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Chapter |. THE LOONS
THE anbul ance was traveling about fifty when it took a corner and missed a | anp-post scarcely
nmore than a quarter of an inch.
The passenger spoke to the driver.
"The stork that brought you," he said, "should have been arrested for smuggling dope."
The driver grinned. He | ooked startlingly Iike an ape when he grinned—and before he grinned, for
that matter.
The anbul ance lined out on a straight stretch through the park and the speedoneter clinbed up to
seventy. The siren nmade a | ot of cat-on-the-fence noise.
The passenger—he rode in the front seat with the driver—was wasp-wai sted and w de-shoul dered,
with an orator’s nmouth. He wore striped afternoon trousers, a cut-away coat, a pearl-colored vest.
In other words, he was dressed fit to kill. He balanced a neat black cane on his knees.
The driver yanked the wheel. The anbul ance took a corner on two wheels, tires howing in
conpl ai nt.
"Fromthe way you drive this anbul ance," the passenger said, "one would think you owned it."
The driver snorted. "Well," he said, "nobody knows we stole it—yet."
Not hi ng nore was said for sone tine. The anbul ance dived out of Central Park, which occupies the
m ddl e part of New York City like a great lung, and veered sharply north on the street that runs
al ong the west side of the park, Central Park West.
The driver came near being as wide as he was tall. Standing on his feet, he could scratch his
knees with his fingers wi thout bending over. There was a good deal of reddish hair, of the nature of
rusty shingle nails, on all exposed parts of his person. His face was sonething to frighten babies
with; yet babies usually weren't frightened by him There was sonething pleasantly fascinating about
hi s honel i ness.
The driver pointed with one hand. "Isn't that it?" he asked.
He was indicating a |inousine—a |ong black Iinousine that |ooked Iike at |east seven thousand
dollars recently invested. It was enpty, except for the chauffeur.
"That's it," the dapper man adm tted.
"Sure it's it," said the driver. "I told you we could head it off by cutting through the park."
"The way you’' ve been driving," conplained the other, "you could have headed off Eddie
Ri ckenbacker in an airplane."
This seened to enrage the anbul ance driver. He gave the wheel a jerk. The anmbul ance crashed into
the linmousine. There was a great deal of noise.
THERE was nore noi se than danage, really, although there was sonme shock, too—enough to pile
anmbul ance driver and passenger agai nst the w ndshield, and enough to knock the uniformcap off the
I'i mousi ne driver.
The driver got out of the |inopusine obviously with just one intention, which was to fight. He
| ooked as if he could give an account of hinself, being practically seven feet tall and built al ong
the symetrical proportions of a circus acrobat. It was a case of no particular part of himbeing
bi g—he was all big. He jerked open the anbul ance door.
"Cone out of there, you mutts!" he ordered angrily.
The anbul ance driver and his dapper companion sat perfectly still, glancing at each other out of
the corners of their eyes, but not saying anything.
"Conme out!" The giant |inousine driver grabbed the anbul ance door and shook it-—shook the whol e



anbul ance. "Cone out, you skulls!" he bellowed. "I’'mgonna ruin you both!"
From the corner of his nmouth, the dapper man whi spered, "Gosh, he's big, isn't he?"
Also fromthe side of his nmouth, the anbul ance driver agreed, "He wants to play rough, too."

"So you won't cone out, eh?" roared the linobusine pilot. "O K 1'Il take you out."
He reached in and got the dapper passenger by one |leg. The well-dressed nan yelled, "Wait, you
fool! | wasn't driving this thing!" This renpnstration did no good; he was dragged out anyway. "Run

into ne, will you!" said the giant. He knocked the dapper man flat on his back in the street. He
said, "That'll teach you." He reached in and grabbed the apish man by the |eg.

"Now wait a minute," said the apish man hastily. "Let’'s talk this thing over."

"Talk, hell! You ran into me. Wat’'s there to tal k about?"

"People run into other people every day. Wiat's there to argue—

"They don’t run into themon purpose. Not into ne, anyway."

The |inmousine chauffeur then hit the anbul ance driver with his fist. The anbul ance driver

staggered, but not as nuch as m ght have been expected. He enmitted a how, the noise being sonewhat
like the sound made by a bull when one of his horns is being sawed of f by a cowboy.

A fight ensued. If the street had not been paved with asphalt, the brawl woul d doubtl| ess have
raised quite a cloud of dust. Soon the big |inpusine chauffeur hit the pavenent al ongside the dapper
anmbul ance passenger, and sat there, his breath tenporarily knocked out.

"Ht him Ham" puffed the apish anbul ance driver.

"Not hi ng doing," said the dapper nman. "He might hit back."

"Fine help you are!" said the apish man. He took in a deep breath, then rushed his dazed

opponent. He received a |left hook between the eyes that made hi m stagger back. He rushed again. This
tine, he clipped the big |inousine chauffeur on the jaw, dazing himand knocki ng hi m down.

"Ni ce going, Mnk," said the dapper Ham "Too bad you didn't have a sl edge hanmer."

The api sh Monk puffed for breath and surveyed the size of his nonentarily stupefied opponent.

"1 know what el ephant hunters feel |ike now, " he remarked.
The dapper man nodded.
"You' Il know what a hanburger feels |like—+f he gets up once nore," he said. "I don't believe you

can knock hi mdown again."

"Help me throw himin the back of the anmbul ance,” Mnk ordered.

"Not me. He's your bird."

"Gve me a hand, or I'll ramthat cane down your throat."

The api sh man and the dapper man laid hold of the arms of the |linmousine driver. The latter was
still dazed, but he could get words out, after a fashion.

"What' re you gonna do?" he gasped, trying to struggle.

"Why, we’'re going to give you a loving kiss," Mnk said.

They heaved the big |inousine chauffeur into the back of the anbul ance and | ocked the doors.

A POLI CEMAN arri ved.

The cop had seen the whole thing, but it happened that he, as an individual, did not hold any
excessive love for either anbul ance drivers or the pilots of extrenely swanky and shiny |inousines,
so he had remained in the background. He thought the thing was rather evenly matched. He liked a
good fight. But now he thought he’'d better stop it.

"Hey, you!" he barked. "Wat's going on here?"

Monk and Ham gl anced at each other. The gl ances were not happy.

"There was an accident,” Mnk said.

"Yes," Ham added. "And we canme to get the injured man. W just put himin the anbul ance."
"You're not kidding nme," the officer said. "I saw the whole thing."

He was a | arge, square officer, general color reddish. He | ooked as if he m ght have been
partially constructed of the roots of oak trees. He was twirling a club alnpst as long as his arm
There was a noticeabl e bul ge under one of his coat tails that was probably a revol ver.

"It was this way, officer," said Munk, noved by inspiration. "The poor fellowis denented. His
m nd has been affected. Probably it is the heat—

"lIt's been cold for a week," the officer said.

"The heat of nervous strain,” said Mink, "caused by driving in this New York traffic. At any
rate, his mind isn't right. W were going to take himto the hospital for observation."

Ham nodded enphatically. "Yes, that's it. W think he should be observed."

"He's worth observing," the cop said. "Particularly, the way he swings a right hook."

"H's mnd—=

"There’s nothing wong with his mnd," the policeman grow ed. "Anybody would get nmad the way you
two fellows ran into his car. Probably his boss will give himhell."

Monk and Ham | ooked hurt.

"Oficer, I"'mafraid you don't believe us," Ham nuttered.

At this point, there was a violent beating on the rear doors of the anbul ance.

"Let nme out of here!" a voice squall ed.

The cop twirled his club om nously and scow ed at Monk and Ham

"Turn himl oose," he ordered.



"But —=

"Turn him |l oose!" The policeman fished out a pair of handcuffs. "The O ancys don’t tell you

twice. Either you turn himloose, or— He twirled the bracel ets suggestively.

“I"l'l et himout," Mnk said with haste.

"And 1’11 get ready to run," Ham said uneasily.

Monk unl ocked the rear doors. The |inousine chauffeur stunbled out onto the pavenent. One of his
eyes had turned bl ack—+t was renarkably bl ack, considering the short time that had el apsed—and there
was sone danp red fluid on his fists, as if he had skinned them He appeared mad enough to give off
spar ks.

"You want to prefer charges against these two?" the policenman asked hi mhopefully.

“I"lIl get ‘em" the driver grow ed omi nously.

"You can have themarrested," the cop expl ai ned.

"Yes, and we can have himarrested, too," Hamsaid. "It's a horse of one color and a donkey of
the sanme."

The officer scowl ed at Ham "How cone you know so nmuch?"

"I"'ma | aw—= Ham swal | owed. "I studied |aw one tine."

The |inmousine chauffeur blocked out his fists and gl owered at Monk and Ham

"I"l'l get you guys!" he said. "You just wait!"

Having rid hinself of that threat, he stanped over and clinbed into his machine.

"Hey!" called the cop. "Don't you want to prefer charges?"

"Go junp in the | ake!" the chauffeur said.

The |inmousine had not been greatly damaged by the collision—there was a sonewhat crunpled fender,
but the wheels and the chassis were intact.

The chauffeur drove off in the |inousine.

The cop stal ked around to the back and | ooked into the anbul ance, and started when he discovered
a figure lying on a stretcher inside, swathed in white sheets.

"You got a patient in this thing!" he barked in astonishnent.

"Ch, him" Mnk said. "He's just an energency case we was rushing to the hospital."

"Emergency case!" The cop | ooked bl ank. Then he gave Mink a poke with his Billy club. "You idiot!
Get in that thing and get going. The poor feller might have died while this tonfoolery was going
on."

Monk and Ham clinbed in the anbul ance and di sappeared up the street.

The cop stared after them The cop was well satisfied with hinself.

O course, the officer was not aware that the present driver of the |inbusine was not the sane
chauf f eur who had sat behind the wheel before the accident. There had been a change in |inousine
drivers.

Chapter 11. THE HOUSE OF WORRI ED FOLK

THE | i nmousi ne was conposed about fifty percent of hood, the power plant being a sixteen-cylinder
notor that was constructed with the care of a fine watch, or so the manufacturer clainmed. It ran
very quietly.

The chauffeur took the first opportunity to turn into a side street. He stopped. Producing a
handkerchief and a small mirror, he repaired his appearance.

He wi ped off the black eye. It was a snudge of dark grease paint.

He nopped up the red stains on his fists. These were a crinson-dyed syrup which did not |eave
per manent di scol orati on.

The next stop was at a place which nade a specialty of quick body repairs.

"Had a little accident," the chauffeur explained. "Can you fix it up?"

He stood around while they put a thick coat of grease on the bent fender to keep the paint from
cracking, then went to work with a small straightening machine and returned the fender to an
appearance very close to its former one.

"Thanks," said the driver. "What do | owe you?"

"A dollar eighty—Say, you're sure a big guy, ain't you?"

"Yes." The driver paid up and drove the |linmusine to the home of John R Smith, which was where
it belonged. It was John R Snith's |inpusine.

Qut-of-town visitors to New York frequently wal ked al ong upper Fifth Avenue and m stook the John
R Snmith hone for a nuseum a bank, or even a nodernistic church. Native New Yorkers often nade the
same error. It was a white marble edifice—edifice" was the word—en the nore swanky section of the
Avenue.

The chauffeur drove into the garage. He inspected hinmself in the snall mrror before he left the
machi ne. The gl ass showed hi ma dark-skinned face, furry dark eyebrows, crowblack hair, and a
scar—+t was a long, thick scar that arched down fromthe corner of his left eye alnbst to the edge
of his nose-which was his nost distinguishing feature.

He made sure that the collodian compound out of which he had manufactured the scar was sticking
tightly to his skin. Satisfied it was, he entered the house.

The interior of the house was a mniature of Grand Central Station—ot so mniature, at that. It
was a | ong way between pieces of furniture, and the furniture was huge.



It was a house full of strange-acting people. The chauffeur becane aware of that by degrees, his
first encounter being with the young woman who was wal ki ng backward.

The young worman canme down a hallway. She was on her tiptoes; also she was noving backward. Her
behavi or seenmed strange, alnost eerie, for a nmoment; then the chauffeur realized she was retreating
from sonmeone and did not wish to be seen or heard

The chauffeur reached out rather brazenly and took her arm The young woman—t woul d have been
natural for her to emt a frightened yelp, but she didn't—turned her head and | ooked at himcoldly.
She al so noved one hand close to the | arge handbag she was carrying

"What do you want ?" she asked

"I was afraid you mght stunble," the chauffeur said mldly

"Get out of this part of the house!" the young woman said. "You're a servant. You don't bel ong
here."

She was a sl ender young woman with dark hair, charcoal -black eyes and a remarkably fine-textured
skin of olive tint. It was alnost as if her skin was nade of silk. Her clothing—neat bl ue-serge
street suit, high-heeled black Oxfords and a tricky little black hat—was obvi ously expensive. She
was a conpletely smart person, and very nuch an eyeful

"Do you bel ong here?" the chauffeur asked

"Wat ?"

"Do you bel ong here?"

"You insulting dog!" said the young wonan. "I1'Ill find John R Smith and have you di scharged."
The chauffeur grinned

“I"l'l find John R Smith and save you the trouble,"” he said. "I don't believe you belong in this

house at all."

He wal ked away fromthe young wonman with an air of determ nation. But he did not go far. He

st opped around the nearest corner, and | ooked back cautiously.

The wel | -dressed young woman was in flight. She literally ran out through the front door and fled
down the street

THE chauf feur accosted the butler, asking, "You let that girl in?"

"Why, yes."

"What nane did she give?"

"Anni e Spain, | believe. Yes—Annie Spain."

"Ever see her before?"

"No," said the butler, "I haven't."

"Then how cone she got in?"

"The master,"” replied the butler stiffly, "seemed to be expecting her. He told me to show her in
which | did." The butler lost his formal manner, and inquired, "What the hell business is it of
yours? You don’t belong in this part of the house. CGo back to the garage."

The chauffeur said, "Keep your shirt on," and wal ked away fromthe butler. But he did not return
to the garage. Instead, he sauntered through the house. He carried his uniformcap in his hand, and
seened greatly interested in everything

Finally he found the electrician

The electrician was a rather scrawny-1|ooking fellow who had a conpl exi on that woul d have bl ended
wel | with unbaked dough. He was standing on a chair in the west-wing library, tinkering with the
mount ed noose head that was over the fireplace—that is, he was doing this up until he heard the
chauf feur com ng. Then he gave a great junp and reached one of the air conditioning controls, with
whi ch he began to funble.

The bi g chauffeur wal ked up and stood beside him

"lIs the noose head air-conditioned, too?" he asked

"I was just looking at it," the electrician said. "Big one, ain't it? Good job of mounting, too."
Not hi ng was said for several nonents, during which interval there was an air of stiffness in the
room

"Don’t you recognize nme, Long Ton®?" the chauffeur asked suddenly.

The el ectrician gave a start, then stared unbelievingly.

"CGood grief—no!l" he expl oded. "Say, that disguise is all right."

"It fooled the butler, so it seens that it mght get by."

"l didn't know you."

The chauffeur pointed at the npbose head. "What were you doi ng over there?"

"Rigging a mcrophone in the ear of the noose," Long Tom expl ai ned. "Makes a first-class spot for
it. The ear of this nobose was acoustically designed by nature for the purpose of picking up sound
Wth that mcrophone deep in the ear, and the wires run under the npose hair and through a hole in
the wal | +there’s a closet nobody uses in the back, and |I'mtaking the |ead-out through that—+ should
be abl e to make a phonograph recordi ng of everything that anybody says in this room"

"Nobody suspects you?"

"Why should they? |’ m supposed to be checking over the air-conditioning installation."

"How many roons have you wired for eavesdroppi ng?"

"About half of them The ones they use the nost. This is the last one | intend to wire."



The chauffeur was silent a nonent. He mi ght have been thinking.

"Do you know Anni e Spai n?" he asked abruptly.

"Who' s she?" Long Tom shook his head. "No, | don't know anybody by that nane."

"A very pretty dark-haired, dark-eyed girl who wears a blue tailored suit so plain that it nust
have cost two hundred dollars."

"l still don't know her."

"l see. Have you seen John R Smith yet?"

"From a di stance only."

"How i s he?"

"Scared green," said Long Tom

"Annie Spain is apparently well acquainted with John R Smith," the chauffeur said thoughtfully.
The two men parted.

JOHN R SM TH was one of the industrial powers of the United States—nore properly, of the North
and South Anmericas—and therefore frequently in trade nagazi nes and confidential reports emanating
fromthe New York and Buenos Aires stock exchanges, although on the other hand neither his pictures
nor news about his personal doings were often seen in the daily newspapers, this |ast being true not
so much because he was a nodest man, but rather for the reason that too nmuch newspaper publicity
does very little for exceptionally rich nen other than set themup as a target for noochers and
skin-gane artists. John R Snmith was certainly not nodest. No nman could be as rich as he had becone
and be truly nodest. To get as much noney as John R Smith had, you needed to be convinced in your
heart that you were a greater organi zer than Napol eon and gifted with unparallel ed courage.

John R Smith was nore often called Radiator Smith. Al nbst no one, except the people who worked
for him called himanything el se. Persons in his enploy were afraid to call him Radiator Smith.
But Radiator Smith he was. He was Radiator Smith in the John Smith Cub to which he bel onged. The
John Smith Cub had as nenbers only nmen whose nanes were John Smith, and the John Smths were

desi gnated with nicknames according to their professions—there was |nsurance Smth, Bank Teller
Smith, Broker Smith, Sailboat Smith, and a |ot of other Smiths in the John Smith Club. John R Smith
was Radiator Smith because manufacturing radiators happened to be his principal business.

Radi ators made in Radiator Smth's plant were used the world over in autonobiles, airplanes,
air-conditioning, and in whatever fashion radiators are enpl oyed.

Li ke many rich men, Radiator Smith had a no-good son. The son was named Maurice, and he and his
father were the sole occupants—f one didn't count thirty-seven servants—ef the huge nmansi on on
upper Fifth Avenue. The other Smiths of the Radiator Smith clan had all passed on to the other
wor | d.

Radi ator Smith liked to sit in royal privacy in the south-wing library—this library was |arger
than either the west-wing or the north-wing library, and nore inpressive—during his |eisure at homne.
He made sure that he had one hour of |eisure each day. He took it as he took his exercise, wthout
fail.

Radi ator Smith was sitting in the south-wing library with a cigar when the big chauffeur wal ked
into his presence.

Radi ator Smith junped nervously. "Wat do you want?" he denmanded.

"l just wanted to let you know we are on the job," the chauffeur said.

"Job?" Radiator Smith stared. "Wat job?"

"The one you called us in on."

"Wat ?"

"You tel ephoned this nmorning. Surely you have not forgotten that soon."

"Say!" Radiator Smith sprang to his feet. "Wwo the devil are you?"

"Doc Savage," the chauffeur said.

Radi ator Smith peered at the chauffeur. He rubbed his jaw, then scratched his head, giving an
excel l ent picture of a man conpletely baffl ed.

"l never heard of you," he said. "Doc Savage—no, never heard of you."

A trace of a peculiar expression canme over Doc Savage's features. "That's queer," he said.

In the house—not in this library, nor anywhere near it, but still sonewhere in the house—there
was a loud rap of a noise. Sharp. Somewhat |ike the sound of a shot, but not quite that either,
because it was a longer noise. It did not have enough volune to excite either of the two nen in the
library, or distract their attention from each other.

The noneybags suddenly becane irritated. He yelled, "Wat kind of a trick is this?"

"Don't start shouting," Doc Savage said quietly.

"Shout? I'Il shout if |I want to. Help! Police!" He ran for the door. "You're an intruder! |I'm
going to have you arrested!"

Just as Radiator Smith reached the library door, the door opened and the butler appeared.

Radi ator Smith collared the butler.

"Jonas!" he shouted. "Get the police!" He waved a hand over his shoul der at Doc Savage,

expl ai ned, "We’'ve got sone kind of a crook here."

The butler, Jonas, made no nove. He opened and shut his nmouth, trying to speak. He was as pale as
a regul ati on ghost is supposed to be, and had been that way when he opened the library door.



"Master Maurice," the butler finally nmanaged to gasp. "Your son, sir."

"What about Maurice?"

"He just died, sir. Under—er—npst peculiar circunstances."”

Chapter 111. THE QUEER DEATH

RADI ATOR SM TH had had a | ong career as a noney chaser during which he had ruined quite a nunber
of nen financially—+those in close association with the radi ator nmagnate had been known to whi sper
that at |east four suicides nmarked the wake of Radiator Smth's activities in garnering one of the
world' s great fortunes—so the nmaster of wealth should have been inured to shocks. But he didn't act
like it now.

Al of the nuscles in his body seened to jerk rigid and he nade a coughing sound. He becane pal e
slowy, then the pal eness turned to a blue-green kind of hue. H's breathing resolved into an

unpl easant rattling noise, and he upset; he would have struck the floor quite heavily had Doc Savage
not caught him

Doc put the man in the handi est chair, began |oosening his clothing at the tighter points.

