure!"

Monk sprang onto the sloping top of the craft. But the awkwardly noving chem st was not quick
enough. The water of the dock space boil ed and bubbled. Air hissed. The submergi ng tanks were
filling. The submari ne washed under Mnk’'s feet.

"Look out!" shouted Ham "You'll be trapped!"

The conning tower hatch was still open. Water poured into it. The sucking streamwas floodi ng the
interior of the submarine. Frominside came a gurgling cry. Monk threw hinself into the open hatch.



The red, blistered head was just below him The crazed man’s | egs apparently had caught anong
sone of the levers and wheels. H's bony arns were flailing around. The bl ackened face | ooked up at
Monk.

Water went into the man’s nouth.

Both nmen were sucked down inside the submarine. The conning tower hatch closed itself. No nore
water cane in. But it already was sloshing around their knees. The submarine jolted and stopped
sinking. It was resting on bottomin the dock.

The naked man cl awed at Monk, scratching his hairy face.

"You' ve got to hunt the black spot!" he screaned.

"I"1l black spot you!" squawked Monk.

Then he hit the man. There was no other way.

Three mnutes later, Mnk pulled the naked man into one of the small, escape subs—the "lifeboat."
Monk rel eased the "lifeboat." The small craft spurted fromthe |arger craft and shot to the
surface. Mnk got it alongside the wharf. Renny helped himpull his collapsed prisoner onto the
floor.

Johnny applied quick first-aid. The naked man had sone water in his lungs. Wen it was squeezed
out, he started babbling.

"CGot to find Doc Savage," he munbl ed. "Look!" he screaned suddenly. "The bl ack spots! They're
chasing him They' Il get all of us!"

Qut si de the warehouse cane the drawn-out wail of a police car. An anbul ance seened to be
acconpanying it. Several policenmen and a couple of hospital anmbul ance men pushed past the protesting
wat chnen.

"I don't care if this is Doc Savage's private hangout!" bellowed a copper. "W’ ve got to grab
that nut! There he is!"

The naked man | ooked at the policenen and snarled. He commenced cl awi ng at Monk and Johnny. One
of the anbul ance nmen stopped this by deftly wi nding a bl anket around the skinny figure.

"I won’t go back there!" the man screamed. "They' |l rub black spots all over nme!"

"Nuts!" said one of the policenen. "Too bad he bothered you fellows! Got away fromthe hospital a
coupl e of hours ago or nore. Cinbed down a fire escape. He's been reported all over the West Side
since that time. Then some guy in a car said he saw himclinbing onto your roof."

"Well, who is he?" said Ham "W haven't been introduced, but he seens to know where he is. He
was | ooki ng for Doc Savage."

"Nane’s Dorenon," supplied one of the anbul ance nen. "Seens |i ke he pulled Doc Savage out of a
bad spot at a fire up the Hudson, early this nmorning. He |ives over on Park Ridge in Westchester, in
one of those big old houses. Savage hinself brought himto the hospital."

"What’ s he mean about bl ack spots?" questioned Ham

"Don’t know that," said the anbul ance man. "A nurse said that was what he was seeing in his
delirium"

Doc Savage had not inforned the hospital attachés of the incident involving Jingles Sporado and
the killing of a man on the sidewal k.

It was apparent that Ronald Dorenobn wanted to reach Doc and believed himto be at his warehouse
hangar. Dorenobn was given a hypo and taken back to the hospital.

Doc’ s nen knew not hing of events at the residence of Cedric Cecil Spade.

RED MAHONEY was persistent. That was what made hima good news-reel cameraman. For several hours,
he had wanted to put Doc Savage into a film No other news-reel man had ever done that. Red intended
to be the first.

The caneraman had got all there was to record inside the residence of the dead Cedric Cecil

Spade. Linked up with the Vandersleeve film and the one he had grabbed after the Pearsall rmurder,
this would be a knock-out. Red had not been openly in evidence at the Pearsall nurder and fire.

Bei ng a wi se caneranan, he had got his shots there froma conceal ed spot.

Now he was determned to add the giant figure of Doc Savage to his celluloid collection. To this
end, Red oozed quietly fromthe Spade residence. H's tripod was set up in the evergreen shrubbery
close to the car in which the bronze giant had arrived.

Doc had finished his observations inside the nansion. Acconpani ed by the shrinking but beefy
figure of M. Mthers, the bronze giant energed. Together the pair wal ked down the steps and across
toward Doc’s car.

Red Mahoney got a quick focus. A confident grin illumnated his big, freckled face. After this
one, he would be the ace of all the New York picture shooters. He started to grind at the little
crank.

"Hel l o, M. Mahoney!" cane an excited voice. "I didn't know you were here. Ch! Look out for your
caneral!"

The voi ce was that of Pat Savage. She arrived in the shrubbery in an abrupt manner. One foot
tripped on a root. One hand clutched at the tripod on which the novie canera was set. Pat fell and
her gorgeous, reddish-golden head struck Red Mahoney squarely in the stonach.

Doc Savage’'s roadster was gliding out of the driveway. Red glared at Pat Savage. He had mi ssed



the picture he had wanted badly.

Chapter X II. MR MATHERS CRASHES

THE mental acrobatics of Doc Savage did not inpede his driving in the |least. The bronze man’s
deductions continued to be a jigsaw puzzle, or perhaps nore like a crosswords affair. He could nake
the letters spell in one direction, but not in another.

The police were seeking Jingles Sporado. The sergeant at the Spade resi dence had said they had no
trace of Sporado’s nost recent hide-out. He thought perhaps it mght be well up the shore somewhere.
State Police Captain Graves was working on that angle.

Al so, Captain Graves was still hunting Arthur Jotther. Doc Savage wondered grimy if Jotther

woul d ever be found. If he had not escaped fromthe island in the pond, the chauffeur’'s curiosity
had been Jotther’s finish.

Doc’ s car flashed over the curving highway under imense elmtrees. These surrounded

mllionaires’ estates on the exclusive King' s Point section of Long Island. Private police guards
patrol |l ed nuch of the grounds out here.

Turning fromthe King' s Point and Great Neck highway into Northern Boul evard, Doc shot his car

down a considerable grade. On the upper side of the boulevard was a little | ake. On the right-hand
side was a steep hill.

"I"mgetting out of the country as soon as possible," announced M. Mathers. "The extortion plot

naned three to die. They' re dead. But it's all crazy stuff! If | paid up, | wouldn't be safe."
"Leaving the country, or at |east New York, might be a good plan," agreed Doc Savage.
A heavy truck canme plunging down a steep side hill. The body of the truck was built for hauling

furniture. The vehicle was heavily loaded with junk iron. The nbtor was not running. Apparently the
emer gency brakes had slipped.

Doc’ s sedan was speedi ng along at nearly seventy mles an hour. The truck had gi ven no warning.

The heavy vehicle struck the concrete. Its front wheels buckled and it turned over.

Doc’ s reaction was instant. But he was too late to avoid the smashed truck al together. The

runni ng board of the sedan sheered off on part of the truck. M. Mathers attenpted to junp. He woul d
have been cut to pieces between the cars. One of Doc’s hands held himin his seat.

"Sit tight," advised the man of bronze. "W're taking a dive."

The dive was unavoi dable. The sedan arrowed fromthe highway. It topped the fill at the edge of

the |l ake and turned over in nmd-air.

For nearly all persons, the crash of an auto is too fast to nmake an inpression. But Doc Savage

had acted. He had thrown hinself across Mathers, lifting the weight of the beefy broker fromthe
seat .

Only Mather’s panic prevented Doc pulling himclear of the car. The broker wenched hinself to

one side. H s head crashed into the bulletproof glass of the windshield. M. Mathers's coat tore off
in Doc’s gripping fingers.

The broker went under the overturning car. Doc dived for himinmediately. He freed the injured

man with sone difficulty. As the man of bronze brought the linmp victimto the surface and pulled him
to the shore of the lake, two nmen faded fromthe ridge where the truck had been standing.

Doc’s keen ears heard the jingling of snall coins. He had only a nonentary glinpse of one face.

The man was Ji ngl es Sporado. The necessity for adm nistering to M. Mithers prevented Doc from
pursui ng the nobster |eader.

Red Mahoney had wasted no time in follow ng Doc Savage. The flam ng-haired caneraman was a

hundred yards behind Doc’s sedan when the truck dashed down the hill. Hi s roadster burned rubber
conmng to a stop.

Al nost before Doc’s car was sonmersaulted into the little | ake, Red was out of his roadster and
setting up equipnent. His canera |l ens was on the wecked sedan when the man of bronze appeared with
the dripping M. Mathers.

A police siren screaned. But it was not on a police car. The warning horn was attached to the
roadster of Pat Savage. She had been a short distance behind. Apparently she observed the truck

bl ocki ng the road.

Li ke many another driver in an energency, Pat seenmed to | ose her head and all sense of direction.
Her roadster left the highway. It was dashing straight at Red Mahoney. The caneraman swore wildly
and j unped.

Wheel s skidded in the parkway gravel. The roadster’s fender slapped into Red’s tripod. His novie
canera described a short arc and | anded on the concrete. The tinkling of glass proved there was one
expensi ve | ens that woul d have to be repl aced.

"Why, you crazy, half-witted bonehead!'" yelled Red.

The caneraman was furious. Even the beauty of Pat Savage did not tenper his |anguage greatly.

Pat Savage knew she had caused Red to miss one of the few shots of a caneraman’s lifetine. It

woul d have been a knock-out, as Red woul d have said.

M. Mathers was still breathing. But blood foaned to his lips. Doc quickly determ ned several

ribs had been fractured. Splinters had punctured one lung. There was no tine to be wasted getting
the man to a hospital.



"Have to ask your help," Doc said to Red Mahoney. "You'll help ne hold Mathers in your roadster.
The man may die, if he doesn't get inmmediate hospital attention."

Doc had swiftly perforned all that first-aid could acconplish. But an energency operation was
indicated. M. Mathers was bl eeding internally.

As the man of bronze took the wheel of the caneraman’s car and slipped around the overturned

truck, Red narveled at the skill wth which he handled the notor. Red was a reckless driver. But he
never had got the speed Doc was getting. And Doc wasn't in the |east reckless.

On the outskirts of the New York suburb of Flushing, Doc swung off into the Jamaica hi ghway. Pat
foll omed, perhaps a hundred yards behind. Then Doc caught a glinpse of still another car. This was a
I ong, bl ack sedan.

The Queens County Hospital at the edge of the comunity of Janmai ca was an inposing structure of

red brick and stone. Newly built, the buildings occupi ed what woul d have been about five city

bl ocks.

Doc slid the roadster into the anbul ance driveway. Here it was hidden fromthe Jamai ca hi ghway

al ong whi ch they had come. Surprised internes then saw peculiar happenings.

"As soon as | get out, turn and drive back to the highway and on into Jamaica," instructed Doc,
speaki ng to Red.

Red nodded. He had no reason especially to obey Doc’s suggestion. But nearly all persons

di scovered they wanted to do what the bronze man requested. Red was considerably under the spell of
the gol den gi ant.

Doc picked up Mathers’s linp body as if it had been that of a snmall child. Yet the broker weighed
wel | above two hundred. Pat Savage had followed into the hospital driveway with her roadster.

"l instructed you to stay out of all this," said Doc. "But now that you' re here, you can be of
sone assistance."

"l knew | ought to conme along," said Pat, eagerly. "Wat nust | do?"

Doc pointed to a nearby patch of woods.

"Back of those trees is a crossroad," he stated. "Follow Mahoney's car out, then turn off and
drive over there."

THE | ong, bl ack sedan had been stopped about a block fromthe hospital driveway. Jingles Sporado
and three other nen were in the car. The nob | eader played with | oose silver coins in one coat

pocket .

"If the bronze guy stays in there with Mathers, then it’s a good job," said Jingles. "He's a
great surgeon, they say. | guess he's sonething like nme. There ain’t nmuch he can't get away with."
Red Mahoney’s car energed fromthe hospital grounds with Red alone at the wheel. In less than a

m nute, the car of Pat Savage followed. They turned toward the town of Jamaica. Doc seeningly had
stayed with M. Mathers in the hospital.

Jingles instructed two men to hang around.

"Keep an eye on the hospital," said Jingles. "Wen Doc Savage cones out, probably he'll grab a
taxi, or maybe he'll have sone of his men pick himup. Then give me a buzz right away. W' ve got to
work fast. Too bad that truck missed him"

It was too bad the truck m ssed Doc, fromJingles's point of view For the bronze giant was
slipping away through the hospital grounds. He kept the hospital buildings between himand the
hal ted sedan until he reached the fringe of trees.

Janes Mat hers hung over one of Doc’s mghty shoulders. H's weight did not inpede Doc’s progress
toward the crossroad. Pat Savage reached the spot at about the same tine.

"Where do we go now?" questioned Pat.

Doc replied, "W are taking M. Mathers to a private hospital in Jackson Heights. For the tine
being, it will be well for a few persons to believe he is in the Queens County Hospital."

WHEN Doc Savage returned to his headquarters, he discovered a nmessage on the tel ephone recorder:
"W have beaten off threatened attack on the hangar. It was only a crazy man froma hospital. He
was that fellow Ronald Dorenon you brought in fromthe El ectro-Chenmical plant fire this norning.
Shall we join you? This is Ham speaking."

Doc Savage knew it was Ham speaking. The bronze man was doing sone fast thinking. So the police
hadn’t got a line on Jingles Sporado’s hide-out. Doc went over and thunbed through a bl ack book of
newspaper clippings. He put a bronze finger down one page. There it stopped.

A few seconds |l ater, Doc was on the tel ephone. He was calling the police Conm ssioner of the city
of New York.

"Anyt hing on Jingles Sporado yet, Conmi ssioner?" he said into the instrunent.

The commi ssioner remarked there were several shades of hell popping over the "black spot" deaths,
but Jingl es Sporado had el uded the police net.

"Do you know where Silky Joe Scarnol a happens to be at this time?" said Doc.

"Yes," said the conm ssioner. "He's apparently quit all of the rackets. He's running a roadhouse
up the shore between Port Chester and G eenw ch, Connecticut. And he drops into a couple of places
on Broadway two or three tinmes a week."



"Think he could be induced to drop into Manhattan today?"

"What’'s the idea, Doc?"

"1 was thinking you mght pick himup on suspicion of being a material witness in these black
spot killings."

"But | don’t see any connection, and we might be put in a tough spot," said the conm ssioner
"Still, if you believe he has sonething to do with them he's as good as in the can right now "
"Per haps Scarnola hasn’t anything to do with them but he has sone answers that mght be useful,b "
stated Doc. "Suppose he was picked up in the Bronx, and then just as suddenly, a | awer cane al ong
from Ji ngl es Sporado and gained his release with a wit of habeas corpus?"

"That’'s an idea," assented the conmm ssioner. "I'll give you a ring as soon as | |learn anything
Silky Joe will be picked up."

Doc next called his Hudson River hangar. He smiled as the |ine opened and he could hear the
hopeful buzz of voices. H s conpani ons sel dom were kept out of an adventure. But Doc had been bal ked
at every turn in attenpting to find a defense for the bl ack spot

In fact, the nan of bronze had becone certain the source of the deaths was such as to nake any
known weapon usel ess. His words silenced the men at the hangars

"That you, Renny?" said Doc . . . "Let nme talk with Ham The others will remain where you are
until further orders. Under no circunstances |eave there or cone to headquarters.”

When Ham replied, Doc spoke a few words in the ancient Mayan tongue. This was the |anguage used
by Doc and his men when they desired to comunicate with each other in the presence of other
persons. |t made positive there would be no |listeners-in on a phone wire

Doc snmiled at Hanis eager words of agreenent

As the bronze giant replaced the instrunent, his acute ear detected a faint clicking. He glanced
quickly toward the |l aboratory. Wth noi sel ess novenent, he passed through the library. He paused
before the chrone-steel |aboratory door and |istened. Then he snmiled slightly.

