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Chapter 1. GREEN BELL
THE M DCET radi o squawked away noisily beside a cardboard sign which read: "Qur Special To-day --
Roast Beef Plate Lunch, Twenty-five Cents."
The man on the lunch-room stool sat sidew se, so he could watch the door. H's eyes were staring;
pale fright rode his face. He wolfed his sandwich as if it had no taste, and gul ped at his fourth

mug of scalding coffee. He was tall, light-haired, twentyish.
One of the two wonen beside himwas also tall and light-haired, and in her twenties. She was sone
degrees nore than pretty -- hers was a striking beauty. A nmud freckl ed raincoat and a waterl ogged

felt hat seemed to enhance her charm

Her eyes were dark-blue pools of fear.

The other wonman was a pl easant-faced grandnother type. Around sixty was probably her age. She had
a stout, efficient |ook. Her cheeks were ruddy as apples, and pleasant little winkles crowtracked
from her eyes.

Her jaw had a grimset, as if she expected trouble, and was steeled to neet it. She was not

eating, and she was watching the door nmore intently than the man.

The young man and the girl were obviously brother and sister. The elderly woman was no rel ative,
but they called her Aunt Nora.

"You had better eat, Aunt Nora," said the girl. Her voice was liquid, quiet, with a faint quaver

that went with the terror in her eyes. "It is nore than an hour's drive to New York. And we nay be
very busy for several hours, trying to find Doc Savage."

"Eat!" Aunt Nora snorted. "How can |, Alice? The way you and Jimare acting takes a body's
appetite away. Bl ess your Aunt Nora, honey! You children are acting |like two rabbits about to be
caught!"

The girl forced a faint smle, reached over inpulsively, and gripped the ol der woman's arm
"You're a brick, Aunt Nora," she said gratefully. "You are just as scared as we are. But you have
control enough not to showit."

"Hunphk1" Sniffing, Aunt Nora grabbed her sandw ch. Squaring both el bows on the white counter,
she began to eat.

Rain purred on the lunch-roomroof. It crawmed like pale jelly down the wi ndows. It fogged the
street of the little New Jersey town. The gutters flowed water the col or of |ead.

The little radio nade steady noise. It was picking up canned nusic fromProsper Cty, a

manuf acturing town in the Al egheny Muntains. Aunt Nora had tuned it to the Prosper City station
when they first entered the Iunch room

"Good little set," she said, nodding at the instrument. "Prosper City is quite a ways off, and
the set brings in --

She stood up suddenly, splayed both hands tightly to her cheeks, and screaned.

The young man whi pped off his stool and spun to face the radio. H's face was distorted; his eyes
bul ged.

H s sister also | eaped erect, crying out shrilly. Her coffee cup, knocked to the concrete floor,
broke with a hol | ow crackl e.

EVEN THE noi se of the breaking cup was not enough to drown the strange sound whi ch had cone
abruptly fromthe radio.

It was a tolling, like the slow note of a big, listless bell. Mxed with the reverberations was
an unearthly dirge of nmpaning and wailing. The din m ght have been the frenzied crying of some harpy



horde of the ether, shepherded by the noribund cl angor of the hideous bell.

The lunch room proprietor got off his stool behind the cash register. He was startled, but nore

by the terrified actions of his three custoners than by the hideous uproar fromthe radi o. However,
the bewi | dered stare he directed at the set showed he had never heard this sound before.

The fanfare in the radio ended as unexpectedly as it had arisen. The |unch-room owner snil ed,
evidently fromrelief at the thought that he would not have to pay a repair bill. The three
custoners stood in a sort of white-faced, frozen immbility.

Rain strings washed noistly on the roof and swept the street |like the sem -transparent straws of

a great broom

Aunt Nora was first to break the rigid silence.

"Prosper City is around three hundred mles fromhere," she said hoarsely. "It's not likely the
G een Bell was tolling for us -- that tine!"
"l suppose -- not," blond Alice shuddered violently. "But that sound was the Green Bell, and it

al ways means death!"

Jimmade his voice harsh to hide a quaver. "Let's get out of here!"

They paid a puzzled, curious proprietor for their lunch, and also for the broken cup. He watched
them | eave, then shrugged, w nked at his cook, and tapped his forehead. He had decided his three
late custoners had been slightly touched with insanity.

A somewhat ancient touring car stood at the curb, forlorn in the rain. The side curtains were up,
but the wi ndows were cracked, sonme entirely gone, and the car interior was alnbst as danp as the
drizzling dusk.

"Cot plenty of gas, son?" Aunt Nora asked with gruff Kkindness.

Jimroved his fear-ridden eyes alertly. "Sure. You renenber we had her filled at the |last town.
The gauge isn't working, but the tank should be nearly full."

Starter gears gritted worn teeth. Sobbing, the notor pulled the old car away in the streaning
gloom in the direction of New York.

A few seconds after the elderly nmachine had gone, a blot stirred under the trees which lined the
village street. In the dripping murk, it seenmed to possess neither substance nor form

Down the street, a lighted wi ndow nade pal e | um nance across the wal k. The noving bl ack bl otch
entered this glow. It suddenly became a thing of grisly reality.

There was, however, little of a human being about its appearance.
It was tall, tubular, and black. It mght have been a flexible cylinder of black rubber standing
on end, had an observer chanced to glinpse it in the fitful light.
On the front of the thing, standing out lividly, was the |likeness of a bell. The design was done

inavile green.

Cl ose against the sepia formhung a tin pail of ten gallons capacity. It was full to the brim
with gasoline. Gipped in the sane indistinguishable black tentacles which held the pail was a |ong
rubber si phon hose of the type used to draw fuel from autonobile tanks.

The dusk and the rain sucked the eerie figure into a wet black maw.

A nmorment | ater, a noist slosh denoted the bucket being enptied. Snell of gasoline seeped al ong

the street, arising fromthe gutters where the stuff was fl owi ng away.

Si | ence now enwr apped the small town, broken only by the sound of the rain and the occasional

moan of a car down the nmain street, which was traversed by one of the main highways | eading to New
Yor k.

THE ANCI ENT touring car was |aboring along at perhaps forty nmles an hour. Jimdrove, hunched far
over the wheel, wan face close to a small arc the sw ping w ndshield w per kept clear of water.
The two wonen huddl ed in the rear, raincoats drawn tight against the spray which sheeted through
the broken side curtains.

"l guess -- that belling -- couldn't have been neant for us," the girl, Alice, said jerkily.

"l wouldn't be too sure of that!" Jimcalled back sharply. Aunt Nora | eaned forward, jaw out,

arns aki nbo. "Jim Cash, you know sonething you haven't been telling us wonen!" she said, al nost

scream ng to get her voice above the roar of car and rain. "I can see it in your actions! You know
nore about the Green Bell than you let on -- what the thing is, or sonething! You can't fool ne! You
do know "

Jim Cash replied nothing.

Aunt Nora snapped: "Answer ne, boy!"

"You're a good guesser, Aunt Nora," Jimmanaged a gray snile.

"What is it?" Aunt Nora bounced forward anxiously. "Wat do you know?"
"I'"mnot going to tell you."

"\Why 2"
"For the good and sinple reason that it would mark you for death! Alice, too! The G een Bell
woul d kill you so you couldn't tell what you know "

"Rubbi sh!'™ Aunt Nora tried to sound as if she meant it. "They woul d have no way of telling
"Yes, they would, aunty. It |looks |ike they know everything."

Aunt Nora whitened. The tendons stood out on her plunp hands.

"Listen, sonny -- is the Geen Bell aware that you know what you do?"



Jim Cash squirned, alnost |osing control of the car

"I don't know" he cried shrilly, wildly. "Maybe he does! |'mnot sure! The suspense -- expecting
death any instant, and in the same breath wondering if |I'mnot safe enough -- has been getting ne
It's driving ne crazy!"

Aunt Nora settled back on the wet cushions. "You're silly not to tell us, Jimy. But that's just
like a man, trying to keep wonen out of trouble. It don't show good gunption, but | respect you for
it. Anyway we'll soon be talking to Doc Savage and you can get it off your chest."

JIM CASH nuttered doubtfully: "You seemto have a lot of faith in this Doc Savage."

"I have!" Aunt Nora sounded vehenent

"But you admit you don't even know him"

Aunt Nora snorted like a race horse. "I don't have to know him 1've heard of him That's
enough. "

“I've heard a little talk of him too." JimCash adntted. "That's the only reason | |let you and
Alice talk me into going to him"

"Alittle talk!" Aunt Nora sniffed. "If you would have kept your ears open you would have heard

nmore than a little talk about him Doc Savage specializes in things like this. He nakes a life work
out of going around getting other people out of trouble and punishing | ads who need it."

Ji m Cash began skeptically: "I don't think any nman can --

"Doc Savage can! Take the word of an ol d wonan who knows enough to di scount half of what she
hears. Doc Savage is a man who was trained fromthe cradle for the one purpose in life of righting
wrongs. They say he's a physical narvel, probably the strongest nman who ever |ived. And noreover
he's studied until he knows just about everything worth knowi ng fromelectricity and astronony to
how to bake a decent batch of biscuits.”

"Maybe you' ve been putting too nmuch stock in wild talk Aunt Nora?"

"Didn"t | tell you |l only believe half of what | ever hear?" Aunt Nora denmanded

Jim Cash smled. The elderly lady's optim smseened to cheer him

"l hope Doc Savage is up to expectations,” he said grimy. "Not only for our sake but for those
ot her poor devils back at Prosper Cty."

"You said a nmouthful!" Aunt Nora agreed. "If Doc Savage isn't able to help us and Prosper Cty
hate to think what'l|l happen!"

The touring car rooted on through the rain and gloomfor nearly a nmle. Then the engi ne gave a
few pneumatic coughs, died, coughed a few nore tinmes and silenced conpletely

"You're out of gas!" Aunt Nora snapped

Jim Cash shook his head. "But | just got gas. It nmust be water on the distributor

"Qut of gas!" repeated Aunt Nora firmy. "I know how these old wecks act!"

Easing into the drizzle Jim Cash got a neasuring stick fromunder the seat wal ked to the rear and
thrust it into the tank. H's gasp was startled

"Enpty! | don't understand how that coul d happen!"

"Maybe that filling station was a gyp!" called blond pretty Alice Cash. "They m ght not have put
in any gas."

"l guess that was it honey," Aunt Nora agreed. She opened a road map, peered at it by the glare
of a flashlight. "There's a little junping-off place down the road about two mles. You'd better
walk to it Jim"

Jim Cash hesitated. "I don't like to | eave you two."

Aunt Nora opened a capaci ous | eather hand bag. She produced two big, businesslike blue revolvers
She gave one of themto Alice Cash, and the blond young wonman handled it in a way that showed she
could use it

"Anybody who nonkeys with us won't find it healthy!" Aunt Nora said dryly. "You go on, Jim W'
be all right."

Rel i eved at sight of the weapons, Jim Cash slopped off through the rain. He wal ked on the left
side of the pavenent, where he could see the lights of oncoming cars and evade t hem

A few machi nes passed him going in both directions. He did not attenpt to flag them knowing it
woul d be usel ess. Mtorists who pick up strange pedestrians late at night are few and far between.

He descended a small bill. At the bottom he crossed two bridges -- one over a stream the other
spanning the line of an electric railroad
He had barely crossed the second bridge when several flashlights gushed brilliant white upon him

I'n the back glow of the flashes, he could discern the figures holding them

Each was a tall cylinder of black. And upon every figure was the green |ikeness of a bell

THERE WAS sonet hi ng hideous in the way the raven figures stood there, saying nothing, not noving
The rain, streaking down their forms, gave thema shiny | ook

Jim Cash stood as if blocked in ice. He had been pale before, now he becane positively white
"Green Bells!" he said thickly. "That radio -- the tolling was neant for us as a --

H s own words seemed to snap the chill spell which held him He exploded in action. H s right

hand dived into his raincoat pocket like a frightened aninmal. He wenched wildly at a pistol which
he carried there

Anot her eerie black formglided out of the murk behind Cash. It whipped convul sively upon him



Taken by surprise, he was carried down

The flashlights now went out, as if directed by sonme occult signal. The cavernous gl oom which
followed was filled with sw shings and sl appings, as the ebony-cl oaked, green-belled figures

char ged

Cash's gun was di sl odged, and went cl ank-cl anki ng across the pavenent

Hi s raincoat tore. He tried to scream The yell was throttled, and ended in a sound whi ch m ght
have been two rough rocks rubbing together

The fight noises trailed off. Several moments of om nous quiet followed. Then the entire group
nmoved back to the bridge spanning the railroad

They turned off and cane to a high fence. There was another short, terrific fight while Cash was
bei ng put over the fence. Then they descended to the railway tracks

Once a light came on briefly. This disclosed the darksonme figures in a conpact wad, with Cash
hel pl ess anong t hem

The railroad was electrified. The current, instead of being carried by an overhead |ine, was
conducted by a third rail which ran cl ose al ongside the track. Use of such third rails was common in
the vicinity of New York, where the presence of nunmerous sw tches and sidings made overhead wiring
too intricate. The charged rail was protected by a shed |i ke wooden shield

A light came on. A wad of black cloth between Cash's jaws kept himfrom crying out

He was thrown headlong at the electrified rail. Wth a frenzied contortion of his nuscles, he
managed to avoid | anding upon it
The sonber figures pounced upon him and again hurled himat the rail. Again he saved hinself. He

was fighting madly for his life. The shed protector over the rail hel ped him

But one touch upon the strip of netal beneath, which bore a high voltage, would nean instant

deat h.

The third tinme, Cash got an arm across the wooden shed and preserved his life. He tore the gag
fromhis jaws with a desperate grasp and emtted a piercing bleat for help

The Green Bells swarmed upon him silent, nurderous. This tine, they pitched himat the rail feet
first. One of his legs fell across the high-powered conductor

There was a tiny hissing play of electric flame. Cash's body seened to bounce up and down. It
convul sed, tying itself in a tight knot around the rail of death

It stayed there, rigid and still. A w spy plune of brownish snoke curling upward m ght have been
the spirit departing fromhis body

The Green Bells eased away in the rain-noist night |like dread, voicel ess ghouls from another

exi stence

Chapter Il. VISITORS

THE TRI PLEX was New York's newest, gaudi est, and nost expensive hotel. It catered to its guests
with every confort and conveni ence

Guests arriving by taxi, for instance, did not find it necessary to alight at the sidewal ks and
enter before the stares of hoi polloi. There was an encl osed private drive for the cabs

This drive was a semcircular tunnel done in bright metals and dark stone, after the nodernistic
fashion. In it, a taxi was disgorging a passenger

The newconer was a tall snake of a nman. The serpentine aspect was lent by the fact that his body
was so flexible as to seem boneless. His hair was carefully curled, and had an enanel ed shine. Hs
eyes were ratty; his mouth was a crack; his clothes were flashy enough to be in bad taste

He paid the taxi with a bill peeled froma fat roll. Entering the lobby, trailed by a bell boy
bearing two bags, he | eaned el bows on the desk

"I'm M. Cooley," he said shortly. "I wired you for a reservation fromProsper Cty."

The man was conducted to his room The bell boy was hardly out of hearing when he picked up the

t el ephone

"G me Judborn Tugg's room" he requested. Then, when he had the connection: "That you, Tugg?
This is Slick. What roomyou got? ... 0.K [|'Il be right up."

The man rode an el evator up six floors, nmade his sinuous way down a corridor, and knocked at a
door. The panel opened, and he said famliarly: "Howzza boy, Tugg!"

Judborn Tugg | ooked sonewhat as if he had found a wolf in front of his door -- a wolf with which
he nust, of necessity, associate

"Conme in," he said haughtily.

Tugg was a smal |, prosperous-appearing nountain. H's dark pin-stripe suit, if a bit |oud, was
wel | tailored over his anple nmiddle. H s chins, big nouth and pale eyes rode on a cone of fat. A
gold watch chain bridged his mdriff, and formed a support for several |odge enbl ens.

"Slick" Cooley entered, closed the door, and said: "W don't have to worry any nore about Jim
Cash."

Judborn Tugg recoiled as if slapped. H's head rotated on its foundation of fat as he gl anced
about nervously.

Slick quickly folded his arnms, both hands inside his coat, where he carried automatic pistols
"What's the matter? Sonebody here?"

"Ch, ny, no! It would be too bad if there was! You should be nore careful!" Tugg whi pped out a



sil k handkerchief, and blotted at his forehead. "It is just that | cannot get used to the cold way
you fellows have of handling things."

"What you nean is the Green Bell's way of handling things." Slick |eered

"Yes, yes; of course.” Judborn Tugg ground his handkerchief in uneasy hands. "The Geen Bell wll
be glad to know young Cash is satisfactorily disposed of."

Slick took his hands away fromhis arnpits, and straightened his coat. "I didn't get any tine
alone with Cash, so | couldn't question himbefore he was tossed on that third rail."

"Your orders were not to question him" Judborn Tugg said smugly.

Slick sneered slightly. "You don't need to pretend to be so dammed holy with me, Tugg. W

under stand each other. W'd both like to know who the Green Bell is. Jim Cash knew. By questi oning
him | mght have gotten the |owdown. But | didn't dare. There was too nmany guys around."

"Ahem " Judborn Tugg cleared his throat and gl anced about nervously.

"One of these days, we're gonna find out who the Geen Bell is!" Slick said grimy. "Wen that

happens, we'll rub himout, see! And, presto, we've got the gravy."
Judborn Tugg shuddered violently.
"Ch, goodness, Slick!" he wailed. "Suppose the Green Bell -- suppose sone one shoul d overhear us

Let us not talk about it!"

"0.K ," Slick leered. "Wat're me and you to do now?"

JUOBORN TUGG put hi s handkerchi ef away, and fiddled with the ornaments on his watch chain. "Have
you ever heard of a gentlenman by the nane of Doc Savage?"

"Kinda seens |like | have." Slick snmoothed his coat |apels

"New York is not ny stonpin' ground, and this Savage bird hangs out here. | don't know rmuch about
him Kind of a trouble buster, ain't he?"

"Exactly! | understand he is a very fierce and conpetent fighting man, who has a group of five
aids."

"A nmuscle man with a gang, eh?"

"I'n your vernacular, | believe that is how you express it. The Geen Bell had me investigate Doc
Savage. | did not learn a great deal about him except that he is a nan who fights other people's
battles."

"Yeah? And what about this guy?"

"The G een Bell has ordered me to hire Doc Savage. | amto obtain the services of the man and his

five aids for our organi zation."

Slick swore wildly. He stanped around the room fists hard, mean face twisted with rage

"I won't stand for it!" he gritted. "I was to have charge of the rough stuff in this business!
was to be third in conmand -- takin' orders only fromthe Geen Bell and you! Now the Green Bell is
fixin' toring this Doc Savage in!"

Judborn Tugg patted the air with both hands

"My dear Slick, you m sunderstand," he soothed. "You are to retain your position. Doc Savage is
to work under you! The Green Bell nade that very clear."

"He did, eh?" Slick scow ed, but seened nollified. "Well, that's different. But that Doc Savage
has gotta savvy that his orders come fromme!"

"Of course. That will be nade clear."

Slick lighted an expensive cigarette. "Supposin' Doc Savage considers hinself a big shot, and
don't want to take nmy | orders."

"Any man will take commands, if the pay is sufficient,” Judborn Tugg said, with the certainty of
a man who has noney and knows its power.

But Slick was still uncertain. "What if Doc Savage ain't the kind of a guy who hires out for our
ki nd of work?"

"There, again, ny statenent about paynent applies. Every man has his price. The Geen Bell needs

nmore nen, needs them badly. He does not want ordinary gunnmen. Therefore, | amto approach Doc
Savage. "

"O K Were'll we find "in®P"

Judborn Tugg shrugged. "I do not know. W shall see if the tel ephone information girl can tel
us."

He put in a call. The swiftness with which he was given Doc Savage's address seened to daze him

He blinked his pale eyes and hung up.

"Doc Savage nust be rather well known!" he muttered. "The phone operator had his whereabouts on
the tip of her tongue. Cone, Slick. W shall go see this man."

The two quitted the hotel room

THE SKYSCRAPER before which Slick Cool ey and Judborn Tugg eventual ly alighted was one of the nopst
resplendent in the city. It towered nearly a hundred stories

"What a joint!" Slick muttered in awe. Doc Savage ain't no cheap skate if he hangs out here!"
"These surroundi ngs show Savage is good at his business,"” Judborn Tugg replied stiffly. "That is
the kind of a man we want. You, Slick, will wait in the |obby."

"Why?" Slick demanded suspiciously. "How do | know but that you'll pay this Savage nore noney
than |'mgettin'?"



"Not hi ng of the sort, Slick. You will stay here in case Alice Cash and Aunt Nora should put in an
appearance. They were comng here to hire this Savage to do their fighting. They cannot pay Savage
as much as we can, but it would be better if they did not see him"

"Yeah," Slick agreed with bad grace. "I'll stick below, then."

An express el evator which ran noiselessly and with great speed, lifted Judborn Tugg to the
eighty-sixth floor. He strutted ponpously down a richly decorated corridor

Sighting a mrror, Tugg halted and carefully surveyed his appearance. He wanted to overawe this
Doc Savage. That was the way to handl e these common t hugs who hired thensel ves out for noney.

Tugg lighted a dollar cigar. He had another just like it which he intended to offer Savage. The
fine weeds would be the final touch. Doc Savage woul d be bowl ed over by the grandeur of Judborn
Tugg.

Tugg did not know it, but he was headed for one of the big shocks of his career

He knocked on a door, puffed out his chest, and cocked his cigar in the air

The door opened

Judborn Tugg's chest collapsed, his cigar fell to the floor, and his eyes bul ged out

A mighty giant of bronze stood in the door. The effect of this metallic figure was amazi ng

Mar vel ously symmetrical proportions absorbed the true size of the man. Viewed from a distance, and
away from anything to which his stature m ght have been conpared, he woul d not have seened as big
The remarkably high forehead, the nuscular and strong nouth, the | ean and corded cheeks, denoted
a rare power of character. H's bronze hair was a shade darker than his bronze skin, and it |ay
strai ght and snmooth as a skullcap of netal

The thing which really took the wind out of Judborn Tugg, though, was the bronze man's eyes. They
were |ike pools of fine flake gold, alive with tiny glistenings. They possessed a strange, hypnotic
quality. They nade Judborn Tugg want to pull his coat over his head, so that the innernpst secrets
of his brain would not be searched out

"Are -- are -- you Doc Savage?" stuttered Judborn Tugg

The bronze gi ant nodded. The sinple gesture caused great cables of nuscle to withe about his
neck.

Tugg felt an inpulse to shiver at the sight. This bronze man nust possess incredible strength

In a quiet, powerful voice, Doc Savage invited Tugg inside. Then he gave hima cigar, explaining
quietly: "I hope you'll excuse nme, since | never snoke."

That cigar was the final shock to Judborn Tugg. It was a long, fine customweed in an individua
vacuum cont ai ner. Tugg happened to know that cigars such as this could not be obtained for |ess than
ten dollars each

Judborn Tugg was a pricked balloon. Instead of overaw ng Doc Savage, he was hinself practically

st unned

SEVERAL MOMENTS were required before Judborn Tugg recovered sufficient aplonb to get down to

busi ness

"1 have heard you are an -- er -- a trouble buster," he said, in a small voice, very unlike his
usual overbearing tone

"You might call it that," Doc Savage agreed politely. "Mre properly, ny five conpani ons and
nysel f have a purpose in life. That purpose is to go here and there, fromone end of the world to
the other, looking for excitenent and adventure, striving to help those in need of help, and

puni shing those who deserve it."

Judborn Tugg did not know that it was a very rare occasi on when Doc Savage gave out even this
much information about hinself

Tugg did not like the speech at all. He nulled it over, and reached a conclusion -- the wong

one. He decided this was Doc Savage's way of hinting that he and his men hired out their services
The man, of course, could not come right out and say he was a professional thug

"My case is right in your line," Tugg said, managing a faint smrk. "There are people who need
hel p, and sone others who need punishing."

Doc Savage nodded politely. "Suppose you tell ne the situation.”

"It's this way," said Tugg, lighting the costly cigar. "I amone of the |eading business nen in
Prosper City. | own Tugg Co., the largest cotton-nmlling concern in the town."

Tugg folded his hands and | ooked pious. "Sone nmonths ago, because of terrible business

conditions, we were forced to cut the wages of our enployees. Mich agai nst our w shes, of course."
"1 thought business was picking up," Doc remarked

Tugg acquired the expression of a man who had been served a bad egg unexpectedly.

"Business is terrible!" he said enphatically. "It's worse now, too, because all of ny enpl oyees
went out on a strike! And the worknen in the other factories and mines went on strikes. It's awful
Conditions are frightful!"

Doc Savage asked gently: "Did the other concerns cut wages before or after you did?"

Judborn Tugg swallowed a few tinmes. He was startled. Wth that one question, Doc Savage had
grabbed the kernel of the whole situation in Prosper Gty

The truth was that Tugg Co. had cut wages first, and the other concerns had been forced to do the
same in order to neet the |l ow prices at which their conpetitor was offering goods for sale. Tugg Co.



had turned itself into a sweatshop, paying their enployees starvati on wages.

When this had happened, there had been no necessity for it. Business had i ndeed been picking up.
The whol e thing was part of a plot conceived by that nysterious, unknown being, the Geen Bell.

Ot her concerns in Prosper City had been forced to cut wages, although not as nuch as Tugg Co. But
the cuts had been enough to give agitators hired by Tugg Co. an argunent with which to cause
nunmerous strikes. The hired agitators had even been directed to urge the strike at Tugg Co. who paid
t hem

For nonths now, the agitators, under the direction of Slick Cool ey, had kept all business at a
standstill. Any factory which tried to open up was bonbed, burned, or its machinery ruined. Every
wor kman who sought to take a job was threatened or beaten, or if that failed, the Green Bell had a
final and nost horrible formof death, which was in itself an object |esson to other stubborn ones.
The whol e thing was part of the scheme of the unknown master mind, the Geen Bell. No one knew
what was behind it. Judborn Tugg, if he knew, was not telling anybody.

Tugg carefully avoi ded Doc Savage's weird eyes, and decided to handle the bronze man warily.

"W were all forced to cut wages about the sanme tine," he lied uneasily. "But the salary whacks
were not at the bottomof the trouble. It is all the fault of the agitators."

WHEN TUGG paused, Doc Savage said nothing. He had settled in a confortable chair. Several of

these were in the outer office. There was al so an expensive inlaid table and a nassive safe. A
costly rug was underfoot.

Adj oi ning, was a library containing one of the nbpst conplete collections of scientific tonmes in

exi stence, and another room whi ch held an experinental |aboratory so advanced in its equi pnment that
scientists had come fromforeign countries, just to examne it. The presence of these roons was
masked by a cl osed door, however.

"Conditions in Prosper City are pitiful," continued Judborn Tugg, secretly wondering if he m ght
not be entirely m staken about this bronze man. "People are starving. There have been bonbi ngs,
beatings, killings. It is all the fault of these agitators."

Doc Savage nmintai ned a disquieting silence.

"Aunt Nora Boston is the | eader of the agitators," Tugg said, telling an enornous lie w thout

bl i nki ng.

Doc might have been a figure done in the bronze which he resenbled, for all the signs of interest
he showed. But that did not mean he was mi ssing anything. Doc rarely showed enoti on.

Tugg sucked in a full breath and went on: "Aunt Nora Boston is aided by Jim Cash, his sister

Alice, and a young nman naned O e Slater, who is hanging around Prosper City, pretending to be a play
witer gathering local color for a manufacturing-town drama. Those four are the ring | eaders.
They're the head of a gang they call the Prosper Cty Benevol ent Society. That organization is back
of all the trouble. They' re just |ow down trouble-makers. I'Il bet they're paid by sone foreign
country."

This was so nuch nore fal sehood.