"Get the medicine kit," Doc ordered.

“I"lIl call a doctor," the butler gasped.

"Get the nmedicine kit!" Doc said. "I'ma doctor."

The rattled butler yelled again, "I’'Il call a doctor!" and dashed out of the room

The el ectrician—+he man named Long Tom-dashed into the library, demandi ng, "Hey, what’'s going on?
What ailed that butler?"

"He was going after a doctor," Doc expl ai ned.

"Doctor?" Long Tom stared. "Wy, the damed fool! Don't he know that you're one of the world's

| eadi ng physici ans and surgeons?"

"He was excited," Doc said.

Long Tom pointed at Radiator Smth. "That's the noney nagnate hinsel f—’'ve seen his pictures.

What ails hinP"

"Shock," Doc explained. "H s machinery just stopped working. He will be all right in a noment—er
at least he is not likely to die."

"I't would be tough if he died," said Long Tom "before he could tell us what kind of a nystery he
wanted us to investigate."

" Sonmet hi ng changed his mnd."

" Eh?"

"He has decided he doesn’t want us investigating," Doc explained. "Further than that, he seened
to want ne conpletely out of the way—n jail."

A commotion was grow ng throughout the house, an uproar made by servants running and shouting to
each other in alarmed voi ces.

"What's the fuss about?" Long Tom asked.

"The butler," Doc advised, "said sonething about Maurice Smth being dead."

"The old man's son?"

"Yes."

"Fromwhat |’'ve heard, it's snmall loss," Long Tomsaid. "I'll go see." He ran out of the library.
Doc Savage worked over Radiator Smith. As a natter of fact, he was saving the wealthy man's life.
The shock suffered had been paralytic in nature and al nost conplete, inducing a stoppage of heart
functi on which woul d have been fatal w thout quick work—very skilled work, too, since there was no
stinmulating adrenalin or other chemcals inmediately at hand.

Long Tom cane back, alnost flying. He was w | d-eyed.

"This is the darnedest killing you ever heard of!" he expl oded.

DOC said, "Block the doors. Let nobody in or out. Monk and Ham wi || be hangi ng around out si de.

Tell themto help watch the house."

"WIIl Mnk and Ham be back yet?"

"They had to borrow that anbulance in a hurry—o tine to rent or hire one. They were to return it
at once so that they wouldn't be arrested as thieves. They shoul d be back now. "

"Right," Long Tom said, and vani shed.

Doc Savage concluded it was safe to |l eave the financier for a few noments. He left the library,
wal ked down the hall and passed two footnen who were carrying a naid. It appeared the maid had
fainted.

Maurice Smith had been a I ong young nman who carried a great deal of |oose flesh on his body. Too
much wi ne and song and not enough sl eep and exercise had put pouches under his eyes that were nearly
the size of tobacco sacks.

He was not in a pretty condition. His coat was ripped down the back and down one sl eeve. Both of
his shoes were off his feet and |ying nearby—the shoes had not been unl aced; the |aces had burst, as
if aterrific force had wenched off the shoes.

He sat in a chair—the chair was a huge thing with arns, so he had not fallen out—before a desk.
The desk was a heavy one nmade of mahogany. The top was ripped across in a gigantic splinter-edged
furrow which pointed toward Maurice Smth's body. A nunber of splinters fromthe top of the desk |ay
on the rich-1oo0king rug.



The odor in the air was the nost ugly thing in the roomprobably it was the cause of the maid's
fainting. It was the one snell that nmen never forget once they have encountered it—the odor of a
burned nan.

The roomwas a | arge one. Doc inmmediately noticed a difference fromother roonms—the w ndows were
triple; there were three wi ndows in each opening, one outside another. Not two, as in the case of
storm w ndows, but three. Al so there were doors, and they were sealed with rubber around the edges.
"What kind of a roomis this?" Doc asked.

The butler had conme in, and he answered. "It is soundproofed,” he said. "There are a nunber of
soundproofed roons in the house. That is to keep out the traffic noise of Fifth Avenue."

This Doc found to be the truth, so that the fact the roomwas soundproofed had no significance,
other than it explained why the report heard earlier—the rap of a noise |ike a shot, but |onger—had
been no | ouder.

"I . . | saw it huh—-happen,” the butler volunteered weakly.

"Saw what killed him you nmean?" Doc asked.

"It was lightning."

"Li ght ni ng?"

"Yes."

Doc Savage went to the w ndows—they were not open, nor could they be opened without tools. He
coul d peer upward and see a patch of sky in which there were no clouds. He felt noved to voice an
apparent fact.

"There couldn’t have been any lightning," he said.

"It was lightning," the butler said. "It nust have run into the roomon sonething."

Doc Savage wal ked around the body. There was no life left in it, and no hope of bringing back
any; he was sure of that. Furthernore, it did |ook |ike |ightning.

"What nmakes you so sure it was |ightning?" he asked the butler.

"l was al nobst struck by lightning once," the butler said. "I know howit is."

"When was that ?"

"Ten years ago. No, eleven."

Doc made a wider tour of the room He paused to noisten his fingers and carefully renoved snall
col ored-gl ass caps fromhis eyeballs. These caps had been the part of his disguise that made the
color of his eyes dark, and they hanpered vision somewhat. Hi s eyes, after the caps were renoved,
showed a peculiar flake-gold color, and were al nost hypnotically intense.

He paused and ran his fingers over the furniture. The furniture—the wooden parts of nobst of the
pieces in the roomwas coated with a thin layer of oil. But not all the furniture showed the film
he carefully noticed. He snelled the stuff. Shellac cut with al cohol; he concluded—the m xture that
refinishers used to give old varni sh new gl oss.

"Long Tom " he call ed.

Long Tom appeared. "Nobody in or out yet," he said. "The doors and wi ndows are watched."

Doc said, "WII you go get Monk’'s portable chemical |aboratory for ne?"

"Sure."

Long Tomreturned in a few mnutes with the portable |aboratory. The thing was contained in a
case not as large as a small trunk, and while everything it held was on a nmniature scale, it was
al nost fantastically conplete. The honely Monk—he was one of the world s greatest industrial

chem sts, a fact that his apish | ooks belied—had | avished a great deal of careful work on creation
of the |aboratory, and he carried it around with hi mwhenever he was working with Doc Savage.

Doc Savage went to work with the | aboratory. He took sanples first. Sanples of the air, of the
shattered desk top, of the dead man’s clothing. He made tests, both with litnus paper and with
chem cal sprayings.

He was remarkably conposed while he worked. If he found anything interesting, his expression gave
no indication of the fact.

The butler had started staring at Doc Savage. He had di scovered Doc was not the chauffeur; it had
made hi mintensely suspicious.

"I"'magoing to call the police!" the butler barked suddenly.

"Why haven’'t you called them al ready?" Doc asked.

The butler | ooked surprised and sidled toward the tel ephone.

"Not that phone," Doc suggested. "There m ght be fingerprints."

The butler left the library.

Long Tom had been standing in the door. After the butler departed, the electrical expert noved
over to Doc.

"That butler don’t know who you are," Long Tom said. "Apparently Radiator Smith didn't tell
anybody he'd called us in." The electrical w zard pointed at the dead man. "Wat killed hin?"
"The butler thinks it was lightning."

Long Tom frowned. He had the reputati on of being one of the nost brilliant electrical experts who
had devel oped in the decade since Steinnetz.

"Lightning," he said. "Were in the dickens would |ightning come fron? There's no |ightning
outside."



"That is one of the strange points."

"Well, it would have had to conme from sonmewhere. People don't carry around |ightning bolts and
shoot ‘em at other people like you shoot bullets. Therefore, it wasn't |ightning."

"Take a | ook."

" Eh?"

"Exam ne the body."

Wth no taste for the job whatever, Long Tom began scrutinizing the corpse. But suddenly his
interest becane so aroused that he forgot his squeani shness.

"It was lightning!" he croaked.

"It was," Doc agreed, "according to every indication."

There was a commotion in the hall—a machine-gun rattle of footsteps, a rasping sound as the

runner slid to make the turn into the room-and the honely Monk popped inside.

"Some guy makin' his getaway, Doc!" Mnk expl oded. "Takin' a sneak through a w ndow "

"You didn't seize hinP"

"Thought you m ght want to follow him" Monk said.

"Nice idea. You fellows stay here and explain to the police."

"But how Il we explain it? We don’'t know what it’s all about." Monk | ooked hel pl ess.

Chapter 1V. THE FURNI TURE POLI SHER

THE man had clinbed out of a third-story window and slid down a drainpi pe, thinking he was
unobserved, and had craw ed across a narrow strip of concrete driveway to the basement w ndow of an
adj acent house—this structure was an apartment buil di ng—whi ch he had opened. He had vani shed into
the basenent, wal ked t hrough, and eventually found his way out the front door of the apartment
house, as innocent as could be. He wal ked down the street, careful not to hurry.

Doc Savage spotted the man-he and Ham were idling across the street, at the edge of Central

Par k—as soon as the fell ow appear ed.

"You stay here," Doc told Ham "See that Monk doesn’t get in trouble with the police when he

tries to explain this."

"I"ll do what | can"—Ham sounded hopeful —“to see that the honely nug gets in jail."

Ham Brooks—his full nane was Brigadi er General Theodore Marley Brooks, and he was one of the
country's leading | awers, as well as a Doc Savage ai d—<onducted a ki nd of perpetual quarrel wth
the api sh Monk Mayfair. He had never been known to nmake a civil remark to Monk, a favor which Mnk
had returned. Theirs was a strange sort of squabbling—each had risked his life to save the other on
assorted previ ous occasions.

Doc Savage foll owed the man who had slipped out of the Radiator Smith nmansion.

The fugitive was | ong and thin enough to be nade out of fence rails, but he had a round face that
was rather baby like, except that it was winkled. An elderly grapefruit would be a fitting article
to conpare to his head. H's nose was negligible, although his mouth was anple and his eyes |arge and
innocent. He wore a suit of coveralls, and carried under one arma canvas bag that was sonewhat
shabby.

The fugitive crossed Fifth Avenue, entered Central Park, and qui ckened his pace enough to show

that he had a definite destination. He hugged his canvas bag tighter.

The sky was darkening, for the sun had descended behind the thicket of skyscraper spires across

the park to the west. It would soon be dark. The street |anps along the park driveways and si dewal ks
had al ready been turned on. The nurses and their baby carriages had di sappeared for the day. There
were a few buns with newspapers, |ooking for soft benches.

The man Doc was following travel ed faster. He seened to be wal ki ng about as fast as he coul d.

He stopped and bent over beside the walk, ostensibly to tie his shoe, but actually to pick up a
rock and put it in the canvas bag.

DOC SAVAGE got off the sidewal k and kept behind trees. Doc was not a conspicuous figure. He was
still partially in disguise, of course—his hair was stained a black that contrasted greatly with its
usual bronze hue, and his skin was al so stained so that it was somewhat sallow instead of being a
bronze that nearly matched his hair—so he was not recognized. Had he not been thus partially

di sgui sed, there was strong |ikelihood that some park |oiterer woul d have recogni zed him The bronze
man was nuch better known than he would have |iked to be.

Newspaper and magazine articles had publicized himas that strange and remarkabl e individual who
made a business of righting wongs and puni shing evil doers who happened to be outside the |aw.

Doc continued to follow the lathy man with the worn canvas bag.

The fugitive cane to one of the |agoons in Central Park.

He threw the bag as far out in the water as he could pitch it, when he thought no one was

wat chi ng.

The man went on. Doc let himget out of sight, then waded out in the | agoon—+t was not deep; the
depth of nmost of the little lakes in Central Park is deceptive—and | ocated the bag, got it and
carried it ashore.

The bag contained the kind of stuff used by a furniture refinisher. Anmbng the contents was a
bottle of shellac and a bottle of al cohol.

THE long, thin fugitive gave a nervous junp when Doc Savage appeared from behind a bush and stood



suddenly in his path. Doc said, "Just a minute, if you don’t mnd."

The fugitive stared at the canvas bag—the one he’d thrown into the | ake—which Doc was carrying
"What's the idea?" he demanded uneasily.

Doc said, "Alittle over half the furniture in the roomwhere Maurice Snith was found dead had

been freshly polished with shellac and al cohol." Doc noved the canvas bag pointedly. "There is
shel l ac and al cohol in here."
"Way, | . .o owell—=

"Also," Doc added, "you clinbed out of the Smith house through a third-story w ndow and slid down
a drainpipe."

The man swall owed. "It | ooks rather bad for me, |I'mafraid."
"It sure does."
"l shouldn't have taken anybody’'s advice," the man nuttered. "I should have stayed."

Doc said, "Suppose you tell a coherent story."

"My name is Oxalate Smith."

"Smth? Any kin to Radiator Smith?"

"No. The world is full of Smths, you know. "

"Yes. What were you doing in Radiator Smth's house?"

"I was hired to polish the furniture. |’ma furniture repairman and refinisher. | also have a
smal |l shop dealing in antique furniture. The butler—Jonas is his nane—will tell you that he hired
me. "

"Why did you flee the house?"

Oxal ate Smith twi sted his hands together. H s face was frightened

"I was polishing the furniture in the library when Maurice Smith came in. | was a little over

hal f done polishing, but Maurice Smith ordered that | |eave the room so naturally | did so. He told
me | could come back and finish ny polishing later. | went upstairs to work in one of the guest
parlors.”

"And then?"

"And then | heard that Maurice Smth had been nmurdered in the roomwhere | had just been

wor ki ng. "

"Murdered? Wo told you it was a nurder?"

"The girl —-Anni e Spain, she said her name was."

"Anni e Spai n?"

"She canme to nme upstairs. She said that Maurice Smith had been nurdered, and they were accusing

me. She said that they had found that potassium cyani de had been m xed with ny furniture polish, and
that it had killed Maurice Smth. She said they were going to have the police arrest me. She advised
me to flee. I . . . well, | was terrified. | did as she suggested. | took ny bag along, and threw it
in the lagoon in the park, because | didn't want the police to find the potassiumcyanide in ny
furniture polish."

Doc Savage shook his head slowy.

"You don’t know nmuch about potassium cyanide, do you?" he asked

"lI’ve always heard it was a deadly poison."

"It is. But you could hardly kill a man by putting it in polish then applying the polish to a

pi ece of furniture which he used."

"Then | didn t—

"Furthernore, Maurice Smith wasn't poi soned. He was killed by what apparently was a bolt of

I'i ghtning."

" But —

"You conme back to the Radiator Smith house," Doc said. "If your story checks out, you will

probably be turned | oose."

THE police had arrived at the Smith mansion and taken over. Mnk, Ham and Long Tomwere left with
nothing to do. They net Doc Savage and Oxalate Smith on the sidewalk in front of the house

"What do the police think?" Doc asked

Monk said, "They don't know what to think. They're in there trying to figure out what killed
Maurice Smith. We told ‘emit was a lightning bolt, and they threw us out. They think we're crazy."
"Did you tell themwhy we are here?" Doc inquired

"No. We don’t know ourselves, do we?"

"Only that Radiator Smith got in touch with me by tel ephone, alnobst hysterical with fear, and
wanted us to hel p himand be very careful that no one knew we were hel ping him"

"I didn't tell the police anything."

Doc said thoughtfully, "I had better renpve the rest of this disguise, or the police will get
suspi ci ous and take up our tine asking us a lot of questions for which we haven't got answers. Wuere
did you | eave your car, Mnk?"

"Two bl ocks south, just off Fifth."

Doc Savage wal ked to the car, a | arge sedan which was average-looking in size and color—enly a

cl ose exam nation would show that the nmachine was arnor-plated and had bul |l et-resistant gl ass—and
clinmbed into the rear. Monk had returned his portable chem cal |aboratory to the machine. Doc m xed



various chem cals and used the resulting paste to smear his hands, face and hair, after which the
dye rubbed of f readily.

The natural hue of his skin was a deep bronze, the product of exposure to tropical suns—the fact
that his hair was a bronze color only slightly darker gave hima striking aspect.

He rejoined Monk, Ham Long Tom and Oxal ate Smith.

"Anyone found a trace of a girl named Annie Spain?" he asked.

Ham shook hi s head.

Oxal ate Smith said nervously, "If the police find out about me fleeing, |'mafraid they' Il throw
me in jail on general principles.”

"If we are convinced you are innocent," Doc said, "we will turn you | oose."

"But can you—

Monk told Oxalate Smith, "Doc Savage and the rest of us hold high honorary conm ssions on the
police force. If we turn you |loose, it'll be all right."

Doc suggested, "Mnk, you go through Oxal ate Smith's canvas bag of furniture-refinishing

equi prent and see if you find any potassium cyani de."

The big bronze man hinself wal ked a bl ock east of Fifth Avenue—this part of Fifth Avenue was a
little too snazzy to pernmt the presence of anything so plebeian as a store—and found a corner cigar
place with a tel ephone.

He |1 ooked in the tel ephone book. There was an Oxal ate Smith, Antiques, Repairing, all right. It
had a Second Avenue address. He called the number. A rather coarse voice answered.

"It is very inportant that | get hold of Oxalate Smith," Doc said.

"He ain’t here," said the phone voice. "He's refinishin' sone furniture at the honme of Radi —ef
John R Smith. You might get himthere."

"Thank you," Doc said.

Monk reported, "No cyanide in that bag. No poison of any kind."

Oxal ate Smith took a deep breath.

"The truth has just occurred to nme, | think," he said. "That girl, Annie Spain, wanted ne to flee
that house and never cone back and never tell anyone | had been there."

The dapper Hamsaid, "It |ooks that way."

"Anni e Spain nmust be the killer," said Oxalate Smith triunphantly. "She nust have been afraid |
could furnish incrimnating evidence agai nst her."

"Can you?"
"I think so," Oxalate Smith said grimy. "I saw her sneaking through the house, trying to let no
one see her. | think she was following Maurice Smth."

"In that case, it |ooks bad for Annie Spain," Ham said.

Doc announced, "You may go."

"I"'mfree, you mean?" Oxal ate Smith asked.

"Yes. You appear to be innocent."

"CGosh, thanks."

Chapter V. OXALATE SM TH AND THE FOOTPAD

IT was very dark now. Oxalate Smith's round, winkled face was beanming in the street-Ilight glow
as he insisted on shaking hands with Doc and each of the others in turn, before taking his
departure.

"I"'mgrateful to you. Everlastingly grateful,"” Oxalate Smith said. "If you want nme, you know
where ny antique shop is. If I"’mnot there, I'Il either be working or out in the country trying to
buy some antiques cheap. Anything | can do for you, don't hesitate to call on ne."

"That is nice of you," Mnk said.

"You' ve done ne a great favor. | would have been a fugitive fromthe lawif it hadn't been for
you. Cood-by."

" CGood- by. "

Oxal ate Smith wal ked away, heading in an easterly direction toward his shop. He wal ked slowy,

hol di ng his handkerchief in his hand and nopping his face. The relief of which he had just spoken
was intense and genuine, and it was the nervous sweat that follows an intense strain that he was
blotting off his features.

Madi son Avenue and Park Avenue were brightly lighted—all of the north and south streets in this
section were busy and brilliant ones—as he crossed them He continued on cross-town. The cross
streets were darker, and as he came nearer the East River, they took on a slumcharacter.

The abrupt change frombright lights, rich apartnents, regal homes, to a dismal slum section was
typi cal of metropolitan New York, where rich men and beggar rub shoulders in the streets, and their
homes do the sane thing.

There were unpl easant odors, there was gloom and the sidewal k was none too snoot h.

The club came out of a darkened doorway. Maybe it was a fist. Oxalate Smth didn't see it, so he
was not sure; later, when he exam ned his bruises on his jaw and found several marks that m ght have
been nmade by knuckl es, he suspected it was a fist.

Sonet hi ng cane up and hit himvery hard. It was the sidewal k.

A shadowy formthe individual who had put the slug on Oxal ate Sm th—dnbl ended fromthe darkness



of the doorway, and doubl ed over the unconscious nman. Oxalate Smith was lifted. He was carried down
the sidewal k a few yards to an unlighted car and dunped quickly inside

The assail ant stood by the car for a time, watching and |istening, but there was no alarm The
assailant clinbed into the back seat of the machine, where Oxalate Smith had been dunped

IN time—+t nust have been about half an hour later, he afterward concl uded—©xal ate Smith regai ned
his senses. A policeman was shaking him

"Here, here," the policeman was saying. "You can't sleep on the sidewal k this way."

Oxal ate Smith opened his mouth, then shut it. He clenched his teeth, trying to clear his head

The interior of his skull felt as if several blacksmths were at work upon it. Hi s stonach didn't
feel so good, either

"You sick, or sonething?" demanded the patrolman. "You was layin' here. Maybe | better call an
anbul ance. "

Oxal ate Smith got his wits organi zed

"No," he said. "I don’t need an anbul ance."