Wth al nost inperceptible novenent, he | ocked the | aboratory door. Then he as silently

di sconnect ed t he phone extension which entered the inner room

Only a few m nutes el apsed before the phone buzzed again

"Silky Joe Scarnola is cooling his heels in the 180th Street station in the Bronx," announced the
police conm ssioner. "Oficially, | have not been inforned of the arrest."”

Chapter XIV. HABEAS CORPUS WRI T

"Silky Joe" Scarnola was a polished individual. H s clothes were several seconds ahead of being
up to the minute. H's appearance was that of a man who thought a great deal of his own inportance
But Silky Joe at this minute was frothing with rage

"There ain't any dunmb coppers going to get away with this!" how ed Silky Joe. "I ain’t been in
town an’ | was runnin’ ny own bar up over the line all the tine these bunp-offs was goin’ on! | want
Sorrell, an’ | want himnow Sonebody’'s goin’ to burn up over this!"

The Bronx precinct captain had no worry. This was the comm ssioner’s trouble. Only he had been
instructed that Silky Joe was to have no access to his |awer, Sorrel, until the next edition of the
papers was out

An hour or so after Silky Joe had quit swearing so |oudly, being out of breath and words, an

early edition of an afternoon paper cane in, carrying glaring headlines

SI LKY JOE SCARNCLA

HELD I N BLACK SPOT MJURDERS

"Sonebody’s going to sweat for this!" raged Silky Joe. "You get Sorrel for ne! It'Il cost you

mugs plenty! I'mgoin’ straight an’ keepin’ ny nose clean!"

Still Sorrell did not appear. The | awer who showed up was al nbst as foppish as Silky Joe

himsel f. He affected a goatee and a small nustache. Hi s hair was dead-bl ack and he | ooked sol et and
dignified.

"I"l'l talk to Scarnola hinself," announced the lawer. "My nanme is Stevens, and you'll bring
Scarnol a out here. You haven’t got anything on him and he'll probably sue you and coll ect. Besides
that, |’'ve got a habeas corpus wit for his immediate rel ease. And | augh that off!"

"You'll have to wait until | call the conm ssioner," declared the precinct captain. "There hasn't

been any charge booked yet."

Two minutes later, the precinct captain | ooked worried

"All right, M. Stevens, if that’s your nanme, you can see Scarnola. The conmi ssioner says if
you' ve got a habeas corpus wit we can't hold him"

"You didn’t need the conm ssioner to tell you that," snapped Attorney Stevens. "Bring Scarnol a
out."

Silky Joe glared at the precinct captain and Attorney Stevens when he energed

"What's the big idea?" he demanded. "Wo's this nug?"

Attorney Stevens pushed his goatee close to Silky Joe’s ear

"Jingles Sporado called ne, you nut," he said, softly. "He had a reason for wanting you to get
out of here without stirring up too much of a row | got a judge' s order, and Jingles said to keep
your |ip buttoned up. Sonebody nade a mistake. Jingles wants to see you."



Sil ky Joe Scarnola clanped his nouth shut. Wile he apparently had never met Attorney Stevens,
the | awyer was pushing the judge's order across the desk. O course, Jingles would go to bat for
him was Silky Joe's thought.

When Silky Joe was free, Attorney Stevens spoke to him again.

"Listen, Joe," he said, quietly. "This is all |'m supposed to do—get you out of this jam But
Jingles said for you to get in touch with himright away. Well, so long, |'lIl be seeing you."
Attorney Stevens slipped through the door and vani shed.

SI LKY JCE believed hinself to be smart, very smart. But this unexpected pinch had been confusing.
He nmust have had good reason for not wanting to cross Jingles Sporado. Their crooked paths had run
parallel in the past. In fact, they had been associated in several rackets.

Si | ky Joe had "gone straight" only on the surface. The ending of the al cohol racket had put him
into the roadhouse business. The roadhouse trade had possibly devel oped into other angles.

Anyway, Silky Joe stepped fromthe police precinct station with a cautious, catlike novenment. He
was watching this Attorney Stevens. Jingles Sporado al ways was changi ng nout hpi eces. Lawyers had to
be far on the shady side to handle Jingles’'s devious illegal affairs.

Si | ky Joe ensconced hinself behind an iron pillar of the elevated. Attorney Stevens did not so

much as gl ance behind him The | awer ascended the elevated stairs. Silky Joe saw hi m board the
train going toward downtown Manhattan. Still Silky Joe lingered. H s small eyes scanned his
surroundi ngs.

Everything was clear. Silky Joe whipped into a side street. By that novenent, he mi ssed seeing

the further novenents of Attorney Stevens. The |awyer with the goatee alighted fromthe el evated
train at the next station, four blocks down the line. He passed into and out of the el evated

washr oom

When Attorney Stevens descended to the street, the goatee, the w spy nustache and the dead- bl ack
hair had vani shed. He was a different individual, as he clinbed behind the wheel of a parked sedan.
Silky Joe studied the traffic in the side street. Several taxicabs were near by. But these were

of standard conpani es. Any one of these hackmen could be really checked upon. That is, if any person
happened to be interested in the novenents of Silky Joe Scarnol a.

So Silky Joe was seeking sonme cruising independent taxi. The nore disreputable, the better. The
battered ol d autonobile driven by a huge Negro answered the purpose better than any other.

Bei ng intent upon observing the departure of Attorney Stevens, Silky Joe had failed to notice the
Negro’'s taxi near the police station as he had conme into the street.

"Yassah," said the cabby. "Ah knows de place. Follow Fust Avenue to de Queens Bridge? Yassah."

The battered taxi clattered and banged into Manhattan. Crossing a Harlem River bridge fromthe
Bronx, it swung over toward the East River water front. Silky Joe did not give his final directions
until they had entered a section where towering |oft buildings and warehouses bl ocked the front.
First Avenue carried heavy traffic at this hour. Many private cars dodged in and out anobng the
trucks and taxis. Nearly all were headed for the Queensboro Bridge. The sedan in which the changed
Attorney Stevens was riding was not far behind the taxi driven by the huge Negro.

"This says you didn't have any fare outside the Bronx today," said Silky Joe, extending a

ten-spot. "And sonme of the boys may be wanting to hire you once in a while if you keep your nose
clean. If you don't, nmaybe nobody will be hiring you. Understand?"

"Yassah! Ch, yassah!" The driver rolled his eyes.

Silky Joe waited until the ancient taxi rolled away. Then he gl anced up and down the narrow

street. No person was in sight. Silky Joe wal ked a block, turned a corner. He slipped into what

| ooked |ike a deserted |oft building.

The Negro taxi driver drove away rapidly. As Silky Joe rounded the corner, the driver turned his
cab between two buildings. Wthin two minutes, the thick |Iips were nuch thinner. Gumy rolls had
been renoved. G assy shells cane fromunder the Negro driver’s eyelids. The kinky hair peel ed off.
A cleansing liquid was applied. The gol den-bronze skin of Doc Savage was reveal ed. Doc slid

swiftly fromthe old taxi. He went around a corner. His bulletproof sedan was parked there. The man
who had been Attorney Stevens had fol |l owed instructions, though he did not like this part of it. He
had parked the sedan and di sappear ed.

Ham coul d not understand why Doc Savage had insisted that he return imediately to the warehouse
hangar. Having played his role of Attorney Stevens, Ham had hoped to join Doc. The man of bronze had
commanded ot herw se. Ham was consi derably di sgusted.

Doc Savage nmade a brief inspection of his sedan. He had carefully marked the only |oft building

whi ch Silky Joe would be likely to enter. The bronze nman now understood why the police had been
unabl e to discover Jingles Sporado’s new hide-out. For Jingles had progressed in his nefarious
rackets.

Until recently, the naster nobster had occupied certain |uxurious apartnents in uptown Manhattan.
Now it woul d seem he had returned to an original location. This section was infested by crooks of a
| ower order.

JI NGLES SPORADO was paci ng back and forth. His feet sank into a thick rug. It |ooked as if



Jingles had transferred the nodern conforts of some exclusive penthouse to the top floor of this old
loft building.

"It’s funny how that happened, or maybe they're lying at the hospital," grated Jingles, one hand
rattling silver coins in a coat pocket. "W saw Mathers taken into that new dunp in Queens, an’ now
they say he hasn't even been in the place."

"No, an’ this Doc Savage didn't come out of there in the next three hours, for we didn't |eave

the spot," declared one of several nen in the room "I'Il bet that bronze guy pulled one over on
us."

Voi ces canme from outside the room Feet clunped on the stairs. The sleek, shiny head of Silky Joe
Scar nol a pushed through the door. Two nen on | ookout outside were with him

"Joe says you sent for him" announced one of the nen.

Jingles stopped rattling the silver coins and stared at the foppish roadhouse proprietor.

"Who in hell said | sent for you, Joe?" snapped Jingles. "I could use you, but I didn’t give you
any buzz. Spill it! What’'s the idea?"

"Ain't you-Say, Jingles, didn't you send a nouthpiece to spring ne on the rap they was tryin' to
put over on ne? Hell! Ain't you seen the papers?"

Jingles’s hand tightened on the coins in his pocket.

"Spring you? What nout hpi ece? You nean Sorrell? | didn't even know you was in town! Didn't | tell
you to stay away from here unless you got a buzz?"

Si | ky Joe’s nonchal ance deserted him Hi s hands started trenbling. His face became a shade

whiter.

"Listen, Jingles! A nouthpiece named Stevens! Had a beard |like a doctor or a goat! Sprung me with
a habeas! Said you sent himand you wanted to see nme right away!"

Jingl es had stopped his pacing. He was staring out of the w ndow across the river.

"Either we're in some kind of a spot, or this guy with the black spot is screwier than | thought

he was!" gritted Jingles. "He has pulled a couple of jobs that wasn't on the schedule! |If the black
spot guy didn’t do it, then who—

Jingles junped to the door. He called to the men outside.

"Put on a prow down below " he ordered. "|'d heard this Doc Savage was aces, and plenty of junps
ahead of the cops! Bring in anybody you find, and watch your step!"

Jingl es wal ked toward the center of the room "How d you cone here, Joe?"

Silky Joe smled a little.

"I was smart enough on that," he offered. "I picked up an old Negro drivin' a cruiser. Gave hima
ten-spot an’ slipped himthe ice on keepin’ his trap closed."

Jingles’s eyes grew suddenly red with anger.

"That’s it!" he shouted. "You dunmb dope! That's the play! Hey, alla you fellas get outside! Have

a look for this cabby gink, only it won't be rmuch use now An’ you, Torch an’ Jimmy, get on the
roof! We're lammin’ outta this dunp, but we'll make sure first how far we’ ve been spotted! An’
you're stickin' until we see what busts!"

The | ast was directed at Silky Joe.

"An' the next thing," declared Jingles, "I've got to get in touch with this nutty black spot guy.
If it wasn’t the biggest racket ever played, |1'd get out fromunder, right now"

Wat ever Jingles Sporado’s part in the "black spot" nurders, it nust have had consi derable

nystery even to him Cearly his words had indicated some one in control of the "black spot" deaths
was crossing these nobsters.

As Jingles's nen covered the streets below and the roof above, an old rowboat was drifting slowy
down the East River. This small craft kept well under the cover of wharves along the front. At
times, the man in it propelled the boat under the pilings.

Doc Savage reached the river side of the towering |oft building. The structure appeared to be
deserted. Wndows on the lower floors had been targets for East Side urchins. d assless squares

mar ked the enptiness of the building.

But on the top floor, high above, the sun glinted on gl ass.

Doc twi sted the rowboat’s painter around a piling. Wiere the |oft warehouse jutted upward, the
snmoot h board walls woul d hardly have given opportunity for the ascent of a human fly. Tinme and

weat her had worn away all hol ds.

Doc Savage heard nen’s voices at the side of the building. He knew instantly the neeting between
Sil ky Joe and Jingles had been unpleasant. |t nust have been di sconcerting. The bronze man realized
he nmust nove fast.

The river side of the building was unguarded. Doc produced a small, clawike affair. It was a
four-way grapnel hook. To this was attached a light silk line. Doc’s aimwas accurate. He tossed the
grapnel upward. The hooks went through a window on the third floor. Doc pulled the silk line and the
grapnel caught securely.

The bronze giant was carrying a small, boxlike contrivance on a cord slung around his neck. \Wen
he started up the silk line, he had both hands free. It is doubtful if any other man in the world
coul d have clinbed that thin line.

Above the broken third-story wi ndow, the board wall was warped by the sun. Slight cracks



appeared. Here Doc discarded the grapnel line. He clung like a leech to the boards. The top floor
was four nore stories high

Jingl es Sporado coul d not have imagi ned any person reaching his hide-out fromthis side of the
bui | ding. Doc coul d hear voices through a closed wi ndow. The tone indicated the men were arguing
Wor ki ng at high speed, Doc pressed a round rubber disc in the corner of a wi ndow pane. This was a
vacuum cup. Such cups are used to fasten ash trays to auto wi ndshields. But this was a peculiar disc
of Doc’s own designing

The outside of the cup was of black metal. Wthin this was a powerful m crophonic device. It was
intended to record sound by the vibration through glass or thin metal. It would even work on sone
wal s where the insulation did not deaden voices too nuch.

Al nost-invisible copper wires ran fromthe mi crophone. The snall box these entered was a

recordi ng dictograph. Wth this, the bronze giant clinbed the remaining few feet to the roof

Maki ng a qui ck survey, Doc found the space enpty. He clanped the dictograph receivers to his

ears. It was these which prevented himhearing a scraping sound from behind a near-by skylight
Jingles and Silky Joe were still engaged in a row. But the reason for the new dispute did not
inform Doc Savage that Jingles’'s nmen had been sent out to search the nei ghborhood

"It's the dopiest set-up | ever run into," conplained Jingles s rounded tones. "There was a

coupl e of hundred grand, maybe a lot nore, in that red ice left at this Spade guy's dunp. That could
have been cleaned up. An’ |ook at the dough at the Vandersl eeve place, and on the Pearsal
houseboat . "

Silky Joe did not seemas well informed about the "black spot" nmurders as Jingles

"An' you say this batty nug with the black spot thing won't let nothin' be taken but just what he
want s?"

"That’'s the lay right now," replied Jingles. "An’ there are four or five nore birds gonna be
bunped off before we get a free hand with the stuff. After that, this screw egg says he's out of it
for good an’ we can put the works on all the guys we want to."

Silky Joe was smart in his way.

"Hell's bells, Jingles!" he said. "By that tinme, all we’'ll have to do is put on the bu an’ scare
some of the big-shots! You can collect plenty then!"

"Yeah?" doubted Jingles. "But by that time, the heat will be on heavy! |'d had an idea we'd hole
up out at your place; but maybe we’'ll have to neet farther upstate! Anyway, we' ve got to play al ong
with the nut until he turns over the thing to us for keeps. He'll fade out, he says."

Sonme nmen cane into the roomdown bel ow. Their voices muttered. Doc Savage caught their words in
the wi ndow vi brations

"Everything s clean outside," announced one man. "Too damm clean, if you ask nme! And, say-what’'s
that at the w ndow?"

Doc snapped the dictograph earphones fromhis head. Behind him cane the rusty scraping of a
skylight. He heard the w ndow bel ow bei ng opened

Doc whi pped over the edge of the roof. He was carrying the dictograph. He noved downward with
incredi bl e speed. Cracks in the boards would not have afforded a finger hold to any other man. But
feet pounded across the roof above him

From bel ow cane a whi pli ke cracking

"W might ‘a knowed it!" bellowed Jingles. "But he can’'t squeeze outta this one!"

Bullets froma silenced revol ver screwed along the board wall. They chopped splinters al ongside
Doc’ s head.

Then from above, two nore guns started whoopi ng. One was sil enced, but the other crackled
viciously. Two nmen were peering over. One exulted. "So it’s the smart Doc Savage hinsel f, huh? Well
he put hinself on this spot!"