Judborn Tugg had not intended for his talk to follow these lines. But he was afraid to broach the
truth. It was those eyes of the bronze man's. Tugg woul d have been glad to get up and wal k out, but
he feared the wath of the Green Bell.

"l want to hire you to -- er -- punish Aunt Nora Boston and her gang," he said bluntly. "I'll pay
you plenty!"

"My services are not for sale," Doc Savage said quietly. "They never are."

Judborn Tugg's head seenmed to sink in his fat cone of a neck. Wat nmanner of man was this?"

Doc went on: "Usually, individuals who are assisted by nmy five nen and nyself are generous enough
to contribute a gift to worthy causes which | nane."

Tugg stifled a smle. So this was the dodge the bronze man used to nmake it seem he was not a

hired thug. Tugg thought he saw the light. This Doc Savage could be hired, all right!

"Just how big a gift would you want?" he asked cannily.

"I n your case, and provided conditions are just as you have outlined," Doc replied pronptly, "the
gift would be a mllion dollars."

Judborn Tugg narrowWy escaped heart failure.

DOMN I N the skyscraper |obby, Slick Cooley was al so experiencing a shock; but froma different
cause.

Slick had caught sight of Alice Cash and Aunt Nora Boston. The two wonen were nud-spattered,

bedr aggl ed, and sodden fromthe rain. They left wet tracks across the polished |obby tiling. Their
faces were pale, frightened, and they seened overawed by the magnificence of the giant buil ding.
They trudged for the elevators, Aunt Nora in the |lead, strong jaw thrust out.

Slick gave his brain a nental whipping. He had best do sonething! Should the two wonen get
upstairs, they mght conplicate things. Aunt Nora would do that, at |east. She was an ol d war horse
when she got nmad. A brilliant idea hit Slick. He dashed forward. Before the two wonen saw him he
grabbed t hem savagely and j erked.

Aunt Nora's big purse sailed to the floor.

Slick pounced upon the bag. He had his roll of bills concealed in one hand. Furtively, he got the
purse open. He slipped the noney inside. In doing this, he saw the two revol vers.



He now seized the wonen. A violent tussle ensued.

"Robbers!" Slick bellowed. "These two danes held ne up!"

Aunt Nora gave hima poke in the eye which made himbaw in real agony. Pretty Alice Cash
adm ni stered a few bl ows of her own.

A policeman dived in fromthe street. In a nmonent, he had stopped the fight.

Slick jabbed a hand at the two wonen. "These wonmen held ne up tonight! | recognize 'enl Search
"emofficer! I'll bet they've got the rods they used, and ny coin!"

The of ficer opened Aunt Nora's bag, found the guns and the noney. He counted the latter.
"How much did you | ose?" he asked.

Slick gave himthe exact anmount of the roll.

"This is it!" the patrolman said grimy. He collared the two wonen.

Alice Cash shrieked angrily: "W did not rob him"

"Evi dence says you did!" runbled the officer. "Even if you didn't, you' re carryin' guns, and
that's against the law in New York."

"You scut!" Aunt Nora flared at the smirking Slick. "You framed us! You lowlifed,

slippery-haired sneak! 1I'll wing your snaky neck!"

She junped for Slick, who back-pedal ed hastily.

"None of that!" shouted the officer. "lIt's into the jug for you!"
He propelled his prisoners for the door.

Chapter |11. THE COVEBACK

AS THE worren were | eaving, the gorilla anbl ed upon the scene.

Thi s personage had, to give himhis due, some nman-like qualities. H s finger nails were

mani cured, even if the job had been done with a pocketknife. His little eyes glistened with keen
intelligence in their pits of gristle. H's face attained that rare quality of being so honely that
it was pleasant to | ook upon.

Hi s clothing was expensive, although it did look like it had been slept in. He would weigh every
ounce of two hundred and sixty pounds, and his hairy arns were some inches |onger than his bandy
| egs.

He anbl ed up and stopped in front of Slick.

"l saw you slip the noney in that purse,"” he said in a voice so nmld that it mght have been a
child's.

Then he hit Slick. Ht himon the nosel

Slick's curly hair was varni shed strai ght back on his head. The blow was so hard that it nmade the
hair stand out suddenly in front, as if blown by a w nd from behi nd.

Descri bing a parabola, Slick lit on his shoulders and skidded a score of feet. Hi s nose had been
spread over nost of his weasel face.

Aunt Nora began to bounce up and down in ribald delight, and to shout: "d ory be! Just what |
wanted to hand him"

Entrancing Alice Cash bestowed a grateful smile on the fellow who | ooked like a furry gorilla.
The cop shouted: "You say this squirt planted that roll of bills?"

"He sure did," said the hairy man.

Gowing, the officer rushed for Slick.

Slick shoved up dizzily fromthe floor. He sprinted for the door. d ancing around, he saw the

pol i ceman was sure to overhaul him He spaded his hands inside his coat, and brought out two
revol vers. Each was fitted with a conpact silencer.

The guns began to chug out deadly reports. The bullets mssed the fast-traveling patrol nan. But
he veered for shelter, tugging at his own weapon.

Slick hurtled through the door. A taxi chanced to be cruising past. Wth a wild spring, the
fleeing gunman got into it. He jamed the hot silencer of a revolver against the shivering driver's
neck.

The cab junped down the street as if dynamite had expl oded behind it.

The officer raced out, but did not shoot because of the traffic. He sped back into the skyscraper
and put in a call to headquarters, advising themto spread a radio alarmfor the taxi.

"The guy as good as got away!" he advised the huge, furry man and the two wonmen, when he rejoined
them "Now -- you two | adies! W've still got to settle about them guns you were carryin'!"

"The ladies tell me they were on their way to see Doc Savage," the hairy fellow advised in his
baby |i ke voi ce.

The cop blinked. Then he grinned fromear to ear.

"That makes it different," he chuckled. Then he wal ked away, acting as if he had never seen the
two worren.

Ali ce Cash | ooked prettily incredulous at the nmagi ¢ which nention of Doc Savage's nane had
acconpl i shed.

Aunt Nora gul ped several tines, then snmiled. "Bless you, you honely nonkey! How d you get us out
of that? | know they're very strict about people packin' guns here in New York."

The human gorilla laughed. "The fact that you were goin' to Doc Savage made it all right."

"Doc Savage must have a big reputation in this town," Aunt Nora said wonderingly. "You ain't him



are you?"

"Who, me? Hell -- | nmean, oh, ny -- no! |'mjust one of Doc Savage's five hel pers."

"What's your nane?"

"Li eut enant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair."

Aunt Nora snorted. "I'll bet you're not called that nuch!"

"Not enough for me to know who's bein' wanted when | hear it!" the hairy fellow grinned. "Call ne
Monk. "

"Monk" m ght have added that he was a cheni st whose nane was nentioned with reverence in
scientific circles of both Anerica and Europe. But he was not addicted to bl owing his own horn
THE SPEEDY el evator lifted themto the eighty-sixth floor. Wen they were near the door of Doc
Savage's office, the murmur of a voice within was distinguishable

Aunt Nora gave a start of angry surprise. "I'd know that voice anywhere!" she gasped. "It's
Judborn Tugg!"

Monk's little eyes showed interest. "Wio's he?"

"A fat, conceited jaybird! He's no friend of ours! Slick Cooley -- the fell ow you pasted
downstairs -- follows Judborn Tugg around like a Man Friday. They're tarred with the sane brush --
bot h crooked!"

Monk considered this, then waved the wonen back. He opened the office door, and stood in the
aperture. Hi s big, hirsute hands noved nervously, as if he were enbarrassed

"Ch, excuse ne! | didn't know you had conpany." He started to back out

No one, other than Doc, had noticed that the apparently ainless novenents of Mnk's hands had
spel l ed out a nessage in the deaf-and-dunb sign | anguage

"Cone out here wi thout alarm ng your visitor," Mnk had signal ed

DOC ARCSE, saying to Judborn Tugg: "If you will excuse ne -- | wish to speak with this man!" He
strode rapidly to the door

For all of his great weight and swi ftness of stride, he nade no appreci abl e sound. There was an
uncanny sil ence about his novenents, a natural |ightness which indicated enornously devel oped | eg
nmuscl es

Fat Judborn Tugg, instead of suspecting anything, was rather glad to have Doc step outside for a
nmonment. Tugg had not yet recovered fromthe shock of having Doc suggest that his services would cal
for a mllion-dollar donation. He wel comed the chance to regain his bal ance

Doc cl osed the corridor door. Shortly later, be was in the presence of the two woren

Aunt Nora |l et her nouth hang open in unashaned astoni shnent at sight of the giant bronze nman

Then she cocked her arns akinbo and smled, winkles corrugating every inch of her notherly face
"Aory be!" she chuckled. "You're the answer to this old girl's prayers!"

M ce Cash did not exactly let her jaw drop, but her lips parted slightly, and her blue eyes
becane round with amazenent. Her next act was to glance down disgustedly at her nuddy, disheveled
rai ment

Doc Savage usually affected pretty young wonen |ike that -- set them wondering about their

appear ance. Fem nine eyes were inclined to be quick to note that Doc was unusually handsone, a fact
whi ch escaped nen after they saw his amazi ng nuscul ar devel opnent

Monk perforned the introductions

"What has Judborn Tugg been tellin' you?" Aunt Nora questioned anxiously.

"A great deal," Doc replied quietly. "He is one of the nbst profuse liars | have ever
encountered. "

This woul d have pai ned Judborn Tugg exceedingly, had he overheard it. It was his belief that he
could tell a fal sehood as snoothly as the truth. He woul d have been shocked to know that Doc Savage
by close attention to his voice tones, had spotted al nbst every lie

Aunt Nora cl enched her work-toughened hands, and gave Doc a | ook of genuine appeal

"l need your help!" she said earnestly. "But | haven't got a cent with which to pay you!"

DOC' S STRANCE gol den eyes studi ed Aunt Nora and attractive Alice Cash. Hi s bronze features

remai ned as expressionl ess as netal

W t hout speaking, he turned. He entered his office

"I do not think | aminterested in your proposition," he told Judborn Tugg

Tugg picked the costly cigar fromhis pursy nmouth, as if it had suddenly turned bitter

"l can pay you plenty," he pointed out. "I mght even pay you that mllion, provided you can do
the work that | want done."

"No!

Judborn Tugg purpled. To him it was inconceivable that any man would disnmiss a mllion so
abruptly. He woul d probably have keel ed over had be known that Doc intended to help Aunt Nora

Bot son, who had admitted she could not pay hima copper cent

"If you change your mind, you'll find me at the Hotel Triplex!" Tugg said in a loud, angry tone
"There will be no change of mind," Doc said, reaching out and grasping Tugg by the coat collar
Bef ore Tugg knew what had happened, he was hoisted off the floor. His coat tore in tw or three
pl aces, but held

Hel pl ess as a wormon a stick, Tugg was carried into the corridor and deposited urgently in an



el evator.

"If you want to retain your health, you had better not let nme see you again!" Doc advised himin
the tone of a physician prescribing for a patient w th dangerous synptons.

The el evator carried Tugg from vi ew.

Monk, an innocent expression on his honely face, anbled up and asked: "Didn't | hear that bird
say he was staying at the Hotel Triplex?"

Doc nodded; then invited Aunt Nora and Alice Cash into his office

Ginning, Monk anbled to a public tel ephone in the corridor. He got the nunmber of the Hote
Triplex fromthe phone book, then called the hostelry. He asked the hotel operator for the night
nanager .

"You have a guest nanmed Judborn Tugg," Mnk inforned the hotel nan. "Doc Savage just threw this
fellow out of his office.”

"In that case, we'll throw himout of the Hotel Triplex, too," Mnk was advised

Hangi ng up, Monk fished an envel ope out of his pocket and addressed it to the Unenpl oynent Relief
Fund.

From anot her pocket, he produced Slick Cooley's fat roll of bills. Mnk had nanaged to harvest
this in the excitement downstairs. He seal ed the noney in the envel ope, applied stanps, then put it
in a mil box. The envel ope was so bulky that he had to insert it in the lid marked for packages
Wi stling cheerfully, Mnk tranmped for Doc's office

VWHEN JUDBORN Tugg reached the Hotel Triplex, he found his bags waiting for himon the sidewal k.
The ni ght manager in person was watching over the valises

"I amsorry," the manager said coldly. "W do not want you here."

Judborn Tugg, after nearly choking, yelled and cursed and waved his arns. He threatened to sue
the Triplex for a mllion dollars

"Get away fromhere, or I'll have you arrested for disturbing the peace!" snapped the nmanager
Then he wal ked i nsi de

A nmorment later, a dark linousine rolled up to the curb. The rear was heavily curtained

The driver |eaned from behind the wheel and advised: "Get in!"

It was Slick Cooley, partially disguised by a raincoat and a | ow pull ed hat

Judborn Tugg placed his bags in the front, then got in the back. At this point, his hair al nost
stood on end

The rear seat held a figure incased fromhead to foot in a black sack of a garnent. On the front
of the raven gown was painted a big green bell

The unholy apparition in black held two silenced revol vers in dark-gloved hands

"Do not mind the guns,"” said a hollow, inhuman voice fromthe nmurksome form "I amthe G een
Bell, and the weapons are nerely to remind you not to snatch at ny hood in an effort to learn ny
identity."

The linmousine nowrolled out into traffic
"I was wal kin' down the street when he called to ne fromthe back of this car," Slick advised
"There wasn't any driver --

"l sinply parked the car ahead of you, before donning ny hood," interposed the sepul chral tones
of the Green Bell. "Incidentally, this machine is stolen. But | do not think the ower will mss it
for some hours. Tugg -- what happened to you?"

Judborn Tugg started. He had been cudgeling his brain in an effort to identify the Geen Bell's
voi ce. But there was nothing the least familiar about the disguised tones

Rapi dl y, Judborn Tugg expl ai ned the unhappy outcome of his visit to Doc Savage

"You have served ne very inefficiently!" Anger had cone into the booning voice of the Geen Bell
"This Doc Savage is not at all the type of man you thought himto be!"

Tugg, still smarting fromhis reception at the hotel, said angrily: "This is ny first mstake!"
The Green Bell gazed levelly at him The eye holes in the jet hood were backed by goggl es which
had deep-green | enses. The effect was that of a big, green-orbed cat

"l do not care for your angry tone!" said the dark being. "You are fully aware, Tugg, that | can
get al ong wi thout those who do not cooperate fully with me. You are no exception! You are of service
to me only as an agent, a figurehead through which | can work. You pretend to be Prosper City's

|l eading citizen, and | choose to let you. Your mlling concern, Tugg Co., was ready to fail when
came upon the scene, thanks to your bad managerment. You have retained control of the conmpany only
because | have furnished you noney with which to pay the interest on your |loans. You are but a cog
inny great plan.”

Judborn Tugg col | apsed |ike an autonobile tire which had picked up a nail

"l did not nean to offend you," he nmunbled. "I was excited because of the treatnment Doc Savage
gave me."

"l amgoing to take care of Doc Savage!" the Geen Bell said om nously.

Tugg shivered. "The man is dangerous -- especially if he has the brains to match his unbelievabl e
physical strength!"

"We do not want Savage against us," replied the Geen Bell. "I have already put a plan in

operation which will keep Savage so busy that he will have no time to stick a finger in our pie."



"I'd like to see himdead!" said Judborn Tugg savagely

"You may get your wish!" tolled the Green Bell. "My little scheme will undoubtedly result in Doc
Savage dying in the electric chair!"

Ordering Slick down a dark street, the Green Bell eased out of the car, and was swall owed by the
drizzling darkness. A bit farther on, Judborn Tugg and Slick Cool ey abandoned the stol en |inousine
Wal ki ng away fromthe car, they could see in the distance what appeared to be a tower of gray
freckles in the wet gloom This was the skyscraper which housed Doc Savage's aerie

Chapter 1V. THE MJRDER W TNESSES

IN H S ei ghty-sixth-floor headquarters, Doc was listening to Aunt Nora Boston and Alice Cash tel
their story. The hormely Mnk lingered in the background, furtively admring Alice Cash's

| ovel i ness

"My brother!" Alice said, white-faced. "He has vani shed! W ran out of gas in New Jersey, and Jim
wal ked ahead to find a filling station. That was the | ast we saw of him"

"W thought we heard Jimscream " Aunt Nora anmended grimy. "But we couldn't find him"

Alice put her fingers over her pale lips and said between them "And just before that, we heard
the Green Bell fromthe radio!"

Aunt Nora grimaced. "The sound of the Green Bell over the radio nearly always neans sone innocent
person is to die!"

Ali ce shuddered, wailed: "Poor Jimy! | have a feeling sonething terrible happened to him"

Doc Savage coul d do renmarkable things with his powerful voice. He now nade it cal mand soothing
a tone calculated to quiet the excited wonen

"Your story is a bit disconnected,” he told them "Suppose you start at the first."

Aunt Nora cl enched her hand and stared steadily at them as she tal ked

"The trouble in Prosper Cty started nany nonths ago, when Tugg Co. cut wages. That caused the
first of a series of strikes"

"Judborn Tugg told nme about that," Doc interposed. "All business in Prosper City is at a
standstill. A gang of nen, pretending to be agitators, bonmb or burn every, factory and mine which
attenpts to start operations, and terrorize all nen who want to go back to work. Tugg said you were
the chief of the agitators."

"The liar!" Aunt Nora flared, "All | have done is organi ze ny Benevol ent Society to help sone of
the poor souls who are out of work."

"Aunt Nora has kept lots of people fromstarving!" Alice Cash put in. "She has spent all of her
money, and all she can borrow, in feeding those unfortunates."

"You shut up!" Aunt Nora directed gruffly.

"I will not!" Alice snapped, "I think 'M. Savage should know the truth! You're an angel!"

Aunt Nora blushed and stared at her big, nmuddy shoes. "I ain't no angel -- not with themfeet."
"What about these agitators back of the troubl e?" Doc asked

"They're hired thugs, of course!" Aunt Nora declared. "But just who they are, nobody knows. Wen
they appear they're always in robes that | ook |ike black sacks, with green bells painted on the
front."

"Their |eader is not known?"

"No!" Aunt Nora made a fierce mouth. "Alice and her brother and O e Slater have been hel ping nme
try to find out who the Green Bell is."

"Who is Oe Slater?" Doc Savage wanted to know.

"A nice young | ad who thinks he can wite plays. He's stricken with the charnms of Alice, here
He's gathering material for a play, and he stays at ny roonming house. | forgot to tell you that
run a boarding house."

Doc asked: "And you think Judborn Tugg and Slick Cooley are in the G een Bell's gang?"

"l ain't got no proof!" asserted Aunt Nora. "But they could be! One of them m ght be the G een
Bell, hinself."

MONK ENTERED t he conference, asking gently: "Hasn't the police chief of Prosper City done
anyt hi ng about all this?"

"That ol d nunmbskulI!" Aunt Nora sniffed. "His name is Clem Clenents, and he thinks Judborn Tugg
is the greatest nman alive and the soul of honor. | don't think Chief Cenments is crooked. He's just
pl ai n downri ght dunb!"

"How conme Tugg exerts such a sway?" Mnk wanted to know.

"Judborn Tugg tries to make hinself out as the |eading business man of Prosper City!" snorted
Aunt Nora. "He's fooled a lot of nitwits, including Chief Cenents. Tugg has been spreading the
story that | ambehind the Geen Bell. He has made Chief Clenents and plenty of others believe it
I've thought several times they were going to throwne in jail!’

"They haven't quite dared do that!" Alice Cash explained. "The poor people Aunt Nora has been

hel ping would tear down the jail if she was init. | don't think they've dared harm Aunt Nora for
the same reason.”
Aunt Nora laughed grimy. "l've told everybody that if anything happens to nme, it'll be Judborn

Tugg's doing! If the Green Bells should nmurder me, or drive me insane, ny friends would | ynch Tugg
That's why | haven't been harned."



"What's this about insanity?" Doc interrupted.

Ali ce Cash shivered. "It's sonething that happens to worknmen who are persistent about going back
to their jobs. No one knows how it is done. The nmen sinply -- go crazy. It's happened to nore than a
dozen of them"

For a few nmonents Doc and Monk nul |l ed over what they had been hearing. It was an anazing story,
the nore so because the notive behind the affair was unclear.

"Why hasn't martial |aw been decl ared?" Mnk demanded.

"Chief Clenments clains be has the situation in hand!" Alice Cash replied. "The distressing
situation in Prosper City has come about gradually. To an outsider, it merely |ooks like strike
trouble."

Aunt Nora had nmintained a short, tense silence. Now she expl oded.

"Jim Cash as nuch as admitted he had found out who the Green Bell is!" she announced. "And that
very thing makes nme think he has been killed!"

Ali ce Cash gave a soft, grief-stricken noan, and buried her face in her hands.

Monk got up as if to confort her.

There was a loud interruption fromthe corridor outside. Blows chugged. Men grunted and gasped.
Doc gil ded over and whi pped the door open.

Two nmen stood in the hall, hands lifted, facing a third man who held a flat automatic.

The hands which one of the nen held up were so huge it seemed a wonder they did not overbal ance
him Each was conposed of considerably nore than a quart of bone and gristle. He had a sonber,
puritanical face.

This man of enornous fists was Col onel John Renwi ck, known nore often as "Renny." Anmong ot her
things, he was a world-renowned engineer, a mllionaire, and |oved to knock panels out of doors with
his big fists.

The other fellow with upraised arns was slender, with a somewhat unheal t hy conpl exi on. He had
pal e hair and eyes. Alongside his big-fisted, rusty-skinned conpani on, he seenmed a weakling.

He was "Long Tom" The electrical profession knew himas Mjor Thomas J. Roberts, a wizard with
the juice.

Renny and Long Tom were two nore of Doc Savage's five aids.

The man with the gun was a chap Doc had never seen before. He was tall, athletic, and not
unhandsorne.

The fell ow backed to an el evator, sprang inside, and the cage sank.

RENNY AND Long Tom | ooked sheepi shly at Doc.

"We canme upon that bird listenin' outside the door!" Renny said, in a roaring voice, suggestive
of an angry lion in a cave. "W tried to grab him but he flashed his hardware on us!"

Doc was gliding down the corridor as these words cane. He reached the endnost elevator. Hs

si new w apped hand tapped a secret button. Sliding doors whistled back.

This lift was a private one, which Doc maintained for his own use. It was fitted with special
machi nery, which operated at terrific speed. The ordinary express elevators were fast, but conpared
to this one, they were sl ow.

The fl oor dropped sone inches below Doc's feet, so swiftly did the descent start. For fully sixty
stories, he hardly touched the floor. Then came the slow, tremendous shock of the stop. Doc's five
aids, all strong nmen, were usually forced to their knees when this happened.

So powerful were the bronze man's sinews that he w thstood the shock w thout apparent effort.

He flashed out into the | obby of the towering building. The cage bearing the young man with the
gun had not yet arrived.

But it came within a few nonents. The young nan got out, backing so as to nenace the el evator
operator with his weapon.

Doc grasped the fellow s arnms. Bronze fingers all but sank fromview as they tightened.

An agoni zed wail was forced through the man's teeth. He dropped his gun. The excruciating
pressure on his arm nuscles caused his fingers to distend |ike tal ons.

He tried to kick backward. But pain had rendered himas linp as a big rag. H s head drooped; his
eyes gl azed. He was on the verge of fainting fromthe torture.

Doc tucked the slack figure under an arm entered the speed el evator, and rode back to the
eighty-sixth floor.

Aunt Nora, Alice Cash, and the others were waiting in the corridor.

Doc's prisoner was hardly able to stand. Hi s knees buckl ed. Doc grasped himby an arm not too
tightly, and held himerect.

Aunt Nora stared at the captive, popeyed.

Amazenent al so engul fed Alice Cash's attractive features as she gazed at the young nan.

"Know hi n?" Doc asked quietly.

"He is Oe Slater!" Alice exclained. "My -- er -- the boy who |likes ne!"

HALF CARRIED into the office, and deposited in a deep chair, Oe Slater found his tongue.

"l got worried and followed you to New York," he told Alice and Aunt Nora.

"You shoul d not have been sneaking around that door," Aunt Nora inforned himseverely.

"Don't | know it!" Oe Slater touched his arns gingerly, then eyed Doc Savage's netallic hands as



if wondering how they could have inflicted such tornent. "I stopped outside the door a minute to

listen. | was just being cautious. Then these nmen junped ne. | guess | lost ny head -- | thought
they were Green Bells!"

Aunt Nora smiled at Doc. "This young man is our friend. |'msure he didn't mean any harm"

"Of course he didn't!" Alice Cash added her defense.

"I"'mterribly sorry about this," Oe Slater said nmeekly. "I was, well -- worried about Aunt Nora

and Jimand Aice."

Gief returned to Alice Cash's refined features. "Jimhas vanished, Oe."

O e Slater now received the story of what had happened on the New Jersey road, beginning with the
awesone bel ling sound which had cone unexpectedly fromthe radio.

Aunt Nora Boston added a few nore details about conditions in Prosper City. Al though Doc
questioned her closely, he learned little that had not been brought out already.

Alice Cash, it devel oped, was private secretary to Coffison McAlter, a man who owned the Little
Grand Cotton MIls. The Little Gand was the main conmpetitor of Tugg Co., in Prosper City, but was

now cl osed down, like all the rest of the industries.
The master mind, the Green Bell, for sone reason as yet unclear, was keeping all Prosper Cty
busi ness at a standstill by use of a reign of terror. That was what it ampunted to.

They had been tal king the situation over for about half an hour when two nen dashed excitedly

into the office.

One gesticulated with a slender black cane, and barked: "Doc! You're in a frightful jam"

THE CANE whi ch the man waved | ooked innocent, but it was in reality a sword cane with a bl ade of
fine Damascus steel. The gentleman who carried it was slender, with sharp features and a high
forehead. His clothing was of the latest style and finest cloth.

He was Brigadi er General Theodore Marl ey Brooks"Han' to Doc's group, of which he was a nmenber. He
was by way of being the nost astute | awyer Harvard ever turned out. He was al so such a snappy
dresser that tailors sonmetinmes foll owed himdown the street, just to observe clothes being worn as
they shoul d be worn.

"You' ve been accused of a nmurder, Doc!" exclainmed the second of the newconers.

This man was tall, and so thin he seenmed nothing nore than a structure of skin-coated bones. He
wore gl asses, the left Iens of which was nuch thicker than the right. The left I ens was a powerful
magni fying gl ass. The bony man had | ost the use of his left eye in the War, and since he needed a
magni fier in his profession of archaeol ogy and geol ogy, he carried it in the left side of his
spectacl es, for convenience.

He was "Johnny" -- WIlliam Harper Littlejohn, one-tine head of the natural science research
departnment of a fampus university, and possessor of an al nost universal reputation for proficiency
in his line.

The addition of these two conpl eted Doc Savage's group of five unusual aids. Each was a man with
few equals at his trade. They were nen who | oved excitenent and adventure. They found that aplenty
wi th Doc Savage. The strange bronze nan seened to wal k al ways on paths of peril.

Undoubt edly the nost amazing fact about this remarkabl e conpany of trouble busters was the
ability of Doc, hinself, to excel any one of his helpers at his own profession. Doc's fund of
knowl edge about electricity was greater than that of Long Tom the w zard of the juice; the sane
suprenmacy applied to the others in their fields of chem stry, geology, |law, and engineering.
"What's this about nme being a nurderer?" Doc asked sharply.

"The New Jersey police have a warrant for you!" declared Ham still flourishing his sword cane.
"They have four witnesses who say they saw you throw a man against the third rail of an interurban
line and el ectrocute him"

"And they're bringing the witnesses over here to identify you!" Johnny added. Excitedly, he

jerked off his spectacles which had the magnifier on the left side. "They' ||l be here any tine,
now "
Ham nodded vehenently. "They will! A police officer in New Jersey, knowing | usually take care of

the law angles in our troubles, called ne and tipped ne off about the thing."