"What ails you?"

Oxal ate Smith nmade his voice thick and uncertain, like that of an intoxicated man
"Jush one |lil’ drinky too nmush," he said. "All of sudden, feel shleepy."

This was perfectly reasonable to the cop. He encountered drunks every night. H's practice was to
throw a scare into themso they would go hone.

"l"mgonna call the wagon," the patrolnman said, "and toss you in jail."

"No, no," said Oxalate Smith wildly. "Lemme go hone."

The cop nade a business of scow ing and considering the point

"Beat it," he said. "If | find you again, I'Il run you

Oxal ate Smith heaved to his feet and stunbled away. He was very glad to escape

He' d had enough of the police this night

"Ugh!" Oxalate Smith groaned, and held his stomach. His stomach felt terrible

He rounded a corner, slowed up and explored in his pockets. The reason for the attack puzzled
him But it becane clear when he discovered his pockets were enpty. His billfold was gone, anong
ot her things

"Some dammed footpad," he conplained. "As if | didn't have enough trouble!"

Chapter VI. THE TRAILING OF ANNI E SPAI N

JONAS, the butler, |ooked over the upturned end of his nose and said, "The master does not wi sh
to see you, sir. He asks that you kindly | eave the house, sir."

"He does, does he?" Doc said thoughtfully. "And why? He seened very anxi ous to have us out here
when he called on the tel ephone this norning."

"Beggi ng your pardon, sir. But the master says he never sent for you. It nust have been someone
el se."

Doc Savage wal ked past the butler, and the rather officious servant nade a nove to seize the
bronze man, but Monk got in his way and exhibited a |large hairy fist which had the properties—ol or
and hardness—eof a brickbat. "You just keep your shirt on," Mnk advised. "W want to talk to this
Radi ator Smith."

The creator of the Smith radiator fortune was seated in one of the upstairs sunroons. He | ooked
up dully when they entered. He was pale; perspiration stood on his forehead as if he had a fever and
it was breaking. The sinews were ridged out on his hands as they gripped the chair arm

"You!" he said shrilly. "I told the police and the servants to keep you out of here."

Doc said, "You have recovered fromyour shock sufficiently to talk. W want to know why you
called for us."

"l didn't," the wealthy man said flatly.

"You have a distinctive voice," Doc said quietly. "We nade a recording of your telephone call, so
we can let you listen to your own voice if that would refresh your nenory."

"It wouldn’t— Radiator Smith swallowed. "It nust have been soneone inmtating ny voice."

"What killed your son?"

The man tightened and breathed heavily for a nmonent. "I do not know. "

"Way was he killed?"

The ot her shook his head dully

Long Tom Roberts said, "I don't know whether you know it or not, but Doc Savage saved your life.

You had an attack when your . . . when Maurice was killed. Doesn’t that nmake any difference to you?"
Radi ator Smith clanped his |ips and said nothing

Wthout pursuing the line of questioning further, Doc Savage turned and | eft the room Honely

Monk Mayfair overhaul ed the bronze man on the stairs

"Doc, we could grab himand give hima shot of truth serum" Mnk suggested

“"Later."
"Why not now?"
"H s physical condition is still bad. He couldn’t stand truth serum The stuff is hard on the

human system you know. "
In the central reception roomdownstairs, the big roomjust inside the nain entrance, they found



a nunber of police technicians gathered. Apparently they had finished their work at the Smth house.
Doc asked, "Wat was the verdict?"

"Killed by lightning," a man said gloomly. "Nowit's up to soneone to explain how |ightning got
into the roomw thout |eaving any marks, on a day when there wasn't any lightning."

There seened to be nothing nore that Doc Savage and his three aids could do. They were stym ed.
There was a perplexing nystery, but no clues, no |l eads they could foll ow.

"W might as well go get sone sleep,” Mnk said glunmy.

They wal ked to the sedan and clinbed in. Doc drove. The car was parked on a one-way street, and
they waited at the junction with Fifth Avenue, at the corner nearest to Radiator Smth’'s great
house, for the traffic light to change.

It was quite dark and clouds hid the stars. There was sone traffic, not as nuch as usual. Across
Fifth Avenue, on the wide sidewal k that paralleled Central Park, there was a peanut wagon presided
over by a thin figure which was bundl ed in rags.

"Stop at that peanut cart," Mnk suggested. "I want to get some peanuts for Habeas Corpus."
Habeas Corpus was Mnk’'s pet pig.

Doc stopped the sedan beside the peanut wagon. An overhanging tree nade the spot particularly

gl ooy, and the thin piping whistle of the peanut roaster was a ghostly sound.

Wi | e Monk was buying five sacks of peanuts, Doc nmade two rather strange remarks. He nade themin
a | oud voi ce.

"Oxalate Smith certainly laid the crime on Annie Spain," he said. "If the police catch Annie
Spain, they will probably electrocute her."

A nonent |ater, he nade the second renark.

"Oxal ate Smith has been gone about an hour," he stated.

Monk got in the car with his peanuts, and Doc drove down the street.

"Doc, what did you nmean by the tal k about Oxal ate Smith?" Ham asked in a puzzl ed voice.

Instead of answering, the bronze man took the first turn into a side street and yanked the sedan
to a stop. He said, "Hand me a portable radio."

Long Tom passed a pocket radio outfit fromthe back seat. The apparatus was snall, about the size
of a folding canmera, but it was capable of transmtting and receiving over very short wave | engths
for distances up to fifty mles.

"Keep in touch with me," the bronze man said, and got out of the car.

"What's up?" Monk barked.

"That peanut vender," Doc said, "was Annie Spain."

There was astounded silence in the car as he left. Doc ran to the corner, slowed his pace to a
nore decorous one, and entered a cab. He rode in the cab past the peanut cart. The cart was in
motion. The vender was wheeling it away fromthe spot where it had been standi ng—a spot where the
Radi ator Smith mansion could be watched to best advantage.

Vel | ahead of the peanut wagon, Doc alighted fromthe taxi, took to the park and loitered inits
shadows, watching. H's guess had been good. The vender wheel ed the cart just far enough away that
its being found abandoned in front of the Smith place woul d not seem suspi ci ous.

The vender slipped into the park shadows. It was Annie Spain, all right. She slipped out of her
ragged coat, stripped off the ancient trousers, got rid of a cap and bul ky shoes. Under these
garnents she had been wearing her expensive tailored outfit. Her high-heeled slippers had been
conceal ed somewhere around the cart. She put them on.

When she headed for the street, Doc ran, got there ahead of her and engaged a cab wi t hout being

di scovered.

THE facilities of New York City' s npst densely popul ated section—this is Manhattan |sland—for

handl i ng autonobile traffic are generally conceded to exceed those of any other of the world s great
metropolitan districts. The paramount artery for traffic in Manhattan is the el evated speedway
running al nost the entire length of the island on the west side, and | eading northward to a system
of scientifically designed parkways which enable the notorist to travel from Manhattan northward for
a distance of nore than fifty mles alnbost w thout pause and at a conparatively high rate of speed.
Annie Spain’s taxicab followed the parkway well up into Westchester, the county of inpressive
subur ban homes. The cab finally turned off, pulling into a drive-in restaurant.

The cab driver entered the restaurant. The place was equi pped with a bar, and he began | oafing
there.

Anni e Spain wal ked al ong a si de road where darkness was al nost conpl ete. She used a tiny
flashlight, the beamdarting about nervously. Doc trailed her.

Doc used his little radio and told Monk and the others about the roadside restaurant and the cab
driver idling in the bar.

"Find out what the girl told the driver to do," he instructed.

"Righto," Mink said. "Here's the restaurant now. | guess we weren't far behind you."

Annie Spain took a left turn. It was a winding road that nmounted up an abrupt hill. Thick foliage
banked each side of the road, then abruptly there was a stone wall and an arched gateway.

The young wonman di d not go near the gateway.

The gate was |ighted brightly, and two nmen stood there, one hol ding a high-powered hunting rifle,



the other an automatic shotgun.

Careful that the guards did not see her, Annie Spain reached the wall some two hundred feet from
the gate, and cautiously clinbed it.

Doc was close to her, and instead of waiting until she got over to clinb the wall hinself, did so
whil e she was getting over, knowi ng there was | ess chance of the young wonman hearing himat the
nonent .

Once across the wall, Annie Spain spent sone nonents in listening. During this interval, Mnk's
voice cane over Doc’s little radio, which he had tuned down until the speaker was hardly audible.
"The cab driver says the girl told himto wait," Mnk explained. "Wait all night, if necessary.
She gave hima ten-dollar bill and showed hima second one. She nust be flush with noney."

Doc whi spered into the mcrophone, giving the location of the estate in which he now crouched.
"Get up here," he said. "But do not show yourselves, and wait outside the gates."

"Seerms like we’'re closin’ in on somethin’, huh?" Mnk said.

THE estate was as rich in a rural fashion as Radiator Smith's was palatial in the city. There was
probably ten acres of yard. The house stood |ike a great dark block of stone on the top of a hill,
dappl ed with white panels that were |ighted windows. It was very late at night for so many w ndows
to be lighted, particularly since there was no outward evi dence of a party.

Anni e Spain got close to the house and began exam ning the |ighted wi ndows. She went from one

wi ndow to anot her, then appeared to |ocate one that was going to hold lasting interest for her,
because she clinbed a small tree.

Doc puzzl ed about the tree-clinbing for a nonent before he suspected the reason. Then he cli nbed
a tree hinself-his tree was farther back, but afforded al nrost as good a view of the |ighted w ndow
as the other one. H's guess proved correct. The grounds were patroll ed.

Two wat chnen passed. They had shotguns and flashlights, but went by w thout discovering either

Doc or the girl.

The wi ndow was bul | et proof, Doc saw. Light fromw thin shone through in a manner that showed the
gl ass had such thickness that it could only be bulletproof.

The room beyond was a confortable study with a fireplace and pieces of furniture that were |arge.
A desk occupied the central space. It was a vast piece.

The man who sat at the desk was |ikew se vast. Probably he could have | ost a hundred pounds of

wei ght and felt rmuch better. H's chins hung over his collar and his stomach pushed agai nst the desk.
When he put his hands down on the desk, they spread out like toy balloons filled with jelly.

The man was wor ki ng—gl anci ng over reports, signing papers, occasionally picking up the nouthpiece
of a Dictaphone to dictate. He used the tel ephone. He was snoking cigars, rich-looking cigars, each
of which came in an individual glass container. The air in the roomhad a faintly bluish tinge
because of the tobacco snoke.

After Doc had watched the fat man working for a while, he realized the fell ow was scared.
Terrified.

Al so, he recogni zed the man. This man was named Smith, too. Doc had never met him H's name was

J. Stillman Smith, and the newspapers called himSell-"emshort Smith, because of his stock-narket
mani pul ati ons.
There was a runor that Sell-’'emshort Smith had made in excess of a hundred million dollars

during various phases of the business depression, just by selling stocks and bonds short. The
Federal governnent had once tried to indict himfor sonething or other that had to do with raiding
the stock market.

There were a lot of Smiths getting involved in the nmystery, Doc reflected.

He was thinking about that when Sell-’emshort Smith began dying before his eyes.

Chapter VII. ANOTHER SM TH DEAD

SELL-’' EM SHORT SM TH was tal ki ng over the tel ephone when the hal o appeared around his head. The

hal o appeared suddenl y—a strange phenonenon of |um nous character, alnost as bright as flame because
it was plainly discernible in the lighted room It was not flame. Rather, it was a weird bluish
light that abruptly surrounded the fat nman’s head.

The fat man did not nove for nmoments. He sat rigidly, gripping the tel ephone. H's nmouth was
roundly open, and his eyeballs were slowy protruding nore and nore.

The aura of eerie bluish light around his head increased in volume, becanme a kind of fantastic
corona of |um nance, not bright enough to cast a light itself, yet very discernible in the
brilliantly illumnated room

There was a sound now. A |low kind of a sound that m ght have been nmade by a | ocust, although of a
sonewhat faster beat than a locust note. It had started in a very nuted degree, as if com ng up out
of inaudibility, but nowit was |louder, and there seened to be many of the sounds; or possibly it
was only the echo of the sound itself which made it seem nmany.

At no time did this sound ever beconme very loud. It was never as |loud as a frog croaking, and
hardly greater than a cricket's chirp. Probably it was the usual nature of the sound that made it so
starkly noticeabl e.

Sell-"emshort Smith did not scream But he did begin to rise up in his chair, every nuscle in

hi s body shaki ng.



Then a lum nous thing that m ght have been his soul exuded fromthe top of his head. It came out
slowy, like lum nous vapor, and fornmed a ki nd of shapel ess obl ong bl ob and hung there in the air
above the man’s head, and still attached to his head.

Then the lum nous thing gave a little hop and | anded on the back of a nearby chair. It ran back
and forth there, withing, for an instant, then hopped up into the air of the roomand hit the
ceiling. It vanished there, as if it had gone through the ceiling.

The hal o was gone fromaround Sell-'emshort Smth' s head. The tightness was out of his body. He
subsi ded |l oosely in his chair.

Doc Savage recovered from his astounded spell and realized Annie Spain was clinbing down out of
her tree. Being a woman wearing skirts, she was naking it slowy.

Doc dropped out of his own tree, and stationed hinself as a reception commttee for the girl.
BECAUSE he did not want her screaming and attracting attention of the guards, he clanped a hand
over her rmouth.

"Quiet, you hear!" he warned.

She | ooked at him There was enough reflected light fromthe w ndow that she could discern his
face. She made gestures indicating she wanted to speak. Doc lifted his hand.

"You' re Doc Savage," she said.

"You know e, eh?"

"I'n ny profession, naturally |I would know you," Anni e Spain said.

Inside the house, there was sudden excitenment. A servant discovered the body and emtted a
horrified baw ing sound that was plainly audible. Instantly, people began running into the room
where Sell-"emshort Smith sat |oosely in the chair.

Doc said, "W better go back up the tree."

"We better run for it, you nean," Annie Spain said. "This place is alive with guards. After
what’s happened, they' |l shoot, and ask questions afterward."

"The tree," Doc said.

They clinbed a tree—both of them going up the sane tree this time—and it was done none too

qui ckly either, because two guards cane racing past, driving long white flashlight beans into likely
spots.

"My stockings!" Annie Spain conplained. "They're a weck. These trees!"

The stockings were a minor detail, considering the situation, Doc reflected. But he had noticed
that wonen attached nore inportance to such things than they sonetines did to robberies and nurders.
He suspected he woul d never understand wonen.

He used the snall radio. "Mnk," he called.

"Yes," said the honely chemist’s rather squeaky voi ce.

Doc reviewed the situation briefly. He finished, "You had better get up here and rescue us from
this tree before they find us. Cone in boldly. You have deputy State police commissions, so it
should be all right."

"Right," Mink said. "If there's any fighting, save it until we get there."

Monk |i ked action.

Anni e Spain was very silent for a noment. Then, "You were using a radio just now, weren't you?"
she asked.

"Yes."

"l1've heard a great deal about your scientific gadgets," the girl said. "I’'ve wished | had sone
of them"

"What would you do with then®"

"l would use themin ny work."

The estate guards prow ed under the tree again, so that it was not safe to continue the
conversation. Down by the gate, there was a comotion. This uproar eventually subsided and Mnk, Ham
and Long Tom approached the tree.

Doc and Annie Spain clinbed down out of the tree.

"Keep an eye on this girl," Doc suggested. "She seenmed to know sonething was going to happen."
"l can explain everything," Annie Spain said.

"SMTH is dead!" one of the guards blurted out.

"Yes," Doc Savage said. "It is amracle if heisnt."
Monk denmanded, "Did you see it, Doc?"
"Yes."

"What killed hinP"

Doc Savage seened not to hear the question. This was a small habit, this convenient |oss of
hearing, whenever he was asked sonething which he did not, for one reason or another—the reasons
were usually good—eare to answer.

Anni e Spain eyed the bronze man.

"CGo on. Tell themwhat it was," Annie Spain said. "Live up to your reputation.”

Doc seened not to hear that, either.

"l thought so!" said the young woman. "You don't know what killed him"

Doc ignored her.



"l always wondered if that whizz-bang reputation of yours wasn't a phony," Annie Spain said.
"Pi pe down, sister," Long Tom ordered.
Anni e Spain whirled on Long Tom "Don’t you tell me what to do, you rmushroom conpl exi oned

shrim."

"Shut up, or 1'Il upset you," Long Tomsaid coolly. "I ain't very gallant."

They entered the house. In decorating the house, the owner had |left no doubt that the place

bel onged to Sell-"emshort Smth. In every roomthere were pictures of Smth or trophies he had

secur ed—ount ed heads of big game, golf cups, framed honorary degrees. One roomwas papered entirely
with clippings of newspaper stories concerning Smth.

Sel |-’ emshort Smith was dead.

Monk stared at the body. "Well, the lightning didn’t kill this one—er did it?"

Doc Savage did not volunteer an expl anation. He began exam ning the room

Anni e Spain stood around and | ooked baffled, and increasingly worried. They hadn't asked her a
singl e question, and apparently she did not think that was natural.

The tel ephone over which Smith had been talking had fallen to the desk. Doc picked it up—er
started to pick it up, rather. The instrunent broke in his hands.

Wien it fell to the desk top, the tel ephone shattered into several dozen fragnents.

"Hey!" Monk expl oded, "that was a funny kind of telephone."

Doc did not touch the tel ephone again. He did poke at the cord. It fell to bits. It seened
brittle.

Long Tomsaid, "I'Il be swiggered! There is no wire in that tel ephone cord."

Doc turned to one of the servants. "Is this tel ephone connected to any other instrunents in the
house?" he asked.

"No, sir," the servant explained. "It is a private tel ephone. The wire conmes directly into the
wal | of this study fromoutdoors, | think."

"We can tell by an exami nation," Doc said.

"I don’t think you can tell anything," Annie Spain asserted unpleasantly. "I think you' re about
nine-tenths fake."

Doc said, "Mnk, take her out of the room-and watch her."

"Wth pleasure," Mnk said.

Doc, Ham and Long Tom continued their investigation of the tel ephone |ine—and | earned there was
no line. No wire, at least. The insulators were on the poles, but there was no wre.

The bronze man noved al ong, poking a flashlight beamat the ground. Twi ce he picked up bits of

shiny stuff.

"What’'s that you' re finding?" Long Tom demanded.

Doc showed him

"Metal that has been nelted," Long Tom nmuttered. "You mean that sonething nelted the tel ephone

l'ine?"

Doc did not explain what he neant.

THE Sel | -’ em short Smith servant force was in charge of a butler who was a fatherly, sensible
fell ow.

Doc asked him "When did Snith begin acting scared?"

The butler said, "I noticed it a week ago. | nmentioned it to him sir. But he naturally denied

it. He was a very blunt man, but a very secretive one, too."

"Did he scare easily?"

The butler pointed to the mounted head of a tiger on the wall. The tiger had been an enornous
thing; the taxiderm st had nanaged to capture a little of its ferocity.

"The master killed that tiger after it charged hi mand knocked hi mdown," the butler explained.
"He had clinmbed two of the highest nountains in the world in his tine. As you know, sir, nountain
clinmbing is not a pastine indul ged in by—ah—pantywaists, if | may say so."

"You have no idea what scared hin®"

The butler shook his head. "I know just one thing that m ght help."

"What is that?"

"l brought the naster the newspapers tonight," the butler explained. "They contained a story
about the death of another man named Smith—the son of M. John R Smith, better known as Radi at or
Smith. The master read that story. He becane very pale."

Doc asked, "Did the two Smiths know each other?"

"l do not think so. | have never heard it nmentioned, if they did."

"Then there was no connection between the two Smiths that you know of ?"

"No. "

The dapper Ham said, "But there nust be a connection sonewhere."

"Maybe Annie Spain can explain it," Doc suggested.

They went to the roomto which Mnk had taken Annie Spain, a rather private roomcentrally
located in the house, a room which had no wi ndows, but depended on circulation fromthe
air-conditioning shafts for its air.

Monk was standi ng outside the door with the nakings of a spectacul ar bl ack eye.



Chapter VIII. THE SERUM TRI CK

"WHAT happened to you?" Ham demanded

"That girl," Mnk said grimy, "hit nme with an ash tray."

Ham grinned widely. Any minor msfortune to Monk always intrigued Ham

"What were you trying?" Ham asked

"Not hi ng," Mnk growl ed. "We got to talking and | showed her some photographs of me | had in ny
pocket, and | just remarked that the pictures didn't do ne justice."

"Then what ?"

"She said | needed mercy, not justice, froma photographer.”

"She was right. Then what?"

"I tried to reason with her. | told her fellows like me didn't grow on trees."
" And?"

"She said she guessed not. She’'d never seen a tree with warts."

"I"'mgoing to like that girl," Ham chortl ed

"l asked her what was wong with nme," Mnk said gloomly

"Did she know?"