Chapter XV. DOC | S TRAPPED

SLUGS t hudded agai nst the bronze body of Doc Savage. But as long as they struck only his giant

torso, he was unscathed. Then one bullet ripped along the wall and drove a splinter into one cheek
Hi s bul | et proof garnents did not protect his face

Doc had no tine to enploy strategy. He was not wearing the bulletproof skullcap. Any one of the
whi ni ng slugs mght strike his head. He had been lucky to escape this in the first fusillade

The bronze giant was slightly dizzied by the splinter driven into his face. H s toes touched a

wi ndow. He kicked in the glass and sash. But before he could swing inside, feet pounded into that
room

A bullet plowed across Doc’s hand. Doc gl anced down. The bl ack, greasy surface of the river was a
hundred feet below. The bronze giant tensed his nuscles. He gave a trenmendous backward | eap, turning
over in md-air

The giant figure shot toward the water. Doc saw the sunken pile too late to evade it. This was a
subnerged spi ke of tinber. H s body was falling directly toward it. Wen only a few feet above the
sinister finger, Doc threw hinself forward.

He did not miss the sunken pile altogether. The sliny tinber struck his skull a glancing bl ow.

Doc felt his weight carrying himto the bottom H s nuscles seened paral yzed. Wien he hit bottom he



attenpted to shove weakly with his feet. Then his senses faded out

Doc was unconsci ous when his body reached the surface. He was anong the piling under the |oft
bui I ding. A trapdoor had been opened in the |ower floor. Rough hands seized the man of bronze and
pul l ed himfromthe water

Partial consciousness returned to Doc, as he was carried up inside the loft building. But he
permitted his body to renain relaxed. On the top floor, he was thrust roughly into a small, dark
room

Doc coul d hear Jingles and Silky Joe arguing

"W’ ve got him so why not finish the job?" said Silky Joe. "That police racket in the Bronx
shows you how dangerous he is."

"Not hi ng doi ng," announced Jingles. "This black spot egg wants Doc Savage to go out the same as
the others. An’ he wants himkept alive until all the rest of his gang has been nopped up. He says
if we get Doc Savage and not the others, they' |l be too tough to handle. Mre than that, we haven't
got this black spot thing now "

"It's crazy, but naybe it has some sense to it," admtted Silky Joe. "But what is this black spot
thing, Jingles? You talk as if there was only one?"

"That's all there is," said Jingles. "And we haven't got that, now. W' ve got to get it back
before we travel too fast. And | ook what a clean-up it will mean when it becones known the bl ack
spot got Doc Savage, along with these other big-shots."

"That’'s an idea," admtted Silky Joe. "Then what's our play? W' re not safe staying here. Maybe
the bronze nmug has already tipped off his nmen to what he's found out."

"If he hasn't, they' re about to get that tip," said Jingles, with evil nmeaning in his tone. He
was flipping silver coins in his pocket

"You nean, Jingles, we could use the big nmug as bait?"

"You're getting smart, Joe," grated Jingles. "That's just the idea. Only | don't need himfor
that. |’'ve got a few cards up nmy own sl eeve."

DOC SAVAGE was feigni ng unconsci ousness. The roomin which he lay was without wi ndows. The air

was close. Al of the bronze nan’s devices, including his bulletproof garnents of fine chain nesh
had been stripped fromhis body. Jingles had voiced the belief that Doc was close to his finish

Doc nmoved slow y, without sound. He judged there were a dozen nmen in the outside roomwth

Jingles and Silky Joe. The nobsters believed the bronze giant was so conpletely out as to be no

| onger a nenace to them

Any one | ooking at Doc woul d have agreed with this theory. The bunp of the underwater pile had

laid a welted gash along the skull. The bullet splinter was still stuck in a torn cheek. And Doc had
the uncanny power of naking hinmself seem at the point of passing out

Now Doc suddenly turned on his face. Lying thus, he clutched two snmall bl ocks of wood he had

found on the floor. They were only the sawed ends of scantlings. Doc smled grimy

He could hear Silky Joe and Jingles comng toward the door. They were about to nake sure Doc had
not begun to recover. They were due for a shock. Wen they entered, the bronze giant was apparently
only an inert body

He no longer held the little blocks of wood in his hands. He was still lying on his face. Not a
breath stirred his trenendous torso. The bronze skin of his back was bare

"Hell's bells!" grunted Silky Joe. "The mug | ooks |ike he'd gone out! Look! He ain't even

br eat hi ng! "

Because Doc was |ying on his stonmach, Jingles bent over and gripped one of his bronze wists.

Silky Joe felt for the other one. The two npbsters stared at each other

"Well," said Jingles, "the big bronze guy ain't ticketed for the black spot now. He's washed up

H s pul se has quit ticking, an’ that's that!"

"Yeah," said Silky Joe. "He's dead. There ain't a ripple."

"O K.," announced Jingles. "Now we'll put out the bait. If we can grab off the other five of his
gang, we're sittin pretty."

Jingles and Silky Joe wal ked out. They were convinced the great Doc Savage was dead

As the door closed, Doc Savage noved slowly. From under each arnpit came a small bl ock of wood.

The pulse in his wists had indeed stopped. The wooden bl ocks had been cl anped agai nst the |arge
artery of each arm They had acted as tourni quets. The bl ood had stopped punping fromthe heart into
the arms during the nmoment Jingles and Silky Joe had been feeling for the pul se

Ji ngl es Sporado had once boasted he was snart. In some ways, he could prove it. Jingles had once
been an actor. I|npersonations had been his spot in vaudeville

Doc Savage heard Jingles call on a telephone in the outer room The nunber he gave was that of
Doc’ s war ehouse airplane hangar on the Hudson. Jingles spoke in a |low, penetrating voice

It was a good imtation of the bronze giant’s tone

"This is Doc speaking, and | have to talk fast,"” said Jingles into the phone outside. He spoke as
if he were under great strain. "The black spot nmob has got me. I’'min an old warehouse, and | found
a connected phone they didn't know was here. You'll have to cone at once. Wights have been wired to
sink me in the river."



Jingl es gave an address. Doc knew this was that of another enpty loft building, in the next

bl ock.

The trap woul d work. The bronze giant realized that Hamis visit to this nei ghborhood woul d make
the phone call all the nore convincing. By this time, Hamwould be back at the warehouse hangar
Silky Joe was giving |low orders to the other nmen, while Jingles was baiting the tel ephone trap

Doc Savage's hands were busy. Their purpose was nost nystifying. For the man of bronze seened to
be renpbving his teeth. The even whiteness of these in his bronze face was a part of his
attractiveness, which was unusual

But Doc was not wearing any false nmolars. He was renoving only two, and these were sinply

cleverly screwed on caps. They cane | oose quickly. Frominside each cap, Doc took two small gl ass
pills—er they seenmed to be that. He held one in each hand. Then he strolled soundlessly toward the
connecting door

The aperture under the door was an even inch of space

Doc pushed his hands into the crack under the door. He drewin a long full breath. Then his

t hunbs and fingers pressed together. Between them the small glass capsul es were crushed

The anaesthetic gas in these capsules acted so swiftly that Jingles was not given tine to repl ace
the phone. The nob | eader was slipping to the floor. Silky Joe |ooked at him He, too, seenmed to go
to sleep on his feet

The other nmen in the roomwere slunping into various poses of suddenly induced unconsci ousness

The gas had acted quickly. For the next hour or two, Jingles and his friends would be out of the
picture

Doc reared to his feet. Stripped of his upper garments, he was a magnificent figure. The torn
cheek and welted head only made hima nore terrifying object. He got to the tel ephone. He had hoped
to reach his nmen, or at |east warn the watchmen at the hangars

But Jingles, as his final conscious act, had carried the phone with himto the floor. The wires
were ripped | oose

Doc knew one of his nen had heard the tel ephone torn | oose. That would bring themall the nore
quickly. Wth Jingles and the others unconscious, this did not matter so nuch now. But Doc tried to
keep the others out of this. Doc’s next thought was the radio in the sedan. Wth this, he could send
hi s own conpani ons back to the hangars

The bronze man’s bul | et proof garments and other devices lay in a corner of the room He restored
them quickly in place. Then he noved toward the outside door. But there he becane a |listening

st at ue

Feet were thunping on the stairs. One person was ascendi ng al one. Doc judged all of Jingles' s nmen
had been in the room Then the newconer could be only one person: The "black spot" nurderer hinself
Knowi ng the effectiveness of this black spot, Doc set hinmself in a crouch beside the door

Knuckl es rapped softly

Doc repaid Jingles for his voice imtation. The bronze nan used Jingles’s exact tone

"Come in, the door’s unlocked," he said

Doc was tense. One bronze fist was ready to strike with the speed of light. The new arrival would
be given no opportunity to enploy the black spot this tine

The door opened slowy. A face and head appeared

Doc pulled the punch just in tine. In another split part of a second, he would have knocked his
attractive cousin, Pat Savage, back down the stairs

Pat’s face was white with anxiety, but she managed a quick snile

Bef ore she coul d speak, Doc Savage said, "Listening in on tel ephone extensions will get you into
serious trouble sonme day, Pat. You imagined it would be a good idea to hide in the laboratory."
"And you thought you had nme securely locked in," smled Pat. "But | happened to find one of the
control boxes and opened the door. | alnmost mssed you, Doc, but | saw you change into your role of
taxi cab driver. | knew there would be trouble, and here | am"

Pat was holding a very efficient autonatic revol ver

"Your explanation is adequate," said Doc. "But now you are going hone. Your face is very dirty."
Pat’ s happi est nonents were when her face was dirty. This usually happened when she becane
involved in Doc’s adventures

No ot her nmen appeared, as Doc led the way to the street. Due to the wind on a steel skyscraper

skel eton nearby the shooting of the Jingles Sporado nobsters had apparently attracted no one

Doc’s sedan was standing where it had been parked for himby Ham Seemingly, no one had been near
the bul | et proof car

Chapter XVI. DEADLY HOOK- UP

HAM had parked Doc Savage’'s sedan on an isol ated side street. Doc had planned on trappi ng perhaps
one of Jingles Sporado’s men. He woul d have done this, after listening in on the nobster’s
conversation

"I"mreturning you uptown, Pat, and it is ny wish you remain at hone," stated Doc. "W are
confronted by a killing force that strikes without warning. Until a solution is reached, al
involved are in deadly danger."



"I"maware of that, Doc, and | think it’s fun," replied the irrepressible Pat

Doc’s thunb touched the sedan’s special starter

There was a squashy explosion. This was not a blast that coul d have been heard any great

di stance. Doc had been intending to contact his own men by radio. He desired greatly to keep them
out of the black spot investigation

But, followi ng the explosion under the instrunent board, Doc did not call his nen. The reason was
sinpl e. The bronze man had been given a dose of his own nedicine

A gas bonb, operated by electrical contact, nmust have been booked up with the starter mechani sm
The gas acted so quickly that Doc had taken a quick breath of it

Doc Savage and Pat went to sleep instantly. They sat side by side in a very natural pose

Perhaps half an hour later, a police patrol car passed the sedan. The patrolmen smled at each
other. They could see only dimly that a man and worman were apparently asleep in the car

"Bet they’ve been out all night somewhere,"” observed one of the patrolnmen. "Well, let ‘emalone
If they are here when we cone back, we’'ll wake ‘emup."

The police squad car did not again pass through the isolated street for nore than an hour. Then
the two patrolnen clinbed out to investigate

Doc Savage was just recovering consciousness. The coppers stared at him Doc realized instantly
the gas bonb had robbed himof nearly two hours’ tinme.

"Stay here, Pat," he ordered. "I think there have been visitors to an ol d warehouse, not far
away. "

Fearful for his nen's safety, if nenbers of the Jingles Sporado npob had recovered, Doc |ed the
two coppers toward the |oft building. He did not divulge the real reason for his investigation

"A gang was setting a trap for some of ny nen," he told the policemen. "Perhaps they cane to this
building, believing | was a prisoner. | had put the gangsters to sleep after they had tried killing
ne. "

The coppers were plainly doubtful of this story. They had heard Doc Savage was hooked up in the
"bl ack spot" murder probe

There seened no signs any one had been in the old warehouse

"If your men came here, there would be sonme evidence," said one of the coppers. "Mybe you'd
better come with us and talk to the conm ssioner about it."

"Wait just a minute," smled Doc

He produced a small square box. Wen he noved a |l ever, the coppers expected to see a light flash
out. But none appeared. The ray fromthe black | ens was invisible. On a window near the door
appeared a queer, bluish glowing. It resolved into words

Doc—Sonet hing funny is going on. If you find this, we have returned to headquarters. Get in touch
with us. Hamis m ssing

Renny

Doc expl ai ned the nessage was witing with a special substance which fluoresced. Such conmon
materials as aspirin or vaseline wuld do the sanme thing

"Per haps the gangsters have not yet recovered," stated Doc. "W’'Il|l go up there."

The patrol -car nen viewed Doc nore dubiously than ever, when they had reached the roons where
Jingl es Sporado had been hiding out. There was no person there. Neither was there evidence the rooms
had been occupi ed

Jingl es Sporado and Silky Joe had come out fromunder the anaesthetic gas. Doc Savage had

di sappeared. Fearful of the bronze man’s uncanny powers, Jingles and Silky Joe had rmade a quick
cl ean-up and departed. They had judged any effort to spring the trap for Doc’s men would | ead them
into a trap for thensel ves

The two nob | eaders were highly nervous over the whole thing. They had taken Doc’s pul se and he
had been seeningly dead. Then all had been put out of business

THE el ectrical gas bonb had convinced Doc Savage he was opposed by clever killers. Four of his
men were at headquarters when he entered with Pat Savage. Ham appeared, a few minutes |ater

Monk | eered at the |awyer

"Dag-gonit!" he sputtered. "You thought there was goin’ to be trouble, an’ you run out on us!"
"Pull in your nonkey ears before | cut themoff," advised Ham pleasantly

Ham did not explain his tenporary absence. |f he had acconpanied the others to the old |oft
bui | di ng, he woul d have | ooked for Doc’s sedan

" Sonebody has been fooling us," declared Renny. "Now we know Doc didn't call us."

Doc did not go into explanations

"I was in a tough spot," he said. "Only sone luck got me out of it. Pat cane along to rescue ne."

"Well, 1'lIl be superanal gamated!" excl ai mred Johnny. "Now what do we do, Doc?"
The bronze man smled a little.
"I still believe there may be some trouble at the warehouse hangar," he stated. "All of you will

get back there at once. Do not |eave, regardl ess of any nmessage you nay receive. Unless you see ne
in person, it may be sone one el se tal king."
"You are taking me back uptown, Doc?" inquired Pat



"No, Pat," announced the man of bronze. "You are going with the others to the hangar. Possibly
you will stay there. The next tine you show up where there is trouble, you may not be so |ucky."
Doc Savage departed from his headquarters. He went directly to the hospital to interview Dorenon
Ronal d Dorenon’s eyes were bl oodshot, but he had cone out of his delirium H s burned head stil

| ooked like a blistered red billiard ball

"l thought | saw a man skul ki ng around the burning wharf, just after | got to the fire at the

pl ant," Dorenon told Doc Savage

"Know hi nP" asked Doc

"No, but he was small and had a face that rem nded me of an old, gray rat," said Dorenon
"Perhaps you' Il never see himagain," stated Doc, thinking of where he had | ast seen Arthur
Jotther: on the exploded island at the Spade estate. "Was there anything at the plant that m ght
have had sonething to do with a fire being set nearby?"

"1’ve been thinking," said Dorenon, "that perhaps some one was after the gold | ocator, and maybe
the gold we had been using in the tests. | don’t live far away—dp in Park Ridge—so | rushed over as
soon as | saw the blaze in the sky."