"Who am | supposed to have nurdered?" Doc queried dryly.

Ham t apped his sword cane thoughtfully. "A fellow | never heard of. H's name was Ji m Cash!"
Ali ce Cash sank soundlessly into a chair and buried her face in her arns. Her shoul ders began to
convul se.

Monk, who had prow ed over to the wi ndow, and stood | ooking down, called abruptly: "Look at
this!"

Doc flashed to his side.

Far below, a car was sweeping in to the curb. Men got out. In the darkness and rain, it was
inpossible to identify them They nunbered nine.

Faint light spilled fromthe front of the skyscraper, revealing, painted on top of the car for
easy identification fromairplanes, the lettered synbols of New Jersey State Police.

"The New Jersey officers with their witnesses!" Mnk nuttered.

Chapter V. PERIL'S PATH

DOC BACKED from t he wi ndow. Wthout apparent haste, but none the | ess with deceptive speed, he



crossed to the nassive table and touched several inlaid segnents. These depressed under his fingers,
but i mmedi ately sprang back into place, so as to conceal the fact that the table top was one great
cluster of push buttons.

"Monk, you and Ham stay here and stall these fellows!" Doc directed.

Monk surveyed the sartorially perfect Ham and nmade an awful grimace. "O0.K ['Il try to put up
with this shyster |"

At that, Ham gl ared and hefted his sword cane suggestively. H's expression said that nothing
woul d give himnore pleasure than to stick the blade into Mnk's anthropoid frane.

"Sonme of these days, |'mgonna take that hairy hide of yours home for a rug!" he prom sed.

Thi s exchange, acconpani ed by fierce |ooks, was nothing unusual. Ham and Monk were always riding
each other. Their good-natured quarrel dated back to the Great War to an incident which had given
Ham hi s nicknane. To have sone fun, Ham had taught Mnk sone highly insulting French words, telling
himthey were the proper adjectives with which to curry the favor of a French general. Mnk had used
them -- and | anded in the guardhouse.

Shortly after his release fromthe mlitary cal aboose, the dapper Brigadi er General Theodore

Mar |l ey Brooks had been hail ed upon a charge of stealing hans. Sonebody had planted the evidence. The
ni ckname of Ham had stuck fromthat day.

What irked Ham especially, was the fact that he had never been able to prove it was Monk who had
framed him

Monk only leered nastily at Ham and asked Doc: "Wiere are you goin'?"

"If you do not know, you can tell the truth when those fellows ask you where we are," Doc
informed himdryly.

Every one but Mnk and Ham now | eft the office. They entered the hi gh-speed elevator. A
breath-taking drop foll owed. Doc sent the cage to the basenent |evel.

The New Jersey officers and their four w tnesses had undoubtedly been passed sonewhere en route.
Doc led his party along a white passage. They entered a private garage which the bronze nman

mai ntai ned in the basement. This held several cars, all excellent machines, but none in the |east
fl ashy.

Doc stepped to a large |linousine, He produced two objects froma door pocket. One of these
resenbled a greatly overgrown wist watch. The other was a flat box with nunmerous dials and
switches, and a harness by which it could be carried under a coat, out of view.

The two objects were joined by a flexible conduit.

Doc flicked switches. On the glass dial of the oversize wist-watch contrivance appeared a
picture of the office upstairs.

Aunt Nora | ooked at this picture, noting the presence of the big, furry Monk and the dapper Ham
Her eyes threatened to junp out of her head when she saw the two go to the door and adnmit a string
of nen.

"Land sakes!" she gasped. "A television nmachine! | didn't know they nmade 'emthat snall!"

"The only ones of that size are in Doc's possession,"” Long Tom advi sed her, with the natural
pride of an electrical expert discussing a remarkabl e acconplishment in his profession. "Doc nade
them The transmitter is concealed in the wall of the roomupstairs.”

"But | didn't see it turned on!"

"Doc did that when he pressed the inlaid table top."

There was a radio set in the |inmousine. Doc spun the dials. The words which came fromthe

| oud- speaker showed the set was tuned to a transnmitter relayi ng sounds picked up by secret

m crophones in the office room above.

Bet ween the television and the radio, Doc and the others were able to foll ow what went on above
al rost as perfectly as if they had been present.

FOUR OF the nen who had just arrived wore unifornms of New Jersey State Troopers. A New York
detective was also with them If an arrest was to be nade, he would have to make it, jailing the
prisoners until they were extradited to New Jersey.

Any water-front dive m ght have been conbed to get the other four. They were attired in suits,
neckties, and bats which | ooked brand-new. This was productive of a suspicion that they had been
dressed up for the occasion.

"Where is Doc Savage?" demanded one of the troopers.

Monk's honely face was very innocent. "Search nme, officer."

"This is a regretful mission for us," said another of the policenen. "Know ng Doc Savage to be a
man of fine character --

"He ain't so dam fine!l" sneered one of the four somewhat sinister witnesses. "W saw 'im nmurder
a man!"

Ham beetl ed his brows and bent a hard stare on the quartet. This was Hamls elenent. As a | awyer,
he had handl ed many |ying w tnesses.

"You saw t he nmurder?" he chall enged.

"Yeah!" they chorused sullenly.

"And you are sure it was Doc Savage?" Hanmls tone of voice called themfrauds as plainly as words
coul d have.



"Yeah! We've seen the bronze guy's picture in the newspapers! It was

Ham | evel ed his sword cane dramatically at the four. "The Geen Bell showed you Doc Savage's

pi cture, and gave you noney to swear that he nurdered Jim Cash! Isn't that right?"

This blunt accusation failed to have the desired effect. The spokesman of the quartet w nked

el aborately at one of the troopers.

"This guy nust be nuts!" he said. "W don't know anything about any Geen Bell. W saw Doc Savage
push that poor feller onto that third rail. Like honest citizens should do, we told the police!"
"That's right!" snarled another of the four. "W don't have to stand here and listen to this
little snort of a nouthpiece razz us, either!"

"Shut up!" grow ed one of the officers. Then, to Ham "Can you tell us where we can find Doc
Savage?"

"l do not know where he is," Hamsaid. This was the truth to a letter.

Ham now stepped into the library. He cane back, bearing a | arge group picture. He held the print
up before the four nmen who clained they had seen the nurder.

"Let's see you pick out Doc," he invited.

Doc Savage was not in the picture at all. Ham hoped to trick the nen into a fal se
identification.

It failed to work.

"What d'you think we are!" jeered one of the nmen. "Savage ain't there!"

Ham wondered i f he | ooked as worried as he felt. These charl atans, be was now sure, had been
shown a picture fromwhich they could identify Doc.

This nmeant that Doc was certain to face a murder charge. The police of both New York and New
Jersey held the bronze man in great esteem But that woul d not keep Doc out of jail -- not with four
Wi t nesses saying he had conmitted a nurder.

There was no such thing as bail on a nmurder charge. "Can you tell us whether or not Doc Savage
wi Il give hinself up?" asked one of the officers.

"Naw -- he won't!" Monk runbled. "Not to get hinself throwed in jail on a fake charge!"

The officers became sonewhat grimat this. "Then we'll have to spread a general alarmfor him"
"Don't pay any attention to what this hairy dope says!" Haminterpol ated, glaring at Mnk. "He
hasn't got good sense, so he don't know what Doc will do. | amsure Doc will take every neasure to

help the police."

The troopers showed plainly that they were distressed about the whol e thing.

"This is -- a case of nurder, you know," the New York detective said reluctantly. "I amafraid we
shall have to issue an i nmedi ate pick-up order for Doc."

The officers and the quartet of nountebank w tnesses now took their departure.

"You had better watch those four closely!" Ham warned the police.

"Don't worry," replied the trooper. "We're going to pop '"emin the can an' keep 'emthere!"

DOC SAVAGE gave the officers an interval in which to get out of the building. Then he went to a
tel ephone in the garage and called the office upstairs.

"The thing | ooks pretty bad!" he advised Ham "If | surrender nyself now, I'Il have to go to
jail. | couldn't get bail on a charge that serious."

"That's right," Ham groaned.

"The thing to do is to get out of town. So we're leaving for Prosper Gty at once."

"Great!" Ham brightened. "W'I|l go and clean up on this Geen Bell right in his own belfry!"

"You are not going!" Doc advised.

Ham squawked in di sappoi ntnent. "But listen, Doc --

"Some one nust stay in New York and fight this nmurder charge," Doc pointed out. "You're

elected. "

Ham was groaning | oudly when Doc hung up. The thought that be m ght miss out on sonme excitenent
was a big blowto Ham He was the | ogical one to renain behind, however, because of his profession.
It was Doc's customto assign his nmen tasks for which their particular profession fitted them
This was an energency calling for a | awer, which happened to be Hanis specialty. It was his hard
luck if he was forced to remain behind and m ss anyt hing.

Monk soon entered the basenent garage. His honely grin was so wide that it threatened to jamhis

little ears together on the back of his head. He was well aware of Haml s di sappoi ntnent -- and
tickled in proportion.
"We shall |eave for Prosper City in half an hour," Doc stated. "Can you nake it?"

The query was directed at Aunt Nora, Alice Cash, and Oe Slater. As for his own nen, Doc knew
they woul d have no trouble getting away in that interval.

"Qur bags are in our old car in a parking lot near here," Aunt Nora told him "Wen we get our
grips, we'll be ready to hike."

"It will not take me long to get ny A adstone fromthe railway station check room where | |eft
it!" e Slater offered.

As guards to acconmpany Aunt Nora and Alice Cash, Doc dispatched Renny and Monk -- rmuch to Mnk's
pl easure. A pretty girl always took Mnk's eye.

O e Slater declared he would need no protection. "I doubt if they know | amin New York,



anyway. "

It was noticeable that Oe favored Monk with a faint scowl when the honely fellow offered the
attractive young lady a gallant arm

Each of Doc's nen assenbl ed equi pnent which they mght need. This was their usual procedure.

Monk, for instance, had a nmarvel ously conpact little chem cal |aboratory which he took. Long Tom
had an assortnment of parts fromwhich he could assenbl e an al nost unbel i evabl e nunber of electrical
devices. Big-fisted Renny had a few engi neering instrunents.

Johnny, the archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st, carried nost of his equipnment in his head in the form of
know edge. So he burdened hinmself w th machine guns, amunition, and grenades, as well as a set of
bul | et - proof vests.

The machi ne guns whi ch Johnny packed were renarkabl e weapons. They resenbl ed slightly oversized
automatics, with big curled magazines. Doc had perfected them They fired shots so swiftly that they
sounded |ike gigantic bull fiddl es when they went into operation.

These weapons were carried nore for the terror they caused foes, than for lethal use. Doc and his
ai des never took human life if they could help it.

However, Doc's enenmies had a way of perishing in traps which they thensel ves had set for the
bronze nan.

THE GROUP gathered in the skyscraper basenent and entered the large linousine. A special lift
carried the car to street |level. Few persons, other than the building attendants, knew of the
presence of the garage.

Ham tapping his sword cane disconsol ately against a polished toe, saw themoff fromthe curb. He
figured he was in for a dull tinme.

As a usual thing, when there was danger, Doc rode either in an open car or outside, clinging to
the running board. He did this as a matter of safety. The manner in which his strange gol den eyes
could detect a lurking enemy was uncanny.

Doc broke his rule this tine, and ensconced hinself in the rear seat. To ride outside, where he
coul d be seen, would nean difficulties with the police.

Wth Renny at the wheel, the car rolled toward the Hudson River.

Except for an occasional lonely drop, the rain had ceased. The streets glistened wetly. Qut on
the w de Hudson, two tugboats were hooting deep bass whistles, each stubbornly contesting for the
right of way.

War ehouses | ooned-flat, nonster hul ks.

Renny drove directly toward one of these. The headlights brought out a name on the front of the
structure.

THE H DALGO TRADI NG CO

If one had taken the trouble to investigate, he would have | earned the Hidal go Trading Co. owned
not hing but this one warehouse. Also, Doc Savage was the whol e concern.

At Doc's quiet warning, no one got out of the linopusine. By now, they had all noted that the

wi ndows were bul | et proof glass, nore than an inch thick, and the body of the nachine itself was
arnor-plate steel.

Renny depressed a switch on the instrunent board. This produced no visible phenonena. But big
doors in the front of the warehouse opened silently.

Actual ly, Renny had turned on a lantern which projected ultra-violet rays invisible to the human
eye. These had operated a special photo-electric cell concealed in the front of the great barn of a
buil ding. This cell had set the door nechanismin action.

As the car glided forward, the lights illum nated the ware-house interior. Aunt Nora, Alice Cash,
and O e Slater enmtted three gasps of surprise which blended as one.

The pl ace held several planes. These ranged froma vast, tri-nmotored craft which was streanlined
to an ultra degree, to various small gyros and auto-gyros. Every ship was an anphi bian -- capabl e of
descending on land or water.

The aut onobil e heaved gently over the threshold, and rolled several yards into the vast warehouse
hangar. Every one alighted and began unl oading the duffel.

"Hey!" Monk ripped. "Lookit what's comn'!"

Seven om nous figures materialized soundl essly fromthe darkness outside. There was barely room
for themto cone abreast through the |arge door. They resenbled a charge of crows.

Each was mantled fromcrown to toe in a black sack of a garnent. The bells, painted on the fronts
of the gowns, had a green hue which seermed particularly vile.

Three figures held automatics; the others gripped submachi ne guns. Extra ammunition druns for the
rapid-firers were suspended around their necks by thin strings which could be broken with a jerk.
THE SEVEN sinister figures ran a few feet within the warehouse.

"Gve it to 'em" snarled one.

Aut omati cs and machi ne guns opened up in a hideous roar! Enpty cartridges chased each other from
the breeches of the automatics, and poured in brassy streans fromthe ejectors of the rapid-firers.
Powder noi se cascaded through the capaci ous warehouse in a deafening sal vo.

Ali ce Cash shrieked, and shoved Aunt Nora into the shelter of the sedan. Quick thinking, that!
Oe Slater followed themw th a |eap.



Doc Savage and his four friends nerely stood there enpty-handed, and watched the exhibition of
mur derous fury.

Sonet hi ng nysterious was happening to the bullets. A few feet fromDoc and his nmen, the slugs
seened to stop in md-air and splatter |ike raindrops. Some halted and hung in space, strangely
di storted.

None of the bullets were reaching Doc's group.

The truth dawned on the gang of Green Bells. They ceased shooting as abruptly as they had
started. They goggl ed at the bullets which seemed suspended in the air.

Their leader tried to yell a command. Amazenent had gripped himso strongly that he made several
uni ntel ligible choking noi ses before he could get words out.

"Beat it!" he gulped. "This joint is hoodooed, or sonethin'!"

As one man, the seven veered around and pitched for the outer darkness. Wat had just occurred

was startling. But what happened now was far worse -- at |least to the Green Bells.

They seened to smash headl ong into an invisible wall. Bruised, noses spouting crinson, they
bounced back. Two piled down on the floor, stunned.

The survivors now realized what had happened. Walls of glass -- thick, transparent, and

bul | et-proof -- had arisen in front and behi nd.

The one in front must have been up when they entered; the rear panel had arisen after their feet
had operated a hidden trip in the floor.

Howling in terror, they flung thensel ves against the transparent barricade. They shot at it. The
bullets only splattered, or stuck. They could see tiny cracks radiating |ike cobwebs from points
where the bullets nade contact. This fact had escaped their notice before.

They skittered their hands along the cold, vertical expanse, seeking an escape.

Doc Savage gl anced at his conpanions, and said quietly: "Hold your breath -- at least a mnute,
if you can."

Drawi ng several snull glass globes fromhis clothing, Doc advanced. The bul bs were thin-walled,
and held a liquid.

Before the alnost invisible barrier, Doc sprang high into the air and flung a fistful of the
glass balls over the top. The tiny squashing noises as they broke was lost in the frightened wailing
of the trapped Green Bells.

Doc waited. He was holding his breath; his friends were doing |ikew se. The two wonen and O e
Slater had followed suit, w thout knowi ng what it was all about.

The Green Bells began to act |ike nen who had gone to sleep on their feet. They collapsed in

qui ck succession. Sone fell heavily; others reclined with nore care, as if tired. The two who had
dazed thensel ves by butting the glass wall, ceased their nervous tw tchings.

Perhaps a m nute el apsed.

Then Doc gave a signal, and his conpani ons began to breat he.

Chapter VI. FEAR S DOVAI N

"LAND SAKES!" Aunt Nora sputtered. "Wat happened? | don't nean the glass walls! Wat put '"emto
sleep like that?"

The horely Monk took it on hinself to explain, probably for the benefit of pretty Alice Cash.
"There was an anesthetic gas in the glass balls. It spreads quickly, and produces instant
unconsci ousness if breathed. After mixing with the air for sonething less than a mnute, the stuff
becomes ineffective."

Working rapidly, Doc Savage operated snmall |evers at one side of the warehouse. The glass walls
sank noi sel essly.

"Put the Green Bells in the big plane," he directed. "The police will be drawn by those shots,
and we want to get out of here before they arrive.

This order was carried out with swift efficiency.

Aunt Nora bounced about, highly excited by the Iightning speed of recent events.

"Thi s disgui sed hangar -- these planes -- that office of yours!" She waved her arns. "These

t hings have cost a |l ot of noney! You nust be rich as sin!"

The bronze man only gave her one of his rare smles.

The somewhat fantastic truth about Doc's wealth was destined to renain a nystery to Aunt Nora,
just as it was an enigma to the rest of the world.

Doc possessed a fabul ous hoard of gold. The trove lay in a lost valley in the renbte nountain
fastness of a Central American republic. Descendants of the ancient Mayan race lived in this valley
and mined the treasure.

When Doc was in need of funds, he had nerely to broadcast, at a certain hour, a few words in the
Mayan | anguage. This was picked up by a sensitive radio receiver in the lost valley. A few days
later, a burro train laden with gold woul d appear mthe capital of the Central American republic.
The cargo was al ways deposited to Doc's credit in a bank. It was a slimtrip when one of these
burro trains did not bring out a treasure of four or five mllion dollars.

The war ehouse floor sloped downward. The outer end, a concrete apron, was under water. The big

pl ane was quickly rolled down and set afloat. Electric nmotors pulled great doors back on oiled
tracks.



Doc took the controls. The notors started. They were equi pped with efficient silencers, and nade
only shrill hissings.

A few minutes later, the giant plane was streaking over the surface of the Hudson; it cocked its
nose up in a steep clinb.

Looki ng backward, using binoculars, Doc's nmen could see red lights crawling about in the vicinity
of the warehouse. These were police cars putting in a tardy arrival.

Prosper City lay to the westward, but Doc flew north. He soon turned the controls over to Renny.
Al'l of the bronze man's aids were expert airnmen.

MOVI NG TO the seven sl eeping prisoners, Doc stripped off the green-belled black gowns.

Aunt Nora eyed the faces which were disclosed, and snapped: "l've seen those rats |oafing around
Prosper Gity!"

Alice Cash nodded, then relapsed into a white-faced silence. She was grieving over her brother's
murder, and saying very little.

Oe Slater scow ed, causing his features to | ose some of their handsoneness. "l|'ve seen them
around town, too!"

Doc now used a hypoderm c needl e and adm nistered a stinmulant to one of the captives. This soon
revived the fellow.

The man quailed fromthe bronze giant and began to whinper in terror. "It was all a m stake!"
Doc grasped the craven's face between nuscul ar pal ns and began to stare steadily into the
wavering eyes.

The onl ookers soon understood what be was doi ng. Using hypnotism But the victimwas too
frightened to realize what was occurring, or to conbat the effects of the weird gol den eyes.

The fellow finally becanme still, staring at Doc like a bird at a big serpent.

"Who is the Green Bell?" Doc demanded in a conpelling tone.

"l -- dunno,"” the man nmunbl ed tonel essly. "None of us knows."

Under normal conditions, Doc would not have believed a word the man told him But now he knew he
was hearing the truth.

"Who told you to spring that trap at the warehouse?" he persisted.

"The Green Bell tel ephoned us," was the droned answer. "He just said for us to follow you and
kill you and your men when we got a chance. W were not to harmthe two wonen and O e Slater."
"dory be!" exploded Aunt Nora. "Wy didn't he want Alice and e and nme done away w th?"

Doc relayed this query to his source of information.

"It was on account of the effect their death would have on their friends in Prosper Cty,"

munbl ed the Green Bell hireling. "They'd | ynch Judborn Tugg. Tugg is inportant in the big scheng,
whatever it is!"

Doc queried: "Do Judborn Tugg and Slick Cool ey belong to the Green Bell's gang?"

"l dunno -- | guess so. | don't know nuch. |I'ma new man."

Doc tried one nore question. "Did the Green Bell send you to New York, in the first place, to
nmur der nme?"

"l don't think so. He just sent us so we'd be handy in case sonething went wong. His first idea
was to get you on his pay roll. He thought you were a comon nuscle man."

"Did you and this gang here murder June Cash?"

"No. Sonme nore of the Green Bell's nen done that." This summed up the information Doc was able to
secure fromthe man. He awakened the other six, and put questions to them but learned little nore.
Not hi ng, in fact, that was val uabl e.

RENNY VEERED t he giant plane inland, toward the nountainous, thinly popul ated up-state portion of
New Yor k.

The huge speed-cow ed notors were al nost w de open. The ship was meking a speed considerably in
excess of two hundred and fifty mles an hour. It was one of the fastest craft for its size to be
f ound.

Doc went to the radio transmtter and sent a brief nessage.

Later in the night, when they landed in a clearing in the northern wilderness, three ghostly
anmbul ances were wai ting. These had been summoned by Doc's radi o message.

Wi te-clad men, their faces lost in the shadows beneath their cap brims, |oaded the seven
prisoners into the anbul ances. Few words were exchanged.

The anbul ances departed. Doc took his plane off. The whol e incident had been gri mand spectral .
Aunt Nora was bew | dered. "What'l|l happen to those seven nen?"

"They will be taken care of," Doc said, and did not clarify the thing further.

Doc did not advertise what happened to w ongdoers whom he captured. The bronze man nai ntai ned a
strange institution in this nmountain wlderness. There, the seven men woul d undergo brain operations
whi ch woul d cause themto conpletely forget their pasts.

Next, they would be taught upright citizenship and a trade. They would be turned | oose -- honest
men, unaware of their past crimnal careers.

No crook, once treated in this manner, had ever returned to evil ways.

Doc's institution would have caused a worl d-wi de sensation, had its existence becone public.

A hissing nmeteor, the plane hurtled through the night, bearing the remarkabl e bronze man, his



four unusual aids, and the three unfortunates whom he intended to help.

PROSPER CI TY -- crisscrossed strings of street |anps far below -- appeared sone tinme before
dawn.

"The airport is north of town!" Alice Cash advised.

The dronme was unlighted. It was situated in the mddl e of an area of ripening grain which | ooked
yellow in the noonlight -- there was a noon shining on Prosper City. The flying field was turfed
with grass, which was very dark as seen fromthe air.

Three rusty hangars were hunched at the edge of the tarmac. A junked pl ane stood behi nd one shed.
Faded pennants of fabric clung to its naked skel eton.

As far as could be seen, there was no one about.

Doc cranked the | andi ng wheel s down out of the wells, into which they had di sappeared for greater
stream ining. He planted the big ship on the ground as lightly as if it had been a glider. They
coasted to a stop perhaps two hundred feet fromone of the hangars.

The sliding door of this hangar scooted back and |l et out a flood of nmen. They wore police

uni f or ns.

An incredibly tall, rawboned nman | ed the policenen. He had an enornous nustache, and a small red
face. The conbination was rem ndful of a cherry with a large brown caterpillar on it.
"The police chief -- Cemdenents!" Aunt Nora snapped. "I'l|l bet some one has told himwe're

crimnals, and demhas believed 'eml Cemis sure pin-headed!"

Chief Clenments was flourishing an official-Iooking docunent.

Doc Savage needed no close inspection to tell himwhat this paper was -- a warrant for his
arrest, perhaps, or a wire from New York, requesting the bronze man's apprehension.

A deduction that Doc would head for Prosper City would call for no great thinking on the
nmysterious Green Bell's part. But the naster nmind had noved quickly to give nore trouble to Doc and
his friends.

Doc did a bit of fast thinking, and decided the sinplest thing he could do was to avoid Chief
Clenents for the present.

Turning in the pilot's seat, Doc gl anced backward. There had been no rain in Prosper Gty
recently. The prop streamwas pulling dust fromthe grass roots, and squirting it back in a funnel.
There was rmuch nore dust around the hangars.

Doc | ocked one wheel brake, and sl apped the throttles open. This pivoted the plane. A dusty
hurricane sl apped the faces of Chief denents and his nen.

They were blinded. They yelled angrily, and fired warning shots in the air.

Doc dropped out of the ship. He seened to flatten and vanish in the scrubby grass. He left the
vicinity like a startled ghost.

CH EF CLEMENTS dashed up to the plane, rubbing his eyes and bl owi ng dust out of his big

nmust ache.

"You done that on purpose!" he declared irately. He had a nmetallic, whanging voi ce.

Renny put his sober face out of a wi ndow. The twanging voice of Chief Cenents rem nded himof a
taut barbed w re being plucked.

"We didn't think of the dust!" he said neekly. This was not a prevarication -- Doc had thought of
t he dust.

"We're lookin' for a murderer named Doc Savage!" snapped Chief C enents.

Renny heaved a relieved sigh. The policenen had been blinded by the dust so effectively that
Doc's departure had escaped their notice.

"Who put you up to this, Cemdenents?" Aunt Nora shouted wathfully.

Chief Clenments glared at Aunt Nora as if the notherly old |ady had horns.

"None of your business!" he retorted, somewhat childishly. Aunt Nora junped out of the plane.
"Was it Judborn Tugg?"

Chief Clenents pulled the ends of his nustache down in a scow, giving the inpression that the
caterpillar on the cherry had bowed its back.

"Now don't you start running down Judborn Tugg!" he twanged. "He's an upright man, and the best
citizen this town's got! What if he did wire me from New York that you was m xed up with a nurderer
named Doc Savage, and might show up here? He was doin' the decent thing!"

"Tugg never did a decent thing in his whole evil life!" Aunt Nora said scathingly.
Chief Clements thrust his little red head forward. "I think you' re behind this trouble, Aunt Nora
Boston! |'ve just been waitin' to get sone proof, so | could throw you in jail!"

Aunt Nora cocked her arnms aki nmbo. "That sounds |ike sonme of Judborn Tugg's advice!"

"If | find Doc Savage in that plane, you' re gonna be | ocked up on a charge of helpin' a nurderer
escape!" Chief Cenments yelled.

"If you find Doc Savage in the ship, I'll go to jail willingly!"™ Aunt Nora snapped.

Chief Clenments and his men now searched the giant trimtor. Their faces registered a great deal
of di sappoi ntment when they found no bronze man.

"We'll hang around the airport!" the Prosper City police chief whanged. "Savage may show up in
another plane. |'ve got a guard around your house, too, Aunt Nora! And you're gonna be shadowed,
every nove you nmake. |f Doc Savage tries to get in touch with you, we'll nab '"im"



Aunt Nora sniffed loudly. But her winkled face showed concern.

"l suppose it's all right to call a car to take us into town?" she snapped.

"1"1l send you in ny car!" offered Chief Clenents, figuring this would make it sinpler for his
men to keep track of Aunt Nora and her conpani ons.

"I wouldn't ride in it!" Aunt Nora informed him "I1'Ill tel ephone for a hack!"

THE CAB whi ch Aunt Nora summoned arrived sonething over half an hour later.

The driver was a shabby individual, who slouched | ow behind the wheel. He had a purpl e nose,

bul gi ng cheeks, and he seened half asleep. He did not offer to open the door for his fares.

The | uggage was piled in front with the chauffeur. The two wonen and O e Slater got in the rear.
Johnny and Long Tom turned down the drop seats. Mnk and Renny, the giants of the group, rode
clinging to the running board.