"She said nothing much, she guessed, although she thought they should have put ny nose on ny face
bottom side up so that | would drown the first tine it rained.”

"lI"ve often thought the same thing," Ham decl ared. "Wat happened then?"

"She just stood there and | ooked at me for a mnute, then she up and hit ne with the ash tray,"

Monk expl ained. "I don’t understand it."
"If you would look in a mrror," Ham said, "you would not be so puzzled."
Doc pointed at the door. "She is still in there?"

"If she isn't, she's seven-eighths ghost," Mnk said. "There are no windows in that room and
this is the only door."

They tried the door and it was | ocked. Doc knocked on the panel

"Who is it?" Annie Spain called

"Open up and stop this foolishness," Doc Savage said

"Ch, it’s you." The door opened i nmediately. "Your |arge nonkey of a friend there seens to think
he's a lady-killer," she said

She stared at them obviously wondering what they wanted. She | ooked remarkably chic, considering
what she had been through. She had renoved her stockings, which had gotten runs when she clinbed the
tree, but the fact that her legs were bare did not nmake the picture less interesting

The room was conparatively bare, being fitted with two confortable |eather chairs, a table and a
pair of reading |anps, which indicated it was a private study. In the corner was a washbasin with
hot - and- col d-wat er faucets. Mnk’'s portable chemical |aboratory and a netal equipment case
containing stuff they had thought thenselves likely to need stood on the table

"We are ready to ask you questions," Doc Savage told Annie Spain

"It's about tinme," Annie said. "Get going on ne."

"Monk, " Doc said, "get the truth serumout of that equipnent case.”

ANNI E SPAI N gave a start and frowned unpleasantly. "Truth serun? Say, what is this?"

Doc said, "Along tine ago, we discovered that it was practically inpossible for us to tell when
a woman was |ying. They nust have been equi pped by nature as expert liars."

"l like that!" Annie Spain snapped

"And so," Doc continued, "we give themtruth serum whenever we can."

"WIIl the stuff hurt me?"

"It will be sonmething |ike getting drunk, as far as the sensations are concerned. This is an
advanced type of truth serum”

"Have | got any choice in this matter?"

"None. "

"Let's get it over with, then."

Al t hough Doc Savage’'s manner indicated that he put full trust in the truth serum he was fully
cogni zant of the fact that the stuff had a degree of unreliability. There was nothing magi cal about
it. The truth serumdid not work | egerdemain in the human mind and in sonme fashion separate lies
fromtruth, so that only truth cane forth; nothing as super-efficient as that. Rather, the serum
sinmply dulled the mental processes to such an extent that the victimcould not function enough ginp
to think up a lie. The truth was conveniently at hand, so the dazed m nd answered with the truth
unabl e to devel op a fal sehood

The effects of the stuff, while not terribly unpleasant, were neverthel ess a shock to the human
system and it was not a good idea to administer it to a person with a weak heart or |owered
vitality.

Anni e Spain took the stuff. After a while, her eyes becane droopy and uncertain in their

f ocusi ng.

"All right," Mnk said. "W're ready to go."

Doc said, "Maybe you had better do the questioning, Mink. She is a little scared of you, hence
nore |ikely to answer your questions."”



This was a psychol ogical fact that the bronze nman had di scovered.

Monk got in front of Annie Spain. He said, "Wo are you?"

"Anni e Spain," said Annie Spain thickly.

"What are you?"

"I"ma young woman."

"What do you do?"

"The best | can."”

Monk | ooked di sgusted. Ham said, "You'll have to do better than that, Mnk."

Monk made his voice | ouder and said, "Answer ne! What were you doing in Radiator Smith's house?"
"I ama private detective," explained Annie Spain in a rather nushy voice. "I was trying to find
out what was wong with Radiator Smith."

"Was sonething wong with hinP"

"He was scared."

"How di d you know t hat ?"

"l eat in the sane restaurant downtown where Radiator Smith eats lunch,"” Annie Spain said slowy,
her eyes closed. "I saw that he was scared. | went over to himand told himwhat he needed was a
good private detective. | asked himto hire me. He swore at me. | knew he was afraid. So | deci ded
to hel p himanyway."

"Isn’t that kind of unusual —kel pi ng hi m anyway?" Mnk denmanded. "Wat nade you do it?"

"l needed a case. | haven't been neking expenses with ny detective agency."

"What did you |earn?"

"That Radiator Smith was really scared. That a whol e bunch of Smiths were in danger, and that the

one nost in danger, next to Radiator Smith, was Sell-’emshort Smth."
"How di d you hear that?"
"Radiator Smith was tal king over the tel ephone. | eavesdropped."

"Who was he tal king to?"

"l don’t know. "

"Why did you flee from Radiator Smth’s house?"

"The chauffeur got suspicious of me. | thought it was the regular chauffeur—t turned out to be
Doc Savage."

"Way did you watch the house?"

"To learn anything | could."

"And why did you come up here to Sell-"emshort Snmith's home?"

"To see what would happen. | wanted to solve this nystery and get fanobus—so | could nake a | ot of
noney in the private-detective business."

"Do you know what is behind this nystery?"

"No. "

There were a |l ot nmore "No" answers before Monk gave it up.

"THAT' S al | she knows," Monk said. "She's a private detective who butted into the thing. Ain't
that just |ike a worman?"

"We might as well |eave her here," Doc Savage said, "until she comes out fromunder the effects
of the stuff."

They left Annie Spain sitting in one of the deep chairs, departed fromthe room closing the door
and | ocking it behind them

The young worman sat still for a tine after Doc and his aids departed, then she cautiously opened
one eye. The eye flicked about, making sure no one had remained in hiding in the room Then she took
in a deep breath, stood up and stretched and smled w dely.

She went to the washbasin in the corner and gl anced down the drain. She turned the faucets, but
no water came out. The faucets were not connected.

The fact that there was no water had disconfited her when she enptied the contents of the
truth-serumphial into the basin earlier. But they had not noticed, fortunately, the presence of
truth serumon the little screen in the drain.

Nor had they realized, Annie Spain decided triunphantly, that they hadn't given her a dose of
truth serumat all. They had adm nistered the dose she had rigged for them-a m xture of harm ess
chenmi cal s she had quickly concocted from Monk’s portable |aboratory.

Anni e Spain knew a great deal about chem stry.

But the deception had worked wonderfully. She had hit Monk in the eye with an ash tray as soon as
she noticed the equi pnent case, and Monk had obligingly retreated fromthe room Annie Spain had
t hought of the possibility of truth serum That woul d explain why they had made no previous effort
to question her.

She sank down in the chair and shook with silent glee.

"Doc Savage," she chuckled, "is easy to fool. He's greatly overrated."

A bit later, Doc Savage and the others returned to the room and inquired how she was feeling.

Rat her rocky, she adm tted. She suggested that some fresh air mght brace her, and Ham and Long Tom
vol unteered to acconpany her.

Chapter | X. LONG TOM AND TROUBLE



DOC SAVAGE renmined in the roomwi th Monk after the young wonman |eft.

"l wonder what she did with the truth serumthat was in the phial?" Doc Savage pondered.

"Huh?" Monk stared at the bronze man.

Doc Savage noved over to the washbasin and exami ned the drain closely. "This was the nost |ikely
place to get rid of it, at that," he remarked.

Doc went out to the car. He canme back with three snall jugs. They were bl ack, nade of

conposi tion, bakelite or sonething. About an inch and a half thick, three inches long, and not quite
round, rather oval.

Doc gave one jug to Ham another to Mnk and another to Long Tom

"What are these?" Mnk asked.

"Part of an experinent we are trying," Doc explained. "Carry themw th you. Wen you neet one of
the crooks—f you do—get rid of the jug as soon as you can. Try not to |let themsee you. Put it
where it can be found."

It was a little puzzling, but they did not ask questions. It was evidently sone kind of an
experiment.

"Long Tom " Doc said, "why don’'t you check on what has been picked up by the m crophones you
planted in Radiator Smth' s hone?"

"It will be a waste of tinme, if you ask nme," Long Tom suggested. "Wien Radiator Smith first

called on us for help, we decided to plant the mkes as a matter of taking our usual precaution to
check every angle of anything we go up against.

"We know the microphones didn't pick up anything before Maurice Smth was nurdered."”

"They m ght have since."

IT required a full hour for Long Tom Roberts to drive back to Manhattan |sland, and another hal f
hour for himto collect the recordings picked up by the m crophones he had planted in the Radi ator
Sm th mansion on Fifth Avenue. He had installed his recording devices in an enpty apartnent in a
swanky apartment house adjacent to the Smth manse.

Pl ayi ng back the recordi ngs occupied nore tinme. Long Tom used a system-he raced the recordings
through until the playback encountered a voice, when he slowed up and |istened. The recordi ngs were
i npressed nmagnetically upon a long wire.

He got nothing until he cane to the recordi ng nade by a m crophone he had planted close to the
rear door. He' d placed a m ke there because he happened to recall that inmportant things are often
said, or repeated, when persons stand at a door in arriving or departing.

The interesting recording went:

Voi ce: (A voice Long Tom had never heard before.) Hello. | want to see Jonas. The butler.
Mai d: (Long Tomrecalled this voice as a Smith naid.) Wait here. I'Il try to find him

A long interval of silence.

Jonas: Yes . . . Geat grief! Wwo told you to cone here? It’'s too dangerous—

Voi ce: They want you downt own.

Jonas: Me?

Voi ce: You and everybody el se. There's a get-together.

Jonas: But why? Wat’'s gone wong?

Voice: Plenty, | guess. A guy naned Doc Savage is nessing around in it now, and that neans we’ve
got to be careful. | think this nmeeting is a kind of roundup to straighten everybody out on their
duty and give thema |line on what happens next. And what they’'re to do to help.

Jonas: When is the neeting?

Voi ce: About two o’clock in the norning. Just when the night clubs are letting out.

Jonas: Well . . . | can make it. I'Il leave here about one thirty. Fortunately, the police have
not |eft anyone on guard.

Voi ce: Be seeing you then, huh?

Jonas: Yes. |'Il be there.

That was the end of that, and it was quite enough. Long Tom snapped off the playback, yanked back
his cuff and stared at his wist watch. A quarter after one.

"Bl azes, | gotta make it!" Long Tom blurted. He snatched up an eavesdroppi ng devi ce and charged
for the nearest taxi stand.

Long Tom had taken the recordings to Doc Savage' s downtown headquarters—the playback apparatus
was there—and hence he was sone distance fromthe el egant part of Fifth Avenue where stood the
Radi ator Smith hone. But he nade it with probably three minutes to spare.

THE office building stood on Broadway, in the theatrical district, in the mddle of a glare of
electric lights that was al nost daytinme bright. The place had two di sadvant ages—noi se and
twenty-four-hour-a-day activity—but out of these mi ght spring an advantage. Men could enter or |eave
the place at any tinme during the twenty-four hours with snmall chance of attracting attention from
for instance, the police.

Long Tom Roberts watched the butler, Jonas, enter the buil ding.

Long Tom | ooked rather like a Broadway tout. He had a fish-belly conplexion, as if he was never
abroad in the daytinme, and there were plenty of those on the street around him No one gave hima
second gl ance. He wal ked into the buil ding behind Jonas.



It occurred to Long Tom that he had neglected to i nform Doc Savage what he was doi ng, but there
had really been no time for that.

Jonas took an elevator. There was an indicator over the elevator door, and it noved around to
nine, indicating the cage had gone to that floor. It made only the one stop—this was an out-and-out
break of |uck—which indicated that Jonas had been the only passenger.

Long Tomwote a note on a piece of paper and dropped it in a mail box.

Then Long Tomtook to the stairs. He didn't know but what the el evator operator mght be in
cahoots with Jonas and the others.

The ninth-floor hallway proved to be full of doors. It offered a problem Long Tomwaited in the
stair well. There was to be quite a gathering here, he'd understood fromthe recordi ng. He hoped
Jonas wasn't to be the last one to arrive—

Several minutes later a ratty-1ooking fellow=crook" was witten all over himscurried out of the
el evator and hurried to a door. He knocked several tines, unevenly, in a signal, then di sappeared
i nsi de.

Long Tom spotted the door, and as soon as it was closed he glided down the corridor. H's

obj ective was either one of the doors to the right or left of the one through which the man had
di sappeared. He reached one of them It was |ocked, but the |ock was sinple, and Long Tom knew
sonet hi ng about picking | ocks. He got the door unfastened.

He opened the door very carefully until he was sure there was darkness inside, then stepped in
qui ckly. The place snelled very faintly of disuse.

It was utterly dark. The conpl ete bl ackness puzzled Long Tom for Broadway outside was so bright,
and if there was a wi ndowbut there wasn’t any wi ndow. That was it. The whol e side of this building
was wal led up to afford a background for one of the Geat Wite Wy’ s fabul ous electric signs. That
expl ai ned the wi ndow ess office.

A crack of light cane fromunder the door to the adjacent office. So there was a door! G ow ng
nore elated by the nmonment, Long Tomtried the door very cautiously—he didn't want themwal king in on
hi m-and found it | ocked.

He attached his eavesdropping device. It consisted of a pickup microphone which was hel d agai nst
t he door panel by adhesive strips, the panel serving as a sounding board. There was a snall
anmplifier, a headset and plenty of cord.

Havi ng pl anted the pick-up, Long Tom struck a match and gave the office a brief exami nation.
There was a yell ow oak desk with a desk |anp, sone hard chairs, and an elderly rug.

On the desk stood an ordinary crystal mcrophone on a stand.

Long Tom was ogling the mcrophone in astoni shnent when a key clicked in the door | ock.

LONG TOM had not becone an electrical wi zard without |earning to think. He nade a dive, reached
the spot where the cord fromthe desk |lanp plugged into a wall outlet. He pulled the outlet plug out
atrifle, whipped a silver half-dollar fromhis pocket and jamed it against the brass I|ugs,
short-circuiting them There was a spit of blue flanme; sonmewhere else the faint pop of a fuse

bl owi ng.

They woul dn’t be able to turn on the lights in here now and di scover him

A nmorment | ater, he began to doubt that the lights woul d have been turned on anyway.

The figure which entered the room+t was outlined briefly against the hall |ight-was swathed in
an enornous tan topcoat of the wap-around variety. The topcoat collar was turned up; a |large hat
was yanked down | ow. The door clicked shut the instant the newconer was inside.

Ast oni shed, Long Tomrealized he not only hadn’t recogni zed the visitor—he didn’'t even know
whether it was nman or wonan.

He listened in growi ng anazenent.

The visitor lost no time in taking a seat at the desk and begi nning to speak into the m crophone.
First, there was a faint clicking sound. Long Tom knew what that neant when the other began tal king.
Some ki nd of gadget—probably a short tin tube—placed between the Iips to disguise the whispering.
Wi spering! The visitor spoke entirely in a whisper, and it was shrill and unnatural, yet quite
under st andabl e. But whether it was a nman or wonan talking, it was inpossible to tell.

"Are all of you present?" the whisperer asked. "Jonas will you answer? Speak in a |oud voice so
that you may be heard."

From the other room Jonas answered, "Everybody here."

Long Tom knew t hat the whi spering was bei ng stepped up by a battery anplifier and put out through
a | oud-speaker in the adjacent room

"l have called you here in order to give you certain conmands and thus tighten our organi zation,"
said the whisper. "As you know, one Smth died this afternoon. Another has al so died, as your
nmor ni ng newspapers will reveal. The other Snmiths will die as schedul ed, and thus everything wll
continue according to plan. Do not worry about that."

There was a pause. In the adjacent room the whisper fromthe | oud-speaker nust be an eerie
thing, and the author of the sound probably knew it. The pause was to let it take full effect.
"More Smiths will die," the whisper continued. "But there are others we will have to include with
the Smths. A man naned Doc Savage and his associates."

Long Tom was an inpul sive fellow He decided he’'d heard enough. He had the naster mind of the



gang here in the roomwith him so what was the use of fooling around any | onger?

Long Tom cane up out of the corner where he had been crouching, fished in an underarm hol ster and
brought out an unusual weapon called a supermachi ne pistol, a gun which Doc Savage had devel oped.
The weapon was capabl e of firing hundreds of shots a minute; it could put bullets out a great deal
faster than a man could feed theminto the mechanismwth clip magazines, in fact.

Long Tom renenbered the jug—the little black thing that Doc had given him He was supposed to get
rid of that as soon as he contacted the culprits. He pulled it out of his pocket. There was a
wast ebasket close, and he shoved the jug into that.

Then Long Tom started for the figure at the desk—and forgot all about the lanp cord on the fl oor.
H s toe hooked it. He practically stood on his head.

Hi s finger tightened on the nachine-pistol trigger and it roared like a big bull fiddle.

"Hel p!" rasped the whispering voice. "The next roomto you! South! Help!"

Long Tom funbl ed on the floor. He had |ost the pistol; the recoil of the thing had nade it junp
out of his hand.

Before he found the gun, a flashlight beamjunped at himfromthe desk. The nonent the |ight

inmpal ed him Long Tom surged up and charged. He dived over the desk, hit a figure. They crashed to
the floor. The flashlight flew to one side, glanced off the wall and | anded so that its beam was
pointed partially at their figures, enough that there was |ight for Long Tomto identify his foe.
"You," Long Tom expl oded. "Dammed if |1'd ever have guessed you were the killer!"

There was no nore conversation, and not rmuch nore action, because Jonas ran in and crashed a
chair down on Long Tomis head.

Chapter X. DEATH FOR SM THS

IT was about this tine that Doc Savage and Monk Mayfair heard a racket outside Sell-’'emshort
Smith's house in Westchester. The noise—+t was a frenzi ed poundi ng—eane fromthe garage; or rather
froma roomover the garage.

They unl ocked the door.

Ham st unbl ed out. Ham had a skinned place on the side of his head, and a desperate expression.
"Why, shyster, | thought you were supposed to be watching Annie Spain," Mnk said. "You took over
that job when Long Tomleft."

"She hit me with a wench. Then she |ocked me in that upstairs garage room | guess. Anyhow, |
was there when | cane to ny senses.”

"Where did she go?"

"If she isn't around, it’'s obvious. She skipped."

"When did this happen?”

"A good two hours ago. Not very long after Long Tomleft."

It was al nost dawn when they returned to Doc Savage’'s headquarters.

The headquarters occupied the eighty-sixth floor of one of the town's nost inpressive
skyscrapers, and consisted of three general divisions—a reception room a library, and a | aboratory
where the bronze nan conducted his endl ess scientific experinents.

They were trying to get some sleep, and keeping each ot her awake by tal ki ng-when Anni e Spain
turned up. Monk opened the door.

"Anni e Spain!" Mnk expl oded. "Bl azes!"

The young wonman entered the place rather sheepishly.

"I"'msorry | skipped out," she said. "I wanted to continue this investigation by nyself."

"y 2"

"Because | wanted to hog the credit." Annie Spain |ooked unconfortable. "But | thought it over.
This is alittle too big for ne. Maybe a little too nysterious. | want to work with you fellows."

Monk felt of his eye. "So far, you' ve only worked on us," he ventured.

“I"l'l be nicer," Annie Spain prom sed.

They ran the recordi ngs which Long Tom had made of the m crophone pick-ups at the Radiator Snith
home, and discovered the incrimnating evidence agai nst Jonas, the butler. They rushed up there.
But Jonas was not there, and he did not come back.

DURI NG t he next day it dawned on Doc Savage with unpleasant force that a wi despread canpaign
agai nst people naned Smith was in progress.

The earliest editions of the norning newspapers carried the story of the death of Sell-’'emshort
Smith and a rehash of the earlier stories about the demi se of Murice Snmith, son of Radiator Smth.
But the noon edition cane out with the story of the death of Tel egraph Smith, who was al so known
as M chael Robertson Smith, |11, of very aristocratic |ineage, heir to a tel ephone and

t el egraph- conmpany fortune.

Tel egraph Smith had been driving down to his office when lightning struck his town car. It was a
perfectly clear day, and no clouds, but as near as anyone could tell, lightning struck the car.
"Very simlar to the death of Maurice Smith," Doc said grimy.

The bronze man and his two aids, Mnk and Ham+they were begi nning to wonder what had happened to
Long Tom—+eached the death scene, but the town car and the body had been renoved.

From Tel egraph Smith's secretary they got a bit of information that was interesting.

"M. Smith," said the secretary, "told nme soneone had threatened his |ife several days ago."



"Who?" Doc asked.

The secretary didn't know.

Doc nmde extensive inquiries, but he | earned nothing nore of real value until he heard of the
deat h of Shi powner Smith.

Shi powner Smith was plain Henry Smith, but there was nothing plain about the fortune he had
amassed in the transatlantic passenger business.

He died while watering his flowers. He was using a hose for the sprinkling. No one saw it happen.
Doc picked up the hose. It broke in his hands. He could crush it in his fingers. The rubber and
fabric of the hose, it was obvious, had undergone sone kind of strange change.