Doc Savage did not believe the gold locator or the gold itself had any connection with the fire
But he kept silent about that

"Then you live in Westchester, in the Park Ridge district?" he questioned Dorenon

"Yes. That's how | happened to becone acquainted with General Manager Congdon and got mny first
job with himback in 1930."

"Hope you're able to be out in a few days," said Doc. "Let ne know if you need anything."

When Doc left the hospital, he turned his car in the direction of Wstchester County.

PARK RI DGE in Westchester County is nmore than a hunp of land in the green hills. Park Ridge is an
institution. The countryside has the air of nuch noney.

Doc Savage’'s powerful sedan whirled along the Park Ridge highway. Private policenen scrutinized
the flying car fromstations conveniently placed at the ornate entrance to some of the surviving
est at es.

Strange nmotorists in the darkness of early evening were always suspected. Even a lone driver

m ght be the advance man for sone collection of crooks. Doc Savage sniled at the vigilance of the
hired guards

Mansi ons m ght be hedged about with arned special policenmen. But the black spot had struck in two
such places. It was ordained that it mght strike again in simlar places. In the list of those who
were believed marked for death were the residents of Park Ridge

But sonething nore vital than this had brought the nan of bronze to the place of exclusive

wealth. In alnost direct line fromPark Ridge lay the plant of the Electro-Chenical Research

Cor porati on

Near the sane locality was the residence of the nurdered Andrew Podrey Vandersl eeve

Doc Savage created added attention from special coppers on the gates of estates when he sl owed

his sedan. Two guards cane out and flashed a light in his face when he stopped at an entrance

Doc inquired for the location of three different mansions. The guards | ooked at himqueerly. One
slid his thunmb along to his hol stered gun

"Sure you know who you're |ooking for, buddy?" rasped one of the men. "Them places ain't being
lived in. They say that second one you nentioned is haunted. The guy that owned it hung hinself in
the mddle of his living room"

The other guard stepped closer. There was a gol den shining of Doc’s face in his flashlight beam
"Say, ain't your name Savage?" said the guard

"It is," smled Doc

"Never mi nd about you wanting to buy them houses!" exclaimed the special policeman. "You being up
here neans there’'s trouble! W ain't sitting so pretty, since old Vandersl eeve got bunped off! What
are you after?"

"Perhaps | like to | ook at haunted houses," stated Doc. "A lively ghost always has possibilities
Thanks for the information."

One of the places for which Doc had inquired had been the home of a one-time nmillionaire named

Ant hony Hobbs. This nan Hobbs, it seemed, had |ost nost of his fortune. And then he had tied a rope
around his neck in the mddle of his living room

As Doc’s sedan went silently into gear and glided away, one of the guards spoke with a snap
“I"'mtrailing that guy Savage! You get in touch with the house and nmake sure all the alarns are
wor ki ng! When Doc Savage cones into any nei ghborhood, there’'s likely to be an expl osion!"

The guard sprang into a small car. He did not have nuch success trailing Doc. The bronze man's
sedan was fast. The guard saw only occasional flashes of its red tail-1light

Doc swung around a wi de curve of the main highway

The beans of Doc’s headlights pointed for two seconds into a secluded valley. The waters of a
smal |l |ake gleaned in the light

On the shore of this |ake crouched a nmansion. Perhaps a house cannot be said to crouch. But this
spraw i ng resi dence had sonething of the aspect of a dark nmonster. Its many extended wi ngs were |ike



| egs.

The dark ol d house al so had two eyes. These were laid close together. Wile many wi ndows were
shuttered, these were the two wi ndows of a roomon the ground floor. Probably it was the living
room

The same living roomin which Anthony Hobbs had strangled hinself in a |uxurious setting.

Doc Savage caught the gl eam of these lighted eyes. Imediately, the lights of his sedan w nked
out. Doc pulled an oversize pair of goggles into place. The | enses of these stuck out like snall
cans. Doc’s hand noved a sw tch.

H s sedan swung a sharp turn. Two crunbling gateposts of ornamental stone fornmed a narrow
entrance to a winding driveway.

Behi nd Doc, the curious guard in the snmall car swore heavily. He had been watchi ng Doc’ s car
lights. Now they were gone. The guard slowed and proceeded cautiously. He did not want to smack into
the other car. He thought perhaps it had stalled, or that Doc was waiting for him

But Doc Savage was gliding between the ol d stone gateposts. An invisible beamthat etched
everything in plain black and white was guiding him This was an infra-red ray, invisible to the
naked eye, but plainly to be picked up with the special goggl es.

Qutsi de the stone gateposts, the guard braked to a stop.

Doc saw that it was probably half a mle through the trees to the deserted house of the departed
Ant hony Hobbs. Because he had seen the lighted wi ndows, the bronze man did not want his approach to
be detected. H s sedan was al npst noi sel ess.

Doc was driving with infinite caution. The driveway was narrow and wound anong the trees. The
touring car he net was not being piloted with care. Indeed, the hints given by the special guards of
haunt ed houses seened to be justified.

The touring car |eaped blackly into the infra-red beamof Doc’s car. This touring car was flow ng
fromthe starkly deserted mansi on at a speed highly dangerous on that driveway. Mreover, it was
running without |ights.

The thing m ght have been an apparition. Its nmotor made no sound. It stood out, a flying vehicle
of plain black and white as seen through Doc’s special infra-red ray goggles. Doc Savage was a man
of remarkably quick reactions.

But the touring car tore at himat such great speed over only a few yards of distance that he
could do no nore than brake to a stop. Evading the flying car was inpossible, because of the thickly
hedging trees. On one side, the driveway sloped off toward the small | ake.

Doc Savage regretted his own lights had not been turned on. But the crashing inpact of the two
cars was too sudden to renedy this.

The touring car smashed into grinding nmetal, crunpling all of the forward hood of Doc’s sedan.
Then the touring car started as if it intended clinbing over the sedan. Both cars skidded as they
left the driveway.

Doc jerked off his goggles with swift notion. He heaved hinself to one side with another. But the
touring car flattened the bulletproof top of the sedan, pinning the man of bronze into the seat.

Fl ame nushrooned from an expl osi on. The squashing bl ast had erupted fromthe fuel tank of the
touring car. Alnost instantly, the big car was enveloped in the blaze. Fortunately, there was

not hing of a conbustible character about Doc’s sedan, except the gasoline and the rubber tires.
The flanmes missed the fuel tank. But the fumes of burning rubber filled the small space into
which Doc’s giant body was crammed. The collision had been stunning. The bronze nman was bent over
his steering wheel. The bulletproof netal of the sedan’s roof pushed his shoul ders and head
downwar d.

Doc bunched his powerful nuscles. Heat fromthe blazing touring car was scorching through the
open w ndow beside him Prying the roof upward required every ounce of Doc’s mghty strength.

The special guard in his small car rocketed into the driveway. He hit on his hard heels with a
gun in his hand. He had seen nothing. There had been only the expl osion. For a few seconds, he
figured his caution had been justified. He thought the blast had been set off at the old mansion of
Ant hony Hobbs.

Then Doc Savage slowy energed fromthe smashed sedan. The bronze skin was weirdly seared. But

the bronze mask of hair appeared to have been untouched.

Doc said, "It's too late to get the driver out. He was conming fromthe house wi thout lights."

The gasoline blaze was dyi ng down qui ckly. The special guard pushed cl oser and | ooked into the
burned touring car. Then his face went white. He circled the wecked cars slowy, using his
flashlight in darker places.

"l +—d-d-d-don’t see n-nobody," he stammered. "There ain’'t nobody in that car! There wasn't any
driver, ‘cause he couldn’'t have got out. Say! | don’t like this! I don't like this!"

Doc was straightening out his kinked nuscles. His ribs felt as if they had been flattened. But
when he filled his capacious |ungs, the bones noved freely back into place. He wal ked around the
wr ecked aut os.

Beyond the burned touring car there already was sone dew on the grass. The bronze man produced a
vial of yellowi sh powder. He strewed this in a circle. At one point, the trail of the chemnical
suddenly gl owed with a phosphorescent light. Alittle nmore powder showed where the feet of a running



man had di sturbed the grass.

Doc glided anpng the trees. The guard stunbled after him with his gun held ready for whatever

m ght happen. Not hi ng happened. The trail ended abruptly in a stretch of rough brush.

The man of bronze had seen a face in the infra-red beam just before the cars had crashed. It had
been the grayi sh countenance of Arthur Jotther. Seemingly, the fugitive fromthe Wstchester jail
had escaped fromthe blown-up island at the Spade estate.

Doc sent the special guard back to tel ephone for help. Before a car had arrived, the man of
bronze had passed a quarter of an hour in the haunted mansion of the |ate Anthony Hobbs.

There were now no lights in the place. Doc saw a fragnent of rope in the roomwhere the

m | lionaire had hanged hinsel f.

Chapter XVIl. THE CASE OF HOBBS

IT was the foll ow ng day.

More than a hundred pairs of eyes turned fromthe books they had been perusing. Sonething unusual
was required to disturb the bookworns in the public library at Fifth Avenue and Forty-second Street,
in the heart of Manhattan.

Persons visiting the extensive reference roons sel domhad their attention diverted. But sel dom

if ever, had such a huge bronze figure been seen in these rooms. The nman was a wel | -proportioned
giant. He was handsone in appearance. H's flaky gold eyes drew the gaze of others.

The m ddl e-aged worman in charge of reference files |ooked up with a bored expression. |t

i mmedi atel y becane | ess bored.

"Sonmething | can do for you?" she said.

"They tell ne, Ms. Potts, you have a remarkable nenory," said the bronze giant. "Perhaps then,
you can recall the case of Anthony Hobbs? | am seeking newspaper files of about the date of his
sudden death."

"Yes, | remenber about that," said the reference woman. "He was one of several who coul d not
surrmount mi sfortune.”

"Correct," said Doc Savage. "Then you could supply the dates?"

"Turn to the newspaper files between Novenber tenth and twentieth, of 1929," said Ms. Potts.

Doc Savage sought the designated files. The strange case of Anthony Hobbs had occupied front page
space for several days. It seenmed that Anthony Hobbs was a cautious and wi se investor. Prior to the
stock crash, when thousands of others were pyram ding their fortunes on paper, Hobbs was w sely
hedgi ng his stock deal s.

Various stories told how Ant hony Hobbs had concentrated all of his fortune into what appeared to
be a reasonably safe investnment. Wen the stock crash canme along in October, Hobbs had been, in the
parl ance of Wall Street, "sitting pretty.”

Then sonet hi ng happened. None of the inquiring newspaper reporters had apparently di scovered
exactly what had caused Anthony Hobbs to throw away nost of his fortune, then lose all of the
remant of a mllion or so on one deal, one turn of the narket.

The man of bronze nmade no notes. He read the stories rapidly. But all of the details were filed
in his brain. The suicide of the mllionaire was gruesonely described. It seened that Ms. Anthony
Hobbs had di scovered the body in the living room She had been prostrated.

A week after the hanging, Ms. Anthony Hobbs had died in a hospital. There were several other

m nor details regarding the deaths.

DOC was absorbed in his perusal of the stories. Two nen of professional appearance had tal ked a
momrent with the reference woman. They were arguing mldly now over a story of a theatrical
production that had appeared a year or two before. The man of bronze did not apparently attract
their attention as he did that of others in the room

It seened there had been a special auditing of the Anthony Hobbs estate. Doc Savage nade a note
of the accounting firmthat had been nmentioned. This firmhad an office address farther downtown.
Doc noted the address.

Thanki ng the reference woman for her assistance, the man of bronze left the library building. Doc
rarely travel ed by subway. But it was midday by the clock above the library square. The bronze gi ant
deci ded agai nst crossing to the mammoth skyscraper where his headquarters were | ocated.

Doc crossed Forty-second Street to Seventh Avenue. His giant figure dipped into the stairway
entrance to the downtown subway. At this hour, the cars were crowded. Hundreds massed on the

pl atforms and squeezed through the sliding doors.

The car Doc entered was jamed with shoppers. Half the persons in the car were clinging to
straps. They held on with one hand and cl utched inevitabl e newspapers and books in the other. New
Yorkers are perhaps the world s greatest readers in public.

This habit has been acquired because of the tedious hours spent in subway and el evated.

The train runbled al ong |ike an earthquake under a nountain. Ordinary conversati on was

i mpossi bl e. Doc Savage stood, but he did not find it necessary to cling to a strap.

The gi ant body swayed evenly on the massively sinewed | egs. The sudden joltings and rocking of
the car at stations and on curves did not affect the bronze man’s bal ance. Wonen stopped reading to



peer at the bronze-skinned face.

Doc made no notion or sign when a hard point was thrust into his back. Only he nade swi ft nental
note the object was too small to be the nuzzle of any average type of gun. And he knew he had not
been accidentally prodded by sonme carel ess person’s unbrella.

The bronze man | ooked straight ahead. He waited.

Two tall nen of professional appearance were standi ng behind him They were the same nen who had
been close to Doc in the public library. The voice speaking in his ear was froma nouth so close
that no other person could have heard it.

"This isn't a gun," grated the voice, unpleasantly. "So your bulletproof vest means nothing. You
could drop dead and no evi dence woul d appear to indicate violence until it would be too late. You

wi Il keep your hands at your sides, Doc Savage. Don't try reaching for any of your funny gas pills
either. At the Cortlandt Street station you will walk out with us."

VWi rl pools of glinting light disturbed Doc’s flaky gold eyes. Apparently he was interested in an
advertising sign level with his face. Hs |ips scarcely noved. But his words were distinctly heard
by the man holding the threat in his back.

"l understand perfectly. | knowit is not a gun."

Doc did not so nuch as turn his head. But the faces of the two tall nmen were mirrored in the car

wi ndows. Doc had never seen either of them Nor, so far as he had indicated it, had he ever seen the
"bl ack spot" nurderer.

The man of bronze had realized fromthe first that this adventure had produced new and deadly
weapons. He knew even the fine chain nesh of special alloy which would stop bullets could not affect
the passage of the death ray.

The subway train roared through two stations w thout stopping. It was running on the express

track. The next stop would be at Chanbers Street. This happened to be close to the address of the
firmDoc had started out to seek. On this particular train, the stop after that woul d be Cortl andt
Street.

The train clicked over switch points and swung into the station. The hard object still prodded
Doc’s spine. A guard called the Chanbers Street stop. The brakes squealed a little. The car was

sl ow ng.

The train was nearly stopped. Doc still gazed at the advertising sign. Apparently, he had not

moved. He still nmintained a perfect balance w thout use of one of the dangling straps.

But Doc’s heels had cone close together. The inner bones of his ankles touched each other. The
train stopped. The doors were beginning to slide open. Doc’s ankles canme firmy together. One rubbed
agai nst the other.

The man of bronze had inhal ed deeply. He was not breathing now.

The faces of the two tall men mrrored in the car wi ndows suddenly di sappeared. The pointed

obj ect lessened its prodding. One of Doc’s hands flashed behind his back. H's fingers came away

hol di ng what resenbl ed an average fountain pen.

A man’s shoul der struck the back of Doc’s knees. But Doc already was noving toward the opened

doors. A fat wonman had started to rise. She intended to get off at Chanmbers Street. She grunted and
lay down on the floor.

O her persons did not notice that the fat wonan had apparently fainted. For all others in the car
wer e suddenly very sleepy. Their heads drooped, and those standing in. the aisle folded in various
grot esque poses.

The tall man who had pushed the object into Doc’s back was |ying inertly across the other tall

man. They had no interest in the bronze giant’'s departure. One of the nen seened to snore.

Doc glided into the subway crowd. Though other persons jostled and shoved, the nman of bronze
touched no one. None touched him H's swift progress was |ike that of a jungle cat. Behind him one
of the subway guards shouted.

"Hey! Hold off the bell! Everybody’s dropped dead!"

The guard had been riding between the cars. He had nmounted his position for seeing that all exits
were clear before the train started. Looking into the car which Doc Savage had | eft, the guard
gasped and shout ed.