The taxi had not rolled far when it passed a pitiful little canp beside the road. There was a
ragged tent and a litter of house furnishings which had been virtually ruined by the weather. It was
a scene of utter poverty, even when seen in the nellow gl ow of the noonlight.

"There's a sanple,” Aunt Nora nuttered. "A year ago, that famly was happy and buying their own
home. The husband was one who woul dn't go out on strike. Driver -- stop the car! | want these people
to hear sonething!"

The machine halted; the motor silenced. A sound which canme steadily fromthe ragged tent could
now be heard. It was a low, frightful gibbering. It kept up w thout end.

"That's the poor husband,” Aunt Nora said brokenly. "He is insane! The Green Bell nmade himthat
way in sone horrible fashion! As | told you, there's nore than a dozen others like him They're all
men who wanted to stay at work, and keep the mills and mines operating. The Geen Bell is trying to
break every factory in this town."

Every one was silent as the car got under way again. To Doc's four nmen, this incident had been an
appal I i ng sanpl e of what they were up against. It brought hone to themthe sinister power of this
nysterious master, the Geen Bell.

They soon saw ot her evidence of the terrible conditions in Prosper Cty. In nore than one all ey,
there were furtive, slinking figures. These individuals were |ooking for scraps of food.

"The poor souls are starving!" Aunt Nora expl ai ned.

"It's ghastly!" Oe Slater groaned. "If | should put conditions such as these in the play | am
witing, people in other cities would say it couldn't happen! And no one knows what's behind it
all!"”

Johnny, the gaunt geol ogist, took off his spectacles with the magnifying left lens. "Isn't there
a community chest, or sonme kind of a charity fund?"

"All of those were exhausted |long ago," Alice Cash told himquietly. "Nine out of every ten nen
in Prosper City are out of work. That seens inconceivable. But it is true!"

The car rolled on. It turned several corners, behaving somewhat uncertainly, as if the driver did
not know where he was goi ng.

"You're not going toward ny house!" Aunt Nora rapped.

The driver shrugged. "Wich way is it?"

"You don't know?" Aunt Nora asked incredul ously.

"No!" said the driver with the purple nose and fat cheeks.

"Hunph! It | ooks like you have never been in Prosper Cty before!"

"1 haven't!"

Aunt Nora suddenly stood up and thrust her face close to that of the driver. She stared.

"Aory be!" she ejaculated. "You're Doc Savage!"

Chapter VII. CLEMENTS SETS A TRAP

THE DI SCOVERY that the chauffeur was Doc Savage surprised Monk and Renny so greatly that they
alnost fell off the running board. Ae Slater junped as if he had been sl apped. Alice Cash nade
silent whistling |ips of wonder.

Long Tom and Johnny both chuckl ed. This was not the first tine the bronze man had donned a

remar kabl e di sgui se. He was a nmaster of nmke-up, just as he was a nmaster of innumerable other

t hi ngs.

"l was hangi ng around, and heard you phone for the cab," Doc enlightened Aunt Nora. "It was a
sinple nmatter to stop the machine and bribe the driver to let me take his place."

"Where's the driver?" Aunt Nora wanted to know.

"He is going to sneak past the guards, and be waiting in your house to take the car away. That
will get me into your house wi thout the know edge of the watching policenen.”

Aunt Nora settled back with a sigh which alnost attained happiness. "If you ask this old girl,
I"mbetting Prosper City is soon going to see the end of its streak of hard |uck."

The room ng house operated by Aunt Nora Boston was a |arge, ranbling white structure of two
stories and a set of garret bedrooms. Much neatly trimred shrubbery surrounded it. Doc and his nen
t hought the ol d-fashioned place rather attractive.

Doc's ruse for gaining adm ssion to the house was carried to a successful conpletion. The real
driver drove the taxi away, |eaving Doc behi nd.

Chief Clenments's cops, stationed just outside Aunt Nora's grounds, did not snell a nouse.



Aunt Nora's house stood on the outskirts of Prosper City, at the foot of a range of high, wooded
hills, which the local citizens called nountains.

Coal mines were located in the nmountains, Doc soon |learned. Long galleries fromthese mines

underl aid nuch of Prosper City itself.

Ali ce Cash grasped an opportunity to inpart the information that Aunt Nora had secured a snall
fortune fromthe sale of this coal. The kindly old | ady had expended all of her funds in providing
for the needy, however.

The sun flushed up redly. Wth dawn, a fresh shift of policenen went on duty. There were four of
the officers observing the house.

Doc was careful to keep out of sight.

The bronze man took his first steps ainmed at inproving conditions in Prosper City. Froma pocket,
he produced a sheaf of bank notes.

Aunt Nora rubbed her eyes when she saw the size of the bills. Some were hundreds, but nost were

of thousand-dol | ar denomi nati on.

Doc passed the snall fortune to Aunt Nora, along with instructions.

Aunt Nora paid a visit to the Prosper City nerchants who had been npbst generous in contributing
to charity. Each received a tremendous order for food and clothing, with cash on the line.

The delight with which the nerchants greeted this business was noving. One old grocery man, who
had been carrying his whol e nei ghborhood on credit because he could not bear to see forner custoners
in want, sat down and cried.

Bef ore noon, arrangenents were conpleted for the delivery of nore than a score of truck |oads of
food and clothing to Aunt Nora's capacious yard. "By night," was the tinme insisted upon.

There were a few skinflint nerchants who had given credit to none of the inpoverished, and who
had not contributed to charity. These fellows did not get a penny of Doc's business.

A circus was stranded in town. Aunt Nora | eased the big top and the nenagerie tent, and ordered
themerected in her yard to shelter the supplies.

Wor ki ng under Doc's directions, Oe Slater rented several open cars. These rolled through the
streets. Slater, Alice Cash and Doc's four men stood in the back seats w th negaphones, broadcasting
the fact that there would be a food distribution and a nmeeting at Aunt Nora's place that night.
"Tell them" Doc directed, "that at this gathering a plan will be presented which will put every
man in Prosper City back to work within the next tw weeks."

To say this information created a sensation in Prosper City was putting it mldly. Few believed
the thing could be done. But every nman, his famly, and his dog would attend the neeting to see what
it was all about.

THE MYSTERI OUS master mind, the Green Bell, was not dormant. Hard faced men -- the agitators who
had been prominent in the trouble fromthe first -- nmounted soap boxes at street corners, and began
to label Aunt Nora as a sinister wonan, and Doc Savage a nurderer and worse.

The elderly lady, they said, was in |league with "The Interests." Just who The Interests were,

they neglected to nmention explicitly, but included mll and mne owners in a general way. Aunt Nora
was going to try to persuade nmen to go back to work at starvation wages, they declared. Wiy go to
work and starve anyway, while the pockets of the rich were |ined?

This argument woul d have been good, had it had any foundation in truth. These fellows did not

give a hoot about the welfare of the worknen, although they clained they did.

They were on the pay roll of the Green Bell. Their purpose was to keep the factories and m nes
closed. Why? Only the Geen Bell knew.

The hired agitators held thensel ves up as protectors of the workers. They voiced threats against
all who attended Aunt Nora's nmeeting.

"We ain't gonna go to work until we get decent wages!" one orator proclainmed. "You're fools if

you listen to the soft-soaping words of that lying old |ady!"

At this point, one of Aunt Nora's admirers knocked the spieler off his soap box. A dozen
policemen were required to break up the fight which followed.

This was not the only incident of its kind. The day was marked by a dribble of bruised and
battered agitators into the hospitals.

Chi ef of Police Oenments appeared at Aunt Nora's house. Hi s big nmustache was a-bristle with

rage.

"l forbid this nmeeting to-night!" he yelled. "You're just fixing to start nore trouble! Even now,
there's fightin' all over town!"

"Judborn Tugg nust be back hone!" Aunt Nora jeered.

Chi ef Clenments becanme purple. It was a fact that Judborn Tugg and Slick Cool ey had alighted from
the noon train.

"What's that got to do with it?" he gritted.

"Didn't Tugg tell you to stop ny neeting?" Aunt Nora countered.

This was the truth, and Chief C enments was not ashanmed to adnit it. Chief Cl ements was an honest
soul, if a dumb one, and ponpous Judborn Tugg was an idol in his eyes.

"M. Tugg is the best citizen this town has!" he declared with the firmess of an ignorant man
with one firmy fixed idea. "It is true that he thinks your powww will only cause trouble. | think



so, too! And I'mgoing to break it up!"

"You're going to get your head broke if you try it!" retorted Aunt Nora.

This was hardly the argument to use on a bull headed man such as Chief Cenents. It only made his
determ nation the firmer.

Pretty Alice Cash cane forward with the argunent which really swayed the boss of the Prosper City
pol i ce.

"We are going to distribute food to the starving to-night," she said gently. "Surely, you are not
going to be col d-bl ooded enough to stop that?"

Chi ef Clenments squirmed unconfortably. He might be thickheaded and a worshi per of Judborn Tugg,
but he was also a kindly man. If any hungry person was to be fed, he would be the last one to stand
in the way.

The upshot was that he agreed to |l et the nmeeting be held.

"But |'m gonna have plenty of cops here," he warned.

DOC SAVAGE had eavesdropped fromthe conceal nent of another room He conplinmented attractive
Alice Cash when she joined him

"You were clever enough to avoid what mght have been a nasty bit of trouble!" he told her.

Alice gave Doc a ravishing smle of thanks. She was, it could be seen plainly, experiencing a
great attraction for the giant bronze man. Signs already indicated that, once grief over her
brother's death was dulled by the passing of alittle tine, she was going to fall for Doc in a big
way.

Oe Slater could see this. He failed to conceal a worried | ook. He was obviously enraptured with
the entrancing Alice.

He m ght have been relieved to know that Doc Savage nade it a policy to steer far wide of

fem nine entangl enments. His perilous, active career made that necessary. Shoul d he encunber hinself
with a wife, she would not only be always in danger of becomi ng a wi dow, but enenmi es would strike at
Doc through her. He could et no wonan lead a life like that.

Late in the afternoon, Hamtel ephoned from New York. He reported that he was investigating the
past lives of the four nen who had sworn falsely that they had seen Doc nurder Ji m Cash.

"I may be able to get sonething on themthat will nake themtell the truth," he said hopefully.
"But, frankly, |I'mnot doing so hot."

Since Doc was forced to keep under cover, his four aids in Prosper City handl ed preparations for
the night's concl ave.

Bi g-fisted Renny, who had superintended construction of skyscrapers and bridges as an engi neer,
directed raising of the circus tents. Long Tom the electrical w zard, installed a public address
system so that every word spoken froma rostrumat one end of the big top could be heard. He al so
erected powerful flood Iights.

CGorillalike Mnk, who had | earned to command nen as a lieutenant colonel in the arny, organized a
score of Aunt Nora's friends into a corps to handle the distribution of food and cl ot hi ng.

Two banks remained open in Prosper Cty. The gaunt Johnny visited one of them after ascertaining
Judborn Tugg was a director in the other. The one Johnny entered was the snmaller one.

When Johnny departed, he left a stunned set of bank officials behind. They held a check deposited
in Doc Savage's nane. The anmount of this check crowded the space providing for witing in the
figures. The bankers tel ephoned New York before they woul d believe the draft was good.

A runor of this enornous deposit got out. The Prosper City News tel ephoned New York newspapers,
asking who this Doc Savage was. They were informed that he was a bronze man of nystery, who
possessed an unknown source of fabul ous wealth, and who devoted his life to fighting other people's
battles. They also | earned that Doc now stood accused of mnurdering Ji m Cash.

The News carried both stories on its front page that evening. The paper also printed an
editorial, beginning:

"Who is Doc Savage -- Mdas or nurderer? |Is be a being whose nmight and wealth is to save Prosper
City? O is he a charlatan and a killer with a sinister purpose?"

Indications were that al nost every one in Prosper City was going to attend Aunt Nora Boston's
meeting in hopes of |earning the answer.

LONG BEFORE sundown, mnen, wonen, and children began trickling into Aunt Nora's great yard. The
first coners were ragged, pitiful figures with pinched faces. Hunger had drawn them

Sonme of the Green Bell's hired agitators appeared and started voicing threats. Mnk's corps of
trained helpers lit into these fellows with clubs. A pitched battle ensued.

An agitator drew a pistol and tried to kill Mnk. The first shot m ssed.

Renny lunged in and flung a fist that was as big and hard as half a concrete bl ock.

The gun wi el der dropped, his jaw broken like so nuch gravel.

Chief Clenents appeared nagically, |eading a squad of at least thirty officers. The latter had
long billies, tear-gas bonbs, and gas masks.

"I knew there was gonna be trouble here!" Chief Cenments how ed. "Every bl asted one of you are
under arrest!"

Monk waved at the agitators. "You nean those clucks are pulled, don't you?"

"l don't mean theml They're within their rights in makin' speeches! This is a free country! |



mean YOU "

Oe Slater was in none too good a tenper, probably because he had been worrying all day over the
unmi st akabl e signs charming Alice Cash gave of falling for Doc Savage. Rage got the better of

Sl ater.

He drew back and pasted the handi est cop.

Two policenen sprang upon Slater and bel abored himw th their clubs.

"Everybody's under arrest!" Chief Cenents repeated shrilly. "Then we're gonna search the house!
We got a tip that Doc Savage is in there!"

Monk ranmmed his honely face forward. "You what?"

"Judborn Tugg said one of his friends saw a bronze man hidin' in the house!" grow ed the police
| eader.

Doc Savage was stationed near an open wi ndow in the house, where he could listen. Hs strange
gol den eyes betrayed no enotion at Chief Cenents's words.

The report that Doc was conceal ed in Aunt Nora's home was a puzzling angle, however. Indirectly,

it had emanated fromthe nysterious Geen Bell, of course. But how had he known Doc was there? O
had he only made a wild guess?
Doc glided to a rear wi ndow. Darkness had now fallen, but the grounds were brilliantly lighted by

Long Tonmi s fl ood | anps.

Police were stationed in a cordon around the house. They stood close together. It was doubtful if
a nosquito could escape past them without being discovered.

Doc was in a trap!

BACK TO t he open front w ndow, Doc noved. The wall of one circus tent was not many yards distant.
He faced this. The remarkabl e nmuscles in his throat knotted into strange positions.

He spoke loudly, using ventriloquism H's words seened to cone fromthe tent wall. They were
strange words -- a not unnusical stream of gutturals.

It was the | anguage of the ancient Mayans. Doc's nen had learned it on their adventurous visit to
the lost Central American valley which held Doc's golden trove. It was one of the |east-known
tongues on earth. Certainly Chief Cenents did not understand it.

"Face the tent wall!" was Doc's first advice.

Monk and the other four instantly began staring at the tent. This enhanced the inpression that
the voice was emanating fromthat source. Doc knew very well that half the success of ventriloquism
lies in getting the hearer's attention on sonething he thinks the voice is comng from

Doc now added further commands, speaking rapidly. He got themall out before the policenen cane
to life.

Chi ef Cenents dashed to the tent, lifted the wall, then | ooked baffled when he found no one. He
spun on Monk and the others.

"Put your hands up!" he twanged. "You're carryin' themfunny-lookin' little guns! W don't allow
gun totin' in Prosper Gty!"

The "funny-1ookin' " guns which he referred to were the tiny machine guns which would fire with

such terrific speed.

Monk ignored the order.

"l gotta talk this over with ny friends," he said in his small voice.

"You ain't gonna do nothin' of the kind!"

Monk and the others now drew their weapons. "Oh, yes, we are! If you don't let us talk, there's
gonna be plenty of trouble!"

Chi ef Clenents hedged angrily, eyeing the weapons. Finally he gave in.

"Al'l right. But you gotta stay in plain sight!"

Monk and the rest did not follow this order to the letter. They retired within the tent. Mnk
entered the house and came back with hands enpty, but with a suspicious package bul ging his coat.
The conference | asted perhaps another mnute. Then every One cane out of the tent. They threw
down their weapons.

"That satisfy you?" Mnk denanded.

"We' re gonna search you!" whanged Chief Slater.

The officers advanced. Counting Doc's four aids and the score of recruits for the food
distribution, there cane near being one prisoner for every policeman.

The search got under way. Mnk coughed |loudly. Instantly, every captive brought his right hand in
contact with the face or hands of the | awran who was frisking him

The Policenen toppled over |ike mown bluegrass. They |ay where they fell, snoring |oudly.

H ghly el ated, Monk and the rest renoved tiny netal thinbles fromtheir fingers. These were
fashioned to blend closely with finger tips. Only an intent inspection would disclose them and the
unsuspecting officers had failed to note the things.

Each thinble held a tiny hypoderm c needl e, which, upon contact with the skin, injected a drug
produci ng a sleep of several hours' duration.

Doc, when he had spoken Mayan, had directed this operation to overpower the police. These

thi nbl es were devices of his own invention.

Chief Clements and his men were carried to their parked cars and dunped on the cushions.



Onl ookers, vastly puzzled, agreed to drive them away.

"We're shut of that guy until mdnight, anyway!" Mnk grinned.

THE CROWND gathered with increasing speed. Anrong those comi ng now were substantial citizens --
owners of mlls and mines which were being thrown into bankruptcy by the enforced idl eness.

It was a strange situation. The owners were anxi ous to operate their plants; the worknmen wanted

jobs badly. But the odious organization of the Green Bell was holding both at a standstill. To open
a factory neant it would be bonbed or burned. For a workman to take a job neant he was in danger of
beatings or -- worst of all -- the weird, horrible insanity.

That there was some cold, relentless purpose behind it all, many realized. But they could not

fathom t he reason.

Wiy was the Green Bell trying to bankrupt every industry in Prosper City? Was he a fiend with a
mad hate for the town? No one knew.

The crowd seened reluctant to enter the tents. Mre than one man there had felt the vengeance of
the Green Bell. They gathered in knots outside and tal ked. A few becanme frightened and left.

The agitators on the Green Bell's pay roll had not spoken entirely without effect.

In order to quiet fears, Long Tomtuned in a portable radio set and stood the | oud-speaker near
the m crophone of the public-address system

Dance nusic was now audi ble all over the grounds, and for sonme distance al ong the suburban roads
in either direction. The tune cane fromthe local Prosper City station.

Unexpectedly, an unearthly wail burst in upon the lilting of fiddles and the nuted noani ng of
saxophones. The sound rose and fell, changing its tone. It was |like the death cries of a nonster,
pouring fromthe | oud-speakers.

A deep-throated, reverberating boomlifted over the bedl amof walling. The throbbing sound seened
to fill all the night, nmagnified a thousand tinmes by the address-system speakers. Mre of the weird
notes cane. A death-wal k procession!

It might have been the tolling of sone cataclysmc dirge.

The sound ended, and the jazzy dance tune poured fromthe | oud-speakers as if nothing happened.
On the grounds men mlled, grimof eye and pale of face. Wnen clung to their husbands, or

not hered their children. The hideous tolling had stricken stark terror.

"The Green Bell!" a man nmunbl ed.

"It means death or insanity to sonebody! It nearly al ways does!"

Doc Savage, a notionless statue of bronze, surveyed the scene fromthe house. He had seen savage
tribesmen in far countries, living in apprehension of something they did not understand. He had seen
passengers on a great ocean |iner aghast at approachi ng di saster.

He had never seen quite the depth of fear which was here before his eyes, induced by the gonging
sound with which the Geen Bell had associated hinsel f.

The unknown brain back of this strange trouble -- the being who was reducing a city to poverty

for some secret reason of his own -- had progressed far toward acconplishing his ains. Prosper Cty
was a realmof fear, and he was its czar.

Chapter VII1. VO CE FROM THE EARTH

SOMVE TWO hundred yards from Aunt Nora Boston's house, a man perched in a tree, laughing heartily.
He was getting great glee out of the terror which the Green Bell's sound had w ought.

Slick Cooley held his side with one hand, and a linb with the other. He finally stifled his
unholy mrth.

"That' 1l hold 'em" he chuckl ed.

He pocketed a pair of binoculars and clanbered out of the tree. Carefully avoiding the road, he
strode northward. On his right, the | ow mountains frowned in the pale noonlight. He paralleled

t hem

When he had covered sone distance, he veered over to the road, where wal king was easier. A dog
ran out and barked at him Slick threw clods at the dog.

He went on. The dog had cone fromthe | ast house; ahead was a |large area of marsh land. A wealthy
farnmer had once tried to drain this swanpy section to cultivate it, but had been forced to give the
task up as a bad job. Geat weeds and brush had overgrown the waste | and.

A car canme up behind Slick, and stopped when it was al ongside him The nmachi ne was Judborn Tugg's
flashy roadster. Tugg in person sat back of the wheel. He inquired:

"Lift?"

Slick got in.

"The bellin'" noise scared that crowd plenty!" he boasted.

"l cannot understand what happened to Chief Cenents!" Tugg snapped. "l visited the man at the
hospital! He seens only to be asleep. But they can't wake himup!"

“If | was you, |'d lay off Chief Clenents!" Slick |eered.

"\Why 2"

"Sonme day he's gonna wake up to the fact that you ain't the goody-goody he thinks you are. \Wen
t hem knot headed guys turn on a man, they can be just as strong agin' himas they were for him"
"Nonsense!" Tugg retorted grandly. "Chief denments is too dunb to ever suspect anything. And he
is very valuable to ne."



Slick squinted curiously at Judborn Tugg.

Noting the glance, Tugg added hastily: "Valuable to the Green Bell, | nean!"

The roadster pulled into a narrow | ane through the brush. They soon parked the machi ne and went
on afoot.

Slick wal ked in silence. He was wondering if Judborn Tugg could be the G een Bell. True, there
wer e occasi ons when a hooded nman appeared before themboth and said he was the Green Bell. This had
happened in the car in New York.

But such appearances mi ght be nade by nenbers of the gang. Slick hinself had once been ordered to
don a black gown and play the part of the Geen Bell. Tugg might be the master mind, Slick
reasoned.

Suddenly, he recalled the remark he had made in New York about slaying the Green Bell, once he
learned the fellow s identity, and substituting hinself as the unknown | eader.

Slick was serious about that. But he wi shed now that he had been nore reticent with his words. He
shivered several times. |If Tugg was the Green Bell, Slick had a feeling he was as good as a dead
man.

A ranshackl e ol d barn appeared in the noonlight. They rapped on the door, giving a peculiar,
drunm ng signal .

"Cone in!" said a weirdly hollow, boom ng voi ce.

They entered.

THE ANCI ENT barn was concrete-floored. A black, ominous figure sat cross-legged in the shadows at
the rear. The snoky robe sheathed it fromhead to foot. Al though the formwas seated, it also | eaned
back slightly against the rear wall. Through cracks in this wall, strings of noonlight were

vi si bl e.

Most of the lumi nance within the structure cane fromtwo candles a few feet in front of the
seated apparition. These candles were green, and their flame was sputtering and green. They cast a
bilious |ight on the green-bell design of the seated one's robe, and on the green goggl es which
masked the eyes. The effect was eerie.

No ot her word was spoken.

Slick Cool ey and Judborn Tugg both drew bl ack hoods fromwi thin their clothing and donned them
In the distance, a crashing of brush denoted nen approaching. They filed in -- eight in the first
group, then by twos and threes and fours. Every man was draped in a sepi an masquer ade.

No word was spoken. They stood in a half circle, keeping their distance fromthe strange seated
figure. The latter did not nove in the slightest, or speak. Nor did the arrivals voice anything.
They had conme, these followers of the Green Bell, in answer to the summons tolled over the radio.
The sound had warned themto gather here for orders.

"Are all present?" asked a voice fromthe seated form It was hollowy boonm ng, that tone! It
seened incredible that it could cone froma hunman throat.

Slick counted the assenbl ed nen.

"Al'l but about half a dozen," he said. "I guess they didn't hear the call."

"Speak | ouder!" commanded the sepul chral voice.

Slick fairly yelled a repetition of his statenent.

"Very well!" came the croaked reply. "Judborn Tugg -- are you there?"
Tugg canme forward and shouted: "Yes!"
Slick backed away. It was always like this -- the Geen Bell pretending he was partially deaf.

The gl oony figure mght not be the Geen Bell, either, Slick reflected. It could conceivably be
sone nmenber of the gang who had been ordered to serve in the Green Bell's place.

"I amfar fromsatisfied with certain work done to-day!" tolled the seated form "Chief denents,
for instance, was to have been persuaded to seize Doc Savage."

"Could | help that?" Tugg protested. "I did ny part. But Chief Cenments is so stupid that he |et
Savage run a whizzer on him"
"I amnot sure that Clenents being stupid is entirely to blanme," came the dull voice. "I sent

seven nmen to get Savage in New York, and they vani shed conpletely. They were not dunb fellows.
Savage is a very dangerous foe!"

Tugg Wi ped at his fat forehead. His features were, of course mantled in the black hood, and the
Wi pi ng gesture upon the cloth was somewhat | udicrous. Savage dangerous! Did he not know it?

"l been doing nmy best!" he yelled.

"And that was not good! Slick Cooley -- I'Il talk to you now "

"Sure!" Slick shouted.

He scuttled forward, a spooky vision in the green-belied hood. He did not mind the nention of his
name. He knew every one here, anyway. Many of those present, however, were unacquainted with one
anot her.

The seated figure had not noved perceptibly at any time. "You did good work in noting Savage's
reflection in a mirror in Aunt Nora Boston's house, when you were watching with binoculars!" said
the fantastic voice.

Slick was slightly shocked. It was the first time he had heard the G een Bell bestow praise. It
made hi m uneasy.



"l was just doin' ny best!" he bell owed.

A SHORT silence ensued. Uncanny quiet lay in the old weck of a barn. No one noved. The creany
strips of moonlight in the cracks had a spectral quality.

"l need a trustworthy man for the work ahead!" tolled the Green Bell. "So | am sel ecting you. For
this work, if you conplete it successfully, you will receive a bonus, over and above your regul ar
pay, of fifty thousand dollars."

Slick's startled gasp puffed out his hood like a snmall ball oon.

"Conceal ed in the weeds beside the door of this barn you will find ny device which produces
insanity!" continued the Green Bell. "You will place this where Doc Savage will cone close to it,
preferably near the head of his bed."

"But | dunno how to work the contraption," Slick nuttered.

"What ?"

Slick had forgotten to yell. He did so now "How d'you work it?"

"That is very sinple. There is only one switch upon the box. You throwit. Be careful that the
switch is not operated accidentally while you are carrying the container. And once you do work it,
get away quickly. It takes only a few seconds for the thing to disrupt the functions of a human
brain!"

"O K !" Slick bell owed.

"Wth the box, you will find a package of nopney -- ten thousand dollars," continued the voice.
"You will take the sumto Chief Clenents's office after you plant the box. Wait for Chief Cenents
to appear; then post the ten thousand dollars as a reward for Doc Savage -- dead or alive. This
precaution is in case you fail."

"OK to that, tool" Slick barked. "I won't slip up!"

"That will be all, then. You other nen remain in close touch with Slick or Judborn Tugg, so that

you can receive orders quickly."

The men bobbed their hoods in understanding, then departed. They went swiftly, as if eager to
quit the ghostly presence.

Slick Cool ey remai ned behi nd, naking a pretense at exam ning the box which he found in the weeds
besi de the door. The box was not large. It was shiny and black, with a tiny single-pole switch on
the top.

There was al so a bundl e of noney, which Slick pocketed. He carried the box to the near-by brush
and wai ted, eyes fixed on the barn door. He was watching for the Green Bell to appear. Slick
intended to follow the master mnd and | earn who he was.

M nut es dragged by. No one put in an appearance. Al npbst half an hour passed.

Inpatient, Slick crept to the door and peered in. The eerie black formhad not noved. The
sputtering green candles had burned quite | ow.

Slick debated, then decided to stake all on a desperate chance. He fished the two silenced guns
fromhis arnpits and shoved through the door.

"Put 'emup!" he gritted.