The vice president of Shipowner Smith's corporation gave them sone infornation.

"Smth told us," said the vice president, "that he had been ordered to turn over control of his
business interests to some person. He was to remain the head of them but he was to take orders from
this person, and give this person a share of the profits. He was threatened with death if he did not
conply."

"When was that?" Doc asked.

"Four days ago."

"Did he know who threatened hin?"

"No. "

Doc Savage and his two aids, Monk and Ham investigated thoroughly, w thout unearthing anything
that seened to nean nuch. At |east, what they found nmeant nothi ng except nore bafflenment to Monk and
Ham

Annie Spain was with them and she said disgustedly that it didn't nmean anything to her, either.
"What becane of Long TonP" Annie demanded. "Not only you haven’'t |earned anything, but you ve

| ost one of your nen, if anybody asks ne."

"You're sure a quarrel sone person,” Mnk told her.

DOC paid Radiator Smith a visit.

Because the bronze man knew he was as nuch inside the doghouse as he could get as far as Radiator
Smith was concerned, Doc stal ked past a phal anx of secretaries and into the great nan's presence
wi t hout bei ng announced.

Radi ator Smith sprang up with a gasp and qui ckly shoved a bundl e of papers into his desk.

Doc wasted no time on politeness. He strode to the desk, pulled the drawer open and took the
papers out. Radiator Smith pawed futilely at him trying to prevent him seeing the docunents.

The papers were headed:

OPERATI NG ORDERS

Doc ran his eyes over them They were sinply typed directions telling Radiator Smith how to run
his many enterprises. There was no clue as to who had witten them but it certainly had not been
Radi at or Smith.

"G ve nme those!" Radiator Smth gasped.

Doc returned the docunents. The nan was pallid, perspiring and shaky.

"Thi s expl ai ns your behavior, doesn't it?" Doc remarked.

Radi ator Smith sank weakly in his chair.

"Like the other Smiths, you were ordered to turn over managerment of your interests to soneone, or
be killed," Doc said. "In your case you were told your son would be killed."

Radi ator Smith nade an inarticul ate noise. H s hands were knotting.

"You ignored the threat and summoned us," Doc said. "Your son, Maurice, was imrediately killed.
That changed your m nd.

"l do not believe | blane you. But can you give us any information that will help us?"

Radi ator Smith shook his head slowy.

"I couldn’t," he said, "if | wanted to."

Chapter XI. THE HEIR

THE note from Long Tom Roberts arrived |ate that afternoon. It had been del ayed because it was
not even in an envelope; it was nerely a sheet of paper, and there was postage due, for there had
been no stanp on it in the first place.

It was the note Long Tomhad witten in the | obby of the building on Broadway.

It sinply stated that Long Tom had foll owed Jonas to the ninth floor of the building.

Twenty minutes |ater, Doc Savage and the others were standing in the building. Another five

m nutes were expended in |locating the roomwhere Long Tom had net his bad | uck.

There were fight signs about. The desk was upset, and one chair had been broken. The nicrophone,
its anplifier, and the | oud-speaker in the next roomwere all in place. So was Long Tomi s |istening
gadget. The stuff told an understandabl e story.

"Long Tomgot in here to eavesdrop,” Doc said thoughtfully. "He was probably surprised by sonmeone
who cane to talk, using that |oudspeaker, to soneone in the next room"

Monk picked up a piece of tin. It was like a flattened tube, about two inches |ong.

"What's this?" the chemi st pondered.

Anni e Spain said, "Probably used to disguise a voice. | have a hunch that if one spoke through
that, and whispered, too, that the voice woul d be unrecogni zable."



Monk grinned. "That's such a good guess," he said, "that | al nost suspect you of being here."

Ham twirl ed his cane—the innocent dark cane contained a sword, and he never went without it—and

| ooked thoughtful. He said, "The big point is: Any sign of who did the tal king through the

| oud- speaker —+he headnman?"

"It couldn’t have been the butler, Jonas, at any rate," Mnk said.

"What makes you think so?" Ham denmanded.

"Long Tom foll owed Jonas here, didn’t he? He wouldn't have cone into this roomw th Jonas here
and had tinme to attach his listening-in device to that door."

"Jonas coul d have cone fromthe other roomto this one."

Doc Savage exam ned the wastebasket. He found Long Tonmis jug, the small black thing, the shell of
whi ch was nmade of bakelite. The bronze man went to the w ndow, stood |ooking at the device.

The others did not notice that he had found the little contraption. He did not tell them

The bronze man's face was sober, his manner concerned as he noved slowy about the room Then
abruptl y—as though there was sonething inportant suddenly in his mnd demandi ng i nmedi ate acti on—he
left the building. Monk and Ham remai ned behi nd.

They found nothing of value, but did discover that fingerprints had been wi ped off anything that
m ght have retained them The roons had been rented by mail, they discovered, and no one around the
bui | di ng had ever seen the individual who had taken them

"Doc knew t hose guys would be too slick to | eave any clues," Mnk said. "That’'s why Doc left.
Wonder where he went ?"

DOC SAVAGE turned up shortly in the city roomof one of the town’s npbst blatant tabloid
newspapers. Hi s entrance created quite a commoti on, because the bronze man was distinctly the stuff
of which newspaper headlines are made, as well as being handsonme enough to make excel |l ent canera
f odder .

Doc Savage assuned a forbidding manner. "I have cone here to tell you," he announced, "that you
had better stop publishing matter concerning nyself and ny associates. |In particular, you nmust not
publ i sh anyt hi ng concerning Long Tom Roberts."

The city editor wasn't the city editor of that hell-raising tabloid because he coul d be bl uffed.
Several tines in his hectic career, he had told senators, and even the president, where they could
go, as far as he was concerned.

"Yeah!" he said. "Oh, yeah? Let nme tell you sonething. This rag publishes news, and anything that
happens is news, and if you don't like that, see our |awers!"

"You refuse to co-operate?" Doc asked.

"Co-operate? You're a fine one to talk about co-operating!" The city editor turned purple. "How
many times have you thrown ny reporters out? How many tinmes have you refused to give interviews?"
It was quite a few times, but Doc skipped the point.

"l see there is no use talking to you," the bronze nan said.

Doc turned away. He deliberately acted nervous, and drew out his handkerchief to nmop his

f or ehead.

A yel | ow envel ope cane out with Doc’s handkerchief and fell to the floor, the bronze nan
apparently not noticing. He wal ked away.

The city editor had seen the envelope fall, but he sat there w thout saying anything. As soon as
Doc had gone, he snatched up the envel ope.

It was a cabl egram envel ope. The city editor opened it and read the contents.

"Junping cats!" he said. "Joe!" he yelled. "Hold page two." The city editor slammed the cabl egram
down on his desk and grabbed a typewiter. "Try to keep me from publishing news about his friends,
will he!" he growed. "I"Il show him"

THE first editions of one of the norning papers—the editions which hit the streets about eight

o' clock—arried a story that astounded Doc Savage’' s associ ates. Monk was gazing idly at the | oudest
tabloid of themall when his eyes popped.

"Great grannies!" he yelled.

"What’'s wong?" Ham denanded.

"Look!" Monk expl oded. "Just |ook at this!"

Ham | eaned over Monk’s shoul der and read the story which had astounded the honely chenmist to such
a degree.

"By jove!" Ham said thoughtfully. "And here we've been treating himlike he was a common wor ki ng
guy like the rest of us."

The story:

ELECTRI CAL W ZARD | NHERI TS FORTUNE

Maj or Thomas J. Long Tom Roberts

Heir to South Africa Gem

M1 1ions

It was | earned today that Mjor Thomas J. Long Tom Roberts, New York electrical engineer, has
inherited an estate of at least ten nmillion dollars fromhis uncle, Cunico Roberts, of Cape Town,
South Africa. Cunico Roberts is reported to control one of the greatest dianond fortunes in

exi st ence.



In addition to the cash, it is understood Long Tom Roberts will inherit extensive holdings in

di anmond- m ne properties.

Ham fi ni shed readi ng and said, "That anmazes ne! | never heard Long Tom nention a rich Uncle

Cuni co. "

He and Monk rushed with the tabl oid newspaper into the | aboratory, where they found Doc Savage.
"Doc!" Monk expl oded. "What does this nmean?"

The bronze man took the tabloid and studied the story with approval.

"Contains al nbst exactly what was in the cabl egram" Doc renarked.

"l don’t understand this," Mnk was puzzl ed.

"It sinmply neans," Doc explained, "that a particularly obnoxious city editor swallowed a bait."
Chapter X I. THE LI FE PRESERVER

LONG TOM ROBERTS ful Iy understood that he was alive only because it was nore convenient to take a
live man fromplace to place than it was to transport a dead one.

They were going to kill him They had told himso, and he believed them This was nerely an
interval of delay.

There m ght have been another reason for his not being killed i nmedi atel y—they coul d have been
keeping himalive in order to get information fromhim to find out how nuch Doc Savage actual ly
knew, and how cl ose upon their trail the bronze man was runni ng. But Long Tom t hought not. The

| eader of this gang was remarkably well posted, and unafraid.

They had been questioning Long Tom beating himin a desultory fashion while they did so, but he
bel i eved they were nerely marking time in that fashion. His real objective was death, and the del ay
only one of conveni ence.

At the end of the present trip, he would die, probably. So he was not anxious to see it

term nate. He sat back in the big, ancient touring car, and while he was not happy, at least this
was better than what he had to | ook forward to.

They were in southern Maine somewhere. They had passed through much nice scenery, which Long Tom
was in no nood to enjoy, and they were follow ng back roads now, as they had foll owed them

t hroughout the trip. It had been slow driving, and Long Tom had not dreamed there was such a renote
and unpopul ated route through Connecticut and Massachusetts.

There were four men in the machine, and they were not at all sociable. For crooks, they were
remarkably loyal fellows. Not a word had been spoken about their boss, and Long Tom had two teeth
that felt | oose because he had tried to insist on tal king about the naster m nd.

The master m nd had been piqued over the necessity of revealing identity; nad as the devil, in
fact. But there had been no alternative under the circunmstances, so the |eader had made the best of
it, even seem ng sonewhat pleased at the astoni shment which was mani fest on some faces when it was
di scovered just who the master m nd was.

Two nmen rode beside Long Tom one at either el bow, and he was handcuffed to them They had cheap,
phony deputy-sheriff stars which they had pinned on their vests, and the two nmen in the front seat
al so had phony stars; this was a ruse in case they shoul d be stopped by anyone.

Were they were bound, Long Tom was not sure. But he did know that they planned to shoot himto
death when they reached a particularly renpte stretch of road close to the coast, and toss his body
over a cliff with arock tied to it so that it would sink in deep water.

Suddenly, without the slightest warning, an autonobile careened past them skidded to a stop
directly ahead.

One of the nen cursed, and drew a pistol.

"Wait, it’'s Lopez," his conpanion said.

Lopez was a long, pale man, and he cane galloping up in a | ather of excitenent.

"You ain't killed himyet?" he barked. Then he observed the evident fact that Long Tomwas alive.
"Cee, | caught you in time!"

"What' s eating you?"

"Chief's orders not to kill this guy under any circunstances," said Lopez.

"Huh! Wy?"

"It seens he’s inherited ten mllion dollars and sorme di anond mines."

LONG TOM sat back, no little surprised, but with the wits to hold his tongue and | ook wi se. So he
had inherited ten mllion dollars, had he? He hoped it was true.

He was aware of a new attitude of respect toward himon the part of his captors. They were even
solicitous about his confort. A few nmoments ago he had been no nore to themthan a hog they were
taking to the butchering pen, but now they had a personal interest in him

"Ten mllion dollars, eh?" Long Tomremarked. "And some di anond mines. Well, well!"
"Did you know your Uncle Cunico well?" Lopez asked.
"Who—

"Uncl e Cunico, the man who | eft you the dough."

"Ch, you nean Uncle WIbur—+ guess maybe they called him Cunico," Long Tom said. "Yeah. A great
guy, Uncle WIbur."

He was being cagy, taking no chances that they m ght be feeding himthe name of a fake relative
in order to trap him He had no Uncle Cunico. He had no Uncle WIlbur, for that matter.



"My handcuffs hurt me like hell," he said. "How about taking themoff ny wists and putting them
on ny ankl es?"

"l don't know," one of the captors said doubtfully.

“I"lIl give you a check for fifty dollars,” Long Tom sai d.

That did the trick, and Long Tonmis first act after having his wists freed was to wite a check.
They had left himhis fountain pen, but he had sonme difficulty making it wite, scratching around on
the check for a while without making visible marks, and finally borrowing a pen fromone of the nen.
He nade out the check and signed it, and they rolled northward in harnony.

"Where are we goi ng?" Long Tom asked innocently.

They grinned at him he had asked the question before, and gotten no satisfaction. The only
difference was that this time they grinned at him instead of slugging himin the face.

He sat back and pondered the question of the ten million and the dianond mines. It nade nice
pondering. But he did not |let delight carry himaway. He snelled a trick.

It was a fact that whoever had created the illusion that he had inherited ten nmillion dollars had
saved his life.

"Doc Savage," Long Tomremarked after a while.

The captors stared and one demanded, "What?"

"l was just thinking," Long Tom said. "Wat do you reckon Doc thinks becane of me?"

Lopez—he was riding in the car now-answered that question.

"Doc Savage is going to think you are in South Anerica," said Lopez.

"How conme?"

"You're going to wite a cable."

"I"mnot in South America."

"That’'s all right. You wite the cable, and we'll send it down there and a friend of ours will
cable it back."

"l don't need to wite it," Long Tomsaid. "A cable doesn't cone in the handwiting of the man
who sent it. It comes off one of those sinplex machines in typing."

Lopez | ooked sheepish. "That's right," he said. "I'Il just wite the cable out nyself, and we'll
send it soon."
Chapter X II. TRAIL TO MAI NE

IT was a very convinci ng cabl egram whi ch Lopez had conposed and which | anded in Doc Savage's
hands several hours later after having gone the roundabout route to South Anerica:

I't read:

ESCAPED FROM GANG AND GOT HOT TI P AND AM TRAI LI NG HEAD CROOK | N PERSON STOP HAVE REACHED

MARACAI BO VENEZUELA BY PLANE AND FOLLOW NG MASTER M ND | NLAND STOP THI NK CENTER OF WHOLE MYSTERY | S
DOM HERE | F YOU CAN COVE DO SO | N HURRY

LONG TOM

"It's a fake," Doc Savage said.

Monk nodded soberly. So did Ham "It’'s a phony," they agreed.

That woul d have puzzl ed Lopez. And puzzled Annie Spain. She read the cablegram then called the
cable office and | earned the missive really had conme from Maracai bo, Venezuel a.

"Li sten, how do you know the nessage isn’'t genuine?" she denmanded.

Ham grinned. "Hunch," he said.

"Hunch, eh? You're crazy," Annie Spain said with no approval.

Anni e Spain got on the tel ephone and canvassed the air |ines which operated planes sout hward, and
particularly to South Anerica.

"Come here and listen to this," she told Doc Savage.

The voice fromthe airline office said, "Yes, our records show that a man named Long Tom Roberts
left on one of our planes yesterday. He had a ticket to South Anerica."

"When woul d he have reached Maracai bo?"

"Today. "
"Can you describe the man?"
"Way, 1’1l have to see if sonmeone renenbers him and call you back. Is it inportant?"

"It’s darned inportant,” Annie Spain said.

Wi le they were waiting for the airline office to call back, Doc Savage said, "You are a rather
persi stent young woman, aren’t you, M ss Spain?"

"I"'mtrying to be a good detective," Annie Spain said.

"l notice."
"A good detective doesn't pass up any bets—and doesn’t play hunches."
"You are fully as anxious as we are to get a trace of the villains, |’'ve noticed."

"Well, why not?"

"l don't know why not," Doc Savage said. "The point just struck ne, is all."

The tel ephone rang. It was the airline office. He said that a field porter and the driver of the

bus which the line operated at the airport both renenbered Long Tom Roberts. They gave a description
of an undersized, nmushroom col ored fell ow who sounded very |ike Long Tom

"You see!" Annie Spain ejaculated triunphantly. "Your hunch is wong!"



"It's an awful strong hunch," the dapper Hamtold her.

"You nean you're not going to do anything about this cabl egram saying Long Tomis in South
Arerica, and asking you to hurry down there?"

"Not hi ng: "

"Ch, you fool s!'" exclained Annie Spain.

THE conpl ex system of |iving which nodern man has evol ved and which he calls civilization has

many wonders besi des airplanes and radi os, and sone of these are not as well known as they should
be. C earing houses, for instance—the clearing houses through which banks clear the checks given to
t hem upon ot her banks. These work as fast as the mails will allow, and sonetinmes faster. A check
given on a New York bank and cashed in Miine, for exanple, takes surprisingly little tine to reach
the New York banks, thanks to the facile clearing-house system

Doc Savage answered the tel ephone.

"Yes," he said. H s speech was confined alnost entirely to affirmative. "Yes," he said again.

Then, "Yes. Send it up inmmediately."

Twenty mnutes afterward, a bank nmessenger arrived with a cancel ed check. It was for fifty

dol | ars.

"What’'s that?" Annie Spain wanted to know.

"Just a nibble on a line we had out," Doc said, which did not explain anything.

It was Long Tonmis check, the one he had given to his captor.

Doc put it under ultraviolet light. This ultraviolet, or "black" light, as it was called, has the
pecul i ar property of causing sonme substances to glow, or fluoresce.

Long Tonmis fountain pen, instead of being enpty, had been filled with an ink which was ordinarily
invisible, but which gl owed when exposed to black light. There was a nessage on the check that had
nothing to do with the visible witing on it.

Goi ng north on Whodhill Road from Turpin Corners Mine blue sedan NYOO 319

Doc Savage—he had used the black light in the | aboratory—went quickly into the reception room
"The plane," he said. "W are leaving i mediately."

Anni e Spain sprang up. "So you're finally going to South Anerical" she ejacul at ed.

"Do you want to go al ong?" Doc asked.

"Of course."

"Fine. W would have taken you anyway."

Anni e Spain stared at the bronze man. She hadn't liked his remark. "Just what did you nmean by

that crack?" she demanded.

Doc sai d not hi ng.

The bronze man kept his planes in a huge brick conbi nati on warehouse and boat hangar on the
Hudson River waterfront. The structure nasqueraded as a warehouse, and was reached by an underground
tube of an affair through which a bullet-shaped car traveled, a contraption that Mnk called the
"angel wagon," or the "go-devil" depending on the nbod he was in.

Doc | oaded a notorcycle aboard the pl ane.

They took off in a dual -notored, single-w ng nonoplane which | ooked |ike a pursuit bomber, and
could outfly nmost of them It was slightly unusual as to structure—although this did not spoil its
stream ining—+n that it could land on earth or water. For water service, the |anding gear was nerely
cranked up, disappearing into the hull.

Doc set a course.

"Say," Annie Spain yelled, "you are not headi ng toward South Anerica!"

"Not on your life. That was just your idea."

"You nean that you still don’t intend to do anything about that cabl egran®”

"The cable was a fake."

"How do you know? |t checked out genuine. Long Tomtook the plane. The cable was really sent from
South Anerica."

Doc expl ained, "Qur enenmies aren't fools. They had a nman who resenbl ed Long Tom t ake the pl ane
south. W will radio the South American police to have that fellow arrested, incidentally. Any
friend of the crooks could have relayed the cable."

"But what makes you so sure?"

"There is a password," Doc said, "which all of us invariably include in any nessage sent to each
other, if that message is genuine."

Anni e Spain sat back. She | ooked rather fl oored.

TURPI N CORNERS was not on nost atlas maps of the State of Maine, and a few road maps had mi ssed

it. There was a grocery store, filling station, post office, dance hall, all in one building that
woul d probably fall down in another three or four years.
Woodhi || Road was the only road through Turpin Corners, and it extended northward, nore crooked

than it seemed possible for a road to be, and unpaved.

Ten mles north of Turpin Corners, Doc Savage set the plane down and unl oaded the notorcycle. He
expl ained to the others.

"You fellows keep on and | ook for blue sedans," he said. "Get that |icense nunber into the hands
of the State police, and have them broadcast it to every county sheriff and town constable."



"You' Il look fromthe road?" Mnk inquired of his chief.

“I"I'l 1ook fromthe road," Doc agreed.

The plane clinbed into the air again. Doc got on the notorcycle and headed up the road, pulling a
Il ong worm of dust after him The road was rough. There were a few farns, but nost of the tinme
nothing but hills coated with scrubby trees. During the next fifteen m nutes, Doc passed no traffic
what ever .

Coming to a filling station, he inquired about a blue sedan.

"l don’'t pay no attention to the cars that go by," the attendant said.