There was alnost a panic. Only the fact the disaster had overtaken but a single car prevented

many being injured in the rush to | eave the subway. The train blocked the track. Traffic in downtown
Manhattan was di srupted for half an hour.

The strangely sl eeping passengers were carried away i n anbul ances.

Doc Savage went up some stairs to the street. He decided to wal k the renmining distance to his

desti nati on.

The two tall nmen awakened on hospital cots in the Bellevue energency ward. They cane to al nost

si mul taneously. The effect of the anaesthetic gas released fromthe capsul es crushed by Doc Savage's
ankl es was about the same with each person. The tall men had been unconscious for a little nore than
an hour.

Nei t her under stood nor recogni zed their surroundi ngs. They saw each ot her.

"Wait'll we try explainin' this to Jingles," groaned one of the nen. "Wat do you suppose

happened? He couldn’t have known it was a bluff! | counted on Savage bein’ afraid of that black spot



thing."

"I"1'l never count on Doc Savage being afraid of anything again," grunted the other man. "Il ain't
even waitin' to explain to Jingles. My first stop when | get outta here will be a Long Island
airport. If you're smart, you'll be lanmmin with nme."

Doc Savage approached the address of the downtown firm of accountants. He turned an object over

in his fingers. The point prodding in his spine had felt |ike a fountain pen.

Doc smiled grimy. The object was a fountain pen. That and nothing nore. It contained no ink.
There was nothing about it that made it dangerous. Nothing except what mght be in the mnd of any
man i nto whose back it m ght be punched.

Doc Savage passed nearly an hour in the office of the accountants who had audited the bankrupt
estate of the suicide, Anthony Hobbs. Wen he came fromthis office, the whirlpools in his flaky
gold eyes were stirring as if greatly disturbed.

At the end of another hour, the man of bronze was entering the private hospital in Jackson

Hei ghts where Janmes Mathers, the broker, was slowy recovering fromhis fractured ribs. The broker
was just beginning to enmerge fromthe nental fog caused by the car crash.

"I"ve got to get out of the country as soon as | can | eave here," announced M. Mathers. "The
nurses tell me | owe you ny life, Savage. | shall subscribe the sumyou nentioned to that children's
hospital ."

Doc Savage sniled. The children's hospital would be able to purchase new equi pnent.

MEANWHI LE, Doc Savage’s conpanions at the Hudson River warehouse hangar were on edge. The usually
good- natured Pat was in somewhat of a tenper.

"Why don’t you do sonething?" she demanded. "I know Doc is in great danger. That is why he is
keepi ng us out of things."

The night and part of the second day had passed with no word fromthe man of bronze. Frequent
calls to headquarters brought no replies.

"I"mnot staying here nuch |onger," asserted Pat. "You are acting as if you had been appointed ny
guardi ans. "

Ham | ooked at Pat suddenly.

"You were at the home of this Cedric Cecil Spade," said the |lawer. "You said the killer took
only sonme of his securities and left his famous rubies!"

"Yes," said Pat.

Ham was doi ng sone fast thinking. He was recalling having been asked for |egal advice. H s
prospective client had been this sane Cedric Cecil Spade. This was connecting up in the |awers’s
mnd with some other incidents.

Ham had not accepted Spade as a client. But he had | earned enough to know that Spade was in great
fear for his life.

Ham | ooked at Monk. Monk returned the ook with interest. This becane a glare.

Ham said, "I'mgoing to do sonething. Monk, if you'd ever read a book, |'d take you with ne."
"And if you asked ne, | wouldn't go," said Monk. Then he added, "But we’'ve got to do something.
If you think we ought to try and find Doc, I'Il go with you."

"You fellows had better stick until we hear from Doc," advi sed Johnny.

But Ham was preparing to depart.

"I"mtaking Monk to the public library," he announced. "I’ probably end up by leaving himin
the museum but we'll | ook at some books first."

"I"1l bet you' ve thought of sonething!" cried Pat Savage.

Chapter XVIIlI. DOC IS M SSI NG

THEODORE MARLEY BROCKS did not turn as many eyes as had Doc Savage when he entered the public
library at Forty-second Street and Fifth Avenue. But many younger wonen gazed upon his debonair
figure with decided interest.

Ham coul d wear clothes. He | ooked a Park Avenue Beau Brummel| as he entered the reference roons.
Sonme of the wonen sighed, and a few nmen glanced up and swore to thensel ves over Hanis sartorial
el egance. Then they grinned at the apelike creature anbling along at his side.

Ham addressed a wonan attendant. This was not the sane one who had directed Doc Savage to the
newspaper files. Hanmls adviser peered at hi mnear-sightedly.

Ham smi |l ed and said, "Perhaps you know sonething of the strange case of Anthony Hobbs?"

The reference | ady did know sonmething of it.

"You'll find the stories of the Hobbs case in newspaper files of Novenber, 1928," she directed.
"It was a strange case, but there were many like it at about that tinme."

Ham strode into the newspaper filing room Monk lingered. He looked as if he didn't know what to
do with his hands. The big chem st | ooked around at the | aden shelves of technical books. The
ref erence woman | ooked at himpityingly. Very apparently, she considered this ugly, apelike man nuch
out of place in such surroundings.

She woul d have regretted her pity, had she known that sone of the chemical textbooks on her

shel ves had been witten by Monk.



Ham was putting a snall notebook into his pocket, when he came fromthe newspaper filing room a
short tinme later.

"Conme on, ape," he addressed Monk. "W’ ve got sonething, but | won't know how inportant it is
until | locate Doc. W'll get to the headquarters."

AFTER nore than an hour trying to pick up one of Doc’s cars with the radio at headquarters, Ham
tried other neans. He recall ed Doc m ght have called upon Ronal d Dorenpn or Janmes Mathers at the
hospi tal s.

"This is Theodore Marl ey Brooks," Hamtold the matron at the hospital where Dorenpn had been
taken. "Can you tell ne if Doc Savage has been there recently, to visit M. Dorenon?"

"Just a minute," advised the woman. Then she said, "M. Savage visited M. Dorenopn yesterday. M.
Dor enon was di scharged this norning. | have the address of his roons here in the city, where he is
stopping temporarily.”

Ronal d Dorenmon probably had been di scharged fromthe hospital before he should have been. He was
dressing to go out when Ham and Monk knocked on the door of his roomat a Wst Forty-fourth Street
addr ess.

"Ham and Monk," he greeted them He had seen Doc’s men many tinmes at the El ectro-Chenical plant.
"l guess | have an apology to make, and you to thank, Mnk. They tell me | put on some kind of show
at Doc Savage's hangar."

"I't was a good show while it lasted,"” smled Ham "You seenmed to think you had to find Doc right
away. "

Doremon’ s sol erm face grew nore serious. His eyes | ooked queerly bright. H's brows were burned
off. H's skull was still red and blistered.

"Well, | haven't changed ny mind about that," he said. "That’s why | inisted on |leaving the
hospital. Listen, fellows. Doc Savage is probably in the greatest danger of his whole career! Do you
know where he i s now?"

"No," admitted Ham "W haven't heard from himsince yesterday. You saw himat the hospital after
we did."

"Then you hadn’t seen this," said Dorenon.

He indicated a newspaper with blaring headlines:

100 PERSONS GASSED

I N DOANTOAN SUBWAY

"The story says they were all in one car," stated Dorenon, as Ham gl anced over the type. "And all
recovered, after about an hour at the hospital. The doctors declared the victins had suffered from
the effect of an anaesthetic gas."

"That would be Doc," stated Ham "But where did he go fromthere?"

"l haven't heard anything, and the police seemto be looking for him" said Dorenon. "I guess the
conmi ssi oner has an idea Doc had sonething to do with the subway gassing. But there's another item
at the bottom of the front page."

Dor emon i ndi cated the noti ce:

Janes Mat hers, wealthy broker, who was injured in a car crash with Doc Savage near the hone of
the murdered Cedric Cecil Spade, was pernmitted to |l eave the Mercy Hospital in Jackson Hei ghts today.
Though suffering with several fractured ribs and internal injuries, it is stated M. Mthers is
planning to take an inmediate trip to Europe.

Ham whi pped to a tel ephone, called Jackson Heights.

"Yes," said one of the doctors at the Jackson Heights hospital, "M . Mthers was discharged today
agai nst our w shes. He was visited by Doc Savage, a short tine before that."

Ham hung up the tel ephone receiver.

"We'll have to catch Mathers before he | eaves," he declared. "I'Il try to reach him by phone."

"l wouldn’t," advised Dorenon. "Renenber, | canme in with Doc fromthe plant after | was burned. |
think he mstrusted Mathers. He didn't say anything about it, but General Manager Congdon told ne
that Mathers had been with Doc and then di sappeared when the Pearsall houseboat was burned. |

| earned that he showed up again at Spade's place, and it was after that they had the car crash."”
"Perhaps you're right," admtted Ham "You don’t look fit to travel, Dorenon. W could hunt up

Mat hers and give you a ring."

"l've got to help find Doc Savage," declared Dorenon. "| believe he is trying to solve these

bl ack spot murders without bringing you or the rest of his nen into danger."

"It sure fits together,"” said Ham "Come on, then."

Fifteen mnutes later, the three nmen were ascending toward the penthouse of Janes Mathers, who,

it had been announced, was preparing for a quick departure for Europe.

Janes Mathers, the wealthy broker, was sitting stiffly before his wi de, polished desk. Wen he
noved, it was with the manner of a man whose slightest effort brings pain. The reason was sinple.
M. Mathers’s bulging torso was encased in a plaster cast. A new bandage w apped the upper
portion of his beefy face. M. Mathers was not now as red as usual.

On the desk in front of M. Mathers lay several flat packages of nobney. Wth these were a
passport and an envel ope containing a steaner ticket.



M. Mathers was rummagi ng through his desk. The Japanese servant, Konolo, appeared to be the only
other person in the |uxurious penthouse. He was a huge figure. H's appearance was nmuch nore that of
a North China bandit than of the Japanese he represented hinself to be. H's slanted bl ack eyes
antici pated each of Mathers's novenents.

"l have procured the gun," said Konmolo in neticulous English. "Wth it | have learned to hit the
honorabl e bull’s-eye often, with rmuch burning of powder."

Mathers smiled with seemng effort. H's ribs apparently pained himgreatly.

"That is good, Konpblo," he approved. "You will keep it in the side pocket of your coat. Unless |
tell you they are all right, you will be ready to hold off any visitors. The baggage is ready?"
"Everyt hi ng has been packed, sir, since your call by the tel ephone."

M. Mathers nodded. The light in the roomwas bright. The wi ndow shades were raised. |If any
person had been on the roof near the penthouse, it would have been easy to obtain a clear view of
all that went on inside.

M. Mathers had just w thdrawn a considerable sum of noney fromtwo different banks. He had been
driven straight to these banks in a taxicab. This was after he was discharged fromthe hospital in
Jackson Hei ghts.

M. Mathers had been trailed fromthe hospital. Two nen had been watching at each of the banks,
when his checks were cashed. But they evidently were not planning an ordinary robbery. At al nost any
spot between the banks and his penthouse M. Mathers night have been held up by a rapid-working
gang.

M. Mathers continued to scan his personal papers. Mst of these he tore into bits, dropping them
into the wastebasket. He was still engaged at this when a buzzer sounded. Konolo glided fromthe
library. The Jap’s right hand was in his side coat pocket.

The door opened. The attractive figure of Pat Savage stood there. M. Mthers scow ed under his
bandage.

"l was informed you had left the hospital, after seeing Doc Savage," stated Pat. "I thought

possi bly you m ght know where ny cousin has gone?"

"M. Savage visited nme before | left the hospital," admtted M. Mathers. "Wiere he may be now, |
am uni nformed. Wn't you cone in for a nonent?"

Pat Savage cane in.

"Doc sent ne out to his warehouse hangar," she volunteered. "But we have been unable to nake any

contact with him So | started the notor of an airplane and when the others ran to it, | got away."
"Yes?" said M. Mathers, shortly. "But | can tell you nothing. | have several urgent matters for
attention, so you nust |eave at once, Mss Savage."

"1 had hoped you might be able to tell me sonething about the black spot," said Pat. "It seens to

me if you were running away fromit, you nmust know who is behind it."

M. Mathers’s eyes suddenly narrowed.

"l have no time to discuss this," he stated, crisply. "I ampreparing to go away. Konol o, show
M ss Savage the way down. Stay with her until she reaches the street. Call a taxicab, if she hasn't
her own car."

"You can’t get rid of ne as easily as that!" flashed Pat. "Doc Savage is missing! | think you
know about it! It wouldn't | ook good for you to be running away! Two of his nen, Ham and Mnk, are
out looking for him"

M. Mathers said nothing, but it was very apparent he did not like the idea of two of Doc
Savage’' s men hunting for the man of bronze.

"Do you know where this Ham and Monk have gone?" he asked.

"All | heard was Ham say sonething about the public library," said Pat.

M. Mathers appeared to have suddenly changed his m nd about sonet hing.

"“I’ve nothing to tell you," he said. "You will go at once. Konolo, see the young lady to the
door. "

Konol 0’ s big brown hands enclosed Pat’s el bows. She was lifted as easily as a child. She was
carried fromthe library. The penthouse door closed on her. Konblo did not acconpany her to the
street. M. Mathers called to him

"Let her go and cone here!" he ordered Konolo. "Now we’'ve got to work fast!"

The presence abroad of two of Doc Savage’'s nen seened disturbing. M. Mathers talked rapidly with
the Jap servant.

An observer outside would have seen all lights switched off. In less than two mnutes, they

fl ashed on again.

Pat Savage went down the penthouse stairway toward the upper floor of the apartnent house.
Plainly, she was highly indignant at the reception given her by M. Mathers.

"He can’'t get away with it!" she said.

"And you can't get away with what?" said a deep voice alnpbst in her ear.

The grinning countenance of big Red Mahoney poked around the corner when the penthouse stairway
turned. At this point, a double hallway gave exits in two directions to the el evator floor.
"You back agai n?" exclained Pat Savage. "Can’t | ever get rid of you? But, anyway, |'mawfully
gl ad you're here. Maybe you can help, and | think sonething’ s about to happen!"



"Sonet hi ng al ways does happen, when you're around. Listen, you bust up another one of ny pictures
and you'll find out why they have a norgue!"

Pat ignored Red' s cheerful renark.

"But what are you doi ng here?" Pat insisted

"Heard this fell ow Mathers was out of the hospital and about to skip the Atlantic," said Red
"That’'s worth a shot and an interview That guy's scared."

"Well, you won't get a picture or anything else," advised Pat Savage. "But |isten, M. Mhoney
I"mafraid sonething awful is about to happen. Maybe you can hel p—

"Chop off the conversation and both of you stick up your hands! Don't talk, if you want to keep
on living!'"

Pat Savage and Red Mahoney pushed up their hands. Half a dozen guns practically forned a ring
around them

"Now get yourselves down these back stairs!" comanded one of the gun-wi el ders

The hal f dozen nen were wearing tight black masks. The tone of the commanding voice |left no doubt
but that the threat of the guns would be enforced. There was apparently a second stairway | eading to
an apartnent two floors bel ow the roof

Red’ s canera case was taken fromhim Strong hands acconplished a job of tying, which proved it
was old stuff to their captors. Pat and the caneraman were next nade speechl ess and sightl ess by
tape over nouths and eyes. They were pushed into a small room of the apartnent.

But they could hear voices through the door

"Listen, Jingles," said one man, "| say what the hell we waitin’ for? This guy Mathers has got
the dough up there! Wiy do we have to wait for this screwy guy with the black spot thing?"

The speaker was Silky Joe Scarnola. Jingles Sporado replied

"Keep your shirt on, smart nmug! | told you this was to be the big pay-off! W're still playing
along until we get our hands on the black spot for ourselves! Mathers won't get away, and this tine
we're nopping up the works!"