The seated figure did not stir.

Slick ripped another command. No response! He becane excited. Both his guns coughed bullets!

The slugs hit the black formand the wall with snmacking reports which were nmuch | ouder than the
chung! of the silenced weapons.

The apparition in black still remained notionless.

Frankly terrified, Slick pitched forward and brought a gun crashing down on the hooded head.

The whole figure collapsed, amd a |oud cracking! It was nothing but a framework of sticks!

CURSI NG FEVERI SHLY, Slick bent to examine the thing. A hole in the concrete floor cane to view.
This had been partially conceal ed by the bl ack gown.

Slick lighted a match and held it over the hole. He saw the noldy red walls of tile.

Conpr ehensi on dawned on Slick. The farnmer who had once tried to cultivate this marsh |and had put
inan intricate systemof tile drains. The hole in the floor adnmtted to one of these underground
pipes. O so Slick had deci ded.

Doubt | ess there were nmany other exits. The Green Bell might have been speaking from anywhere in
the vicinity.

This, then, accounted for the necessity of yelling. It took a loud tone to carry through the tile
I abyrinth.

Using his flashlight, Slick carefully rebuilt the franmework which supported the black gown. It
was just as well, he realized, that his treachery shoul d not be discovered.

SOVE TIME |ater, Slick appeared in the vicinity of Aunt Nora Boston's hone.

Di stribution of food and clothing to the needy was well under way, fromthe | ooks of the
situation. There was a nultitude in the two big tents and on the grounds.

Those who had received an allotnment of necessities were not departing. They wanted to attend the
meeting which was to follow Especially did they want to see and hear this remarkabl e bronze man,
Doc Savage.

The food in their hands was concrete evidence that the nystery man neant business. Doc had known
the distribution would have this effect, hence he had ordered it to be made before the speeches. He



needed every ounce of cooperation and confidence fromthese people.

The battle against the insidious forces of the Green Bell was just starting.

Presence of the crowd nade it sinple for Slick to snap his bat brimover his eyes and mingle
anmong them He worked to Aunt Nora's house. All attention was directed on the tent. It proved easy
for Slick to enter the house, unobserved.

He made his furtive way to the roomwhere, during the day, he had been | ucky enough to observe
Doc Savage's reflection in a mrror. He reasoned this was Doc's quarters.

Certain articles of the bronze man's attire hanging in a closet told Slick he was correct.
Nurerous intricate nechanical and el ectrical devices stood about the room O these, Slick
identified only a portable radio outfit. The other stuff was too conplex for his rather limted
under st andi ng.

Slick disturbed nothing. He was too canny for that. Nor did he show a |light. The noon furnished
sufficient illum nation.

Behi nd the head of the bed stood a large, dilapidated cabinet. To all appearances, this was not
used. The front had no doors, but was masked by a gaudy print curtain.

"Just the place!" Slick whispered to hinself. "I'Il plant ny toy there, then go to Chief
Clenments's office and wait for himto turn up!"

He pl aced the black box behind the curtain, and threw the deadly switch; then all but ran from
the room

Mich to his relief, Slick was able to | eave the house wi thout being observed.

Just before he faded away into the night, he glanced at the circus tent. The canvas si des had
been tied up because of the warnth.

Doc Savage was taking the speaking rostrum

"That guy will be a gibberin' nut before mornin'!" Slick | eered. Then he crept out of the
nei ghbor hood. Sonehow, even a distant | ook at that bronze man nade himfeel |ike having a good
shi ver.

Chapter | X. PLANS

THERE WAS a great deal of talk in the big top, but it snapped into the silence of a graveyard
when Doc appeared. In two spots, babies cried. The night breeze puffed the tent top and sucked it
down with a hol | ow boom ng.

The quiet was a tribute to Doc's appearance. The giant bronze man, in the glare of a spotlight,
was an arresting figure.

Ali ce Cash, also occupying a chair on the rostrum seened unable to take her eyes off his
figure.

"This is not going to be a | ongw nded di scussion," Doc announced, speaking in a nodul ated tone
whi ch the public address systemcould handle with nost efficiency. "You people who have received
food and clothing here, tonight, do not need to enbarrass yourselves with the idea that you are
taking charity. Your names have been filed, and the stuff charged agai nst you."

"Fat chance you have of collecting!" sone one called grimy. 'W haven't any jobs!"

"There'll be plenty of jobs!" Doc retorted.

"How soon?"

"I set the time limt at two weeks; but we should be able to beat that. Probably nost of you wll
be draw ng pay by tonorrow. "

In the rear, a man junped up and shrieked: "That's just wild talk! You're only a crazy nurderer
from New York!"

This fell ow was one of the Geen Bell's agitators who had managed to slip inside. He fled wildly
when a dozen angry nen charged him

After the excitenment subsided, Doc resumed speaking.

"WIIl the follow ng individuals please cone forward," he requested.

He now read a |list of names which Aunt Nora had furnished him It included practically every
factory and mne owner in Prosper Cty.

The desi gnated nen seened reluctant to assunme the linelight -- until the | ead was taken by a
sparse, gray-haired man who had a determ ned face.

"That is Collison McAlter, ny enployer,"” Alice Cash whispered to Doc. "That is -- he was ny

enpl oyer when there was a job."

O her men followed Collison MAter's exanple. They were quietly dressed, substantial-Iooking
fellows, all of mddle age.

The desperate situation in Prosper Gty was mrrored on their faces. Some were pale, nervous,
openly worried. Gthers carefully masked their concern.

Doc Savage counted them About two thirds of the list he had called were present. But he had not
expect ed unani nous attendance. That even this many had attended Aunt Nora's neeting was renarkabl e.
"Wl each of you sell me your factory or mne holdings?" Doc asked bluntly. "Provided | give you
the right to buy them back at the same price any time within a year."

Jaws sagged anong the worried industrialists. The proposition was a bit sudden for them They
wer e incredul ous.

The idea that they should be recipients of an offer so strange was too nmuch for their mental



di gesti ons.

"Understand ne," Doc told them "I amnot taking any man's plant off his hands at a handsone
profit. The purchase price nust be what is fair in the judgnent of an inpartial board."
Col lison McAlter ran fingers through his graying hair. "I should like to know what your purpose

is in making this offer."

"Your plants are sinply being taken off your hands," Doc told him "W intend to start every one
working. |If they are damaged, or we fail, you don't stand to | ose anything."

"You nean that you're going to buy them get themoperating profitably, then let us have them
back at what we sold for? Wiy, that's not good business! You won't make any profit!"

Aunt Nora Boston sprang up and said loudly: "You nmen get this through your heads: Doc Savage
don't go around trying to make noney! He goes around hel ping people! You fell ows never net anybody
like himbefore! He's probably the nobst remarkable man in the world!"

"THIS IS too good to be true!" Collison McAlter snmiled widely. "There nust be a string tied to
it."

"The only string is an agreenent that the wages and working hours in effect, when you take the
plants off ny hands, nust be nmintained," Doc replied.

"The kind of a deal you are proposing will take mllions!" Collison McAlter nmuttered doubtfully.
Doc now summoned the banker w th whom Johnny had deposited the check for such an enornpus sum

"l want you to advise these gentlenmen the size of ny account with you," Doc requested of him

The banker, nore than glad to please the | argest depositor his institution had ever seen,

conplied with the request.

The owners of Prosper City's inoperative factories and m nes were becoming a bit dizzy. They

| ooked |ike men who were having a pleasant walk in their sleep.

But they were hard-headed, conservative individuals. They began discussing the matter anong
thensel ves. Sone wanted tinme to think it over. A week! Thirty days! Two nonths!

Doc's powerful voice stilled the babble of words.

"This requires swift action!"™ he announced. "You nmen know very well that a mysterious nmaster m nd
known only as the Green Bell is behind this trouble! W nust begin fighting himwthout delay!"
Doc knew human nature. If they got to tal king about the thing, they m ght hem and haw for

nont hs.

For the second time that night, it was Collison McAter who took decisive action. This might have
been due largely to the persuasive nod given himby his pretty secretary, Alice Cash.

"1"1l take you up, M. Savage!" he declared. "I'd be foolish not to. | don't stand to | ose
anything. | shall give you a bargain price on ny concern, the Little Gand Cotton MIls."

Doc Savage stepped down and shook hands heartily. Getting the Little G and concern was half his
battle. It was second in size only to Tugg Co. anong Prosper City's industries.

Mbst of the other owners now cane forward with oral agreenents to surrender their properties. A
few men, still suspicious, were reticent. But Doc had no fear that they would fail to come around,
once public opinion was aroused.

This entire discussion had been picked up by the sensitive mcrophones of the public-address
system The vast throng within the tents and upon the grounds had heard each word.

Doc now addressed the crowd. "You have just heard an agreenent entered into which wilt put nopst

of the industrial plants in Prosper City in nmy possession. It will be two or three days before these
sal es are conpl eted and noney changes hands. Qpening of the plants will have to wait that |ong. How
many of you are ex-service men?"

Al'l over the tents and the grounds a surprising nunmber of hands shot into the air.

"Fine!" Doc called. "How nmany of you fellows are willing to go to work right now?"

Practically every hand stayed up.

"That's still better!" Doc told them "You' ve got jobs. You'll draw pay for today. The salary is
ten dollars a day."

Mention of the rate of renuneration called forth several pleased hows. The sumwas well over the
prevailing scale for labor in that section of the State.

"You fellows are going to earn that noney," Doc told them "You are going to forman arnmed guard
to protect the plants as we open them Sone of you may be killed. But the famly of any man who dies
inthe line of duty will receive a trust-fund incone of two hundred dollars a nonth for the bal ance
of life."

Per petual nonthly paynents was the kind of insurance that appealed to the nen. It was sonething
their wi dows coul d not be sw ndl ed out of.

A VI SI BLE change had swept over the crowd as devel opnents chased each other. Earlier, the
attitude had been the dull hopel essness of beings who felt thenselves hel pl ess victins of sone
Gargantuan nonster which they could not understand. That was now changed entirely.

The concern of each man was naturally for hinmself. Were was the next nmeal for hinmself and his
famly com ng fron? What had caused the factories and nmines to close down was sonething too vast,
too vague and abstract, for themto grasp, unused as they were to thinking in large terns. Nobody,
for that matter, understood the reason for this trouble.

They were |like cattle caught in a hailstorm They could feel the hail pelting them but what had



caused the clouds to formand the hail to fall, they did not conprehend clearly. Wat they wanted
was a shed or sonething for protection.

Jobs which Doc was offering were figurative sheds. The men were overj oyed.

Doc had nore bounty to distribute.

Four arnored trucks lunbered into Aunt Nora's great yard. These were the type of vehicles used to
convey factory pay rolls. Each had a grilled pay w ndow.

Lines were fornmed, the ex-service nmen superintending operations. Each person to pass a barred

wi ndow recei ved a noderate sum of noney. In return, they signed vouchers saying the anpunt was
advance salary on jobs they were to get.

Through Johnny and the banker, Doc had summoned the noney trucks, sone of which had cone from

nei ghboring cities.

Di stribution of this noney was the clinmaxing sensation. Charity to the tune of a few dollars was
one thing; philanthropy on such a stupendous scale as this was sonething el se again. Such a thing
had never before been heard of here.

Reporters fromthe Prosper City Star ran around |ike chickens with their heads off. Down at the
newspaper plant, an extra press was dusted off. It was decided to double the size of the paper, and

fill it all with news about Doc Savage. Stories about Congress, European troubles, and the nurder of
a big gangster were consigned to the wastebasket.
The insidious master nmind, the Geen Bell, whoever he was and wherever be was, had sonething to

think about. The pall of fear which be had built up so painstakingly was being, in a single night,
al rost conpletely w ped away by the remarkabl e power of this man of bronze.

Doc knew very well, though, that the battle was just starting. The G een Bell's organizati on was
still intact. The sinister czar's followers were now certain to concentrate on their bronze
Nenesi s.

This was as Doc wanted it. The innocent worknmen of Prosper City would not suffer.

THE NI GHT was far al ong when Doc went up to his roomto get a few hours of sleep.

Doc's eyes roved the roomas he stood in the door. Nothing suspicious net his eyes -- there was
no detail to showthat the little black box of insanity was conceal ed near the head of his bed!
Doc strode over, seated hinself on the edge of the bed, and started to kick off his shoes.

He becane rigid; his mghty body seened to solidify into the netal it resenbled. He brought both
corded hands to his ears.

Then he | eaped erect and whi pped out of the room

He stopped in the hall and waited there, tense. He shook his head a tine or two. H's expression
was strange, curious, puzzled.

Thr ough the open door, his eyes roved the room They rested finally upon the curtained cabinet,
near the head of the bed. This was the only | ogical hiding place.

Doc entered the room He flashed to the cabinet, stripped back the curtain, and discovered the
dark box. He clicked the switch off. H's whol e noverent had taken but the flash part of a nonment.
Curiously, Doc began examining the box. He | oosened small screws and lifted the |lid off.

Long Tom the electrical w zard, came in.

"What in blazes is that, Doc?"

"The devil's own machine! Take a look at it!"

Long Tom scrutini zed the device closely.

"Huh!" he ejaculated. "This is a mechanismutilizing quartz crystals and hi gh-frequency electric
currents for making ultra-short sound waves."

"Exactly," Doc agreed. "Sound waves which have strange effects upon many substances. There is not
the slightest doubt but that this is the explanation of the strange cases of insanity in Prosper

City. The sonic waves affect certain centers of the brain, rendering theminoperative, | believe."
Long Tom nodded. "But how d you find the thing?"
"The waves are inaudible to a normal ear. Fortunately, | was able to detect certain sounds of

peculiar nature. It is doubtful that these were the sonic waves thenselves, but nore probably they
wer e heterodyne beats caused by sone refracti ng phenonena."

It was perfectly clear to Long Tom how this coul d happen, although a scientific discussion
lasting for days coul d have been waged over the subject.

No doubt the nmin explanation of Doc's escape was his remarkabl e hearing. Fromthe cradle, Doc
had each day taken certain sound exercises cal culated to develop his auditory senses. For this
pur pose, he used a device which made sound waves inaudible to an ordinary ear. Through |ong
practice, Doc was able to hear these notes.

Oe Slater, Aunt Nora, and the others soon arrived, anxious to see the hideous black box and hear
how it worked.

Doc borrowed the magnifier in the left Iens of the gaunt Johnny's spectacles, and went over the
interior of the brain paralyzing device.

Strange little lights cane into his gol den eyes as he examned it.

I NTO THE room there canme abruptly a low, fantastic sound. It was |like the song of sone exotic
bird of the jungle, or the nellowtrilling of a breeze filtering through a forest. It had no tune,
though it was entirely mel odi ous.



Those present stared. They | ooked frightened. O e Slater backed nervously for the door, thinking
the deadly sonic device was in operation. The weird sound was in all the room seem ng to emanate
uncanni ly fromno particul ar spot.

Doc's four friends showed no fear, however. They had heard this uncanny note before. They knew it
was the sound which was a part of Doc -- a small, unconscious thing which he did in nonents of utter
concentration. In the present case, they were sure it presaged an inportant discovery.

"What'd you find, Doc?" runbled the big-fisted Renny.

"Finger prints," Doc told him "The fellow who made this thing mght as well have signed his
name. "

Col lison McAlter came upstairs, along with some of the other Prosper City factory owners. He
listened in amazenment to Alice Cash, as she told himabout the sonic device.

Doc Savage pl aced the bl ack box on a table near the bedroom wi ndow. He wal ked to a rather bul ky
metal box which stood to one side of the chanber. This was decorated with various knobs and
switches, together with circular glass |enses.

Doc opened it. Inside, mechani smwas operating slowy. Two | arge nagazi nes held a narrow novie
film

Col lison McAlter's eyes popped. "A novie canera! And it's been operating in here all the tine?"
"Doc had several of those," volunteered the honmely Mnk. "They operate silently, and they're
handy to | eave standi ng around to photograph prowers. I'mbetting the fell ow who planted that bl ack
box got his picture taken!"

Col lison McAlter wiped his forehead. "But it was too dark to take pictures in here!"

"This nmovie canera operates on ultra-violet light," Mnk explained. "The rays are invisible to
the human eye, but they affect photograph filmof the type we use. In other words, that canmera can
take pictures in pitch darkness. And it carries enough filmto run all day."

Monk further announced that the film imediately after passing the lens, ran through a tank

whi ch autonatically devel oped it.

Doc now put the filmthrough a tiny projector. The inmages were thrown on the white plaster of the
wal | . The pictures were not attractive to the eye, since highlights and shadows contrasted starkly.
As portrayed by the film the room seened unreal, horrible. The creeping figure of Slick Cool ey
appeared. Every detail of his features was plainly discernible.

He was facing the canera at the noment he whispered to hinself; then he planted the box and

fled.

"So he is the culprit!" barked Collison MAter.

Doc stopped the projector. He indicated the black sonic box on the table. "Make sure no one
carries that off. The finger prints in it are inportant."

He glided for the door.

Col l'ison McAlter gul ped: "But where are you goi ng?"

"To get Slick Cooley," Doc said dryly.

"But how do you know where to find -- " Collison McAlter fell silent, for Doc was gone.

Doc's four aids exchanged know ng gl ances. They had a good idea how Doc knew where to | ocate
Slick Cool ey.

Slick had been facing the camera when he whispered: "I'Il plant ny toy there, then go to Chief
Clenents's office and wait for himto turn up!"

Doc Savage was a proficient lip reader.

THE GROUP now | eft Doc's room Renny took up a position outside the door, armed with one of the
tiny, high-speed machi ne guns. The roomwas on the second floor, and the grounds were

fl ood-1ighted.

Even if the Green Bell did know of the finger prints, it did not seem possible that he coul d get
to the black box to destroy them

Renny had not been on guard before the door for |ong, however, when certain portentous events
transpired.

Atree, lifting between Doc's w ndow and one of the flood | anps, cast a shadow over the portion
of the house that was between the w ndow and the roof.

Directly above Doc's roomwas the wi ndow of one of the garret chanbers. This lifted silently.

A smal | package appeared, tied to the end of a string. This was |owered. A sw nging novenent
caused the package to sweep in through the wi ndow of Doc's quarters. It was dropped within.

The string was permtted to hang between the two windows. It was small and dark and not likely to
be noticed by any one.

In the garret cubicle, the murksonme figure which had | owered the package now nade for the door.
This being wore a | ong black gown, on the front of which was a bell design in bilious green.

The little roomunder the roof chanced to be the one which had fornerly been occupi ed by
unfortunate Ji m Cash.

The bl ack- hooded personage quitted the garret.

A few minutes later, the group of factory owners took | eave of Aunt Nora's house, discussing Doc
Savage and his nmen, and the things they had seen that night. Collison McAlter was with them He
seenmed greatly pleased with the events of the night. H's step was jaunty.



Chapter X. THE MJURDER SNARE

THE PROSPER City police station was a dingy, red-brick building, constructed in the shape of a
"T." The stemof the "T" contained the barred cells for prisoners. The crosspiece held offices,
including the one used by Chief Cenents.

Chief Clenents did not keep a very sightly office. Circulars concerning wanted crimnals stuck to
the walls |like stanps. There were netal filing cabinets, all large and rusty.

On top of the scarred flat-top desk stood a box of five-cent cigars. About two thirds of them had
been snoked.

Slick Cool ey occupied the swivel chair back of the desk. H's weasel face was screwed into a
grimace over the cigar. Slick considered five-centers below his station in life.

Back of Slick, a window was open. He did not worry. This was the second floor. A night breeze
rushed softly in through the wi ndow and pulled strings of gray snoke off his cigar end.

Suddenly, the breeze seened to bring in a great bronze cloud. This cloud tied around Slick and
becane as real and hard as bandi ng steel cables.

Air tore loudly out of Slick's lungs as he was squeezed. He nmade no other sound. He was pl anted,
hel pl ess, upon the desk, and relieved of his two silenced guns. Slick tried to struggle, but he
m ght as well have been a nouse in the clutches of a big cat. The brick wall of the police station
had offered no great obstacle to Doc Savage. It was not the snmooth type of wall, but one which had
fairly deep grooves between the bricks. Doc, with his tremendous strength and agility, had cone up
it much as another man would clinmb stairs.

Doc nmi ntai ned a purposeful silence, not speaking even after he had disarned Slick.

Cabl ed bronze fingers seenmed to flow over Slick's person. They admi nistered a wench here, sone
pressure there. Slick found hinself nysteriously relieved of the power of speech by sonme weird
paral ysis of nerve centers.

"You're going to die," Doc told him-- but neglected to nention the nortal date.

Slick naturally presumed Doc neant i nmediately. Doc had no intention of slaying Slick. He had
merely stated a natural truth, and let Slick draw his own concl usions.

For sone seconds Doc worked on Slick's frame with incredibly strong hands. H's nanipul ati ons
produced excruci ating agony. So great was the torture that Slick began to, think he was actually
dyi ng.

"Who is the Geen Bell?" Doc demanded. The bronze fingers kneaded Slick's nerve centers again,
and he found the use of his tongue had magically returned.

He tried to bluff. "Honest, mister, | don't know anything about any Green Bell!"
"Alie!" Doc told himquietly. "You are one of the Green Bell's hirelings. You mght be the Geen
Bel | hinself -- except that you don't show any signs of having that nmany brains."

"You're crazy!" Slick snarled. "Not as crazy as you hoped | would be when you planted that sonic
device in ny room"

"I didn"t -- "

"A novie canera was hidden in the room |t registered your actions!"

SLICK DI D not doubt this. Remenbering the intricate electrical apparatus standing in the bedroom
he wi shed he had investigated nore closely.

"They won't hang a man for that," he nunbled. "No!" Doc agreed. "They'll never hang you!"
Thinking this was a threat, Slick shivered. He changed his tactics.

"Now | isten, Savage; maybe we can get together!"

"Who is the Green Bell?"

"l don't know Honest, | don't!" "But you are one of his nen?"

Slick knew there was no use denying this. "Yeah!"

"You were one of the gang who nurdered Ji m Cash," Doc said.

That was nerely a guess on Doc's part, stated as a fact. But Slick goggled at the bronze man's
features, saw no expression there, and cane to the m staken conclusion that Doc had | earned of the
deed in sone nysterious fashion.

"What if | did? You can't prove it!" Slick squirned desperately. "You can't prove anything on

ne! "

"Judborn Tugg is one of the gang," Doc said calmy.

"Sure." Then it suddenly dawned on Slick that he was being tricked. He cried desperately: "You
can't prove a thing |'ve been telling you!"

The door opened, and a twanging voice said: "He don't need to prove it."

Chief Clements of the Prosper City police stood on the threshold. H's cherry of a face was
sonewhat pale, and his bristling caterpillar of a nmustache drooped slightly, making it seem snaller.
O herwi se, he appeared none the worse for the hours of sleep induced by Doc's drug.

No surprise showed on Doc's netallic face. A few nmonents ago he had heard sone one approach the
door. This had escaped Slick's notice.

"You shoul d have stayed outside a while |longer," Doc advised Chief Cenents. "You mght have

| earned other facts."

Chief Clenents's face wore the expression of a man who had suddenly discovered that his house had
burned down. Jerkily he nopped at his small features.



"lI've been played for a sap," he munbl ed.

"All of us are taken for a ride occasionally," Doc assured himw thout nalice.

This did not seemto relieve Chief Cenments. He knotted his bony hands, captured a part of his
dark nmustache with his lower |ip, and nibbled it, goat fashion.

"I talked to some people on ny way here, and read an extra edition of the News put out," he
twanged. "I found out what you done at that neeting tonight -- passing out food and cl othing and
noney to them starving people. A lot of thempoor devils you hel ped were ny friends."

Chi ef Clenments was an honest, stubborn man, who had | earned he was wong. He was trying to
apol ogi ze.

Doc hel ped himout. "Forget it! You were doing what you thought was right. No nman can do nore
than that."

Chief Clements smiled gratefully. Hi s knobby shoul ders |ost their droop.

"Fromnow on |'mworking with you," he said grimy. "Wat | just heard proves you didn't nurder
JimCash. I'mnot going to arrest you. And |1'd like to see anybody from out of town pinch you.
Furthernore, I'mgoing to arrest Judborn Tugg. Slick's talk proved Tugg is mxed up with the Geen
Bell."

"I"mafraid such sl ender evidence would not convict Tugg in court."”

Chief Clenents stared dismally at Doc. "You nean that we had better not throw Tugg into the
can?"

"Tugg may be the Green Bell. Suppose we watch himclosely. If he is not the G een Bell, he m ght
still lead us to the master mnd. Wth your very valuable help, we'll be sure to solve this."
The | ast statenent was partly flattery. Undeniably, though, having Chief Cenents on Doc's side
woul d greatly facilitate matters.

"I"1l slap this guy in the hoosegow, then we'll talk things over," Chief Clenents said, and
snapped handcuffs on Slick's wists.

The lithe, snakelike Slick was led off in the direction of the cells in the rear.

DOC HAD been smiling in friendly fashion for Chief Cenent's benefit. Left alone, his strong
features now settled into repose. Awarmlight in his golden eyes indicated that he was well
satisfied with the way things were going.

Chief Clenments returned, stepping spryly.

"l wish you would tell ne what you know about conditions here in Prosper City, M. Savage. | nust
confess | have been blinded by that flashy bluffer, Judborn Tugg."

"My facts are neager," Doc told him

Then, w thout squandering words, he inparted his facts. He told of the capture of the G een
Bell's seven thugs in New York City. But he nade no nention of what had finally happened to them No
one, other than those connected with the place, knew of the strange institution in upstate New
Yor k.

"So Jim Cash was rubbed out because he got wise to who the Green Bell was!" nuttered Chief
Clenments. "Cash was a good kid. | knew him Hi s sister is swell, too. That young Oe Slater has been
rushing her lately."

"Know anyt hi ng about Sl ater?"

"He's all right. | investigated himmghty close."

"How conme?"

"That was when Tugg had nme thinkin' Aunt Nora Boston was at the bottomof this trouble. | conbed
their records. | didn't find nothin' on Slater. He's witten a couple of plays that have been

produced on Broadway."

The di scussion veered to plans for the future. Chief Cdenents suggested that the ex-service nen
guard for the mnes and factories should be conmm ssioned as nmenbers of the Prosper City police
force.

This was an excel l ent idea, Doc agreed.

"l can supply nost of themwth guns!" C enments decl ared.

"l should like to have all the prisoners,” Doc requested.

"l don't get you! What do you want with the Green Bell's bunch, if we catch 'en? Wiy not let 'em
go to the pen?"

"My treatnment is nore effective than penitentiary ternms or the electric chair," Doc said.

Chi ef Clenents | ooked at the bronze man's face and squirned uneasily. He had received the

i mpression that Doc neant to slay the prisoners.

"No one will be put to death,"” Doc prom sed him
"It's irregular,"” Cenments said, "but if you want them you can have them"
BACK IN the jail, a shot banged. The sound was hollow Iike a single grain of popcorn letting

| oose in a popper.

Doc whi pped for the door. His nobvenents seened easy, but were executed with a swi ftness which
caused Clenents to stare in amazenent. This phenonenon of a man noving with such unearthly speed all
but nade O enents forget the shot. He heaved out of his chair and foll owed Doc.

A long, bare, cold corridor ended at a sheet-steel door. Chief Cenents unlocked the panel.

A concrete alley, barred cells on either side, stretched beyond. Faces were jamred agai nst the



bars; excited questions babbl ed.

An iron stairway sloped down to the first-floor cells.

"l put Slick below" Chief C enents shouted, and hammered his heels on the stairs.

Hal fway down the passage, a steel grid of a door hung open. Two turnkeys huddl ed before it,
peering into the cell. Both were rigid, bent forward grotesquely.

Doc and Chief Cenents raced the corridor's |ength.

Li ght bl azed in the passage, but not in the cells. The bars cast striped shadows on the cenent
floor. The shadow stripes seemed to craw |ike black snakes over two figures in the dungeon.