That was to be expected. The bronze man continued onward, the notorcycle not very noisy. He cane
to a road intersection, the first one of consequence which he had encountered since beginning on the
nmot orcycl e. He stopped there, and devoted sone tine to searching.

It took himhalf an hour to find a tiny strip of handkerchief with a knot tied near one end.

The bronze man and his assistants had worked together for sone time—a very long tine, neasured by
the excitenment and danger they had encountered—and they had evol ved operating nethods to neet nost
ordinary situations. The inclusion of a code word—always being sure the third word was "today" and
the sixth word "feeling" (They varied this code fromnonth to nonth)—n cabl egrans and tel egrans was
one precaution they had settled upon.

There had been occasions in the past when they had found it necessary to drop bits of cloth as
clues. Pieces of cloth lying on the ground are not entirely unusual, and to sinplify matters they
had agreed to tie a knot near the end of any bits of cloth they dropped which were inportant. |t

m ght be inconvenient to do so, but it avoi ded confusion.

Doc rode on. Fortunately, there were not many intersecting roads.

I T was al nost dark when Doc Savage found a knotted cloth fragment which indicated the quarry had
turned off the road onto one that was |ess travel ed.

He was near the coast, so close that he could hear the deep-throated bursting of waves agai nst
rocky cliffs. He followed the side road. It di pped downward sharply, entering a canyon that was part
of an inlet which slashed back fromthe sea. He crossed a bridge, an old bridge nade of logs, with
| oose plank flooring that rattl ed.

He could see the tracks of cars now. There were not nany. He watched cl osely.

Wiere a car had stopped—there were the nark of footprints around it—he stopped the notorcycle and
got off to make an exam nation. He found Long Tonis tracks.

It was no miracle. There was not even anything incredible about being able to identify Long Toms
footprints anong many others on the road, because their shoe soles were a conposition type with a
distinctive marking. That, too, was a conveni ence which they affected for nutual assistance. They
coul d conme upon any jungle or woodl and trail and tell at a gl ance whether one of their comnpanions
had gone that way before.

Attention to such snall details as this, the acceptance and use of a standardized routine that,

whi | e apparently sonewhat conplicated at first glance, becane a matter of habit, was largely
responsi ble for their having been able to go through such things as they had, and still remain
alive. Al of themknew that. Hence there was no varying fromtheir practice, although when things
were quiet, with no danger threatening, all those precautions sonetinmes seemed nuch on the silly
si de.

Long Tom had been conducted al ong a footpath that angled up sharply fromthe right-hand side of

t he road.

Doc followed the path. Trees crowded cl oser, shoving out branches so that it was necessary to
push through the foliage. The trail, while distinct, was carpeted with a mat of dead | eaves and
retained only the vague outlines of footprints. But here and there bare ground showed, soft and
nmoi st, retaining distinctly the footprints.

Then Doc found a bit of cloth, a bit of clothing of the same type which he had been finding from
time to time at intersections as he followed the road.

Suddenly he knew he was falling into a trap.

The cloth wasn’t knotted.

The bronze man strai ghtened swiftly. But he had no chance to act on his discovery.

Jonas, the butler, cane out from behind a | arge boul der nearby. There was nothing butler |ike
about Jonas now-he wore ol d khaki pants, flannel shirt and cap, so that he resenbled a native—and
there was certainly nothing that left doubts about the rifle he pointed.

The rifle was an automatic one. It could enpty a clip of several bullets. The caliber was a heavy
one whi ch the naker recomrended for any big game in the world.

"The only reason | don’t want to shoot you now is because the shot m ght be heard," Jonas said.
"That isn’t much of a reason. Hardly anybody |ives up here."

H s manner was utterly collected and natter-of-fact.

Doc lifted his arns, understanding that he was very near to death.

Chapter XIV. THE CLI FF

MONK handl ed the controls of the plane and flew south. They had been north beyond the Canadi an
border, follow ng the road, and the road had eventually petered out. They had di scovered no trace of
a blue sedan. Now they were goi ng south again, meking another try.



"Look!" Ham expl oded

Monk sei zed bi nocul ars and stared downward. "Doc’s notorcycle!" he said

He started to dive the plane downward, then quickly changed his mind. He flew on, rather than
attract attention to Doc

Anni e Spai n asked, "Does he have a portable radi o?"

"Yes," Ham said shortly.

Monk expl ai ned, "We'll |and down the coast sonewhere and wait for Doc to call us."

The |l and of fered no opening of sufficient size for themto set the plane down. The ship was big
and fast, needed nore than an average anmpunt of room

Monk arched out over the sea and studied that. The waves were snall, and there was not nmuch of a
swel | .

"We'll try the open sea," he said. He waved to the eastward. "Fog rolling in, anyway. It'Il hide
us. "

The fog was thick and close to the sea, like a floating |ayer of soiled cotton

They hit, bounced; spray clinbed out in sheets. Mnk grunted, westled the big wheel, batted at
the throttles with his palnms. The ship straightened out and settled, knocking the tops off a |ong
series of waves before it became stagnant on the surface

There foll owed two hours of dreary bouncing around on waves. The notion was nauseating to the
extreme. Mnk becanme sonmewhat green

There was no radi o communi cation from Doc Savage

"We better investigate," Mnk said biliously.

"Anyt hing so you can get on shore, eh?" Ham qui pped. "O. K But |’'ve been enjoying nyself

wat ching you!"

"You woul d!'" Mnk snarled. "You better fly this thing."

They took to the air again, clinbed in tight circles until they had fifteen thousand feet of
altitude. They flew northwest for a while, until the coast appeared in the noonlight

"There’s an inlet close to where we saw Doc’ s notorcycle,” Ham volunteered. "W can |land there
and make an investigation afoot."

Monk peered downward. Hi s seasickness had subsided. He discerned the inlet, but noted al so that

it was floored with fog, the cliffs projecting above the |ayer of vapor and show ng the outlines of
the cove

"We'll have to drop down into that fog and land blind," he said. "Suppose we hit a rock."

"There were no rocks," Hamsaid. "I noticed when we flew past it before."

ANNI E SPAIN sat very stiff in the plane during the |anding. She knew just enough about flying to
be awful |y scared. They canme down in the fog well out to sea—the nptors had been cut at the
fifteen-thousand-foot |evel—and the | anding was nade dead-stick. Through the fog. Into the nmouth of
t he bay

The fog rushed past the plane wi ndows, coated the glass until they could see nothing but a gray
bl ur. Monk opened the forward w ndows, and danp air charged inside. Then they hit the water. It was
much cal mer here, and the plane eventually slowed until its only notion was that given by the
breeze

"Anchor," Monk said

"The water is too deep, you ape," Ham objected, then got out the anchor. The water wasn't too
deep; only about eight fathoms. The anchor, a small coll apsible one designed for gripping
properties, took hold and the plane slowy angled its nose into the w nd

Monk put a collapsible boat in the water. It was a little thing, hardly as stable as a canoe. The
paddl es were of |ight airplane netal

"1"11 get in first," Annie Spain volunteered, "and hold it for you fellows."

"You aren’t going," Ham said

"You're crazy," Anni e Spain snapped

Ham got a pair of handcuffs out of a conpartnent. "You' re not going anywhere," he said grimy. He
wal ked toward the young wonman with the handcuffs

Monk expl oded, "Now wait a minute, Hami What's the idea of treating this young wonan |ike that?"
"She's been too sassy,"” Hamsaid. "And that’s only one reason."

"What' s anot her reason?"

"You renmenber when Long Tom di sappeared?" Ham demanded. "Well, this girl locked me in the garage
at Sell-'emshort Smth's home about that time, and escaped. She was m ssing about the time Long Tom
vani shed. Then she cane back."

"She expl ai ned her absence," Mnk reni nded

"Not to nmy satisfaction, she didn't. She said she had changed her m nd and deci ded to cone

back. "

"Wonen change their minds. They' re that way."

"Well, I"'mnot," Hamsaid. "I'mgoing to | ock her here in the plane while we’'re gone."

"You idiot!" Mnk snapped

Monk’ s obj ections were neither as violent nor as serious as they sounded. He was doing two
things—foll ow ng his usual habit of disapproving of everything Hamdid, and getting in solid with



the girl. He noticed she was giving himlooks of approval.

"You want to |eave her free?" Ham denanded.

"Of course!" Mnk said angrily. "She's an honest girl. | believe everything she has told us."
Anni e Spain gave Monk a nore ravishing smle. Hamsaw this, and it scorched him He suddenly
under st ood why Monk was objecting. So he pronptly doubl e-crossed Mnk.

"All right," he said. "Here." He handed Monk the handcuffs.

"Huh?" Monk gul ped.

"It's up to you," Hamsaid calmy. "You ve out-argued nme. |f she gets handcuffed aboard, you'll
have to do it."

Monk knew he had been doubl e-crossed.

"You overdressed shyster!" he gritted.

Monk handcuffed Annie Spain to a cabin brace, where she could sit on the floor in a position that
was not unconfortabl e.

The young worman parted her lips and |l et go a round general opinion of them she did not exactly
swear, but her words gave that inpression.

"What if this plane sinks, or breaks |loose and drifts out to sea?" she denmanded.

Monk went to the tool kit, got two snall three-cornered files and handed themto her.

"You can file through those handcuff links," the homely chenmist said. "I know, because | had to
do it once. Take you about three hours if you stay with it. W should be back before then."

They each pocketed one of the small black jars which Doc Savage had instructed themto carry, and
di scard as soon as they met an eneny.

Then they cl osed the plane door behind them The cabin of the plane was practically soundproof,
so that the best yelling which Annie Spain would be able to do was not likely to be heard nore than
a few feet away.

THEY found Oxalate Smith at the boathouse.

They had been ashore only a few m nutes when Oxal ate Smth wal ked out of the darkness, conpletely
astoundi ng them and said, "Ch, gracious, |I'"'mglad to see you!"

The boathouse in itself had been a surprise. There was a |long rock running out into the water,
and they had clinbed onto that without realizing it was a natural wharf which soneone had utilized
by building a boathouse at the shore end. The boathouse was a very old one, constructed of slabs
nailed to the planks, but it was in good repair.

So intense was the darkness that they did not at once recognize Oxal ate Smith.

"Ch!" Monk gasped.

He dodged backward so precipitously that he slipped off the rock into the water. Mnk was | arge
enough to make quite a splash.

"Sh-h-h!" adnoni shed Oxalate Smith wildly. "They may hear us!"

Ham t ook a chance and put a flashlight beamon Oxalate Smth. He saw that Oxal ate was di shevel ed,
and that he was hol ding one end of a rope, the other end of which was tied about one of his ankles
with a very conplicated hard knot.

"Put out the light!" Oxalate Smith exclai ned.

Ham doused the light. "What the devil?" he nuttered. "You told us you were an anti que deal er and
furniture refinisher with a shop in New York."

"Sh-h-h," breathed Oxal ate Smith.

There was silence for some nmonments while they |istened, but no sound—no al arm ng sound, rather,
for there was a little noise of night birds—ould be detected.

Oxal ate Smith whispered, "Renmenber | told you | frequently nmade trips into the country to buy
antiques at bargain prices?"

"Yes," Ham adm tted.

"Well, | was called up here by someone who wanted to sell an original Duncan Phyfe set of
furniture. A whole set, mnd you! The price named made it a narvel ous bargain, if genuine. | rushed
right up here. But before that —=

"What happened when you got here?" Ham i nterrupted.

"Before that, in New York, | was set upon by a footpad," Oxalate Smth went on. "That was right
after | left Doc Savage. | do not know what significance that attack had, if any. | was robbed,
however. Do you know anythi ng about that attack?"

"Us?" Ham said. "No, we didn't waylay you. And we don’t know of anybody who did. You say it was a
robber ?"

"I didn’t catch sight of him He struck ne down in the darkness. Miust have sprung upon ne and
injured me, as well, because ny stomach has been bothering nme since."

"Your stomach?"

"Yes. It aches slightly. Nothing serious, you understand, but neverthel ess unconfortable."

Monk growl ed, "Let’'s skip your bellyache and get down to the present. What happened here?"

"I was made a prisoner."

"When?"

"As soon as | arrived."

"Then what are you doing | oose now?"



"l got away. Tonight. | crept down here to this boathouse hoping to find a boat, but there is
none. | was wondering how | could escape when | heard you fellows, and realized who you were when
one of you spoke."

Monk and Ham di gested this amazing story.

"Who seized you?" Mnk denmanded.

"Why, several nmen. | had never seen any of them before, with one exception."

"And the exception?"

"Jonas, the butler who was enployed by Radiator Smith."

THE stillness of the night continued, broken only by the squawki ng of some predatory sea bird out
over the fog-covered water sonewhere, and the distant hooting of an ow. Once, far away, a wolf
how ed, or it mght have been a dog, although it sounded like a wolf.

Ham asked, "Have you any idea, Smith, why you were decoyed up here and sei zed?"

"Wl |l <+ have a theory."

"What is it?"

"It was feared that | might identify the master crimnal as having been in Radiator Smth’'s honeg,
and acting strangely."

"Jonas, the butler, you nean?"

"No. He is only a mnor crook"

"Who, then?" Ham demanded.

Monk said, "He nust nean Annie Spain."

Bot h Monk and Ham becane coldly grimat the thought. They had cone to know Anni e Spain, and they
rather |iked her—not entirely, they believed—because she was a remarkably pretty girl. The idea that
she was responsible for the deaths horrified them

"You nean Anni e Spai n?" Ham asked.

"No," Oxalate Smth said. "I don't nean Annie Spain."

"Who, then?" Ham expl oded.

"Radiator Smith himself," said Oxalate Smth.

Monk and Ham di gested that; then Mnk snorted.

"The idea is ridiculous," Mnk said.

"Why? Didn’'t you know that Maurice Smith wasn't Radiator Smith's true son, but an adopted boy? I|f
Radi ator Smith is the crimnal, and Maurice found it out, that would give a notive for the nurder."
"Unmm" Mnk said uncertainly.

This possibility had not occurred to either himor Hamearlier.

After a period of silence, Ham changed the subject, asking, "Wwere were you held a prisoner?"

"In a house on top of the cliff."

"Could we get in it?"

"It m ght be dangerous," Oxalate Smth said uneasily.

"But we m ght nmanage it?"

"Yes."

"Cone on," said Monk and Ham t oget her.

Chapter XV. MYSTERY BELOW

IT was an ancient house, and big. The first floor was nmade of native stone, the second was

cl apboarded, the third shingled. There were gabl es; against the stars Monk and Ham counted five, and
they could see only the side and one end of the structure.

"Sure take a |l ot of ghosts to haunt that place,” Mnk offered in a puffing whisper.

The uneasy sobbing of the sea anong cliff caves came to them The house stood not many rods from
the lip of the cliff, and the path up which they had clinbed had been steep and breat h-taki ng.
There was no |ight anywhere about the house. No sound. No novenent.

"They' re still asleep,” Oxal ate Snmith whispered.

"We've got sonme gas," Ham whi spered. "l suggest we use the stuff, then barge in on ‘“em Mke it
sinmple."

"If there’s only six or seven, we can |lick ‘em barehanded,"” said Mnk, who liked to fight.

"Don't be a fool," Oxalate Smth whispered.

"He can’t help it," Ham said.

The gas—+t was an anesthetic type, producing quick unconsci ousness without very harnful
aftereffects—was contained in small cylinders equipped with | ean spouts through which the stuff
coul d be sprayed, spouts that woul d penetrate an ordinary keyhol e. Mnk took the front door, and Ham
took the back. They let in plenty of gas.

This gas remained effective for nmore than thirty mnutes, in which respect it differed from

anot her type of anesthetic gas which Doc often enployed, and which becane i npotent after it had
mngled with the air for Iess than a mnute.

To enter the house, Monk and Ham now enpl oyed hoods. These were sinply transparent sacks which
they pulled over their heads, and which seal ed around their necks with an adhesive tape. The sacks
were | arge enough to contain considerable air, but at the best they were only effective for a few
m nutes. They were, however, the nobst portable type of nask for emergency use, taking up no nore
space than a tobacco pouch.



The house was enpty.

It took themfifteen mnutes of cautious prowling, and three trips inside, before they discovered
this.

They rejoined Oxal ate Smith outdoors.

"Darn the luck!" Mnk muttered. "Were' d they go?"

"Maybe they’'re out hunting ne!" Oxalate Smith gasped. "W had better flee."

"If they're hunting you—+ight here at the house is the last place they' Il look for you," Mnk
told him "Let's give the joint the once-over."

As they were starting inside, Oxalate Smth stopped them

"l have an idea," he said.

" Eh?"

"The men often went into the basement and were gone for |ong periods," explained Oxalate Smth.

"I listened. | think there is some kind of a passage out of the basement. W might find it."

"Now you’' re tal king," Mnk said.

As an afterthought purely, Mnk extracted his little black jug of a device fromhis pocket and
left it outside, sitting on a window sill where it would be quite noticeable in case Doc Savage
reached the house.

THERE had been a wine vat—er a fish-pickling vat; they never did decide which—+n the basenent,

and this was enpty now, and had been for a long tinme. It was, however, equipped with a bottom which
could be dropped in place and seal ed, brine or sone other liquid afterward being poured into the vat
to hide the fact that it was through the bottomthat access could be gained to a shaft.

It was not a tunnel. It was a shaft. Sheer, absolutely straight up and down. Round. Wen they
first looked into it, Monk and Ham t hought they were peering into the depths of a cistern. But,
"Let's look closer!" Oxalate Smith kept urging in a whisper; so they |ooked, and they found a

| adder, a nodernistic |adder with iron rungs.

They clinbed down for probably fifty feet, Munk first, then Oxalate Smth, then Ham There was a
steady current of air upward, which made Ham feel better.

"I f anybody starts down after us," he whispered, "we can just let sone gas loose and it will be
carried up to them"

"Yeah," Monk said. "But it's what's bel ow that bothers ne."

VWhat was bel ow was, first, a large, dark cave of a room It was natural, they saw, that is, no
human agency had excavated it, but rather it was the work of a brook which had, in some prehistoric
era, trickled down through the stone and worn channel s.

They foll owed the cave, which becane a succession of roons, each |arger than the other and each

|l ower—until finally they came upon the machine.

Monk stared at the machine. "Bl azes!" he said.

What he probably meant was that he had never seen such an intricate-1ooking congl oneration of
wheel s, coils, tubes, cylinders, belts, cogs, |evers—practically everything.

Monk stared at the stuff. Monk was a chemist, an industrial chemst—+this was a little different
than being a plain chem st, because it necessitated an extra know edge of nodern machinery,

mechani cal and el ectrical, and manufacturing processes—but Mnk had never seen anything renotely
resenbl ing the apparatus bel ow his eyes now. Neither had Ham But with Hamit was different; he was
a lawer and had dealt nobre with wits and torts than with transforners and gear ratios.

"What is it?" Ham asked.

"l don’t know," Mnk said. "It |ooks |ike somebody had a dream"”

"Well, let's find out."

Monk |istened. There seened to be no one around. He found an electric switch, and turned it, and
lights came on. He crouched there, expectant, a supermachine pistol in one hand, a gas grenade in
the other, but no one appeared. He | ooked around.

The sinplest part of the contraption stood on the other side of the huge room noreover, it was
the only piece of machinery which seemed to be operating. Monk and Ham noved over to that.

It was like a pistol operating in a cylinder. In this case, the cylinder was a great hole, al npst
vertical, which water had cut downward through the rock. In the bottomof the hole, the sea churned
up and down. There was an opening to the sea down there somewhere, funnel-shaped so that each big
swell striking the cliff outside drove into the funnel and conpressed, so that the water |evel was
raised in the shaft a distance of a score of feet, often nore.

The pistol in this unique cylinder was a huge tank of an affair which slid up and down on steel
rods, and there was a connecting rod which extended to the machinery on the cave floor.

"A kind of big sea-mptor," Ham said.

That explained it as clearly as anything.

MONK stood frowning at the thing, his agile mind trying to cal cul ate roughly how many foot pounds
of energy the device was capabl e of producing. He couldn’t tell exactly, of course, but it was
plenty. He exam ned the notor itself. The power was exchanged into electrical energy through the
medi um of a huge dynano. Fromthe dynanp, the juice went into—well, Mnk wasn't sure what it did go
into. The nost baffling ness of apparatus he had ever seen, he was certain.

He fool ed around the stuff, not touching anything at first, but feeling the urge to do so. It



seens to be an inborn trait of the human nal e that when he sees a conplicated machi ne, he wants to
push a button or turn a lever to see what happens. Mnk had that inpulse. |t becanme overpowering. He
started hal f-reaching for things.

"You better not," Ham said.

"Why not ?"

"You remenber the lightning that's been striking the Smths?" Ham asked.

"You think this contraption has got sonething to do with it?"

"What do you think?"

Monk thought it was quite possible, but decided he wouldn’t admit it to Ham He backed away from
the el ectro-mechani cal nystery.