Pat Savage was fighting the cords that tied her. She was nuch nore frantic than Red Mahoney. The
caneraman seered inclined to take everything phil osophically

Qutside, a voice tal ked over a telephone. It was Jingles. Then he announced to the others in the
room

"O K. boys! Everything' s all set! The black spot nay be a screwy idea, but the boss of it’'s

com ng through! He's on his way now Says he'll be here in less than five mnutes!"
"And when it's all over," said Silky Joe, softly, "will he be leaving with us?"
"Well, there mght be an accident," replied Jingles, calmy. "One nore body won't nake nuch

di fference, when we finish up."

Chapter XIX. MR MATHERS Dl ES

JI NGLES SPORADO ceased to clink the coins in his pocket. He had given the order to approach the
pent house warily and quietly.

"That big Jap mi ght be dynamte," advised Jingles. "Gab himbefore he can get into action. Jama
gun in his belly. If that don't stop him let himhave it."

More than a dozen nasked nen had followed Jingles and Silky Joe Scarnola to the roof. They had
noved with automatics in their hands. But no person interfered with their ascent. Light streaned
fromthe library windows of the penthouse. This nade straight fingers in the slight m st caused by
the rapid cooling of the day’'s heat

Jingles’s crowd becane separate ghouls. They encircled the house on the roof. At a hissed
command, they crept close to the three entrance doors. Jingles and Silky Joe renained together

"The bl ack spot guy don't want Mathers knocked of f except in his own way, but | guess I'Il have
to cross himup a little on that," Jingles told Silky Joe. "After he’'s been bunped and we take care
of that big Jap, I'll see to staging the rest of the party."

"Maybe if that batty guy with the black spot don’t know how much Jack Mathers took fromthe
banks, we can grab the stuff first," suggested Silky Joe, hopefully.

"Well, | had the same idea," admitted Jingles. "Anyway, this is the payoff, so far as the bl ack
spot is concerned."

"Hey, chief!" called a |ow voice. "This door ain't |ocked!"

The wide front entrance door not only wasn’'t |ocked, it was sw nging partly open

"Easy," cautioned Jingles. "Maybe it's a trap. Everybody over here and we'll rush it."

The masked nmen cat-footed into the broad hallway. Lumi nance poured fromthe inner library room

"I don't like this," whispered Jingles. "Take it easy until we're right by the door. That big
Jap’s poison! It's too quiet!"

Sil ky Joe had glided over. He could | ook through the draperies into the library space. His sleek
bl ack hair seenmed to lose its sleekness. Or perhaps it only felt that way to Silky Joe. For the cold
finger at the back of his neck ruffled right on through his hair. Each separate hair seened to be
standi ng on end

"The dirty doubl e-crosser!" rapped Silky Joe. "An’ you had to go an’ play along with a guy |ike



that! So he was to be here in five mnutes, huh?"

"Why—what —el |, 1’11 be damed!" rasped Jingles, planting his bulky figure in the library

doorway. "Double-crossed is right!"

The masked men crowded behind Jingles and Silky Joe. Caths began dripping fromtheir |ips.

Jingles and Silky Joe conveniently forgot they had been just about to put the double cross on the
masterm nd of the black spot. Had intended to beat himto it and grab some of the nopney he couldn't
know Mat hers possessed in cash.

For the bl ack spot had beaten themto it. It seened that this naster nurderer had passed through
them and away agai n. And he had not been seen.

The beefy body of M. Mithers lay on the floor. Though he had been handi capped by the plaster
encasenment of fractured ribs, the scared broker seem ngly had put up a fight at the |ast.

M. Mthers’s shirt had been torn off. One armhad a gashed cut fromthe el bowto the wist. The
hand | ooked as if it had been dipped in bl ackest ink.

Over the heart of M. Mathers was a black spot. It was as round as a perfect circle.

"An' the big Jap wasn’'t so poisonous either," nmuttered Silky Joe.

It was true. The giant Konplo hadn't had a chance. A big automatic was still clutched in the
stiffened brown fingers. But the weapon had not spouted death. It had burned no powder.

Konmol o, too, |ooked as if he might have put up a fight. O perhaps his clothes had been torn in
his death throes. The round bl ack spot decorated his breast, sonewhat concealed by a mat of coarse
bl ack hair.

The faces of Mathers and the Jap were twisted into horrible expressions. Their eyes were open,

gl azed, as if they had seen death striking at them

"An' he left the dough the sane as usual," announced Jingles. "Well, this tine we’'ll—-no, wait a
mnute. Listen, Joe, we're going to play this thing right on through. That's chicken feed. |'Il put
the rest of ‘emon the pan nyself."

This statement from Jingles was inspired by the noney on the polished desk. Sonme of the flat
packages of cash had been opened. Mney had been taken, no doubt. For there was a pile of |oose
bills. On this lay some | oose silver.

Sil ky Joe wal ked over and started scoopi ng up sone of the nobney. Cash in the hand seened worth

many mllions still in the pockets of suckers.

"Put it back!" ordered Jingles. "I said we'd play this thing ny way! An’ that’'s the way we're

pl ayi ng!"

Sil ky Joe obeyed with a reluctant scow .

"I don't like it—+ don't like it at all!" he nmuttered. "I got in ajamin the Bronx for no reason
at all! Sonmehow, | don’t feel so good! Not while Doc Savage is still alive!"

"O. K, you dunb mug!" snapped Jingles. "An’ that’'s part of the payoff! This black spot guy had

it all planned! Now that big bronze lug an’ his funny gang gets the works with the others!"
Jingles's men were stepping wide of the bodies on the library floor. Their eyes glittered, as

Si | ky Joe's hands touched the noney on the desk. Sonme of these nmen were small-tinme crooks. The cash
on the desk | ooked soft to them

Jingles and Silky Joe could not have expected interference. They were sure they had Mathers’'s

pent house sewed up. All eyes were centered on the seductive packages of bills on the desk.

Thus none saw the shadowy figures conming into the penthouse.

Ham Monk and Ronal d Dorenpn noved silently along the hallway toward the lighted library. Hamis

qui ck eyes took in the scene inside at a glance. Dorenon uttered a | ow oath of anmazenment. He seened
much nore surprised than the others at the spraw ed corpses on the floor.

"Too late," he said, "but how=

Ham had whi pped the sl ender, blue-steel blade fromhis sword cane. From under Mnk’s arnpit cane
one of the clunsy superfirers.

"I"'mfor startin’ blastin ," whispered Monk. "W can rub out the whole nmess before they can
start!"

The flat blue-steel of an automatic flashed into Dorenon’s hand.

"Wait!" he cautioned. "W’ ve got themtrapped as long as they don't know we're here! 1’1l take

the door on the other side of the library! Wen | give a whistle, we'll take themfrom both sides!"

Ham and Monk were all set for the signaling whistle. It cane with sharp, piercing sibilance.
Apparent|ly Ronal d Dorenon had been able to circle the library and reach the opposite door. Mnk |et
out a squealing shout. H's ungainly body |oped into the room

In Monk’s hand, the superfirer whooped with the noise of a mllion bunblebees all trying to sting
in one spot. But the mercy bullets were spraying into Stygi an darkness. The |lights had snapped out
at the instant Ronal d Dorenmon had whistl ed.

Aut omati cs crackl ed.

"It's Dorenon!" yelled Ham "W re over here! Burn themon the other side!"

Ham was pl aying the sword bl ade around his head. He felt the drugged point prick two different
bodi es. Men thunped to the floor. Hamgrinned in the darkness. This was having fun. Jingles's
nmobst ers were handi capped by being unable to identify their enem es. They had little chance for
shooting in the black room



Jingles’s round voice rolled out an order.

"They’' re Doc Savage's nen! Grab themnow Don't kill them Al are to be kept alive for the black
spot! He had arrived! Don’t get any of Doc Savage’'s men w thout the others! W’ ve got to get Doc
Savage hinmself first, or he will avenge them "

Then that room was suddenly filled with an exotic trilling. It was a rare, penetrating sound. It
was |ike a vagrant wind blow ng through deep tonbs. It seened to come from nowhere, and yet it was
ever ywher e.

Monk et out a yell.

"It’s Doc hinmself! Gve it to ‘em Ham"

One of Jingles's nen was standing close to the body of Konplo, the big Jap. This nman felt sudden
fingers on his throat. Hs head was snapped back and bones cracked in his neck.

Konol 0’ s voi ce spoke.

But his words were a jargon of gutturals. Only two of the words were understandabl e. These were,
"Doc Savage!"

I medi ately, the resonant, clear voice of Doc Savage filled the room H's words, too, were in an
alien tongue. It was the language of a little-known tribe of the fastnesses of North China. He was
tal king to Konol o.

The body of M. Mathers was no |onger on the floor in the darkness. But around the spot where it
had been Jingles’'s nobsters were tunbling over each other. A bronze cyclone had been freed in the
room

Doc Savage’'s body was still encased in the plaster cast he had used to fake the part of Mathers.
Thus he had enmerged fromthe Jackson Heights hospital. Mathers hinmself was still safe in a secluded
roomof that institution.

Here in the penthouse apartnent, the man of bronze had baited a trap he had been sure woul d put
his hands directly upon the master nurderer of the black spot. H s sinulated assassination, and
Konol o’ s—+he Japanese servant had ai ded Doc perfectly—he was sure would bring results.

And Ham with the best of intentions, had upset the whole plan. Doc now saw it was a matter of
fighting their way out. H's hope of trapping the masterm nd killer had faded.

Qut the man of bronze knew there was at |east one, perhaps two of the things that woul d deliver
the "black spot" death in the room At any instant the masterm nd was ready, the |lights would cone
on and Ham and Monk woul d be anni hil at ed.

Doc realized fully fromJingle s words, the cleverness of the brain behind the nmurders. The
shrewd boss killer intended to wipe out all of Doc’s nmen at one tinme, to prevent any survivor

di scovering his identity or weaking revenge.

Monk was squawki ng.

"Doc, Ham Dorenon! \Were are you? | don't know where to shoot!"

Doc’ s hands were nmoving with speed. Only the anaesthetic capsules could be effective in this

dar kness.

Doc rapped out a few words in the ancient Mayan | anguage. He was instructing Ham and Monk to
cease to breathe. To Konpl o, the big Jap, he gave whi spered warni ng.

Then an automatic started spewing flame. The bullets were directed at the voice of Doc Savage.
The man of bronze had the capsules in his hands.

Doc now was wearing the snooth, bulletproof skullcap of nmetal. It was covered with slick, bronze
hair. This was of the finest texture and | ooked |ike a waterproof mask.

An automatic slug ripped into the skullcap. It failed to penetrate netallic headgear. But it
struck the edge of the netal a terrific blow It was a stunning smash directly over inportant
nerves.

Doc Savage col | apsed. He was partly conscious, but his notor nerves refused to respond to his
will.

Monk | et out a sudden yel p of pain.

"You danged shyster! Look what you' re—

The apeli ke chemi st did not finish the sentence. The tip of Hanmis sword had pricked- himsharply
in one |l eg. The anaesthetic drug with which the blade was tipped took i nmedi ate effect.

Ronal d Dorenmon cried out. It sounded as if he had been struck down. H's voice suddenly was
muffled into a strangling cry. Apparently, he had been seized and overcome. He was lucky if it were
no nore than that.

The sudden coming to life of supposed dead nen had put Jingles's nob into a panic. It was a
fighting panic. They were ruthlessly slugging the men nearest them They were knocki ng each ot her
down.

Ham j abbed his sword blade at a nman in the darkness. The tip struck wood and stuck there. Ham was
trying to wench it free.

The butt of an automatic descended upon Hamis head. Ham joi ned Doc and Monk on the floor.

When sone one found the lights and turned themon, nen lay in various grotesque poses. Half of
Jingles’s nobsters were nursing bl oody noses and smashed jaws. Some were sl eeping.

"An' that’'s what we're up against with Doc Savage," stated Jingles, |ooking at the recent "corpse
of M. Mathers." "I can see why the black spot chief wants himand all his men out of the way. Can



you i magine a guy smart enough to frame a trap like that? An’ if the black spot chief hinself hadn't
got intoit, we'd have been sleeping like that all over."

Ronal d Dorenpn was groaning on the floor. His throat bore the nmarks of strangling fingers.
Jingles said in a lowvoice to Silky Joe, "Now we're all set for the big act. An’ we’ve got the
bl ack spot thing for the final play. There's a hypo in Doc Savage' s pocket that'll wake up these
mugs. Then tie ‘emup hand and foot an’ dunp themin with the others."

Doc Savage, Ham Monk and Dorenon were trussed up by expert hands. They were lifted bodily and
carried to the roomof an apartment, two floors bel ow.

The four prisoners were rolled into the roomwhere |ay Red Mahoney and Pat Savage. The door

cl osed.

Doc Savage had noted the position of Red Mahoney. He rolled close to the cameranman.

"Do you have it with you this time?" said the bronze man, nysteriously.

Red’ s nouth was taped. He said, "OComhoo!" It sounded |ike a cow npooing, but apparently he neant,
"Yes," whatever it mght be.

Chapt er XX. MJRDER | NVI TATI ONS

SEVEN nmen were about to be invited to attend seven nurders. The party was to be their own. They
were to be the chief entertainers. And when the party was over, the seven would be very dead, dead
in a ghastly fashion with black spots over their hearts.

And these seven were not to be alone. Four or five other persons had been el ected as principals

at this party. Wen the police later visited the penthouse of James Mathers, broker, if the plan
carried through, the world' s greatest city would be due for a shock.

Jingl es Sporado was an actor of no nean ability. Wth Silky Joe at his el bow, Jingles was talking
over the tel ephone in an outside room Now he was giving a splendid imtation of the thick voice of
Janes Mat hers.

Jingl es was repeating, "You' ve got only one day nore to live, unless we act inmediately and
together. This is Jim Mathers, and you know | wouldn’t lie to you. My own life is in the sane
danger, if | fail to get all of you together."

This message, with considerably nore, was delivered by Jingles to four different men. And Doc
Savage, |istening fromthe inner room could have naned the four. They were those on the death |ist
of the black spot.

Gscar Deizweiler, a broker who had retired with considerable fortune after 1929, was the first

man Ji ngl es cal |l ed.

Si mon Lockhetz, known for always being on the inside of nunicipal building projects, was second.

Jacob Boomner, still an operator in Wall Street, known as "Slick Jake" for many shrewd deals, was
third.

J. B. Sparsoll, who had quit the Street to dabble in first editions and collections of rare jade,
was fourth.

Tal king to these four, Jingles added, "My penthouse is heavily guarded. Up here, you will be safe
for tonight. But we have reached the point where we can only act together. Al of us are under the
bl ack spot.

"But | have arranged with the one big-shot of the underworld to rub out this black spot. H's
crowd can, and will, do it. The cost will be considerable and it nust be available in cash. The

bi g-shot wants his answer and the noney tonight.

"You can lay your hands on two hundred thousand cash, if you have to get your bankers out of bed
todoit. It's cheap at the price to be sure the black spot has been rubbed out. | want you in ny
penthouse within two hours. W will have dinner here."

Jingles continued to be the perfect actor. He made a fifth call, that brought wild oaths to sone
of the prisoners. Monk was still mercifully unconscious. He would not recover fromHam s error of
pricking himw th the drugged sword bl ade for some tine.

Qutside, the voice of Jingles was a perfect imtation of the sharp, strident tones of Ham the

| awyer. He had call ed the warehouse hangar of Doc Savage.

"That you, Renny?" said Jingles . . . "No, | don't want Long Tom | want Renny."