One man was a jail flunky. He held an automatic. An enpty cartridge glittered on the floor, and
the place reeked of cordite.

The second man was a twisted pile. His position was so contorted that it seenmed his body had been
pul | ed apart, then dropped in a heap.

There was an ugly froth on his lips. H's eyes were rolled in their sockets until they resenbl ed
white marbles. A bullet had knocked the top of his head out of shape. It was Slick Cool ey.

The man with the autonmatic backed stiffly away from the body.

"Sonething went wong with him" he cried shrilly. "He was havin' a fit. He grabbed ny gun and
got shot when we were fightin' for it. He was stark, ravin' crazy, if you ask ne!"

Weel i ng, Doc Savage sped back the |l ength of the passage. He reached a netal door. A tiny,
glittering tool appeared in his hand. He used this briefly on the door |ock, and the panel opened as
if he held a weird power over it.

Chief Clenments ran to the door. His jaw was saggi ng. The door had been | ocked, and he woul d have
sworn that it was burglar proof. He stepped out into the night, bobbing his small red head like a
bl i nded chicken. It was a long mnute before his eyes accustoned thenselves to the gl oom and he
coul d see Doc Savage.

The lots around the police station were vacant. On them sonme one had sown grass -- and grown a
profuse crop of weeds. Doc was wadi ng through these, using a flashlight.

Rows of tiny wi ndows, heavily barred, adnmitted to the cells. Doc Savage |ingered under one from
whi ch cane the | ow voi ces of the turnkeys gathered about Slick's body.

The ground bore faint nmarks where feet had recently trod. The earth was too sun baked to retain
definite footprints, but weeds, crushed by a recent tread, were slowy straightening.

Doc j oi ned C enents.

"The Green Bell got Slick with one of his sonic devices which produce insanity!" he inparted.
Clements wailed: "W've |ost our only wi tness who could prove you didn't kill Jim Cash."

Doc seened not to hear the statenent. He started away, hesitated, turned back.

"l1'"'mgoing to Judborn Tugg's hone! Want to drive ne? You know the town."

"You bet!" Cements ran for his car.

PROSPER City's nost pretentious residential district was |ocated on a knoll known to the | ocal
wags as Plutocrat Knob. As befitted a nan who was not backward in holding hinself up as a | eading
citizen, Judborn Tugg occupied. the nost flashy dwelling in the section.

The mansion was white, after the Spanish style -- a thing of tiled roofs, overhangi ng bal coni es,
and wrought-iron railings. Shrubbery was plentiful.

Several blocks fromthe place, Chief Cenments got up speed, kicked out the clutch, and cut off
the ignition. He coasted to a silent stop two blocks fromthe white castle.

Doc lifted out.

"Thanks," he said. "You might as well go back to the station."

Chief Clenments jerked at his bristling black nmustache. "But listen

He clanped his teeth on the rest. The bronze nan had faded away silently into the night!

Chief Clements stood up, intending to call loudly, then thought better of it. The sound m ght

al arm Judborn Tugg. He sat there, blanketed in disgust. He had hoped to be in on whatever
investigation Doc contenpl at ed.

The bronze man fascinated Clenents; he wanted to see nmore of him

Clenents fiddled with the ignition, then made an angry finger-snapping gesture. This was provoked
by recollection of how he had fallen for Judborn Tugg's trickery.

Cl enents suddenly decided to do some investigating on his owmn. If he could learn the identity of
the Green Bell, his stupidity would be | ess reprehensible.

The thought occurred to himthat he might interfere with sone plan of the bronze nman. Wl l, he
woul d be careful not to do that.

Leaving his car, he eased through the shrubbery. He nmanaged to make little noise.

The shadow of a mani cured hedge led himclose to a side door of the white pal ace. He crouched
there, not ten feet fromthe door, wondering what he should do next.

The probl em sol ved itself.

The door opened, and Judborn Tugg canme out. Apparently he was getting a breath of the night air
before turning in.

Tugg lit one of his dollar cigars and threw the match away. It |anded beside C enents. Not
extinguished by the fall, it flared up. The light disclosed the Prosper City chief of police.
Tugg dashed forward, drawing a pistol. Then he perceived the interloper's identity.



"My good friend, Chief denents!" he exclained ponpously. "Wat on earth are you doi ng here?"
Chi ef Clenents heaved up on his knees. Wthin the last hour, he had acquired a great hate for
this flashy man.

Clenents was not only a slow thinker; he had a tenper.

"Don't you call ne a friend!" he snarl ed.

TUGG JUWPED as if kicked. H's head seened to dive down into his fat neck. He had been warned that
Clenents woul d be a deadly eneny if he ever learned the truth. And the police | eader was now acting
as if he had glinpsed |ight.

Arnmoring himself with dignity, Tugg began: "M dear nman, what --

"You damm nurderer!" gritted denments. "Don't you try to soft-soap nme!"

Tugg appeared to swell in girth and shrink in stature. A pal eness bl eached his pursy jows.

Chi ef Clements had only spoken rashly in his rage, but Judborn Tugg thought the officer was
stating a charge, which he could prove. Fear crawled in Tugg's veins like red ants. He was
desperate. He decided to try a trick.

"Call your other officers!" he snapped. "I surrender!"

"There's nobody else with me," rapped Chief Cenents, falling neatly into the trap.

This was what Tugg had wanted to know. Jutting his gun at armis |length, he worked the trigger.
The reports banged thunder. The bullets sledged O enments backward, tunneling through his heart and
|l ungs.

Tugg continued shooting until his gun was enpty. Then, fromthe corner of an eye, he glinpsed
what to himwas a terrible sight. A giant nan of bronze! The figure cane volleying across the | awn
toward him

Tugg snapped his enpty gun twice at Doc, then veered around into the house.

"Hel p!" he call ed.

Several men, aids of the Geen Bell, were in the house. Sonme had attended the sinister neeting in
the dil api dated barn. Ohers were nerely agitators, who did not work in the Green Bell's bl ack
robes, and, as a consequence, were paid | ess noney. They were loafing in Tugg's conpany.

Fl ouri shi ng weapons, these nen rushed to Tugg's aid. When Doc Savage |ooned in the door, their
guns | oosened a vol |l ey.

Lead gnashed splinters out of the door, or screaned on to slap into distant houses. None of the
sl ugs touched Doc. He had seen the danger in tine to tw st away.

The Green Bell's gunnen, weapons ready, sidled nervously through the door, or dropped from
near-by wi ndows. Their bronze quarry was not visible. But there was nmuch shadow matted shrubbery
near by, which could hold him

I nside the house, Tugg ran to a phone. He called the Prosper City police headquarters.

"Doc Savage has just nurdered Chief Cl enments out at maypol es!" he screamed. "I got half a dozen
Wi tnesses to it!"

The words were | oud enough to reach Doc Savage, where he lurked in the shrubs. He glided rapidly
away fromthe vicinity.

Five minutes would see half of Prosper City's police departnment on the spot.

The officers did not know Doc and Chief denents had nade their peace. They would be ripe to
bel i eve Judborn Tugg's lie. Aterrific man hunt was certain, with Doc Savage as the quarry.
Hardly a flicker appeared in Doc's eyes when they caught the reflection of a street lanp. Their
gold was dull. The charge of murdering Chief Cenments was going to be a hard thing to conbat.

At a rapid run he made for the outskirts of the town, where Aunt Nora Boston's house stood.
Chapter XI. DESTROYED CLEWS

ROOSTERS WERE crowi ng four o'clock fromdistant farnhouses when Doc Savage neared Aunt Nora's
ranbl i ng dwel | ing.

To one side of the house, Monk was drilling a determ ned squad of ex-service men.

On the other side of the house a score of individuals stood in a knot, staring upward. Their
curious attention was centered on the wi ndow of Doc's room

The wi ndow was wi ped clean of glass. Part of the frame had been ripped Qut and hung dangli ng.
Around the aperture, weather-boarding was splintered and torn until it |ooked furry.

Monk yell ed, lumbering over to neet Doc. Monk's gorilla like face was hard and wrathful .

"There was an explosion in your room Doc! The blast put the kibosh on a lot of your equipnent."
"What about the Green Bell's sonic device?"

"Blown to smthereens!”

Doc received this news as expressionlessly as if it had been a comment on the weather. He had
devel oped perfect control. He could take the greatest m sfortune w thout enotion.

Wiy the black sonic box had been destroyed was perfectly clear. It had held the finger prints of
the Green Bell, or sone one who knew the evil czar's identity.

"The bonmb was planted frominside the house," Mnk grunted. "It was |owered on a string froman
attic wi ndow and swung into the room W found the string!"

Doc wal ked to the house, entered, and went upstairs. The door was not only off its hinges, but
lay in fragments al ong the hallway.

"Renny was on guard outside the door," Mnk expl ained. "He got knocked head over heels!"



"Was he hurt?"

"That guy?" Monk snorted. "Nothin' can hurt him" Doc exam ned the room Practically all his
scientific devices had been ruined. This damage al one amounted to many thousands. Sonme of the
mechani sm was of such a conplex nature that only Doc Savage's skilled hand and uni que brain could
recreate it.

Scummy brown stains snmeared the floor, walls, bed -- alnpbst everything in the chanber. These
seened to be devouring whatever they covered. An acrid odor reeked in the place.

"Don't touch anything!" Doc warned.

"Yeah -- | know " Mnk agreed. "The brown stuff is acid. It would eat the flesh right off a nan.
There nust have been several bottles of it tied in with the bonb."

"It was intended to eat the finger prints off the sonic device in case the explosion failed to do
the job," Doc decided.

Doc sought pieces of the sonic apparatus. The only segment of any size was the split end of a
coil rmounting.

This trophy Doc carried into the bathroom and washed thoroughly to renove the acid. He al so
scoured the voracious liquid off his own shoes soles. It was dissolving the |eather.

Sonme nonents |ater, Doc's hands abruptly becane idle upon the towel he was using. He glided to a,
wi ndow and | eaned out, |istening.

In the distance, toward the center of town, he could hear spattering shots. The fusillade died in
a bangi ng series which mght have been peri ods.

Monk | unbered over.

"That sounds had!" he nuttered. "It may nean Renny and the rest are in trouble!"

"Where did they go?"

"I forgot to tell you. Hamtel ephoned from New York that he had sent the body of poor Jim Cash by
train. Renny and everybody el se acconpanied Alice Cash down to the station to get it. Everybody but
me, that is. | didn't care about seeing the girl's grief."

"Let's get downtown!" Doc rapped.

THEY LOADED into a touring car in front of the house. This was one of several fast machi nes which
Doc had rented and was keepi ng on hand for general use.

Doc crouched out of sight on the rear floorboards. Mnk drove.

Tire treads shrieked as the phaeton careened onto the road. The exhaust npaned; the rush of air
popped the top fabric agai nst the bows. Doc braced hinmself in position, watching street lights bat
past |ike white eyes.

"Angle over a bit to the right," he advised. ' Keenness of hearing had enabled himto place the
source of the shots.

A cop tweedled frantically on his whistle as the car went past |like a meteor. Dwellings ceased,;
busi ness bl ocks veered ahead.

Prosper City had erected a new Union Station when tines were good. It was a |unpish gray
building, with long train sheds radiating like fingers in the rear. The place resenbled a

mausol eum

In the gloomin front of the station, Doc found a hearse, two cars, and an excited crowd. Blue
uni fornms of policenmen freckled the assenbl age.

Monk drew in close and stopped the car. Doc got out. He worked forward, al nost brushing the el bow
of a policeman, who was too occupied with craning his neck to notice.

Al t hough dawn was threatening redly in the east, it was gloony in the vicinity of the station.
This, and the fact that all attention was focused on the hearse, aided Doc in avoiding discovery.
Bi g-fisted Renny and handsone O e Slater stood near the rear of the hearse, talking to officers.
I'n one of the parked cars huddled Alice Cash, sobbing on Aunt Nora's anpl e shoul der.

Long Tom and Johnny were keeping the crowd fromgetting too near the two wonen.

Doc found a fat man, and did a good job of masking hinmself in the gentleman's shadow. He threw
his voice in the direction of the hearse. Not wishing to betray his presence, he spoke in Mayan.
"What happened here, Renny?" he inquired in the |ost |anguage.

A tightening of Renny's big fist betrayed his surprise. He pondered briefly on how to give the
expl anation wi thout it seem ng suspicious. Then he got it.

"I want you fellows to get this straight," he told the officers loudly. "W canme down here to
recei ve the remains of young Jim Cash. They had been shi pped down from New York, one of the railway
of ficials acconpanying them W had no nore than --

"You told us all that, before!" snapped a policeman.

"Shut up!" Renny thundered. "W had no nore than taken j the coffin off the train when a gang
attacked us. They all wore black hoods with the green, bell-like design on the front. They started
shooting, and we had to hunt cover in a hurry!"

Renny nade his voice even |ouder to enphasize the words which he particularly wanted to reach
Doc. "The Green Bell's gang just exam ned the body. It didn't look to ne like they took a thing."
Thi s ended Renny's expl anati on.

Doc drifted a bronze hand into his clothing and brought out a bundle of snall objects which m ght
have been red sticks with strings sticking fromthe ends.



He touched a lighted match to one of the strings, and dropped them So great was the crowd's
interest in Renny and his story, no one noticed Doc's act.

Careful not to attract attention, Doc drifted nearer the hearse. A nonent later, a series of |oud
expl osi ons came fromthe spot which he had just quitted.

Doc al ways carried a few ordinary firecrackers with long fuses. These had proved conveni ent on
many occasi ons.

A yel ling hubbub arose over the fireworks. This hypnotized all eyes. No one observed a bronze
figure which slipped into the hearse.

WTH A flashlight that spiked a white thread of a beam Doc made an exami nation. H's search was
brief.

On Jim Cash's body, on the arm above the right el bow, were words.

Fromtheir netallic color, these letters m ght have been" printed with the | ead snout of a
bul l et. But Doc knew that they had been put there by a chemical-to remain unnoticed until the
application of a second chemnical brought them out.

They read:

I'N MY FACTORY LOCKER

This, then, was what the Green Bell horde had sought.

Doc dropped out of the hearse. At that point, he |lost the good | uck which had attended his brazen
efforts. A policeman saw him

The officer gasped. Then he flashed his service pistol, and recklessly tried to put a bullet in
Doc's bronze head.

The slug went a yard too high. Doc dropped to all fours. Keeping down, he torpedoed through the
forest of Iegs.

A wake of yelling, overturned men nmarked his progress. Several individuals sought to seize him
They either mssed their clutches entirely, or were shaken off. Sonme | aunched kicks, only to bruise
their toes on a frame which was alnost as solid as netal.

In the phaeton parked near by. Mnk drew one of the tiny machi ne guns and began to rip bullets
into the air.

Renny, Long Tom and Johnny sent up deafening yells, and thrashed ai m essly about. These two

di sturbances were ainmed at aiding Doc's escape.

Doc dived out of. the crowd, raced for the station, and al nost made it before a policeman saw
him It was necessary for the officers to fight clear of the crowd before they could use their guns.
And | ong before they could do that, Doc was inside the depot.

The station was cleared of waiting travelers, porters, and |loafers, thanks to the excitenent
outside. Doc crossed the colored tile floor and ran out under the train shed.

A line of Pullmans and day coaches stood under one of the shelters evidently a train which was to
depart at a later hour.

Doc crawl ed into one of the coaches. He ran between aisles of green plush seats incased in white
protecting cloths. Through coach after coach he passed, shutting the intervening doors so the

of ficers could not sight hi by |ooking the length of the train.

At the far end he dropped off.

Al t hough dawn was i mm nent, enough gloomrenmained to sinplify the rest of the escape. Doc hurdl ed
si di ngs, whi pped under freight cars, and cleared a | ow concrete wall.

As if to climax recent ghoulish events, he found he had entered the stockyard of a nonunent
concern. Grave narkers of white marble, and nore el aborately carved headstones, stood all about.
A long alley beyond the monunment yard precipitated himinto a side street.

UNTIL COLLISION McAlter's Little Gand Cotton MII had been forced to close, Jim Cash had been an
enpl oyee of the concern.

The strange words on Cash's arm undoubtedly referred to his |ocker at the Little Gand plant.

For the Little Grand MIls, Doc set his course. They were nmany bl ocks away on the south side of
Prosper City. Doc ran, haunting alleys and side streets.

He made no effort to get a taxi, after noticing that policenen were stationed at prom nent
corners, stopping passing cars and examning the interiors.

Doc had been without sleep or rest for many hours, yet his stride |acked nothing in elasticity.
Through a lifetine of intensive exercises -- two hours of it each day -- Doc had devel oped a
strength and stam na whi ch was al nost superhuman, as conpared to that of other nen.

The Little Giand MIls were situated |ike a gaudy bl ossom on a sweepi ng stem of railroad

si di ngs.

The buil dings were gray, red-roofed, neat. Grass on the ground was cropped so close it m ght have
been a coating of green paint.

A high fence, of wire as thick as a |l ead pencil, surrounded the plant. A barrier of barbed
strands circled the top. There was a w de entrance, steel gated, flanked by a watchman's turret.
This later structure had a small, barred w ndow.

A man peered out of the watchman's box -- a pale man who | ooked scared.

"Who are you?" he quavered. "What do you want?"

"Let me in!" Doc commanded. "It will be all right with Collison MAlter!"



The wat chman hesit at ed.

"M. MAter is here now," be nuttered finally. "I'Il go with you and find out if be wants you
around. "

The wat chman stepped out of the box, closing the door behind him He wore a white |linen suit
badly in need of laundering. He kept his hand in his coat pocket, and the bulge in his pocket was
I onger than his hand shoul d have been.

He unl ocked the gate.

Doc's gol d-fl ake eyes seened to give the man the briefest of glances.

Then he suddenly flashed a corded arm

Li ke a hard cleaver, it descended between the man's armand his side. The pocket tore open. The
fellow s hand and a stubby pistol were forced out.

Doc's sinew w apped fist seened to gulp the gun fromthe fingers which held it. The wat chman
tried to flee, but a shove -- it made himthink of the nudge of a |oconotive -- sent himreeling
agai nst the wall of his cubicle.

Doc opened the door, hurled the nman inside, and followed after him

Propped in a corner, where be had been invisible fromthe barred wi ndow, sat a man. He wore
greasy coveralls. A time clock, suspended fromhis neck by a strap, proved himto be the genuine
wat chman. He was unconscious froma head bl ow, and would renain so for sone tine.

Doc's prisoner gritted: "This fellowis ny buddy -- the assistant watchnman! Sonebody beaned him

"Did you have on your Geen Bell hood when you struck the watchman down?" Doc asked dryly.

The man began to sputter. "I don't know what
Doc sent a hand to the man's shoul der, plucked away a | ong bl ack thread.
"This is not the kind of thread which would come fromyour suit,” he nurnmured. "It's silk."

"It's fromny necktie!" the other barked desperately.

"Your necktie is a particularly unlovely shade of yellow " Doc reni nded.

The man pitched backward, desperate to escape.

Doc started a swift gesture, ained at recapturing him H's gaze, always alert and nearly

al | -seeing, went beyond the fal se watchman to the factory buil dings. What he saw caused himto duck
swiftly.

THE FACTORY wal s were largely of glass, after the nodern fashion. The wi ndows were great tilting
panel s. Three of these had opened silently since Doc's |ast inspection. Orminous black rods were
pr ot rudi ng.

The rods |ipped flanme. They were machi ne guns, and they trip-hamered nmad strings of reports.

Bul | ets sl ashed conpletely through the thin walls of the watchman's turret. They chopped the

pl anks of f. A drawer under the little inspection window was hit. It junped out of its groove and
spilled its contents on the floor.

Gd oves, a lunch pail -- stuff belonging to the watchman -- and a Green Bell hood! Evidently this
| ast had been hidden there when Doc was sighted.

The fake watchman was slain by the first stormof |ead. The slugs doubled himup, spun himaround
and around, knocking himout of shape.

Doc grasped the feet of the genuine watchman, who was slunbering fromthe bl ow over the head, and
jerked. The linp form skidded flat on the floor.

The floor was of painted concrete. Around it ran a foundation wall, also of concrete. It would
turn bullets.

The machi ne guns continued a deadly chatter. The nen using them were col d-bl ooded, intent on
ridding thensel ves of the bronze man. In their blood lust, they had coldly sacrificed their fellow
crook.

From the wal | s chunks of wood fell. Shingles were scooped off the roof; gray dust spurted from
the concrete foundation walls. The wall cracked at one point, then another. But it held, furnishing
protection.

The barrage ended. Silence reeked for a nonent. Then nen could be heard | eaving the factory.

Doc lifted his head. Two nen were running forward to see what kind of work their fire had done;
both were arnmed. Both wore the gl oony hoods of the G een Bell.

Doc reached for the pistol which he had taken fromthe fake watchman. He rarely carried a gun
hinmsel f. He held the opinion that a man who carried a firearmwould cone to put too nuch dependence
on it, and accordingly, would be the nore hel pless if disarned.

An ear could barely divide the twin roar which his shots nade. The charging pair seened to go

| opsi ded, reel, then topple down, two | oose bundl es of arns and | egs.

It was not because of any lack of skill in their use that Doc did not carry firearns. He had

wi nged both nen in the |egs.

Machi ne guns pronptly opened up again fromthe factory. Doc threw hinself close to the floor. It
woul d be suicide to shoot back.

The gunfire kept up for what seemed an age. The concrete foundation wall was getting thinner and
thinner. A bullet |unged through.

But once nore the shooting stopped.



Chancing a | ook, Doc saw that the two nen had been noved to safety under cover of the fire. He
coul d hear one of themwailing faintly in agony.

Two or three nysterious volleys of shots soon sounded somewhere in the rear of the factory.

Doc exposed hinself briefly. He was not fired on. Quitting the turret he ran for the factory. He
reached it and veered around a corner.

It was as he had guessed: the nen in the Green Bell hoods were retreating. They had used their
rapid-firer to batter the lock off a small gate in the rear fence.

They fled, carrying the two wounded. Tall weeds and small brush received them They were | ost
conpletely to view

Mbtors canme to hooting life in the brush. A car lunged out of a thicket like a frightened bl ack
hawk. Another followed. The two streaked down a side road, pursued by a tunbling snake of dust.
Doc entered the factory. He knew the general |ayout of such textile plants as this. It did not
take himlong to find the roomwhich held the workmen's | ockers.

The | ockers were tall, green netal boxes. Each bore a small frame which held a nanme card. One of
the | ockers was upset.

Doc turned it over so that he could see the nane plate:

JI M CASH
Wat ever had been conceal ed tinder the | ocker was now gone.
A sharp, brittle voice sonewhere behind Doc rasped. "You will put your hands up!"

Chapter X I. THE BODY IN THE VI NES

THE LOCKERS stood in a row, |like drab netal teeth. The one which was upset |eft an opening.

Doc dived through.

The factory floors were rubber conposition. This explained how the man had approached unnoti ced.
Too, the newcormer was not very close -- at the end of the |ocker room a good fifty feet away.
There was no shot. Light in the cavernous place was too dimto permt accurate nmarksmanship. It
was even a bit too dark to identify faces. But Doc had recognized the new arrival's voice. It was
Col l'ison McAlter, owner of the plant.

Doc lighted one of the firecrackers and threwit. It was concealed from MA ter by the |ockers.
Striking the wall near him the cracker exploded with a terrific report!

Col lison McAlter cried out, fired his revolver -- both at the sanme instant. Firecracker and
gunshot were about of an equal | oudness.

Doc Savage, big and bronze and grim stood very silent. It was quite dark in the corner where the
firecracker had | oosened. Collison MAlter probably could not tell what he had shot at, or whether
he had hit any one.

Doc was puzzled. Was Col lison McAlter one of the Geen Bell's nen? Was he the G een Bell

hi msel f?

To determine the truth, Doc decided on a small ruse. He glided silently along the phal anx of

l ockers until he stood as close to McAlter as he could get, w thout being discovered. Using the

voi ce which he enployed in ordinary speech, but neking it snmall, choking, and thin, Doc said:
"McAlter -- you wanted -- to kill -- ne."

Collison McAlter's gun slipped fromhis fingers and planked on the fl oor.

He cried shrilly: "Doc Savage -- good heavens! | thought you were one of the Geen Bell's gang!"

Doc waited. If Collison MAter was the Geen Bell, this mght be a sly trick to draw himinto
line for a bullet from another gun.

But McAlter came stunbling to the spot where he thought he had shot Doc. The bronze nman drew his
flashlight, gave the lens a twist to spread the beam wi dely, and spl ashed | um nance.

Col lison McAlter's hands were bare of weapons. He was trenbling, pale. He | ooked worried.

Doc Savage showed hinself. "It's all right; you didn't hit ne."

McAl ter spluttered. He swabbed a cold dew off his forehead, |eaning flaccidly against the

| ocker.

"What a horrible mstake | nmade!" he gul ped.

"Did you just get here?" Doc denanded.

"l1've been here at |east two hours."”

McAl ter paused, apparently waiting for Doc to make a remark. The result was a dead sil ence.

"You see, | nust confess |'mnot a very brave man when it comes to physical danger," MAter
munbl ed. "After | left the neeting at Aunt Nora Boston's to-night | went hone, but couldn't sleep.
So | canme out here to the factory to |look things over. | sawthe Geen Bell's nmen arrive and

over power the watchman. "

He paused, shuddered violently, and drooped even nore |inply against the |ockers.

"Frankly, | was afraid to show nyself!" he groaned.

"I would hardly call that |lack of nerve," Doc told him "There were too nmany of themfor one man
to handle."

"Yes, that's what | thought,” MAl ter agreed. "Anyway, | don't know why they were here. They
started shooting, but | couldn't see their target. | guess it was you! Even then | was afraid to
open fire on them |'Il never forgive nyself for that!"

McAl ter peered anxiously in the gloom trying to ascertain fromthe expression on Doc's bronze



features whether or not his story had been accepted as true.

What he saw gave himlittle satisfaction one way or the other.

"What in the world could they have been after?" he asked.

"Jim Cash evidently had docunentary proof of the Geen Bell's identity," Doc replied. "He

conceal ed the evidence under his |ocker here in the plant. He wote the nane of the hiding place in
invisible ink on his arm Just why he should follow that procedure is a nystery. How the G een Bell
| earned of the nessage is al so unexpl ai ned. "

Bot h t hese enignas were answered indirectly when Doc appeared at Aunt Nora Boston's house.

COLLI SON MCALTER used his |inmousine as a conveyance to Aunt Nora's. Doc crouched on the rug in

the anple tonneau. The police did not dare to stop a man of Collison McAlter's prom nence and search
his car.

Ham was cal ling by I ong distance from New York, when Doc arrived at Aunt Nora's.

"How s it comi ng, Doc?" he asked.

"It could be a great deal better," Doc assured him

"l thought 1'd report sonething queer!" Hamsaid rapidly. "It nay be inportant. Qur mail carrier
here was ki dnapped yesterday by men in black gowns. He nanaged to escape during the night. The

obj ect of the ki dnapping seemed to be to get mail he was bringing us. He said there was only one
letter. It was from Prosper City."

"That expl ains what just happened here, Haml Jim Cash hid his evidence against the G een Bell,

and marked the hiding place on his arml He nust have witten me a letter fromProsper Cty,

suggesting that, in case he was killed, | should look on his armfor the information."

"Confound it!" Hamgritted. "W're sure having our setbacks in this ness."

"Sonme of the Green Bell's nmen may still be in New York," Doc warned. "You'd better watch out for
t hem "

"Don't worry, |'ve been doing that," Hamsaid wyly. "I think I'"'mgoing to be able to scare those

four lying witnesses into telling the truth, too."

"When you get that done, you can cone down here and clear me of the charge of nurdering Prosper
City's chief of police!"

Ham snorted. "O. K. How is that hairy missing link, Mnk, coming al ong?"