"I'f we had a stick of dynamte," Hamsaid, "we could fix this golly-wogus, whatever it is."

"l can go back to the plane, get some chemicals and mix us up sonme nitroglycerin," Mnk offered.

It was a good idea, and Ham wondered how he could admt that it was good wi thout going through

the disgusting formality of agreeing with Mnk.

He was saved the trouble. Wth no advance warni ng whatever, nen appeared to the side and back of
them men arnmed with rifles and shotguns. They cane out quickly, in a way that showed that they had
been there the whole time, and had only been waiting to make sure no one el se acconpani ed Monk, Ham
and Oxal ate Smith.

Monk and Ham pronptly whi pped out their supernachine pistols. They got them pointed. But they
didn't fire. It was perfectly obvious that they would get a few shots out of the weapons, but would
certainly be shot down thenselves. And there was a difference between their ammunition and that of
their enem es—they were shooting the unconsci ousness-produci ng type of slug comonly called a
"mercy" bullet.

"Think it over, you guys," Mnk warned grimy. "These guns put out a lot of lead inalittle

time. "

There was sil ence, except for the churning of the big sea-power engine behind them

"l amgoing to nove," one of the men said. "I amgoing to show you sonething."

The man noved away, and canme back carrying a device contained in a greenish netal box about the
size of a common suitcase. It was so heavy that he had a little trouble carrying it.

He pl aced the box on the floor, turned a | ever and one end dropped open, disclosing a black panel
on which there was a round brassy-I|ooking disk. There was a switch on top of the box. The man threw
t hat .

He stepped back.

"Sonething is going to happen," he said. "Be careful your guns don't go off by accident."

Monk opened his nouth, shut it, asked, "I don't get—

Cr-r-r-a-a-c-k!

It was terrific. And blinding. For a lightning bolt—unm stakably that was what it was—eanme out of
the box and junped toward them Monk thought at first he had been struck. But no! He whirled to Ham
Ham was al |l right.

But Oxalate Smith wasn’t. He fol ded down on the floor, making no sound, and |lay there.

"You killed him" Mnk squall ed.

"Yes," the man said calmy, "we killed him He was useless to us. But you aren't."

Monk tightened his nuscles, swing his supermachi ne pistol toward the speaker.

"Wait!" the man rapped. "You' ve got a chance of staying alive!"

"Yeah," Monk said coldly. "I bet it’s a fat chance."

The horely chenmist was going to start fighting. Hamrealized it, and understood that they had no
chance whatever. "Wait!" Ham gasped. He seized Monk’s arm Monk snarled, struck at him But Ham
forced Monk’s armup, and when the pistol blared out deafeningly, the bullets did nothing but
splatter their chem cal contents against the ceiling.

The men with the guns rushed them bore them down under a wave of fists and cl ubbing gunstocks.
Chapter XVI. G RL TREACHEROUS

ANNI E SPAI N woul d not want to see another file during the rest of her life. The sound of it, as

she rasped it back and forth over her handcuff |inks, had |ong since ceased nerely to set her teeth
on edge. The sound was stabbing at her brain now, maddening her. But she was al nost through the

i nks.

Wien she did get the link separated, she wenched herself free of the brace in the plane cabin

and lurched to her feet. She fell imrediately. In the concentrated effort of using the file, she had
forgotten to nove about, so that she was stiff. She clanped her teeth together, got up again, and
weaved to the plane door.

There was no boat. No way of getting ashore except sw nm ng. She cl anbered down on the float and
put one of her feet in the water.

"Brr!" she said, and shivered.

She debated pulling up the anchor and letting the plane drift ashore, but dism ssed that idea.

The plane woul d be wecked on the rocks, probably. She didn't want that.

Searchi ng the plane cabin, she found a gun—+t was a comon autonmatic pistol, the operation of

whi ch she understood, and not one of the intricate supernachine pistols—and ran a cord through the



trigger guard of the weapon and tied it, as best she could, on top of her head. She tried to tie a
box of cartridges there, but it would not stay; she conpronised by greasing the cartridges
thoroughly with a can of grease which she found in the tool |ocker, and stow ng theminside the
front of her blouse. She put a small flashlight there, also, after noting that it appeared to be
wat er pr oof .

She got her bearings by the wind, and slid into the water. It was cold enough to stab her all

over like needles. She struck out, glad that she was a good swi nmmer, and for the first few mnutes
she was plagued by a horrible fear she woul d not make it, but as her nuscles generated heat fromthe
exerci se, she was nore confident.

When she reached shore, she took off her wet things and wung them out as best she could. The
automatic had not gotten very wet; she took out the clip and blew into the nechanismand into the
barrel to get nobst of the water out. She had heard that it did not hurt nodern cartridges to get
them wet, but she was not too sure.

She had studied the lay of the ground fromthe plane before dark; she knew there was a big house

on a hill, but it was sonme distance, three quarters of a mle or so fromthe spot where they had
seen Doc Savage’'s notorcycle.
Her first nove, she decided, would be to see whether the bronze nan’s notorcycle was still there.

It was a long trip, a rough one. Being a woman, Annie hated it thoroughly, because it hopel essly
rui ned her suit, which she had bought fromone of New York’s swanki est worman’s shops, paying plenty.
She did not use her flashlight.

Doc Savage and Jonas were at the notorcycle. She heard their voi ces—Jonas denmanding to know the
wher eabouts of the rest of his nmen, and the bronze nman either ignoring the inquiries, or refusing to
answer .

Anni e Spain took a chance; she thunbed on her flashlight.

"Grab high!" she said sharply.

JONAS was standing. He held an automatic rifle, but he let it fall instantly.

Doc Savage half lay, half sat on the ground, with ropes around his ankles and wists. He was tied
very securely, Annie Spain saw

"Stand still!" she warned.

She went over and got the automatic rifle which Jonas had dropped, pulled back the slide to make
sure there was a cartridge in the chanber, then exchanged that weapon for her automatic, fearing the
cartridges in the automati c m ght be wet and usel ess.

"Don’t think | won't shoot you," she advi sed Jonas cool ly.

She was busy a nmonent with her thoughts. There was a |l ength of rope |lying beside the notorcycle,
sone that had been |eft over when Jonas tied the bronze man.

Anni e Spain picked up the rope.

"l better separate you two," she said. To Jonas, she commanded, "Get noving. Walk up the path.
And one wrong junp out of you will be your last."

She sounded col dly earnest.

Jonas swal |l owed. "I . . . |—=

"Get going!" said the girl.

Jonas shuffled away. She followed him She said, "I ought to shoot you down!" in a rather |oud
and determ ned voi ce.

They noved al ong the path perhaps a hundred yards.

The girl spoke in a much different voice.

"How are things going?" she asked.

Jonas stopped. In a friendly tone, he said, "Well, | was waiting there, hoping you would turn up.
| been hoping to see you for hours, knowi ng you were with Savage."

"Does Savage suspect ne?"

"Alittle."

"Does he suspect we're in cahoots?"

"Ch, no."

"That's nice," said Annie Spain. "That's swell. And you' ve been doing nice work, Jonas."
"Thank you, mss."

"You don’t need to act like a servant. We are partners in this. You'll be a mllionaire."

"l hope so, mss. Thank you."

"When | found out you were one of the gang, | had a talk with you and you decided to work for ne
That makes us partners.”

"Yes, mss."

"And it’ll also nake you a dead man if those others find out about it before we're ready."

"1 know. "

"Is this their—ah, factory, you might call it?" Annie Spain asked

"Yes, mss. There is a big house on the hill, and caves in the cliff belowthat. The . . . er

‘factory’ is a good word for it—s there."
"Can we raid the place?"
"We can try, miss. | hid a machi ne gun under the porch. W can get that."



"Are you gane to try it?"

"Yes, miss. The thought of making a mllion dollars nakes nme very gane indeed, if you |l pardon
ny saying so."

"It will be nore than a mllion, Jonas. You go up to the house. |I'I|l meet you there |ater.
Meantine, | will get rid of Doc Savage."

"Beggi ng your pardon mss, but are you going to kill hinP"

"No, Jonas. If we fail in our raid onthe . . . er . . . factory, we nmay need help. Doc Savage is
the very best kind of help."
"Yes, miss. | agree with you. There is a mne tunnel with a very strong door along the cove

shore. You cannot mss it."

"M ne tunnel ?"

"Yes. To inprison Savage, mss."

They separated, Jonas noving off up the hill, Annie Spain returning to Doc Savage.

THE bronze man had been working at his ropes, and he had nearly succeeded in liberating hinself.
Anni e Spain hastily dropped beside the bronze nan, seized the knots and untied them Iiberating Doc.
"I let Jonas get away," she said. "Deliberately."

"Why?" Doc asked.

"l scared him"

"You—

"So bad that he told nme the truth, as nmuch of it as he knew. He told ne where the gang has their
hi deout. And he told nme nobody is there, and we can wal k right in and take over their infernal
machi ne. "

Doc inquired, "Did he tell you who is the brains behind this?"

"He didn’t know. None of themknow It’'s a nystery."

"But he told you what their—nfernal nachine, you called it—s |ike?"

"Yes. He said it was a marvel ous invention for commtting nmurder. It is electrical in nature. |I'm
not technical enough to understand it. Jonas didn't understand it either, for that matter."

"l see," Doc said. "And you say we can seize this nachi ne?"

"Yes."

"Where?"

“I"I'l show you," Annie Spain said. "It’s right along the shore of the cove. It’'s a kind of a
tunnel —an ol d abandoned mi ne tunnel."

"Al'l right, show ne," Doc said.

They noved through the darkness, Annie Spain |eading the way down to the cove edge and al ong the
shore, wondering if she would be able to find the mne tunnel. Jonas had said she couldn’t mss it,
but she was worri ed.

The cove had no beach worthy of the name—the patches of sand here and there anong the rocks could
hardly qualify as beach—and the going was very difficult. Also it was slow, because they had to
travel w thout making too rmuch noise. The fog swirled around themlike streamers of gray

cheesecl ot h.

The tunnel was perhaps fifty feet up the face of the sloping cove bank fromthe water, and | oose
débris taken fromthe tunnel when it was dug had been dunped outside, making a |long slide down to
the shore.

The tunnel mouth was bl ackly forbidding.

"They may be in there—Jonas coul d have been m staken," the girl said.

"Or maybe Jonas cane back and warned them"

"l don't think he did."

Doc Savage said, "W had better be careful. I'Il tell you what—you go back fifty feet or so and
conceal yourself while | investigate."

"All right," Annie Spain said. "I will whistle like this"—she whistled once softly, an excellent
Ii keness of a whippoorwill call—to warn you if anybody cones."

"Right."

Doc Savage | ocated the young wonan sone di stance away fromthe tunnel nouth, left her there, and
moved back toward the dark opening in the earth.

Anni e Spain did not remain where she had been left any longer than it required the bronze nman to
reach the tunnel. Then she crept forward, reached the tunnel nmouth, and explored cautiously with her
hands.

Jonas had said there would be a door. There was. It was made of wood, steel-plated, and even
stronger than she had hoped.

"Doc Savage!" the young wonman call ed softly.

Doc’s voice cane to her so faintly and hollowy that she knew he was far back in the mne tunnel.
"What is it?" the bronze man asked.

Anni e Spain | aughed. She sl ammed the heavy door, closing the bronze man inside the tunnel, and
locked it with the heavy padl ock she had found hooked in the hasp.

Chapter XVII. THE CHANGE OF M ND

ANNI E SPAI N reached the top of the hill and found the big old house with the many gables. After



she had searched cautiously for a tine, she located the erstwhile butler, Jonas.

"Over here, miss," Jonas hissed, so she could find him

"l took care of Doc Savage," Annie Spain whispered.

"What did you do with hinP"

“In the mne tunnel, like you said."

"Are you sure he is in there?"

"Ch, yes indeed. He called to ne fromfar back in the tunnel just before |I slanmmed and | ocked the
door . "

" Good. "

"It'll be good if there’s no other exit fromthat mne tunnel. You are sure of that?"

"Ch, yes, miss. Positive," said Jonas.

They noved cl ose to the house, so that its bulk shoved up above them a rather shapel ess thing
agai nst the stars, but a thing of form dable magnitude. The sound of the sea cane to them sighing
and coughi ngs of the waves flinging against the cliff. Coser at hand, the wind stirred | eaves and
occasi onal | y whi npered anong the many gabl es of the big house.

"Where i s everybody?" Annie Spain denanded.

"Down below. In the cliff cavern | was telling you about."

"Were is the nachi ne gun?"

"Over there, mss." Jonas conducted her to the porch and got down on all fours and di sappeared
under the flooring, to cone out a nmonent later with a bul ky object wapped in a cloth, an article
which proved to be a hand nachi ne gun when he uncovered it. There were extra druns of anmunition.
"All right," the girl said. "Let’'s start our rat-hunt."

Jonas conducted her inside. He volunteered sonme information in a whisper.

"He has al ways owned this house," he said, "and his father and grandfather before him It is a
very old house."

Anni e Spain asked, "How did he cone to invent the contraption?"

"He is a very brilliant man, you know. He was educated in the finest universities here and

abroad. | think that nmay be one of his troubl es—+o00 nmuch education. Something is wong with him He
has no human qualities whatever, once you know himwell."

"Did he invent the gadget here?"

"Yes, mss, | think so. It took years, | understand. |I think he started the work in Europe, then
cane back to this country when all that trouble started over there. Perhaps they ran himout of
Europe. | don’t know. "

"Why work in a cave?" Annie Spain asked.

"You don’t understand, miss. A great deal of power is necessary. The equival ent of thousands and
t housands of horsepower. He rigged a kind of sea-power notor in the cliff, and got the power that
way. He is a genius, mss, but not nornmal in mnd."

"l know," Annie Spain said. "He's crazy for power."

"Yes, indeed."

THEY reached the basenent shaft that extended down fromthe bottom of the vat, and stood there
peering into the depths uneasily, listening to make sure no one was i medi ately bel ow to hear them
once they started down.

"Crazy for power," Annie Spain repeated. "Yes, that describes him You know, Jonas, that he cane
to me when he was assenbling his gang and wanted to hire nme as one of them"

"Yes, | know. "

"l guess ny reputation as an adventuress fooled himinto thinking | would work for anybody. | had
just gotten out of that spy mess in Austria, and there was lots of publicity. | was painted as a
Mata Hari and Dracul a conbi nation, sort of."

Jonas said, "I don’t hear anyone down bel ow, mss."

"l punped himwhen he tried to hire ne," Annie Spain said grimy, "and found out what a wonderful
invention he had devel oped. He wanted to use it to terrify people, to rule a lot of big business
enterprises, and finally—the United States."

"Yes, miss. He's power-crazy."

"I think | was justified in turning on himand trying to take his infernal machine away from him
because he was going to kill people." The young wonan sniled slightly. "Of course, | wasn't doing it
as a good deed, entirely. | know that machine itself is worth mllions if | can get it."

Jonas, the butler, nmoved his shoul ders uneasily. He felt, when he was in the presence of Annie
Spain, rather as if he was associating with a man-eating tigress. The young woman was so conpetent,
so unafraid, that she scared him

They began, with infinite care, to clinmb down the shaft, Jonas going first on the |adder, the

girl com ng close above hi mand keepi ng the nmachi ne gun bal anced on his shoul der, both of them going
very slowy because they felt heavy and awkward with the ammunition druns stowed in their clothing.
The drums were heavy.

Jonas reached the bottomfirst. There was a little light, enough to show the tight ring of

figures that surrounded the foot of the shaft.

Jonas made a slight gesture at the men, then tossed one of themthe machi ne gun.



"It's all right," he told the girl, who was still out of sight in the shaft

But just to nake sure there was no slip in capturing her, he seized one of her ankles and jerked
Annie Spain fell down the |ast steps of the shaft to the cave floor

Men sprang upon her and gripped her arns. She tried to fight them but did not have nuch success
"So you sold out on ne!" she told Jonas grimy.

"Not exactly, miss," Jonas said. "You never hired nme in the first place, although you didn't know
that. We sinply thought it advisable for ne to pretend to work with you. It nmade everything nuch
safer for us, you see.”

A man said, "Were is Doc Savage?"

Jonas turned. "Locked in the old mine tunnel. Mss Spain |ocked himthere."

ANNI E SPAIN | et themtie her wists and ankl es—there was hardly anything el se she could have
done—and remai ned where they dropped her at one side of the chanber. She watched them prepare a
party to go after Doc Savage. Her nmouth was tight, and her body felt colder than the stone agai nst
whi ch she crouched. They woul d not hesitate to kill a woman; there was no doubt whatever in her nind
about that. It was not the first tine that death had seened in prospect, but it seemed nore certain
now than at any tine in the past. Certain. She saw no way of avoiding it

Jonas, even in his present triunph, was still the perfect butler—snug, polite, using a nodul ated
voi ce in which there was just a trace of pride

He led the men up the shaft, out of the house and down the steep slope toward the cove shore and
the old tunnel. They went boldly, lighting their way with flashlights. There was nothing to be
afraid of. Doc Savage, his three men, Annie Spain, all had been captured

Jonas unl ocked the heavy iron door of the mine tunnel. It was intact, he saw

"Come out!" he warned

After about five mnutes of trying to get soneone to cone out of the tunnel, they ventured

inside. The place was enpty.

Mor eover, the floor inside the door was nuddy, and they could see that there were no tracks in
the mud, a good indication that Doc Savage had never even entered the tunnel

Chapter XVIII. THE BAD BREAK

THE ventril oqui st known as the Great Lander had taught the bronze man nore than the art of

"throw ng" the voice, which was nothing nore than speaking so that the voice did not sound as if it
cane fromthe speaker; he had taught Doc to imtate other voices, and make them seemto conme from
very far away.

So now Doc stood in the darkness near the tunnel nouth

"Monk!" he called. "Monk! Haml Are you there?"

It sounded as if he were nore than a quarter of a mile away.

He changed to Monk’s voice, said, "Over here, Doc. W been |ooking for you! Cver here by the end
of the cove."

Jonas heard the voices, and he was taken in. He swore in a harsh tone full of horror

"Damm!" he gasped. "That Mnk and Ham got away! And Savage is |oose!"

"They' re back toward the end of the cove," a man grow ed

"Cone on!" Jonas snapped

The men noved away, bunched tightly, guns ready, and not showing their flashlights

Doc |l et themgo. He had not entered the old mine tunnel at any tine. Wien Annie Spain had thought
she heard himcall to her fromfar back in the tunnel, the bronze man had actually been outside
only a few feet fromthe girl.

The fact that Annie Spain had expected the bronze man to be in the tunnel had made the deception
easy. In ventriloquism having the audi ence expect the voice to cone from another source was half
the battle. Otherw se ventriloquists would not have a dummy to sit on their knee

Havi ng sidetracked a part of the eneny tenporarily, Doc clinbed up the cliff to the house

Li ke Monk and Ham when they had first come there, he had no idea of the |layout of the place. He

spent sone time cautiously prowing the outside, listening at the wi ndows. The noonlight was
brighter, so that he had to keep low in the weeds that surrounded the place to remain inconspi cuous
He saw the snall bl ack jug which Monk had placed on the window sill. He got it, opened it.

The contrivance was a tiny recording el ectroscope—a device that registered the presence inits

nei ghbor hood of radi oactive substances

Doc had desi gned several of themas protective apparatus for hospitals in which a store of
infinitely valuable radiumwas kept; the jugs, when planted in the doorways of the hospitals, and
hooked to an electrical relay and bell, would raise an alarmthe noment anyone attenpted to pass
through the door with any of the hospital’s radi um

They were sensitive enough, these el ectroscopes, to register the passing of anyone who had nerely
been treated with radi umenmanation. There was an adj ustnent which could be screwed down to prevent
this. In the present case the adjustnment was not screwed down, however

Doc exami ned the el ectroscope. It showed that it had been close to a slightly radi oactive

subst ance

DOC reached the vat in the basenent. Doc stared down the shaft. Far bel ow, he could see |ight

and occasionally there were small sounds of men noving about. He saw a man shove his head into the



shaft and jerk back quickly so as not to be seen. They were watching the thing.

Doc retreated. He left the basenent—the basenent was no place to spend nuch tine, for he could be
trapped there—and got out of the house.

The yard had a crop of weeds that | ooked |ike nmonkey fur, and there were clunps of scrawny
shrubbery whi ch had been planted there but never trimed. The bronze man took shelter in that naze.
He had not been there | ong when there was the poundi ng noise of frantic feet and the whi pping of
branches flung aside. Two nmen. They were in a great hurry.

Jonas and one other, it proved to be. They reached the house, panting.

"I"l'l go down and get help," Jonas puffed. "Harry, you stay here and watch—f you' re not afraid
to. If you re not afraid, understand?"

"Afraid!" the other man said rather angrily. "Wat do you nean?"

"No offense, Harry," Jonas said. "I'mnot telling you to stay here on guard—t’s dangerous,
because Doc Savage and his two nmen are around sonewhere."