It sounded |ike Hamtal king and the ruse was perfect. Renny must have cone to the tel ephone.
"Listen, Renny, this is Ham speaking," said Jingles. "Doc is up at Janes Mathers’s penthouse. He
wants you and Long Tom and Johnny to appear here at exactly two o'clock. Yes, two a.m, and not a
m nute sooner. You will conme directly to the penthouse |ibrary. Mathers has a nunber of armed nen
hangi ng around, but they know you are coming and won't interfere. Yes, Renny. At two o' clock on the
dot. Doc has a big surprise to spring."

"I'f only I could get at that buzzard, |1'd teach himto be using ne as a nurder trap!" grated Ham
The | awyer was funmbling with a signet ring on the mddle finger of his right hand. The room was
partly in darkness. Ham heard a groan near by. It was the voice of Ronald Dorenon.

Ham was silent. A knifelike blade had sprung into the palmof his hand fromthe signet ring. It
ran upward, slicing along his arm But the position of the cords holding his wists behind his back
prevented the sharp, slender blade fromreaching them

For a minute Hamlay still, thinking. Then he spoke in a whisper to Doc.



"Get as close as you can to ne."

The man of bronze was still not in possession of his ordinary strength. The bl ow on the head had
been weakeni ng.

Now Hamis right hand slid anong these cords. The sl ender bl ade was edged |ike a razor. It passed
t hrough the binding. Doc could feel them | oosen. Then the bronze gi ant commanded Hamto wait.

"I't will acconplish nothing to be free right now," he whispered. "This time, we nust put our
hands on the black spot killer, or many innocent persons are going to die."

Pat Savage was trying to talk to Red Mahoney through the partly | oosened tape over her nouth. Red
only groaned.

COLONEL JOHN RENW CK did not have a figure fitted for traveling through a dunbwaiter shaft. But
he squeezed hinsel f upward. The gi ant engi neer had one advantage. His bulk so nearly filled the
narrow space, he was in little danger of falling.

Long Tom and Johnny followed the | ead of the engineer.

"You think naybe the whole thing's a trap?" questioned Johnny.

The archaeol ogi st had no tine for big words now. This ascending a dunbwaiter shaft was requiring
consi derabl e energy.

"You know blasted well it’'s some kind of a trap!" grunted Renny. "Qtherwise, if it’d been Ham
calling he’'d known the difference between ny voice and Long Tonis. That's why | traced the call
right away. It is the Y apartnment on the eighteenth floor. And this is the dunbwaiter shaft marked
Y-18 in the basenent."

"Well, | hope you re right and we don't get pinched for burglary or something," groaned Long Tom
Ei ghteen floors was sonme clinmb, with only the ropes and the rough sides of the shaft to support
them But Renny reached the eighteenth floor first.

Wth infinite caution, the big engineer opened a door. He saw the darkened interior of a kitchen.
He let himself into this.

"You fellows wait here," he instructed. "I'll see what the |layout nmay be. 1'Il bet we'll find Ham
and Monk somewhere. That wasn’t Ham sending that phony nessage."

Renny listened intently. Froma room adjoi ning the kitchen cane | ow voices. Renny opened the door
an inch at tinme.

The first voice he heard was that of Pat. She was still trying to talk to Red Mahoney.

"Holy cow" muttered Renny. "Pat’s here!"

Then he heard Doc’s | ow voi ce speaking to Ham Renny slid back to the dunbwaiter shaft.

"Stay here," he instructed the others.

"1"11 be superamal gamated if | do!" exclaimed Johnny. "Think |'m a hangi ng bat ?"

Johnny and Long Tom clinbed into the kitchen.

"Then stay in the kitchen until | get to Doc," said Renny. "It's what | thought. They' ve got a
roonful of prisoners all tied up!"

Renny rolled cautiously into the prison room He got al ongside Doc.

"CGood work, Renny," said Doc in a |ow voice. "Now you tell Long Tom and Johnny to stay out of

Mat hers’ s penthouse. It is to be a nmurder party."

Renny went out to do as he had been instructed. Johnny and Long Tom had vani shed. Perhaps they
had expected sonme such order might cone from Doc. Their bronze chief had been acting peculiarly,
ever since this "black spot" series of nmurders had come up.

Renny returned to Doc.

"All right, they' Il have to | ook out for thenselves," said the man of bronze. "And you're just
the man |’'d been wishing we had for a job I've got in mnd. Renny, neet Red Mahoney."

By this tine the hands of every one had been partly freed and the cords around their ankles

| oosened. But Doc had ordered every one to lie still and wait.

Qut in the other room Jingles was exultant.

"Al'l four of them big-shot guys fell for it!" he was telling Silky Joe. "Boy! There's eight
hundred grand on them dopes, and it's ripe for the picking! Now how soon do we take the bl ack spot
mug in on this and get the works over with?"

"Ain"t you waitin' for them Doc Savage fellows, Jingles?"

"Right," said Jingles. "It's plenty inportant they walk in and that they don't wal k out. Wit!
What's that? Well, | ook who's here!"

Long Tom and Johnny said nothing. They had wal ked right into a trap, when they had tried to | eave
the kitchen of the apartnment.

"And that nakes it perfect, all but one," scow ed Jingles. "Say, where's that big fellow they
call Renny?"

Nei t her Johnny nor Long Tom vol unteered any infornmation. Jingles swore.

"Well, this party goes on!" he shouted. "After all, they tell me this Renny is a great fighter,
but kinda dunb between the ears! Now-say, |’'ve got a peach of an idea!"

Jingles clinked sonme silver coins in his pocket. Then he went to the door of the room where the
prisoners were lying on the floor.

"Hey, you red-headed nmugger!" he called in. "How d you |ike to have a shot of the biggest and



juiciest murder party ever put on in old Manhattan?"
Red Mahoney let out a nuffled oath

"Sure you would, an’ maybe afterward we'll let you live |long enough to develop it and give us a
preview. I'Il be comn’ along in a few mnutes, to get you all set up for the party," decl ared

Ji ngl es

"That is a better chance than |I'd hoped we’'d get," stated Doc Savage, rolling close to the
caneraman. "l have a few things in sonme inner pockets that may hel p. Everybody remain tied up unti

we're upstairs.”

Doc was speaking so low that only those nearest could hear. Hamwas cutting Ronal d Dorenon’s

cords and talking to him

"What's Doc up to?" asked Dorenon. "How d that Renny get in?"

"l don’t know about Renny, except perhaps he traced the phone call," said Ham "W're al

particular that way. Doc’s trying to get the tape off Red Mahoney' s eyes so he can shoot the picture
this Jingles seens to want."

SI LKY JOE SCARNCLA rubbed his effem nate hands and gl oated. H's coal -black eyes glittered with
enj oyment. The sleek-haired rat was having the time of his life

Sil ky Joe was pouring wi ne, Janes Mathers’s best wine, for four guests who had no desire for

wi ne. Perhaps they could have used nmuch stiffer drinks

And in front of the four seated around the polished library desk of Janes Mathers was spread a
feast—a death feast. Silky Joe had thought of that touch. Chicken sandw ches, a sal ad of severa
colors and French pastry.

"As they say, boys, ‘eat, drink and be nmerry,’" intoned Silky Joe, with what he intended for
hunor .

The four guests were past mddl e age. Oscar Deizweiler, the retired broker, was fat and

bal d- headed. Hi s sweat oozed |ike grease

"You keep saying Jim Mathers will be along,"” he conplained. "But why did he call us and then go
out? There's sonething wong about all this."

Jacob Booner, still a Wall Street operator, nmade good his nane of "Slick Jake."

"l've got a private tel ephone call to make," he stated. "I'I| drop downstairs and be back by the
tinme Mathers returns.”

Slick Jake edged toward the door of the penthouse. The mask of trickery came off

In each of the two library doors appeared a couple of Jingles s toughest |ooking boys. Each of
these held the slimnozzles of nmachine guns over their left arns. Their teeth bared in anticipatory
grins

"It was nice of alla you to come to M. Mathers’s party,"” purred Silky Joe. "But he didn't give
any instructions about anybody |eaving. W nust wait for sone nore guests."

Si mon Lockhetz was a dignified, inpressive man. Hs square jaw and commandi ng voi ce were evi dence
of his political power.

“If JimMathers is framing to put sonething over, it will be the last thing he ever does in this
town!" decl ared Lockhetz, angrily. "Nothing like this can be pulled in the heart of Manhattan! W
were called up here to pay you nen for our own protection. W'll do that, if Jim Mathers proves he’'s

on the square."
J. B. Sparsoll was a neek, mld-voiced man. That was why he had quit the hurly-burly of Wal
Street to dabble in first editions and rare jade

"But Sinon," he said to Lockhetz, "everything nust be all right. |’msure Jim Mathers woul dn’t
deceive us. Personally, |I'mready to pay two hundred thousand in cash to have this black spot nenace
renoved. Wiy, | haven't had a good night's sleep in weeks!"

Sil ky Joe tossed back his sleek head and | aughed

"Don’t get to arguing anong yoursel ves, boys," he adnoni shed. "Have sone w ne? Have some chi cken
sandw ches? Well, have sonme cakes?"

The four nen stared at each other. Sinobn Lockhetz got up and noved inportantly toward the door

"l never did care for bluffers!" he bellowed. "I'mgetting out of here!"

But Sinon Lockhetz was not getting out. The knuckles of a hard fist smacked into the roll of

fl esh under one ear. Sinobn grunted and sat down heavily. Then Jingles Sporado wal ked in

"None of that rough stuff, Joe," said Jingles, snoothly. "These nmen are our guests, renmenber

that. What's the matter with the wine? Well, Mathers has better stuff somewhere, but he didn't |eave
us the keys."

The four nen started tal king together. Jingles raised one hand

"Get this!" he rapped out. "Alla you put your cash on the desk! W're having a party, understand?
And this is our little party!" Jingles turned to his nobsters, said, "Bring in the others! W're
ready for the pictures!"”

Chapter XXI. THE MJURDER PARTY
DEl ZWEI LER, Booner, Lockhetz, and Sparsoll faced each other across Janmes Mathers's wide library
desk. They remmined uninterested in the wine and food set before them They had quit talking



Money in flat packages lay in a little nound in the mddle of the desk. Silky Joe stood rubbing
hi s hands. Jingles Sporado was in the |ibrary doorway.

"Gentl enmen," announced Jingles, nmuch as if he were the master of cerenpnies in sone night club

"l have a message to deliver. The black spot has spoken. Each of you knows exactly why he is here."
The meek, trenbling Sparsoll breathed an oath. It was nore |like a prayer

"No! No-no-no!" he alnost screaned. "Not that! If it’s a trick, we have the nobney to pay! Here is

all, and nore! Wiy, there’'s almbst a mllion on the desk! That should settle the debt!"
Jingles flipped clinking coins in his pocket
"The bl ack spot has decided otherw se," he said, slowy. "W have no choice. | think he nust have

read sonething like that ‘eye for an eye, and a tooth for a tooth’ thing. Gentlenmen, you have cone
to your last party. Many cone in, but none are wal ki ng out."

Sparsoll’s chin quivered. He |ooked as if he might burst into tears. Lockhetz was of sterner
stuff. He swore violently. But he | ooked at the slimnuzzles of the machi ne guns and rmade no attenpt
to rise

Slick Jake Booner had a gray line around his thin |ips

"Bunk!" he said. "All right, it’'s a shake-down, huh? Well, how nuch nore do we have to put up to
call off your show? Suppose we doubl e the anmpbunt on the desk?"

Jingles’s eyes gleamed with cupidity. Silky Joe licked his lips

Ei ght hundred grand in sight. Yes, a cold mllion. For here was the noney left by Doc Savage in
his role of Janes Mathers

What a pushover this might be! What was to prevent them cracking down with the choppers, then
wal ki ng out with the cash?

More than a million!

Jingl es Sporado was snart. He could see the questioning eyes of his nen. He did not raise his

voi ce when he spoke

"Any man, | said any man, who attenpts to | eave here before the cerenpbny is over, will neet the
bl ack spot on the way," he intoned, softly. "Gentlenen, the black spot is nowin this house."

The muzzl es of the machine guns trenbl ed. The hands of the thugs hol di ng them were shaking a
little.

A cold mllion in sight

But the "black spot" death they had wi tnessed was waiting the first crooked nove. Jingles Sporado
smiled. Prisoners with their arnms bound were being brought in.

"It's a big honor to have the great Doc Savage present at our little nurder party," smrked
Jingles. "Line themup on that side."

Doc Savage’'s arns were still in the cords behind his back. So were the arns of all the others
Their feet had been freed
Pat Savage's cheeks | ooked ghastly because of the tape still partly over her nouth

Ronal d Dorenmon’s red, blistered head with its burned-off eyebrows gave hima weird, scarecrow
appearance. Hs Adamis apple slid up and down rapidly in his scrawny throat. The young man’s sol etmm
face was |like that of a preacher about to consign some corpse to its |last resting place

Monk had recovered consci ousness. The apelike chem st glared at his captors fromunder his red
gristled brows. He grunted at Ham who stood beside him

"Wait'll we get outta here, you misfit nmouthpiece, an’” I'Il wap one of them swords around your
neck! |If you hadn't gone poking around in the dark, we wouldn't be here! | had ‘emon the run!"
Ham spoke through his teeth

"And if we get out of here, you'll be pulling one of nmy swords out of that hole in your ear

before you wap it around anybody," proni sed Ham

Monk al nost frothed at the nouth. He did have a snall hole all the way through one ear. It |ooked
like a bullet hole. It was.

Long Tom and Johnny, their arns tied behind them were ranged al ongside the others. Doc’s flaky
gol d eyes were constant whirlpools, but he apparently possessed no device which mght extricate

t hem

The bronze man kept | ooking at Pat. She was a worman. And Doc had no doubt of the weird

col d- bl ooded plan to | eave none of themalive

Renny did not appear anong the prisoners. Before Jingles had assenbled this |ast group of nurder
party guests, one big man had departed. He had gone out through the kitchen. He was supposed to have
left by way of the dunbwaiter shaft

Two of Jingles's men brought in Red Mahoney’'s newsreel films in their big | eather case

Jingles | ooked all about with a judicial eye. H s stage setting was apparently perfect

"Set it up right over here where it will take in all of our good friends," he suggested. "And the
rest of you boys, nake sure you keep your nugs outta the picture!"

The arnms of the big cameraman with the flamng red hair were rel eased. He paused an instant

gl anci ng around. He seened to be weighing his chances to take the room apart, including the half
dozen men now presenting the form dabl e nachi ne guns

Jingl es Sporado funbled with sonme silver coins

"Wuldn't try it, Red," he suggested. "Renenber, you get this picture right, so the black spot



can have it for a keepsake, an’ you m ght get a break."

The red-headed canmeranman opened the big | eather case. H s hands | ooked enornpus, as he sel ected

the square bl ack box and the nmagazine of filmwhich hooked onto its top. In the news-reel canera

the celluloid strip passed fromone wheel of the magazine into the box, was rolled past the canera’s
eye, then came out onto the other wheel

Doc Savage spoke for the first tine since entering the room

"l have been adequately inforned of your purpose, Sporado,"” he said, quietly. "Your master, the
owner of the black spot death, has decreed whol esale murder. You intend to di spose of my own nmen and
nmysel f because we are feared. These others at the desk, | take it, have a debt of their own to pay.
But there are two persons here who cannot be condemmed that way."

Jingles grinned at Doc. He glanced at Pat Savage and at the blister-headed Ronal d Dorenpn

"Sure, | getcha, Savage," he said. "You nean these two?"

"Yes," said Doc, quietly. "The girl is merely here by chance. Dorenpon has had nothing to do with
opposi ng any of the nurders of the black spot."

Jingles stared at Pat Savage. He | ooked intently at Dorenon. Then he shook his head

"The bl ack spot happens to be greater than our own wi shes,"” he said. "Wnen talk nore than nmen

Conme on, Red, get busy with the pictures."”