"He has his eye on Alice Cash," Doc said, knowing this was exactly what Monk would wish himto
tell Ham

The conversation terminated with a loud groan fromthe distant |lawer. If there was anything that
pained Ham it was to see his sparring eneny, Mnk, nmaking a hit with an attractive young | ady.
Monk hinsel f soon arrived. Renny, Oe Slater, Aunt Nora and the others acconpanied hi. Aice Cash
was quiet, and her eyes were continuously downcast.

They had consigned her brother's body to a | ocal funeral homne.

MONK LOOKED at Doc and shook his head slowy.

"The cops sure are conbing this man's town for you!" he declared. Then, in a | ow tone which did
not reach Alice Cash, he added: "They even followed us into the funeral honme and searched the
cof fin, thinking we might be pulling some kind of hocus-pocus! And they frisked our cars two tines
on the way here."

"That's not half of it!" Renny put in grimy. "They're liable to show up here any m nute!"

Renny stepped out. He cane back with the latest extra edition of the Prosper Gty News. Through
his spectacles with the magnifying |lens, he stared owishly at the headlines.

"They' ve got a decent crowd on that newspaper!" he grinned. "They carry a story saying Chief
Clenents was shot, but they don't mention Doc's nane in connection with the affair! They sinply say
that there is not enough evidence to name the slayer."

Absently, Renny knocked his big fists together. This made a sound as if bricks were colliding.
"What about the gun with which Tugg shot C enments?" he pondered.

"Tugg will be too wise to keep it," Doc told him

O e Slater cane dashing in from outdoors.

"M . Savage!" he ejacul ated. "The police!"

Doc went to the door. Down the road sonewhere, |oud voices were naking angry demands, and getting
just as angry' refusals. The gang of ex-service guards had evidently stopped the police.

Monk offered: "I told themto do that."

Doc nodded. "Fine! That gives us a few nonents to work which should be enough."

Monk | ooked uneasy. "It's going to be plenty dangerous getting away from here!"

"I"'mgoing to stay right on the grounds!"

"Holy cow " expl oded Renny, using an expression which cane to his tongue whenever he was greatly
surprised. "How re you going to manage that?"

W thout answering, Doc stepped outdoors and circled the house. He did not know how he was goi ng
to remain wthout being ferreted out by the Prosper Cty | awren.

He was | ooking for a hiding place which would not be suspected. Before he was hal fway around the
house, he discovered it.

A large gal vanized iron tank stood at the rear of Aunt Nora's ranbling old house. Eave spouts
enptied into it. Aunt Nora Boston was a thrifty soul who did her own washing. She believed there was



nothing like soft rain water for this

The tank was two thirds full.

"G ve us a shoulder!" Doc directed, and bent his efforts to noving the tank sone di stance away
fromthe house. "Don't spill the water!"

A skeptical |augh escaped Oe Slater. "You can never avoid them by subnerging yourself in the
tank. The police are sure to prod around in the water with sticks."

"Dry up, sonny," Mnk advised him "Doc's schene ain't anything as sinple as that."

O e Slater flushed angrily. He was not in a nbod to take any cracks from Monk-pi qued as he was
because Monk had been giving charmng Alice Cash narked attention

Doc called Monk. They ran inside the house. Al though Doc's equi pnent had been destroyed by the
explosion in his room Mnk's chem cal supplies were still intact. Wth a great clanking of test
tubes and a fizzing of |iquids, Monk went to work.

Doc entered Renny's quarters. Anong ot her things the big-fisted engi neer had brought from New
York were conpact diving "lungs." These consisted of little nore than oxygen tanks w th hoses
running to a nouthpiece. The outfit included a clip like a clothespin for holding the nostrils
shut

Monk appeared. He was carrying two bottles-one snall, one large. They held liquids of a widely
different nature. He gave Doc the smaller bottle. They hurried outdoors

The bronze man now picked up a large rock and i mersed hinself carefully in the tank. He sat on
the bottom the rock on his lap to hold hinself down.

Monk dunped the chemical in the large bottle onto the water. Striking a match, he applied it. The
stuff blazed up brilliantly, making a browni sh snoke

Homel y Monk gave O e Slater his best |eer

"This chem cal burns w thout hardly any heat!" he chuckled. "The police will think we're burning
trash in the tank. They won't know there's water in it. Now, do you believe they'll prod with
sticks?"

O e Slater | ooked sheepish. "No, of course not! But suppose M. Savage should want to get out of
there? How could he do it w thout being burned?"

"Didn't you see the small bottle | gave hinP"

"What's that got to do with it?"

"It's filled with an extinguishing fluid that floats. Al Doc has to do is uncork the bottle --
and the fire goes out."

O e Slater rubbed his strong jaws. "Isn't there any limt to the nunber of tricks you fell ows
have up your sl eeve?"

"Listen!" Mnk grinned. "Nobody has ever put Doc in a jamhe couldn't get out of!"

Word was now di spatched to the ex-service nmen, advising themit was perfectly all right for the
police to approach. Wen the officers arrived, Long Tom and Johnny were nmeking a great show of
dunpi ng trash into the flam ng tank. They ceased this before the cops cane cl ose enough to observe
that the "trash" was only tin cans, which would not add to the heat of the chemcal fire

"We're gonna search this joint!" a police sergeant declared loudly. "W're gonna search it
good! "

"Go ahead!" Monk told him "Just one thing, though! Don't start intimdating Alice Cash and Aunt
Nor a! "

"1'm gonna make damm sure they ain't seen Doc Savage!"

Monk gave a signal. Hs three pals crowded up threateningly. They were a grimfaced fighting
crew.

"You can ask all the questions you want to!" Mnk grunted. "But whether anybody answers them or
not is sonething else!"

"\Were's Doc Savage?"

"That's one we're not going to answer!"

The | awman gl owered bl ackly. "You won't answer because you're afraid of givin' your pal away!"

"I ain't afraid of nothin' or nobody!" Mnk hamrered his chest like a bull ape. "I just don't
feel |ike answering your damed question!"

AT THI S point nore policenen arrived. Three carloads! They bristled wi th sub-nmachi ne guns and
doubl e-barrel ed riot guns. A cordon was stretched around Aunt Nora's grounds

The officers pushed their search. Beginning at the circus tents, they tore into every bale and
box. They even clinbed to the top of the tents to see that there were no trick pockets

They ignored the flaming barrel, except to toss an enpty cigarette pack in the flames

They reached the house. At front and rear doors guards were posted. The scrutiny started in the
basement. Walls and floor were brick. The bricks were examned, literally one at a time, to make
sure no trapdoor gave into a secret room

G her officers scattered over the remai nder of the house. Approxi mately two dozen newconers
arrived. These were the nen who owned the nmills and the mnes of Prosper City. They had evidently
held a conference, and had cone in a body to discuss nmeasures which woul d give Doc control of their
property.

Wien they found the bronze nan was being sought by the police, they exploded indignantly. No one



woul d entertain the idea that Doc Savage had shot Chief C enents.

They | anded on the officers with a verbal barrage. For a \_ few nonents the house was a bedl am of
angry shouting. The police perspired and their necks became red. They could not tell these nmen to
shut up and clear out. They were Prosper City's powerful citizens.

"The suggestion that Savage nurdered anybody is preposterous!" insisted a mne owner. "W've been
investigating! Savage is known all over the world for his renarkabl e deeds!"

Pompous Judborn Tugg had cone upon the scene from sonewhere. He entered the argunent.

"My dear fellow business nmen and conrades,"” he said bonbastically. "This man Savage is twce a
murderer -- probably worse."

"We do not believe that!" some one advised.

"l saw Savage nurder Chief Cenents!" Tugg shouted. "Half a dozen others wi tnessed the horrible
crime, too! Furthernore, Savage is trying to buy your properties for a fraction of what they are

worth! Can't you see that? He's not only a killer -- he's a gigantic swindler!"
Renny's great voice roared: "Wen the tine cones, Tugg, we'll either prove that you're the G een
Bell, or that you're on his pay roll."

Both fists up and clenched, Tugg started forward as if to strike Renny. However, he stopped well
out of reach of the enormous bl ocks of gristle which Renny called hands.

"Your lying words won't hurt nme!" he said, with the air of an injured man.

After this, Tugg subsided. He could see plainly that every one but the police was against him
"Go ahead with the search,"” commanded the sergeant in charge of police. "W're going to scour
this place from--

He never finished. Feet rapped the porch. A uniformed officer dived inside.

"One of our nen!" he yelled. "Hanging in the vines under a window A knife is sticking out of
him "

THERE WAS an excited rush around the house. Vines which the excited officer had mentioned were
wi steria. The creepers draped over a lightly constructed trellis.

Under one second-story w ndow there was a vertical streak where the | eaves were wet with dull,
thick red. The blue-clad body of a policenman was the nountain fromwhich this streak of crinson
spilled.

The cadaver hung fromthe wi ndow by a rope around the neck. The officer had been stabbed several
tinmes, judging fromthe places where he had | eaked bl ood. The knife had been left protruding from
his chest after the |ast blow

One of Aunt Nora Boston's carving knives! |t had a black stag-horn handle. Frombelow, the hilt
| ooked not unlike the head of a black serpent peeping fromthe vest pocket of the dead nan's coat!
Honely Monk stared at the window -- and began to feel as if he was standing in a pool of ice
water. It was his roomfromwhich the body was dangling!

"Holy cow " Renny breathed in Mink's ear. "Wy on earth was he nurdered? And right under our
noses, too!"

Monk tied his furry hands into knots, then untied them He was visioning the inside of the
Prosper City Jail.

The chances were good that every one present would be arrested. It was only in detective-story
books that a houseful of people were kept on the scene after a nurder, in order that the detective
hero might trap the villain. These hardheaded cops would throw every one in jail.

Made silent and grimby the presence of nurder, the officers ran into the house and upstairs.
The rope whi ch suspended the slain nman was one Monk had used to tie around a case of chenicals
whi ch he had brought from New York. It was not |ong enough to | ower the body to the ground.
They haul ed the corpse in through the w ndow.

There was nothing to indicate why the bluecoat had been slain; no bruises to indicate a

struggl e.

"There couldn't have been a fight, anyway," Mnk pointed out. "W would have heard it from
downstairs. The fell ow has been dead only a few mnutes."

"Whose roomis this?" denanded the police sergeant.

"Mne," Mink admitted. His small voice was even nore tiny than usual.

The officer yanked a pair of handcuffs from his pocket, and bore down on Mnk.

"Listen, big hairy, you're under arrest for nurder!" he snapped.

Monk beetled his brows angrily. "You're forgetting sonething."

"What "

"l haven't been out of your sight a minute since you arrived. The slain man was one of the nen
who cane with you, so | couldn't have killed him"

Mar ked di sappoi ntment was regi stered by the policeman. He wanted to put Mnk under custody. But
Monk was obvi ously not the guilty person.

"Bring everybody up here in the hall!" the cop shouted. "W'|| get to the bottomof this!"

The group of men, who represented Prosper City's mnes and factories, protested vociferously to
bei ng herded about by the police. This, however, had no effect.

"This is mghty serious!" the bluecoats growl ed. "W got to investigate everybody!"

"That is exactly right, officer!" Judborn Tugg agreed loudly. "I will gladly submt nyself to any



exam nation. Personally, | think any one reluctant to do that, under the circunstances, has
sonething to conceal ."

Nunerous dark glares rewarded Tugg for his speech. He replied with a snug snmile. He knew the
words had lifted himin the estinmation of the officers.

BETWEEN TEN and fifteen m nutes of catechizing now ensued. The servants of the law did a rather
thorough job. The information they obtained, however, only added to their perplexity. A nost any
one, it seenmed, could be the killer. Indeed, Doc's four aids were alnobst the only men who had been
continuously at the side of some officer during the time the slaying nust have occurred.

Col lison McAlter, Aunt Nora, Oe Slater, Alice Cash -- all others, in fact -- found difficulty in
proving exactly where they had been.

The little flock of Prosper Gty business nen becane frankly worried. Their efforts to prove by
one another that they were accounted for at all times, were alnost frantic.

"Al'l of you stick here in the hall!" comanded the sergeant. "W're gonna finish our search of
the house. Doc Savage may be around, and may have nurdered the cop!"
Tall, bony Johnny had been using his spectacle nagnifier on the hilt of the knife which had slain

the bl uecoat.

"It has been wiped clean of finger prints," he announced regretfully.

The police search progressed up fromthe basement. Plaster was scrutinized; walls were rapped;
books and nmgazi nes were exam ned.

"You' ve got strange ideas of hidin' places!" Mnk snorted.

"Don't get sassy!" he was ordered. "W're |ookin' for the gun that shot Chief Cenents!"

Monk gave a pronounced start. "Say, officer, did sonebody suggest the gun m ght be here?"

"W don't broadcast the source of our tips!" snapped the sergeant. But a novenent of his eyes
toward Judborn Tugg was significant -- the gun hint had come from Tugg.

A hoodoo seened to have settled in Mnk's roomfor it was there that the next unpleasant

devel oprment occurred.

Monk had brought along a spare suit. It hung in the closet. Fromits pocket was produced the gun
which had slain Chief Cenents

Proof that this was the particular gun would have to await exam nation of ballistics experts,
though. Identification nunbers had been filed off. Judging by the shiny condition of the file
grooves, it was a safe bet this had been done since the fatal shooting.

Monk entertained no doubt about its being the murder gun. Sonme one had planted it in his room He
proclaimed this fact |oudly.

"It explains the nurder of the policeman!" he declared. "The cop happened to find the Green Bell
or one of his nmen hiding the gun in this room That's why he was killed!"

"The gun bein' here shows Doc Savage has been here," the sergeant insisted. "He could have done
the killin"!"

Monk subsi ded. What was the use of arguing?

A FRESH stream of objections now came fromthe Prosper Cty business men. If Doc Savage was
guilty, they asserted, why arrest everybody? Sone of them made the omi nous prediction that, if this
kept up, Prosper City would soon find herself with an entire new set of policenen.

The officers relented -- partially. It was agreed that every one should renmain at Aunt Nora's

pl ace under careful guard, Doc's four nen -- thinking of their bronze chief concealed in the water
tank -- were not pleased at this turn of events.

Fl ames still l|eaped fromthe top of the tank. It was the nature of Mnk's chenmical to burn slowy

-- it would blaze for another hour. Then what?

Doc stood an excell ent chance of being discovered, and none at all of escaping fromthe grounds.
"We ought to warn Doc how things are stacking up," Mnk whispered to pretty Alice Cash.

Al'i ce now showed that she carried around somet hi ng besi des good | ooks on her shoul ders. She
secured perm ssion fromthe policenen, and retired to the privacy of her room On a sheet of stiff
white paper she wote a brief summary of what had occurred. She sealed this in a |arge-nouthed
bottl e which had once contai ned stick candy.

The roll of paper pressed against the walls of the bottle, due to its own stiffness. Hence the
words it bore could be read through the gl ass.

Alice found a heavy paper weight, and tied this to the bottle to serve as a sinker.

The current fashion in gowns tended toward full sleeves. She was wearing the |atest. She

conceal ed the bottle in a sleeve, then managed to make her way outdoors w thout attracting

suspi ci on.

She maneuvered toward the fal mdrowned tank and tossed her nessage inside, wthout seem ng she
was doi ng anyt hi ng unusual .

Descendi ng through the water, the bottle and its weight |anded on Doc's right knee. He grasped
it. The fire above lighted the water nore brilliantly than sunlight would have. Too, although the
burning chem cal was not supposed to nmake nuch heat, the water was getting unpl easantly warm
Peering through the wall of the bottle, Doc read the nessage.

He reached a swift decision. Indeed, he seened hardly to consider the natter at all, so rapidly
did his brain analyze the situation and ferret out the best procedure.



The cork left the neck of the bottle which held the extinguishing conpound. It was a mlky fluid.
I'n weathing streaners, which resenbled the snoke froma snall fire, it clinbed upward. The chemni cal
flames were pronptly snuffed out.

Renmovi ng the rock anchor fromhis |lap, Doc got up and cl anbered from the tank.

Yells of surprise greeted his appearance. Alice Cash pressed her hands to her cheeks and | ooked
start!l ed.

The police sergeant dashed forward, gun in one hand, handcuffs in the other, shouting: "You're

arrested! If you bat an eye, you'll get plugged!"

Chapter X II. PIPED COMVANDS

W THI N SURPRI SI NGLY few seconds, Doc was centered in a bristling ring of gun nules.

Judborn Tugg bounced up and screaned: "Kill him officer! Don't let himescape! He's the devil

who nurdered your chief!"

Long Tom chanced to be near Tugg at that instant. The electrical w zard-slender, pallid,

unheal t hy- | ooki ng-di d not seemhalf a match for the portly Tug. But he sprang upon Tugg. His fists
delivered a smacking volley.

Before Long Tom was haul ed of f, Judborn Tugg had lost three front teeth. His nose was awmy. Both
his eyes had received a pasting which would soon turn thema beautiful black.

Long Tom swung his fists recklessly at officers who grabbed him Two dropped. The el ectrical

wi zard had the appearance of a weakling, but his | ooks were highly deceptive.

Ordinarily, Long Tom kept a | evel head; but on rare occasions, he flewinto a great rage. He was
havi ng one of his tantruns now. The accusations agai nst Doc had heated himto the expl oding point
A | awran got behi nd and whi pped the back of Long Tom s head repeatedly with a bl ackjack. The

el ectrical expert tunbled over, unconscious.

Doc Savage was now conducted into the basenment of Aunt Nora's house, and ordered to undress.
Every piece of his clothing was taken. This indignity was suggested by bruised, trenbling Judborn
Tugg.

"You don't want to take any chances," Tugg told the police. "There's no telling what kind of
weapon this bronze fiend mght have hidden in his clothing."

An old pair of overalls and a blue shirt were handed Doc. His feet were left bare. The officers
conducted himto a large police touring car.

The top was up, but there were no curtains. Doc sat in the rear, an officer on each side. Three
nore cops occupi ed the front seat.

When they headed for town and jail, two cars rolled ahead. Three cane behind. In one of the
latter Long Tom | angui shed. They were going to jail the electrical wzard for his perfornmance on
Tugg.

Every one el se was, it seened, to be permitted liberty. Now that the police had Doc, they seened
to think everything was settl ed.

The official cars were driven slowy. Their notors were rather silent for such big machines.

As they entered a part of town where residences were nore plentiful, a nmetallic squeaking of

radi os in houses could be distinguished. Evidently the Prosper Gty broadcasting station put on a
program at this hour which was very popular with the housewives. A majority of sets were tuned in.
The autos progressed several blocks. Suddenly, all about them a wailing and scream ng canme from
the radi o speakers.

The uproar had an eerie, banshee quality. Intermngled with the bedlam rising above it, cane a
procession of dull gonging notes. These persisted for only a few nonments, then the whol e cl anor
di ed.

"The Green Bell!" a cop gul ped.

The police | ooked at Doc as if suspecting the bronze man m ght have made the noise.

Doc showed by no sign that be had heard. Hi s hands reposed on his knees. They rested cl ose

t oget her, snugged by handcuffs. H's ankl es were al so nanacl ed.

Three railroads entered Prosper City. To avoi d dangerous crossings, the tracks lay on high
grades. Overhead bridges spanned the streets.

The police caval cade crawl ed toward one of the bridges. Two passed under. Doc's machi ne canme up
within a score of feet of the structure. It traveled at a |eisurely pace.

Flinging both fists above his head, Doc sprang upward. Driven by trenmendously devel oped | eg

nmuscl es, his body burst through the top fabric as if it were paper.

He twi sted out on top. The bows were stanch enough to support his weight.

The shackles on wrists and ankl es seemed to hanper himhardly at all. By the tine the car reached
the bridge, he was standing erect.

Springi ng upward, he grasped the bridge beans. A flip outward and upward hooked his toes over the
rail. An acrobatic swaying -- and he was atop the bridge.

HAD DOC sought to nake an escape in any direction other than upward, the police would have been
in a position toriddle him As it was, the tops of the cars spoiled their aim

Before they could | ean outside, Doc was gone-sheltered by the high steel side pieces of the

bri dge.

I'n conceal nent, Doc tested the handcuffs against his bronze sinews. It was no nean feat of nuscle



he was attenpting. The handcuff |inks were not undersize, nor were they of a special netal, so
brittle it would snap easily -- two dodges sonetines enpl oyed by professional strong nen.

Hi s sinews seened to bunch, and crawl I|ike aninals under his bronze skin. Snap! went the links
joining his ankles. Then another straining tug, and those on his wists went the sane way.

Down the tracks he ran, doubled as | ow as possible between the rails. Policemen were shooti ng,
yel ling, and scranbling madly up the grade!

It would have been an excellent tinme for a train to come along. But never was a horizon nore
barren of a snorting |oconptive. Doc scooted ahead until a bullet squeaked dangerously cl ose,
telling himofficers had gained the track.

He pitched right, and literally slithered down the grade on his stomach. The railway section nmen
had sown a plentiful amount of clover on the slope-it was a sweet variety of clover which grew rank
and of fered excel |l ent conceal nent.

Doc gained a fence, left pennants of his overalls on the barb wire getting through, and dived
behi nd sonme one's chi cken house, just as bullets began to smack the boards.

He crossed the yard, surrounded by a young tornado of frightened chi ckens. Racing past a snall
dwel ling, he glided down the street.

He was safe. He nade directly for Aunt Nora Boston's pl ace.

THE BRI EF, hi deous cl angor of the G een Bell over the radio was the reason for Doc's escape. He
had no proof as to the neaning of the unearthly radi o noise, but he had con eluded it could have
only one purpose.

Runor said the noise always presaged death or violence by the G een Bell's nen. Therefore, Doc

reasoned, the gong was a sunmmons to bring the evil, hooded tribe to sone point where they received
orders.
Doc was certain that Judborn Tug was one of the clan -- if not its chief. He intended to watch

Tugg's reactions to the radio call.

Doc reached a tall tree sone distance fromAunt Nora's hone. This was a lofty elm It chanced to
be the same perch fromwhich the ill-fated Slick had watched. Small scuffs on the bark, a clinging
thread or two which had been wrenched fromSlick's suit, told Doc this part of the story as he
clinbed upward.

He stationed hinself at the end of a large |inb.

Some sort of disturbance was going on near one of the circus tents. Judborn Tugg was waving a fat
arm and shouting. Monk and Johnny were danci ng about himw th threatening gestures.

Tugg' s actions showed he was insulting Doc's two aids in studied fashion.

In a nonent, Monk and Johnny sei zed the ponpous nman and threw himbodily out of the grounds.

Doc Savage, witnessing this bit of drama, felt a new respect for Tugg's sagacity. The fat nman had
managed to get hinself kicked out so that his departure, so soon after the radi o clangor, would not
be suspi ci ous.

Doc silently Iowered hinself fromhis perch and fol |l owed Tugg.

The fat man entered his |inousine. However, he drove only a short distance, and that very slowy.
Parking near a wide flat field which was overgrown with brush, he made for the ranmshackl e barn.
The sunlight was brilliant. At no tinme did Tugg take nore than half a dozen steps wi thout
glancing alertly around. Yet Doc was hardly fourscore feet behind when his quarry ducked into the
ol d barn.

Doc sidled near the structure, only to be forced back as he heard the approach of other nen.

The Green Bell's pack was assenbl i ng!

They cane by twos and by threes. Once, half a dozen in a group. The last arrival closed the

door .

Each nman to cone to the spot had been incased in a long black garnent with a green bell painted
on the breast. No one remai ned outside on guard. That exotic masquerade woul d have been sure to
attract attention of any chance passer-by. No doubt nore than one watching eye was pasted to the
cracks, however.

In assenbling the vast know edge which his remarkable brain held, Doc had nade it a practice to
learn frommasters in each line; then, by intensive study, to inprove on the best they were able to
give. He had gone to animal hunters of the jungle to | earn woodcraft, for these were the masters of
steal th.

As noi sel essly as a cl oud-cast shadow, he drew near the ranshackl e buil ding.

A holl ow, earthy voice munbled within the structure. The words, as they reached Doc's ears, were
al nrost too distorted for understanding.

The thing Slick Cooley had | earned only by use of his eyes. Doc's keen ears discerned instantly!
The voi ce was pouring froman underground pi pe!

"I's every one here?" it was asking.

"Yes, sir!" Judborn Tugg shouted in answer.

"You are here for orders!" canme the sepulchral tones of the Geen Bell. "Each of you, of course,
made sure he was not followed?"

To this, there was general clanor, evidently nmeant for assent.

"Good!" boonmed the voice fromthe ground. "W finally got Savage in jail. Hs men remain. It is



to hear their fate that you were summoned. "

DOC SAVAGE |istened with only half attention, for he was worm ng a slow way through the weeds,
pressing an ear to the ground at frequent intervals. Due to the marshy nature of the earth, he did
not believe the tiling could be deeply buried. Oherwise it would fill with water.

The Green Bell -- wherever he was -- nust of necessity shout loudly to make his voice carry with
vol une. Doc thought he should be able to locate the tile by ear.

"Judborn Tug!" donged the Green Bell.

"l am here!" Tugg shout ed.

If he did not know the figure to which he spoke was a dummy of sticks and cloth, he nust be very
puzzl ed at being asked to identify hinself.

"You will recall that, nearly a week ago, you were commanded to nmake certain preparati ons near
Aunt Nora Boston's hone!"

"Yes," how ed Tugg.

"Just what did you do? | want to be sure!"

"I hid a big bottle of poison in a brush patch on the nmountain slope, close to Aunt Nora's place!
You can't miss the brush! Four large trees grow out of it. They're in a straight line, as if they'd
been planted. "

"Exactly where is the bottle?"

"Buried hal fway between the mddle two trees."

"What kind of poison?"

"Cyani de! The nost deadly stuff | could find!'"

Qut si de, Doc Savage dug silently with his fingers. H's sensitive hearing had guided himwell, for
the bol e he sank | anded squarely on top of the tile. He spaded rapidly with his hands, |engthening
his excavation along the tile.

The big clay pipes were not |ong.

The Green Bell's voice booned: "Tugg, you will get that poison and --

In the mdst of the gonging words, Doc struck a sharp blow with his fist. The pipe was not of
very strong construction. It collapsed, eggshell fashion.

The Green Bell interrupted hinself, roared: "Wat was that noise?"

"It sounded as if -- it came fromunder you sone place," Tugg yell ed.

"Never mind," the master mnd said hastily, apprehensive lest his hirelings learn the figure in
the barn was only a stuffed dumy of wood and fabric.

Doc hastily cupped pal ns over the hole. This was to prevent escape of too nuch voice sound.

Pi cki ng up several pinches of fine dust, he let it trickle slowy into the opening.

Entering the tile, the dust streans were sucked away fromthe barn. This showed a draft, and gave
himthe direction.

It was possible that the string of tiles turned before they reached their destination.

"Tugg, you will get the cyani de which you secreted near Aunt Nora's!" continued the G een Bell.
"There is, | presune, a large quantity of it in the bottle."

"Alot!" Tugg shouted.

"CGood! You will get it! To-night you will take a group of nmen and dig up the water main which
supplies Aunt Nora's hone. | happen to know that, due to the house being in an outlying district,
the water line is very small two-inch pipe. You will insert the poison. | amsure you can handl e the
mechani cal details."

"l guess so!" Tugg replied uneasily.

DOC SAVAGE glided away fromthe barn, following a trail used by the masked men. H's gaze switched
here and there -- always on the ground.

Soon he found what he expected -- a cigarette stub. He picked it up, then continued his hunt. He
added two remants of Judborn Tugg's dollar cigars to his assortnment.

The prize find was a discarded paper matchbook -- one match remaining. Doc had feared it was
going to he necessary to start a fire Boy Scout fashion, twirling one stick upon another.

He noved back toward the dil api dated building. The cigarettes, cigars, and matches had been

di scarded by the Green Bell's nmen as they donned bl ack hoods upon nearing the rendezvous.