The other man hesitated. He did not like the idea of remaining up here alone, but the question of
whet her he had the courage was at stake, so that he did not have nuch choi ce.

“I"lIl stay," he grow ed.

Jonas di sappeared into the house. The guard Harry | eaned agai nst a porch post, rifle tucked under
his arm

DOC SAVAGE noved cautiously, taking advantage of such sounds as the wind nmade stirring the weeds
and bushes. Wenever his fingers found rocks, he picked themup, until he had three small pebbles
and a |larger rock, a stone about the size of half a brickbat, in his hands.

He flicked two pebbles to the left of the guard. Harry whirled toward the sound.

Doc lifted and let fly the larger rock, throwing with great care. He nmade a hit; the man’s head
was not a difficult target. Harry dropped. The rock bounded around on the porch, naking sone noise.
Doc Savage raced forward, |eaned over and clipped the man with his fist to | engthen the period of
unconsci ousness. He searched Harry, found sone coins, a short pencil, a fewletters in envel opes, a
pocket knife and a flashlight. Doc took those. He dragged Harry into the brush and bol dly began
descendi ng the shaft.

Jonas was only a short distance bel ow.

"What's wrong, Harry?" he grow ed.

Doc imtated fairly well the voice of the guard he had just knocked sensel ess.

"l got scared," he said gruffly. "lI’m going down with you."

The hol | ow acoustics of the shaft further distorted the voice so that the deceit worked. Jonas
clinbed on down. Doc descended directly behind him

The critical nmoment came when Jonas reached the bottom and stepped clear.

Wthout following himout, Doc said, in the guard s voice, "lI’mgonna wait here in the shaft and
keep a watch."

Jonas growl ed sonething unflattering about men with no nerve, but he was too concerned with his
own troubles for suspicion to occur to him He gall oped away.

Doc dug out the pencil he had found on Harry, and one of the envel opes, on which he printed:
Jonas:

I changed ny mind and clinbed back to watch fromthe house.

Harry

He fol ded the envel ope and hooked it over one of the netal |adder rungs so that it could hardly
remai n undi scover ed.

The bronze man trailed Jonas cautiously.

He did not continue followi ng Jonas, however. Jonas swung right, into a roomwhere a nunber of
men waited. Doc took a left turn, because he had seen the chanber which Moink and Ham had earlier
di scovered, the roomfilled with fantastic machinery.

The machi nery was running now. There was a shaded el ectric bulb over a large instrument panel,
and this gave some vague |ight.

Doc began with the source of power that utilized the surge of waves in the pit, and noved his
attention quickly to the nmore intricate array of mechani sm

He was careful not to venture too close to the congloneration of apparatus. There was a yell ow
circle painted on the floor around the machinery, he noted, and he was careful not to venture inside
that. He stared with interest at various devices, endeavored to follow circuits with his eyes, and
identify the apparatus into which they entered. Many of the el ectrodes and conductors were
surrounded with a visible corona, due to the enornous frequency of the current which they carried.
Abruptly the bronze nman showed a new interest.

Qutside, he heard a bustle of nobverment. Going to the aperture between the two caves—the chanbers
were actually not roons, but rather different arns of the underground | abyrinth—-and watchi ng around
the sharp angle, he saw that Jonas had assenbl ed another group of men and they were preparing to

| eave.

"You're sure Monk and Ham haven't escaped?" Jonas demanded angrily.

"You can see for yourself," a nan said.

"1"1l do that."



Jonas strode down a narrow passage, dropped a board that spanned a deep pit with water at the
bottom gingerly crossed over and scowl ed at a guard who stood there.

"Let me see the prisoners," he grow ed.

"Sure." The cell guard turned, thunbed on the beam of a flashlight.

Monk, Ham Long Tom and Anni e Spain were staked out. The floor of the cave at that point was gray
clay that had washed in through the ages, and long iron pipes had been driven into this, formng
anchorages to which the prisoners were spread-eagl ed.

Jonas stared at them

"But | heard their voices outside,"” he growl ed. "Heard Savage, too."

He rubbed his jaw, scraped fingers through his hair, and his nmouth nmade thinking shapes. Suddenly
his face bl anched. Scared wordl ess, he dashed back to the shaft which led up to the house on the
cliff rim

Jonas saw the note. He read it. Then he denonstrated that his intelligence was past the

ordinary.

"Savage is in here!" he roared. "Get your guns! Get all the lights on!"

Chapter Xl X. THE STOVACH TROUBLE

DOC was noving fast by then. The guard had rushed away fromthe prisoners to see what the
excitement was about. Doc reached the board over the pit. The board was an ingenious but sinple door
for a prison; once it was haul ed back, it nade the place a perfect jail, since the com ng-out end
was rmuch hi gher than the other, high enough that no man was likely to |l eap that gap and at the sane
time mount the distance. The hei ght al one was a good hi gh junp.

It took all of Doc’s great strength to get the board down without attracting attention. He

whi pped across silently. He brought out the pocketknife he had taken fromHarry as he crossed, nade
one big circular slash and got Mnk free.

"Loosen the others," the bronze man said swiftly.

He spun, went back the way he had cone. His | eaps were long with haste. He crossed the pl ank,
veered right, took to shadows. Farther up the cavern, lights were comng on, their |um nance |eaping
t hrough the passages like bright nonsters. But here there were shadows that could conceal him

He reached the great room where the machinery grunbl ed and whined. Earlier inspection had shown

hi m how t he sea-power notor could be stopped—there was a big |lever that actuated a clutch. He threw
that. The big device went silent; gears stopped grinding, generators ceased to whine, and the

spar k- bl ue corona di sappeared from around the nyriad of conductors. Then there was a report, sharp
and terrific, like a bolt of lightning, and a jagged rope of flanme clinbed briefly through the
appar at us.

Evidently that was the wong way to shut it off. Sone snpke and odor of burned insul ati on oozed
into the room

Doc did not wait. He pitched for a darkened niche, a place closed by an iron-barred grille. The
grille was not |ocked; he jerked it open—there was a squawk of rusty hinges as he did so—and dashed
his flashlight beam over the contents.

They were netal cases that might have been suitcases, for they were equi pped with carrying

handl es. But they were not suitcases, the bronze man knew.

He clanped his lips, advanced on the cases. He was scared. He knew that he was closer to death

now than possibly at any tinme in his rather hair-raising career. There was death in each one of
those boxes; it was disaster of a concentrated kind that could kill scores at once, unless he was
m staken. And a single fal se nove on his part would release it.

He began working on one of the cases. There was a switch on each of themy he was careful not to
close it. Instead, he worked on the contacts, was soon el ated to di scover what he had feared would
be a tedious job could be made a quick one. The wire fromone contact cane away fromthe contact—t
was sol dered to the jaws of the switch—and entered the box through a small hole, bushed with an
insul ating conmpound, perhaps half an inch away.

He could thrust his belt buckle under the wire, tear it loose, then grip the wire with his

fingers and pull it until it broke, thus nmaking a quick repair out of the question.

He went over six of the boxes in this fashion. There were seven of them Doc picked up the

seventh box, backed out of the recess, and a man shot at him

IT was too dark for the fellow who fired the shot to take a decent aim and the bullet m ssed.

But the man yelled an alarm

"Get the lights on in the power room" Jonas squall ed.

"I can’t!" the man how ed back. "All the lights came off the sw tchboard. He could shoot ne

before | got there!"

That gave Doc Savage an idea. He ducked back into the barred recess. There was an electric bulb
hanging froma drop cord and he seized it, put his flashlight on the bulb and exam ned it.
Thirty-two volts. It was a thirty-two volt bulb, not a one-hundred-ten-volt one. This neant that
power for the lights cane froma battery supply.

He picked up rocks—there were plenty |ying about—and went back to a spot where he could see the

swi t chboard wi thout getting in range of the guns. He threw his rocks. Two of them m ssed, but the
third, thrown very hard, smashed a master fuse out of its mounting and there was sudden darkness all



t hrough the cavern.

Doc noved fast then. He figured he m ght stand a chance of reaching his associates; if he could
ever stand a chance, now was the tine.

But a voice halted him

It was an urgent, squeaki ng voi ce.

"M. Savage," it said. "Help ne!"

It cane fromthe right. Doc went over.

"M . Savage," the voice said, alnpst sobbing.

Doc thunbed on the flashlight quickly.

Oxal ate Smith lay on the floor. Apparently he had been concealed in a dark corner, and at the
out break of the excitement had crawl ed out into the open.

"Put out the light!" he gasped.

"They can’t see us here," Doc said. "Wat are you doing here?"

"They decoyed me up here from New York," Oxalate Smith said rapidly. "Then they captured ne, and
tried to kill me with their infernal machine. They hit me with a bolt of |ightning. They thought I
was dead. Your men think | amdead. But |'mnot."

It was obvious he was far from dead.

"Can you wal k?" Doc denmanded.

"Maybe | can. | was afraid | couldn’t. That is why | called you." Oxalate Snmith sounded frantic.
"Take me with you."

"Take you with us where?"

"\When you escape. "

Doc said, "Cone on."

The bronze man | eaned over then, lifted Oxalate Smith to his feet. Then he clanped his left arm
around Oxalate Smith’s neck, jammng the man to his chest hel pl essly.

Doc picked up the netal case with the other hand.

He wal ked toward the open part of the cave.

"Watch out," Doc yelled. "I'"mholding Oxalate Smith in front of nme."

OXALATE SM TH went through several convul sions, then began to kick frantically at Doc's |egs,
causi ng the bronze man agony.

Doc | oosened Oxal ate’s throat, held himby an arm about the chest, an armthat confined the
fellows arnms like a steel band. Oxal ate could yell now.

"Don’t shoot!" Oxal ate squalled. "Rush the dammed fool! But don't shoot! He's got ne!"

Doc obligingly turned a flashlight beamon Oxalate Smth's face so that the nen could see that
Oxal ate was really a prisoner. Then he ran toward Monk and the ot hers.

"Monk!" he call ed.

"Over here!"™ Monk barked.

Behi nd Doc, there was shouting—yells intended to bring all the nenbers of the gang fromthe
various parts of the cliff cave.

Monk gal | oped up, trailed closely by Ham Long Tom and Anni e Spain.

"Who' s this?" Mnk gasped, pointing at Doc’s prisoner.

"Oxal ate Smth."

"Oxal ate—but he’'s dead! W& saw them strike himw th |Iightning."

Doc said, "You saw them nake a pretense of that. Probably the charge junped to a nearby el ectrode
instead of Oxal ate’s body, and he just fell over and played dead."

"Then he’'s one of then?"

"He's nore than that," Doc said.

The bronze man was novi ng whil e he spoke. He headed toward the higher portions of the cavern, the
spot where the shaft |ed upward to the house.

But flight was cut off. Soneone fired at them-four rapid shots froman automati c—and Ham nade a
snarling sound and fell down, but junped up imediately. He clanped a hand to the calf of his |eg.
Crinson | eaked through his fingers.

"Back," Doc said. "Even if we did get to that shaft, they would kill us while we were clinbing
it."

They retreated. They had no arms, except what rocks they had picked up. In the darkness these
were not entirely usel ess. But suddenly the lights cane on. They had found the sw tchboard in the
power room "Run!" Doc rapped. "Back to the prison!"

" But =~
"It's the safest place," Doc rapped. "W can pull in the board and keep them fromreaching us
tenporarily."

Ham was runni ng—he was ignoring his wound—wel| ahead of the others. He rounded a corner, al nost

ran into the nmuzzle of arifle. He twisted so that, although the gun expl oded, the bullet m ssed
him He fell upon the rifle, twisting furiously, going over and over with his foe, concentrating on
getting the weapon.

Monk rushed in, |leaned down with a fist. The foe made a single barking sound and stretched out

noti onl ess.



"You better take it easy, with that hole in your leg," Mnk warned

"Shut up and see if he’'s got any cartridges," Ham ordered

Then suddenly an aval anche of figures were upon them Seven or eight nmen, desperately intent
"Don’t use your guns!" Oxalate Smith screanmed

Doc Savage jammed the netal case into Hanmis hands, said, "Get it across the board into the place
where you were held prisoner."

Ham nodded, fled with the box

THE fight lasted a mnute or two, and during the interval no one probably had a coherent thought
Everything was by instinct. Strike, clutch, kick—anything to get a foe down.

Oxal ate Smith got up and ran. Doc could not hold himand fight at the sanme tinme. The bronze man
sl ugged Oxal ate once, and the man dropped, feigning unconsci ousness—boc suspected he had not hit the
man hard enough, but had no tinme to remedy it—then Oxal ate craw ed away, got up and ran

Suddenly there was quiet. Not silence—ust no nore action for the monent. O the nen on the
floor, three were noaning and one kept scream ng over and over with the agony of a broken arm
"The prison niche," Doc rapped

They ran, feeling better now, for they had rifles and sonme amunition

"Look," Monk barked, stopping. "Here's Ham "

Ham was not out. He had been cl ubbed over the head

"Sone guy grabbed the box fromne," he said. "But he didn't get away with it—+ managed to kick it
into the pit. It fell in the water down there sonewhere."

"Come on," Doc said

They crossed the board. They haul ed the plank back, giving themat |east tenporary sanctuary.
The bronze man searched quickly. He had noticed that this armof the cave turned sharply, and
went back sone di stance—far enough to offer themprotection fromboth bullets and hand grenades
Ham sank down on the floor. He was weak from his wound

"At any rate," he said grimy, "I kicked that box into the pit. They won't get it."
Doc said, "I hope you knew what you were kicking around."

"You sound as if | had kicked a case of nitroglycerin," Ham said

"Worse. "

"Eh?"

"That case," Doc said, "probably contained nore electricity than has ever been condensed in one
contai ner before." The bronze man turned to Annie Spain. "That is right, isn't it?"

"That," said Annie Spain, "is about it. It works like a storage battery and a Leyden jar, only
different, and nore so. Instead of storing eighty or a hundred anpere hours of current, as in an
aut onobi | e storage battery, for instance, this thing will store hundreds of mllions."

The young worman stared at them waiting for themto understand just how inportant this was.

"You realize what a trenendous thing this is, don't you?" she demanded. "A steanshi p—the Queen
Mary, for instance—will nerely put one of those storage cases full of electricity aboard, and cross
and recross the Atlantic. Planes can fly around the world non-stop with electric notors, probably."
Monk said. "So that’'s why you tried to steal it?"

"Yes," Annie Spain said. "Maybe | was a crook. But at least | was trying to steal the secret from
a man who was going to use it to nurder people. | wasn't intending to nmurder anyone. | was going to
sell it to industry."

Doc asked quietly, "Wien you were conferring with Oxalate Smith, when he first tried to enlist

you in his gang, did he explain why he had decided to commit murder with his discovery, instead of
selling it to science?"

"He's crazy for power. That's why."

"But he didn't explain?"

"No. "

Monk said, "Wait a minute! Oxalate Smith! Was he the naster nind?"

"Yes—©xal ate Smth," Doc Savage said

"But how did you know?"

Doc said, "The first tine we captured Oxalate Smith, | let himgo, then set upon himin a
darkened alley so he would not recognize ne. | overpowered him knocked himout, and while he was
unconsci ous, forced a nmildly radi oactive conpound into his stonmach. It was a harm ess conpound which
woul d not digest, which would forma lunp too large to pass fromthe stonmach, and therefore woul d
remain there."

"He' s been conpl ai ning of a bellyache,” Mnk said. "I guess your radioactive stuff gave it to

him But what was the idea?"

"To plant el ectroscopes which would register the presence of the radioactive material."

"You mean—

"Yes, once in the building on Broadway in New York City, where Long Tomleft his electroscope. It
told me Oxalate Smith was there in the room Hence he was the | eader, because the |eader spoke from
the room"

"But during the fight after they found Long Tom others canme in—

"That fight was near the door," Doc said, "far enough away not to affect the el ectroscope. Later



at the house on this cliff, Mnk's el ectroscope told ne Oxalate Smith was not only here, but had
gone in and out of the house a nunmber of times recently. Therefore, when he told nme he had been

lying dazed in the cave, | knew it was not the truth."
"So Oxalate Smith is the main cheese,” Long Tom nuttered.
"Speaki ng of the devil," Mnk called, "here he is."

Monk was wat chi ng the entrance.

OXALATE SM TH di d not show hinsel f. Monk was nursing the stock of his rifle against his cheek,
hopi ng the man would be that much of a fool. Mnk did not share Doc’s scruples against injuring
anyone, even an eneny, if it could be hel ped.

Oxal ate Smith yelled at them

"Cone out of there, one at a tine," he shouted, "and you will be safe. Send Long Tom Roberts out
first."

Long Tom snorted.

"You gotta give himcredit for persistence,
trying to get nme."

Doc called, "None of us are com ng out."
Long Tom had an inspiration.

"Furthernore," Long Tom bel | owed, "Doc brought down a portable radio transmtter and we’re going
to use that to summon hel p. You haven't got a chance, and you know it."

Oxal ate Smith swore, shook his fist at them The instant the fist appeared, Mnk fired at it. It
was inpossible to tell whether he hit it, because Oxalate Smith's cursing could not have becone
| ouder .

"I"mnot sure that was wi se," Doc said.

"If | could ve shot himbetween the eyes, it would have been wi ser," Mnk said.

he nuttered. "He thinks I'mrich. So he’'s still

"l did not mean that. | meant Long Tonis fib that we have a radio."

"Eh?"

"It will nmake them desperate. They will not give us tine that they m ght otherw se have given
us."

Long Tom growl ed sheepi shly, "I never thought of that"

They realized suddenly that Oxalate Smith was retreating. They could hear his voice, ordering his
men into spots where they could prevent the prisoners escaping

Doc was abruptly concerned

"Smth!" he called loudly. "Oxalate Smth!"

"Yes."

"Do not try to use one of those electrical containers on us."

Oxal ate Smith | aughed, a mirthless sound that was conpletely ugly and determ ned

"You guessed it," he said

THE expl osi on—+t was quite deafeni ng—anme possibly five mnutes later. It was not exactly an

expl osi on, but rather a concussion caused by air rushing into a vacuumcreated by a fabul ous
electrical discharge—at |east, this was Long Tom s opi nion

There were lights as well. Not ordinary lights, but the unearthly, unpredictable display of
coldly fantastic blues and slashing yellows that characterize high-frequency el ectrical phenonena
The bl ast nust have been all the suitcase-shaped containers discharging at once. One of them had
probably been switched on, and failing to work, sonmeone had tried to investigate, with the result
that the charge had been rel eased, setting off all the others

The rel eased electricity, mllions and mllions of volts at high anperage, behaved weirdly. It
balled up in great tub-sized sizzling nonsters of green flanme and | eaped around on the floor. It
becane | ong greeni sh snakes that made whi zzi ng noi ses and bounced around on the ceiling or craw ed
along the walls

A qui ck change took place in the air. There was suddenly odor, the snell of ozone, and of things
burned. The walls becane charged, and suddenly two charges got together with a deafening crash
spanning a gap between two stonewalls

Odinarily, an electric discharge is over in a nonment. But this one persisted for—+t seened |ike
m nut es—several seconds

After it was over, the guards, all but two who had been shocked into insensibility by the

di scharge, got up and ran away.

THAT cl eaned it up. Except for a devel opment that made Annie Spain feel rather foolish

"One of the stunned nmen revived," Doc Savage expl ained, "and he told us why Oxal ate Smith used
his invention to nurder people and try to get power by extortion, instead of sinply selling it to
industry for many mllions."

"What was the reason?"

"The current has to be changed into static type of electricity before it can be stored," Doc

expl ained. "That makes it commercially useless.”

"Usel ess!"

"There are no practical notors for utilizing static electricity to operate nachinery," Doc said
"The condensing invention is worthless coomercially."”



"That makes ne look like a fool, doesn't it?" Annie Spain said. "Even if | didn't knowit."

The bronze man frowned. "One thing we have not strai ghtened out—why did he confine his first
terrorizing entirely to Smths?"

"Hs mind worked that way," the girl explained. "He figured there were enough rich Smths to
start out on. Also, he thought it would help confuse matters."

Monk and Ham considering that pretty Annie Spain had redeened herself, renewed their attentions
to the young wonman. As Long Tom Roberts expressed it, neither Monk nor Hamcould tell the difference
between a striped tabby cat and a tiger—Annie Spain being tiger caliber, in Long Tonis opinion.
To sinplify matters, Mnk figured he m ght persuade Hamto ignore Annie Spain, thus linmting the
conpetition.

Monk accosted Ham "Ham " he said, "l’'ve discovered a great idea in ny head."

"A stowaway, " Ham sai d unkindly.

"l just thought—=

"Yes, | figured so," Hamsaid. "Let ne tell you that each date | have with that girl is like a
string of pearls.”
"Neckl ess, ny friend, neckless,"” Mnk said. "I've noticed."

And so one word | ed to another.
THE END