RENNY had not been anpbng the prisoners brought to the penthouse. The big man at the top of the
dunbwai ter shaft had only conceal ed hinself inside the narrow space. He had not descended. I|nstead
he was listening intently. And so he heard the others renpbved fromthe apartnment to the penthouse
above. The apartnment was |eft unguarded. Al of the Jingles Sporado crowd was in on the mnurder
party.

The big man clinbed again into the kitchen. He was crossing to the door. H's hands had run over
nunmer ous devices in his pockets. Sonehow, these seened unfamliar to him Then he froze like a
statue

A scratching sound had started. This cane fromthe dunbwaiter shaft. Sonething was com ng up the
shaft in the darkness. The progress of the sound was slow. The person clinbing was pausing often to
rest

The big man crouched to one side of the shaft. The scratching sound in the darkness continued

The qui ck, short breathing of the clinber now coul d be heard. The big man set hinself, his hands
ext ended

The spring door of the dunmbwaiter shaft creaked open. The head and shoul ders of the clinber
appeared. The big nman’s hands reached out. His fingers closed on a thin throat. The |ight weight of
the clinmber was yanked bodily into the kitchen

The small er man squirned and gasped for breath. But one big hand kept his voice from squawki ng
while the other fished for a small flashlight. The beam sl apped into the eyes of the prisoner

"You here?" gritted the big man. "Well, if this ain't sonething! Keep your hands outta your
pockets! | ain't carin’ to have nyself decorated with one of them bl ack spots! Here, what's this?"
The big man had pulled out first one automatic pistol, then another. Still a third weapon cane

fromunder the little man’s belt

"You sure believe in going around prined for trouble!" grunted the big man. "All right, what’'s
your story, before | rattle your teeth | oose?"

Arthur Jotther, fugitive froma Wstchester jail, escaped fromthe death of an exploding island
at the estate of Cedric Cecil Spade, and miracul ously saved fromdeath in a burning car at the
haunt ed house of the late Anthony Hobbs in Park Ridge, Westchester, gulped for breath

"Let ne go!" he gurgled. "Let ne go, before it’'s too late!"

"Huh?" grunted the big man. "It was too late for you, mister, when you cone ratting up that hole
inthe wall! Seens to nme you’ ve been too many funny places al ready. Suppose you spill what it’'s al
about. I'ma good listener."

Arthur Jotther was snall and weak-I|ooking. The big nman’s hands were fairly well occupied with

hol ding the three autonatic pistols he had taken fromthe gray little nole. Jotther hardly | ooked
strong enough to carry all of that arsenal. But he was surprisingly quick

One bony hand snapped out. It seized one of the pistols and got it |oose. The other hand knocked
down the beam of the flashlight

From Arthur Jotther’'s throat cane a hoarse, al nbst nocking | augh. The swinging door fromthe
kitchen hit the big man on the nose, as he attenpted to follow Jotther was across the next room and
out of it before the big man could |ocate him

Red Mahoney’s canera tripod was set up near the wall. It was close to the end of the line of
prisoners. Jingles |ooked at Ronald Dorenon’s hideously burned head and face

"Get over here to one side," grow ed Jingles. "You won't nake such a hot picture. Al right, Red
do your stuff. An’ mmke sure you don’t mss none of the nice boys at the big desk. You mght get a
speci al shot of all that noney, too. That’'ll kinda be an alibi for this black spot thing."

Silky Joe didn't want to nove far fromthe pile of dough. He didn't trust any one, including

hi nmsel f

"Listen, Joe, get yourself over out of the line of that canera!" rapped Jingles. "An' now,



gent| emen, when our friend, Red, begins grinding, we're going to have a little visit fromwhat you
have conme to know as the black spot. Perhaps it will be the first tine on record a news-reel of such
an affair was ever produced for the screen.

"An' say, will we collect plenty fromthe big-shots, after that filmhits ‘“emin the eye?"

Speech seened to have left that room The four financiers at the desk gripped the edge of the
top. Their knuckles were white. The eyes of all were fixed on the lens in Red' s novie canera.
Tongues |icked dry lips. Wen sone one tried to talk, it becane only a croaki ng whi sper.

Besi de Doc stood Konol o, the giant Jap. Wth the fatalismof his race, Konolo betrayed no
enotion. H s yellow face was inpassive. Only his slanted, dark eyes snoldered with mad fire.

The breath wheezed in Mnk's throat.

Doc was scrutinizing every corner of the library. Jingles had said an actual striking of the

bl ack spot was to be recorded. That might cone fromany source. In spite of Doc's precautions, four
of his conpanions were in position to be nurdered.

Then there were Pat Savage and Ronal d Dor enon.

Doc was facing one door of the library. The red-headed caneranman pulled on a calciumflare that
woul d burn for nmore than a minute. And in that vivid stabbing of light, Doc Savage saw a face appear
beyond the |ibrary doorway, then vanish.

The man of bronze was forced to exercise suprene control of his nerves for the next few seconds.
The face had been the grayi sh, nolelike countenance of Arthur Jotther.

But Doc’s hands were working inside the | oose cords.

The red-headed canmeraman made the first turn of the nmovie crank.

"Drop!" cane the one succinct word frombDoc. "Lie still where you are!"

The four nen at the polished desk did not drop. They were on their feet, clawing at their eyes.
Then Jingles’s nugs with the nachine guns started snarling.

"Jingles! Jingles! Wat the hell?"

Jingles’s own voice roared.

"The bl ack spot! Quick! G me the black spot!"”

H s feet shuffled. But none saw hi mnmove. Not even Doc Savage saw it. He only heard. For no
person in the big library had any sight. Every one, including the red-headed caneranman had becone
instantly blind. Fromthe novie canera cane a hissing, as of air being rel eased under pressure.
The air was a special chemical gas devised by Doc Savage. |t was painless and odorless. Only the
eyes were affected. It was as if a black curtain had been drawn across the vision.

But Doc had accurately fixed every detail of the roomin his mnd. Hs action was as direct and
efficient as if he could see. Not only could he recall the exact position of each person, but his
acute ears were the first to catch each novenent.

And the man of bronze was hurling his i mmense body across the room A nachine gun started

gobbl i ng.

"Don’t—don’t do that!"

That was the suddenly squawki ng voi ce of Silky Joe. A machine gun slug nust have cut his throat.
H s words gurgled |like speech drowned in a bow of bl ood.

"G me that—gi me that—you dam fool!'"

This was the voice of Jingles. It was no longer smboth and deadly. It was filled with panic. As
Doc’'s flying figure struck two interlocked nmen, one of these cried out in nortal agony.

"Y' had it comn!"

That was Jingles's voice. Doc’'s fist travel ed through the darkness, directed and timed by that
speech. Jingles’'s teeth rattled. The man of bronze had fastened fingers of steel on Jingles's
wists. He twisted and caught a snooth cylinder of steel under one thunb.

This cylinder was no |arger than a fountain pen.

Anot her machi ne gun whooped. There canme a bel | ow from Monk.

"That you, Han®?" squeal ed the chem st.

The reply indicated it was not Ham Then bones crunched. Apparently Mnk had only wanted to nake
sure whose neck he was twi sting. Pat Savage uttered a shrill cry through the tape still partly over
her nout h.

The guttural voice of Konolo, the giant Jap, growl ed. One of Jingles's rats then squeal ed |like
one. Konol o’'s hands had found a vul nerabl e spot in the darkness.

Jingles was still on his feet. Doc’s bronzed fist smashed outward into the bl ackness. He did not
pull his punch this tine.

Jingl es nust have fallen across the body of another man. Doc could feel the vibration of the
small cylinder in his hand. He kept it pointed at the floor as his fingers felt for levers or
buttons. He found a small lever in the end. Wen he pressed this, the vibration ceased,

"Stop it! Stop it! It's ne, Johnny!"

That was Long Tomis voice. The scholarly Johnny was a skeleton. He didn’t |look like a fighter.

But when he had a job of fighting to do, Johnny followed his own rules. Wen he couldn’'t hit them
he used sone of the holds Doc had taught him

Apparently, he had been applying such a hold to Long Tom

Jingles's men were slamming toward the walls. They sought doors through which they m ght escape.



But there were three or four of their conpanions outside. These were arned and they had m ssed being
bli nded by the chenical gas.

These men coul d see the others in the room One started shooting. The red-headed caneraman
groaned, then he roared.

"Why you murderer!" he yell ed.

The canera tripod crashed over. Though he was blinded as the others, the red-headed caneranman
hurled his huge bulk in the direction of the shot. Doc’s foot shot out and tripped himneatly.
"Lie still, Renny!" Doc conmmanded.

For the red-headed canmeranman was Renny, not Mhoney. The big man in the kitchen who had seized
Arthur Jotther and then let himget away, was Red Mahoney. During the few minutes in the prison room
downstairs, Doc had changed the identities of the pair. He did not want an outsider to risk his
life.

But in Red Mahoney's case had been placed that special tank of blinding gas. It had been made to

l ook |ike a novie canera.

Inside the room another nachi ne gun gobbl ed viciously. The blinded gunnen nmade a m stake. The

sl ugs sl apped through the doorway to the outside.

Their three or four conpani ons had been |ucky only because they coul d see whomto shoot. Now they
were | uckl ess. They bl undered into the stream of slugs conming fromthe nachi ne gun.

"It's me, Sinobn Lockhetz!" grunbled a deep voice. "You can' t—=

Monk pi ped, "Oh, excuse ne!" But he had said it too late. One of his fists had ruined the nose of
M. Lockhetz. He never would | ook inpressive again. He would | ook |ike any pugilist who had taken it
on the nose.

Anot her voice roared in a doorway. Red Mahoney had reached the scene of chaos where the blinded
men were fighting indiscrimnately. The gas was fading out, but they were still blind. Red had his
eyes.

Pat Savage was groping her way across the library. One of the nugs with a nachi ne gun was

striking fromone side to the other. The steel barrel of the gun made a nasty weapon. It swing
within an inch of Pat’s face.

Red did a football dive. It was a | ow tackle and a nean one. Red's powerful shoul der struck Pat
Savage’' s knees. The swi ngi ng machi ne gun passed over her head. Then new feet pounded up the steps to
t he penthouse roof. A dozen nen carried efficient shotguns and revol vers. Suddenly, in the doorway
of the library, a voice of authority spoke grimy.

"Everybody get your hands up! W' || shoot the first man who di sobeys!"

State Police Captain Graves was ranged al ongsi de a captain of the New York police departnent.
"That’'s Jotther, grab him" rapped Graves. "Good grief! Wuat's been comn’ off here? | told you
fellas Doc Savage has been in on this fromthe first!"

State and city police ringed in the remaining nmen of Jingles Sporado’s mob. Silky Joe Scarnol a
had bled his life out through the hole where a machi ne gun slug had passed.

Arthur Jotther was standing close to a wall. An automatic was held in his hand. H's other hand
clawed at his eyes. The blinding gas had got him

"l said watch Doc Savage!" roared Captain Gaves. "Hey! \Wat are you doi ng?"

Doc had reached Red Mahoney’'s novie filmcase. Fromit, he had renpved a small vial. The man of
bronze noi stened the tips of his fingers. He passed his hands over his eyes. Then he | ooked at the
chaos in the room

Doc passed the vial to Renny. In a minute, all of Doc’s conpanions had recovered fromthe

bl i ndness of the chemi cal concealed in the novie canera. The four financiers were slunped on the
floor. Two were bl eeding fromwounds, but were not seriously hurt.

"The party's all over, Captain G aves," remarked Doc Savage. "It has been quite a party, only it
did not turn out as the black spot nurderer and the nobsters he had covering his trail had planned
it."

"Well, you've got a lot to explain, Savage," said Graves. "And anyway, we've got the killer."
Handcuffs had been clinked onto Arthur Jotther’'s wists. "There's quite a lot to explain," said
Doc Savage; "but, briefly, it all goes back to the strange case of Anthony Hobbs."

"Hobbs? Ch, that guy that bunped hinself off on Park Ridge back in 1929?" said Captain G aves.
"Yes," stated Doc. "He killed hinmself because he had been trimmed out of his last mllion or so

by a group in Wall Street. Ei ght nmen pooled their noney to |lick Hobbs. Divided into unequal parts,
the share of each of the fortune taken from Anthony Hobbs woul d be the amount taken in each of the
nmurders. "

"You're crazy!" snapped Captain G aves. "That business of the noney was only a cover-up for this
crook!"

He referred to Jotther.

"I"'mafraid you re mstaken there, captain," stated Doc. "I amof the opinion Jotther was only
trying to trail down the real killer to clear hinself of suspicion."

"If you think you can talk us into any fool idea like that, you' ve got another guess coming,"

said Gaves.

"Perhaps, but this is not a guess, captain," Doc replied. "The son of Anthony Hobbs was at



col Il ege when his father hanged hinself. Possibly, he was partly denented over the death of his
parents and | osing his chance at an education. So, when he cane into possession of a new

el ectro-chem cal device, that we shall call the black spot, he set out to avenge his father’'s death
and his | osses."

"But why should he go around killing others?" demanded G aves
"AKkiller's mnd becormes warped. This son of Anthony Hobbs saw t he danger of working al one. He
was ready to kill any one who interfered. It becane an obsession with him So he sought the aid of

Jingl es Sporado and his mob, prom sing themthe black spot device for their own purposes after he
had fully avenged his father."

Si mon Lockhet z spoke unexpectedly

"That is the truth Doc Savage speaks, captain. W have been under the threat of death for weeks."
"But that doesn't change this Jotther being a killer and a jail-breaker!" Captain G aves

i nsisted, stubbornly.

"But it does," stated Doc. "He could not have been, for he is not the son of Anthony Hobbs

though | believe he is aware of the identity of the real nmurderer. |’ve known who the nurderer is
for some time, but | have been endeavoring to trap himdirectly. After all, ny only clues have been
very slight."

"What cl ues? How | ong have you known this?"

"l have been sure since | found three hairs at the home of Cedric Cecil Spade," said the nan of
bronze. "Those hairs were scorched. Before that, | had only a shadow face in the newsreel filmtaken
at the time of the Vandersl eeve nurder. Afterward, the face of the killer was so changed it was
difficult to make an identification."

"Then who is this killer, if you know?" demanded Captain Graves. "We'Ill get him"

"That will hardly be necessary," remarked Doc. "Wien he saw his final plot was about to fail

either he turned the black spot on hinself, or Jingles Sporado did it. | got the black spot device
fromthe hand of Jingles. And a bullet got Jingles afterward.”

The device, as the killer used it, was inserted in a fountain-penlike apparatus

Doc’ s hand gestured toward a bony figure on the floor. This man’s shirt had been torn open. Over
his heart was a round, black spot. It was as round as a perfect circle

"Ronal d Dorenon was Donal d Hobbs, son of Anthony Hobbs," said the bronze man. "Wile he was
supposed to be in a hospital, he got to Spade's place on Long Island. He was back in Manhattan in
tine to be apprehended as an apparently delirious patient fromthe hospital

"He set a fire at the plant of the El ectro-Chenical Research Corporation, to nmake it appear
outsiders had tried to break in; and this covered up the theft of the black spot device. Dorenon had
been working for several years on the experinent, and Congdon, the general nanager, knew of it, but
not of its success or its results

"It was Dorenobn who killed Pearsall on his houseboat, after the Vandersl eeve nurder. He happened
to be one of the masked guests at the Vandersl eeve hone the night of the first nurder.”

Red Mahoney showed a slow grin, |ooked at Pat

"An' that, | guess, just about washes me up. After |'d picked you, the first time | saw you, for

a lifelong friendship."

"But you were too determined to be unpleasant later," said Pat Savage. "Doc hinself thought

ought to stay hone where | bel onged."

"l haven't changed ny mind in the |least," spoke Doc’s quiet voice

Though her face was dirty, Pat was a very attractive young wonan

"An’ goin’ around bustin’ ny canera so | couldn't get pictures of Doc Savage!" grunted Red

Mahoney. "But soon I’'ll get that shot!"

But when they | ooked around, the man of bronze had vani shed

THE END