Back at the tile, Doc crunpled the tobacco into a |oose fistful. He put a match to the papers off
the cigarettes, then added the tobacco. The draft nmade it burn.

A wisp or two of snoke escaped the baked clay pipe. This was not enough to lift above the weeds
and be seen by the watchers in the barn.

Doc |istened. Judborn Tugg was tal king, giving a recital of what had happened at Aunt Nora
Boston's.

Doc felt there was no need of Judborn telling the G een Bell what had happened at Aunt Nora's.
The Green Bell had been upon the scene, and had nurdered the policenman, Doc believed.

Col lison McAlter -- the group of Prosper City factory and mine owners -- the others who had been
on hand -- one of these must be the G een Bell!

Doc circled widely, sensitive nostrils expanding and contracting as he sniffed the air. Tobacco
snoke possessed a nmarked odor. He hoped to locate it where it escaped’ fromthe end of the tile.
Daily from chil dhood, Doc had taken an exercise calculated to develop his ol factory organs. H's



sense of snell was phenonenal .

He ringed the place, without finding what he sought. The second tine, he went entirely around.
The last circle was wi der. Doc qui ckened his pace; he had expected better |uck.

Over toward the barn, he heard noises. Brush cracking. The Green Bell's gang | eaving the trysting
pl ace! The séance had ended.

Doc | et them go. Judborn Tug was the inportant nenber. He would not be hard to |ocate. Doc
concentrated on trying to find the nouth of the tile.

Judborn was one of the first to |l eave the barn. He wal ked swiftly fromthe vicinity. It was a hot
day; his black hood was unconfortable. He renoved it as soon as he got out of sight.

Al though his name was spoken freely at these sinister neetings, Tugg Was al ways careful to keep
his face hooded. This was nerely a coincidental precaution. If anything cane up in court he could
swear he had never attended the conclaves, but that the cul prit nust have been sonme one el se
masquer adi ng under his namne.

Entering his expensive car, Tug drove back to town, taking his tine. He snoked one of his costly
cigars. There was nothing ahead of himfor the remai nder of the day.

As for getting the poison fromthe cache near Aunt Nora's hone, that would wait until darkness.
TUGG EVENTUALLY wheel ed his machine up before his great white house. A few Months ago, there had
been a flunky to open the door; but there was none now. Tugg had disnissed all his servants,

pl eadi ng financial stringency.

The real reason was that he did not want servants around where they night pick up dangerous
informati on. Tugg was unmarried, and took his neals at Prosper City's |eading restaurant.

He entered his sunptuously furnished library. The minute he stepped through the door, he junped a
foot in the air.

A sonber black crow of a figure was perched in a deep arncthair. The green of the bell insignia
and the green of glass goggles were al nbost the sane hue.

The apparition held a | evel ed gun.

The firearm al one was enough to tell Judborn Tugg that he was now facing the Green Bell in
person. The czar sinister always held a gun when he showed hinself, to nmake sure none of his
followers took a notion to yank off his hood.

"Wwhat do you want?" Tugg spluttered. "I-1-1 was just talking to you."

"And a fine nmess you nmade of it, too!" The Geen Bell's tone was deep, angry.

Tugg dropped his cigar, and it lay unnoticed, charring the rug. "Wat do you nean?"

"Savage followed you to the swanp! He listened to everything that was said!"

Tugg shook his head violently. "Inpossible! The police have Savage!"

"He escaped!" The Green Bell's gun never wavered froma line with Judborn Tugg's heart. "The

police -- helpless fools -- |let Savage get away. And he followed you to the neeting in the barn."
"Afe!" Tugg choked. "Surely not!"

"W will not argue about that!" the Green Bell clanged. "Savage was there! | heard him | am
certain! You will take the orders which | canme to give you! Then | wll go!"

"What is it?"

"You will ignore all orders pertaining to the bidden bottle of cyanide!"

Tugg blinked. Then his quick brain grasped the possibilities.

"Say, boss, if Savage overheard us tal king about that poison, he's sure to go to destroy it. W
can |lay an anbush."

"The anmbush is already set!" intoned the G een Bell.

"But | didn't know you had gotten hold of any of the men --

"This is a trap which does not use nen. And it is the nore effective for that!"

The Green Bell now took his departure, fading into the shrubbery.

Judborn Tugg, watching froma w ndow, swore in disgust and wi shed he had not |andscaped his place
so profusely. He would have liked to follow and learned the identity of this fiend who was behind
Prosper City's difficulties.

Chapter XIV. THE SUSPI Cl ON PLANT

HAD DOC Savage been able to witness what had just occurred at Judborn Tugg's hone, he would no

| onger have retained a suspicion that Tugg was the G een Bell.

However, Doc was not considering Tugg very seriously for the part of villain. H's reason for this
was sinple. Tugg was too obviously connected with the Green Bell organization. The man actually
behind the thing was too clever to |let suspicion point at himin that fashion.

Doc had now nade five circles around the barn ruin. He had detected no faintest odor of tobacco
snoke. He was frankly puzzled. It was hardly possible that the Geen Bell had been this distant from
the rendezvous.

Di sgusted, Doc returned to the ranshackle old farmbuilding. By now, his bird had flown. He
concluded to follow the tiling and |l earn where it actually did go.

The baked clay pipes were not buried deeply. By jabbing a sharp stick, he traced them They ran
perhaps two hundred feet, turning sharply at two points. Then they suddenly ended.

He dug. The discovery he nade was unexpected. The tiles sinply el bowed strai ght downward. After a
depth of three feet, the shaft was steel pipe.



Doc conpressed a snall ball of clay, dropped it. The lunmp fell, he judged accurately, at |east
two hundred and fifty feet.

Wth great care, Doc now wi ped out all traces of his presence, filling in the holes he had
excavat ed, and scattering | eaves and trash about.

He left the vicinity. H's steps were careful; his progress noiseless. This, although there was no
apparent danger. His was an instinctive caution.

Many days had passed since the last rain at Prosper City. Yet the ground underfoot was soft, wet.
In sone spots it was nuck which oozed over his shoes.

It was not ground through which one could readily drive a tunnel. A few feet beneath the surface,
the earth nmust be literally a thick soup. Yet the tile line had ended in a vertical shaft which sank
strai ght downward nore than ten score feet.

Doc had a theory to explain this. He hoped it might play an inportant part in the eventual
capture of the G een Bell.

Soret hi ng over an hour later, the bronze man turned up in the vicinity of Aunt Nora Boston's
home. Evading a covey of searching policenmen had del ayed hi m sonewhat .

Numer ous bl ue uniforns were scattered in Aunt Nora's yard. Others could be glinpsed occasionally,
noving within the house.

Doc set a course for the nountain slope which began al nost at the edge of Aunt Nora's abode. He
had no trouble locating a patch of brush fromwhich grew four perfectly aligned trees. This, from
what he had overheard, was the hiding place of the deadly poison.

What he did not know, though, was that the Geen Bell had set a death trap at the spot.

O d | eaves nade a gray-brown carpet under the brush and snmaller trees. These woul d show tracks,
for the undersides were dark and nol dy, while the upper surfaces had been washed and bl eached by the
weat her .

As Doc progressed, the brush thickened; trees of noderate size becanme nore plentiful.

Doc crouched, then sailed upward in a great leap. His sinewy fingers trapped a |inb. He swing
easily to another branch, flipped atop it, glided its swaying |l ength, and seened to float outward in
space to the next tree.

It was a remarkabl e exhibition of agility. Few jungle anthropoids could have done better.

THE FOUR extrenely tall trees, he discovered, jutted fromthe mdst of a thorn thicket. Moreover,
a path grooved between the second pair. Fromthe condition of the carpeting |eaves, it was evident
this trail received only occasional use.

Directly between the spindling trees, there was a snall opening in the thorny trail walls. Al nost
a pit! This seened a |logical hiding place for the poison.

Doc bal anced out on a branch of a snaller tree, sone yards fromthe four giant sentinels.

Loweri ng, he dangled from sinew hands. Back and forth, he began to flip, after the fashion of a
trapeze artist getting his swing going. The bough gyrated.

Rel easing his clutch at the proper instant, the big bronze nan arched upward through space. He
made a perfect landing on the lowernost |linb of a tall tree.

It was then that he encountered his big discovery.

A machine gun was |ashed to the tree. Its ugly snout angl ed downward. Doc sidled along the Iinb,
examned it. He sighted down the barrel. It was ainmed at the tiny recess in the thorns, which
probably held the poison.

A flexible wire, attached to the trigger, ran down through tiny, greased pulleys. A death trap!
Any one who grasped the poison bottle would be instantly riddl ed.

Doc thought swiftly. He detached the trigger trip of the gun. Then, with a | ong, descending | eap,
he | anded on the path.

Sear chi ng under the |eaves, he quickly found the poison. He untied a small wire fromthe neck of
the bottle. This was the trip for the rapid-firer.

A gl ance showed himthe poison was genuine. The stuff was not in crystal form but was an
odorless, volatile liquid. Cyanic acid!/ One of the nost deadly of poisons!

Doc carried the bottle sone distance away, got rid of its contents in a hole which he dug in the
ground, then refilled it with water froma streamtrickling down the nountainside. This stream due
probably to the presence of mines above, had a foul color, not greatly different fromthat of the
cyani de.

Repl aci ng the now harm ess bottle took only a nonent.

Moving with the ease of a squirrel, Doc clanbered into the tree which held the nachi ne gun. He
altered the position of the weapon slightly.

Doc took great pains with the work. Several tines, he sighted along the fluted barrel. Then he
replaced the wire on the trigger.

He quitted the vicinity as noiselessly as he had arrived.

In the distance, a freight train was whistling and puffing as it pulled out of Prosper Cty. It
got under way slowy, and its snorting and bl eating becanme fainter and fainter.

The freight was still audible when Doc appeared in the brush which fringed Aunt Nora Boston's
spaci ous yard. He waited, watching.

A car approached fromthe direction of town. It rolled into the yard, bearing Long Tom



The sl ender, pale, tenperanmental electrical w zard nust have put up bail and received a quick

rel ease on the charge of battering Judson Tugg

Per haps five minutes, Doc waited, in order that the jubilation caused by Long Tonmls return m ght
subsi de. Then the bronze man's strange, nellow, trilling note saturated the vicinity

Musi cal, yet entirely without tune, it ran up and down the scale. A bystander, |ooking at Doc's
lips, could not have told it was fromthence that the fantastic sound canme. Yet the weird resonance
possessed renmarkabl e carrying qualities

It penetrated across the | awn and soaked through the innernpost reaches of the vast old house
Pol i cenen gl anced about wonderingly, with no idea where the cadence was coming from

Doc's four nmen gave no indication that the eerie note neant anything to them But a few m nutes
later, the quartet sauntered casually into the house. They used binoculars fromupstairs w ndows.
It was gaunt Johnny, spectacles containing the nagnifier cocked up on his forehead, who

di scovered Doc

A strange bit of pantom me foll owed. Johnny's binoculars were powerful. Hence, Doc was able to
converse wWith himby using deaf-and-dunmb sign | anguage

DOC EXPLAI NED fully what he wanted. Then he eased away fromthe region

Patrol s of cops had taken to prowing the vicinity. He wi shed DO contact with them which could be
avoi ded

The sun had marched two hours nearer neridian when Johnny, driving down the road in one of the
rented cars, passed a certain culvert. Wthout stopping, he flung a paper wapped bundle fromthe
machi ne. This hopped end over end, conming to a rest directly before the cul vert

Johnny drove on as if nothing had happened

An armit |ooked |like a beam w apped with steel hawsers and painted with bronze-reached out of
the profuse weed growth and snared the packet

Bot h bundl e and arm di sappear ed

This seened the end of the incident. The tops of the weeds shook a little; but that m ght have
been caused by the breeze

About eight minutes later, and about eight blocks distant, a househol der's dog dashed madly
through his back yard, barking. The househol der | ooked out

He saw, or he thought he sawfor he was not quite sure-a mighty bronze figure vani shing along the
al l ey. The househol der went back and sat down to his dinner, grinning widely. The police were after
that bronze man! What of it? The viands on the table before himwere sone distributed by Doc Savage
the ni ght before

The next incident of this sort occurred well on the other side of town, when a nerchant, coning
home to his lunch, was astounded to have a giant bronze man step froma grape arbor ahead of him
and calmy cross the street

The merchant ran after the apparition. It was not in his thoughts to give an alarm He wanted to
thank this bronze man for a norning's business, which had practically saved his store from
bankr upt cy.

Thi s merchant had been carrying scores of inpoverished famlies on credit, and these, practically
wi t hout exception, had been grateful enough to make a substantial repaynent with the noney which
they had received from Doc

The merchant, however, was forced to withhold his thanks. He failed to find the bronze figure

whi ch he had glinpsed. The form had vani shed nagically in a garden

These two spots where the metallic giant was sighted were on a direct |ine between Aunt Nora
Boston's honme and Judborn Tugg's pal atial white mansion

JUDBORN TUGG had just partaken of an excellent dinner at Prosper City's |eading restaurant. He
returned to his home, driving his |uxurious |inpusine

Pausi ng before the front door, he made an el aborate ritual of clipping the end fromone of his
dol I ar cigars, and applying a match

He opened the door, entered, stopped-his jaw seem ng to disappear in his fat neck as he gaped

He made an absent gesture at putting the cigar in his nmouth, but mssed that cavity fully four

i nches

"l thought you -- goodness gracious!" he stuttered uncertainly. "Wat is the trouble now?"

A figure in a raven-bl ack robe occupied one of the living roomchairs. A green bell was painted
on the front of the hood. The eyes were practically invisible. There were eye holes in the hood, but
the wearer's face seemed to be bandaged heavily in white

"Nothing is wong!" snapped the sonber figure in a hollow, gonging voice

Tugg blinked, lifted his chin out of his fat neck, and found his lips with his cigar

"You | ook nuch different than you did this norning!" he nunbled. "I guess it is because you are
not wearing your green goggles. You have your eyes bandaged! | hope you have not net with an
acci dent ?"

"Don't worry about nmy health!" tolled Doc Savage, imtating the Green Bell's nmacabre tones

At the sanme tine, Doc wi shed he had known about those green goggles. He had resorted to the white
bandages to di sguise the distinctive gold color of his eyes, know ng they woul d gi ve hi m anay
instantly.



This Green Bell gown had been in the bundle which Johnny had flung fromhis car. Johnny hinself
had tailored it.

"What do you want with me?" Tugg demanded anxi ously.

"About the bottle of poison!" Doc returned, angling for anything which would give hima |ead.
Tugg' s head dived into his neck and came up as he nodded. "Yes, yes! Wen you were here this
nmorning, you told ne not to go for the poison, but that Doc Savage woul d probably appear on the
scene and be caught in a death trap!"

This was illumnating. It told Doc nearly all he needed to know. The Green Bell had | earned Doc
was eavesdropping in the vicinity of the old barn. The czar of fear hinself had |later visited Tugg
and countermanded the barn orders.

"That plan is changed!" Doc said in his assuned tolling voice. "The new schene is for you to go
get the poison, just as you were ordered at first."

"You nmean I'mto go ahead --

"Exactly! You are to poison the water main leading to Aunt Nora's place!"

"Ch, ny goodness!" Tugg gasped. "Didn't Savage fall into the trap?"

"Entirely unforeseen devel opnents cane up! Savage, | regret to say, did not tunble.”
"But maybe he'll be watching the hiding place of the poison?"

"He will not harmyou!"

Tugg shivered, said: "I'mkinda worried

"You, Tugg, are to get that poison!" Doc ordered in his assunmed tolling.

"You are to go in person. Above all things, you are not to send any one el se! Understand!"

Tugg squirmed. "Very well."

Doc Savage, in his nasquerade as the Green Bell, had acconplished his purpose. He did not want to
stretch his luck. Consequently, he now took his departure,

H s going was quite effective. Judborn Tugg, determned this time to follow the master m nd,

flung wildly to a window the instant the somber figure exited. Quick as he was, the sepia form had
been swifter. The visitor had vanished, as if gifted with supernatural powers, or an agility which
woul d put himacross fifty feet of lawn while a fat nan was crossing a room

EXASPERATED, TUGG turned on an electric fan and seated hinself in its windy breath. The taste of
hi s excellent dinner had been ruined, and his digestion hanpered.

Soneti mes, he wondered if any good at all would ever cone fromhis association with the G een

Bell. He had, in fact, pondered this on numerous occasions.
He wi shed Slick Cooley was still alive. Slick had been intent on | earning who the G een Bell was,
then killing him That woul d have been highly satisfactory to Tug. Slick had expected to take over

the Green Bell's organization. Judborn Tugg smled wol fishly, and nused how easily a bullet fromhis
own hand woul d have finished Slick.

Thi s brought an unpl easant thought -- Slick's death!

Tugg snapped up very straight in his chair. Then he scranbled forward and shut off the fan. He
was col d enough now wi thout any artificial refrigeration. His spine, in fact, felt like ice cubes
joined with a string.

The newspapers had said Slick Cool ey had gone insane in his jail cell, and had been shot while
trying to escape. Insane! That was the Green Bell's trademark!

Slick Cool ey had been killed because, in the hands of the |law, he was a danger to the

organi zati on. That was cl ear!

Judborn Tugg's head crawl ed in and out of his neck. Doc Savage suspected him of being one of the
gang. Did that not make him-- Judborn Tug -- a nenace to the organization?

This was a frosty thought, for it suggested the possibility that the Green Bell mght find
occasion to dispense with Judborn Tugg.

Throughout the evening, Tugg westled these thoughts around in a mre of unease. He would go
through with the poisoning -- it was often fatal to ignore the Green Bell's comands -- but he woul d
be very careful.

JUST BEFORE dark, furtive, slinking figures began dropping in on Tugg. These were disciples of
the Green Bell-the fell ows who were to help with the poisoning of the water main.

Tugg directed each of themto nmeet himat a spot sonme distance from Aunt Nora's house, then

bundl ed them out. He considered it a strain on his dignity to associate with such riffraff.

An hour and a half after the street |anps of Prosper City had been turned on, Tugg neared the
four sentinel-like trees on the nmountain slope. He was rushing the job. He wanted to get it over.
He carefully scouted the vicinity of the trees and the thorn patch. No lurking figure was flushed
out by this strategy.

"Maybe | am wong in thinking nyself in danger," Tugg argued with hinself. "Of course | aml The
Green Bell will not nmurder a man of ny inportance to the organization. | would be hard to replace."
Hi s nental balloon received a big prick when, a few nonents |ater, he bent over and picked up the
bottl e of poison.

There was a deafening clatter behind him It was as If a gigantic iron turkey had started
gobbling. Bullets swooped over Tugg's head, chopped branches, and clouted the earth.

Tugg flattened, instinctively spinning. He saw the fire-lipping snout of the machi ne gun.



He had no way of knowi ng Doc Savage had ai med the weapon high enough that it could not possibly
hit a man on the path. He had no way of knowi ng Doc Savage had been here at all! H's only thought
was- he had been doubl e-crossed!

The Green Bell had tried to nurder him

Judborn Tugg's actions for the next few nonents were those of a frantic man. He scuttled down the
trail, collecting numerous thorns in his haste.

Sweat bubbled fromhis forehead |ike grease froma cooking bacon rind. He fell to cursing the

G een Bel |.

"Tried to kill ne like a dog!" he snarl ed.
It did not occur to Tug that he m ght have been tricked. Up until a few m nutes ago, be had held
an evil admiration for the Geen Bell. That had evaporated. Rage had taken its place. Rage, and a

lust to turn the tables.

Revenge! The thought flamed Tugg's brain. But how to get it? Tugg knotted his fat hands.

He reached a nonentous decision. The attenpt on his life neant that he needed protection fromthe
Green Bell. Were better to get this than fromthe Geen Bell's Nenesis, Doc Savage?

Judborn Tugg decided to go to Doc Savage, tell the bronze man everything, and ask sanctuary. |f
there was any safety at hand, the bronze man was it.

This was the exact train of thought which Doc Savage had foreseen when he had re-ainmed the

machi ne gun and set the trickery trap for Tugg. Doc was psychol ogi st enough to guess that Tugg, in
protecting hinself, would turn upon his nmaster.

Doc Savage, in fact, was at that nonent gliding along not fifty yards fromthe frightened and
enraged Tugg.

The portly, terrified factory owner bee-lined for Aunt Nora Boston's home, so Doc |et him go.
MONK, A towering, furry formin the night, challenged Tugg. Seeing who it was, Mnk smled
grimy, reached out, and trapped Tugg's fat neck.

Tugg wiggled, squealing: "Now, don't hurt nme! | canme to see Savage!"

"Yah!" Mnk growl ed. "I hope you don't expect to find himhere, after your |lying charge that he
murdered Chief Cenents!"

Desperately, Tugg pulled at the hirsute hands clasping his neck' But at the sane tine, his active
little brain raced. Since he had hinself nurdered Chief Cenents, he would have to nake sone sort of
a deal. Any kind of a deal!

If it came to the worst, Tugg was willing to go to trial on a nmurder charge. Wth his influence
in Prosper Cty, he believed he could get off. Tug was a suprene egoist. He did not realize his
influence was practically nil.

Better yet, he might strike a bargain with Doc Savage, whereby, for his services in trapping the
Geen Bell, he would be permtted to go free.

Tugg was al so always the optimst. If he had known Doc Savage's true character, the iron

determ nati on of the bronze man, he woul d have entertai ned scant hopes of a deal.

"I think | made a mi stake about that killing!" Tugg wail ed.

Monk | oosened his clutch. "You what?"

"l mght have made an error!" Tugg said evasively. "If | can see Doc Savage and talk to himin
private, | can tell whether ny identification of himas the killer was correct!"

To all appearances, there was not roomfor a spoonful of brains in Mnk's knot of a head. But he
possessed a keen intellect. He perceived instantly what Tugg was driving at.

"You wanta make a deal ?" he demanded.

Tugg did not conmit hinself. "If | could see Doc Savage --

Monk shook him and said: "You'd what?"

Tugg remai ned stubbornly silent.

The mousy tufts which Monk wore for eyebrows craw ed together as he thought deeply. The upshot of
his reflection was that he conducted Judborn Tug to the house.

They sought out the sergeant who was in charge of the detachnent of Prosper City police.
"Prosper City's leading citizen thinks he nade a mistake in calling Doc a nurderer," Mnk

decl ared, el bowi ng Tugg roughly. "Ain't that right, fatty?"

The indignity galled Tugg' s ponmpous soul. But he was desperate.

"I've got to see Savage!" he gul ped.

"There ain't no need of that unless you can swear he wasn't the killer!" Mnk said cannily.
Tugg withed, perspired, and pulled nervously at his gold watch chain until he broke it. He had
reason to know his own peril was desperate. In his extremty, he was willing to nake al nost any
concession to get in touch with Doc Savage.

"I -- 1 think | nade a mi stake!" he groaned.

"You think?" Mnk scow ed.

"l-1"msure | did!'" Tug gul ped. "Savage wasn't the killer!"

Monk whi stled | oudly. Renny and the others raced up, together w th policenen.

Tugg was conducted into the house. Monk -- his small voice for once a great roar -- announced
voci ferously that Judborn Tug was willing to swear Doc Savage was not Police Chief Cenent's

sl ayer.



Monk was exerting pressure, not giving Tugg a chance to back up. The procl amation broke up a
meeting which the Prosper City business nmen were holding in the house.

This conclave was for the purpose of discussing the transfer of their hol dings to Doc Savage.

Al t hough Doc had, of necessity, been absent all day because of the police, his four aids were
rushing his plans for the salvation of the manufacturing community.

Col lison McAlter was a prominent figure in this conference.

Monk | eft Tugg inside, went out on the porch, lifted his voice. "Doc!" he bellowed. "Tugg is
willin' to clear you! But he wants to talk! What'll we do?"

As if it were answering his how, a shot banged |loudly w thin the house.

Chapter XV. THE GREEN TRAP

MONK VEERED ar ound. The screen on the front door had a patent |ock which defied his fingers. So
he wal ked bodily through, bearded hands pawing fine wre.

Inside the house, the only thing | acking to nmake the situation a perfect one for nurder in the
dark, was the |ack of darkness. The lights were on brilliantly.

Collison McAlter and Qe Slater rushed up to Mnk, crying questions. OGher Prosper Cty
industrialists boil ed about.

"The shot was upstairs!" sonebody yell ed.

Bi g-fisted Renny cane |unbering from sonewhere. He grunted at Monk, and the two giants shoul dered
each other up the stairs. In the hallway, burned powder made a tang.

Since the evening was warm nost of the room doors were open to secure cross ventilation. The
cordite reek was com ng through one of these. Renny and Mnk split, each popping their heads into a
row of doors.

They fully expected to find a corpse. They were equally as certain that it would be Judborn

Tugg.

"The Green Bell croaked Tugg before he could talk!" Mnk wail ed.

Their expectations were not realized.

In the first place, there was no body in any of the upstairs roons. Nor was there a |urking
gunnan.

In the wall of Aunt Nora's roomthey discovered a gouge in the plaster. This held a bullet. The
slug was not distorted, and obviously had not hit the wall with much nore force than coul d have been
devel oped by a small boy's slingshot.

The expl anati on of the puny bl ow was scattered over a dressing table-the nangl ed remains of an
ordinary electric toaster.

Monk snorted loudly. "Lookit!"

"The bullet was laid in the toaster, and the heat exploded it," Renny agreed.

"Sure! A plant! Sonmebody did it to draw attention!" Mnk and Renny had cone up the stairs in
haste, but they went back down with a great deal nore speed. Indoors, a swift search was started.
Raci ng outside, Mnk bellowed for every guard to keep his eyes on the house.

Bot h hunts drew bl anks. Not only were there no nurdered bodi es around, but nobody had the
slightest idea what the excitenment was about.

However, the nystery lost its profundity before |ong. Judborn Tugg, -sonewhat pale, his pudgy
formdrawn up in a stiff dignity, wal ked toward the door.

Monk collared him "Were you goin', fat boy?"

"l wish to take ny departure!" Tugg replied in a voice which he could not quite make ponpous.
Peering at the fat man, Monk observed that a remarkabl e change had taken place. Tugg was still
frightened, but he was no |l onger anxious to talk to Doc Savage. H s greatest concern was now to get
out of the vicinity.

Monk | ooked fierce, but groaned inwardly. He realized what had happened. The shot had been a
trick by the Green Bell to secure an opportunity to speak with Tugg in private.

"So you' ve changed your mind!" Mnk gritted. Judborn Tugg's answer was an angry squirmfor his
freedom Mnk let himgo. He had a hunch that, if he did not, Tugg would i medi ately reverse his
previous declaration that Doc was not guilty of Chief Cenents's nurder.

Tugg left the vicinity in great haste. He nmade directly for his palatial white home on the other
si de of town.

Monk' s conj ecture that Tugg had received a communication fromthe G een Bell was correct. \Wat
Monk had no way of know ng, however, was that Tugg possessed no idea of who had delivered the words.
They had been whispered through the crack of a partially open door, when every one was interested in
t he bangi ng noi se upstairs.

The verbal interchange had been short. In a single angry sentence, Tugg had told of the machine
gun. Wth equal terseness had conme the reply that the whole thing nust be a clever plot by Doc
Savage.

Tugg was to lie low That was the word. For the inmmediate future, he was to conduct hinself as
Prosper City's |eading business man, and nothing el se.

There was a catch to this.

"I will attenpt to dispose of Doc Savage by other neans," the Green Bell had advised. "If that
fails, it may be necessary for you to serve as a bait to draw Savage into a trap!"



THE GREEN Bel |l had not upbraided Tugg for nearly turning traitor. But Tugg was not deceived. He
was live bait. The mnute Doc Savage was slain, that bait would no | onger be needed.

Tugg shuddered, perspired freely. He was in the jamof his shady life!l

A giant, silent bronze shadow dogged Tugg's footsteps until the fat man was ensconced behind the
| ocked doors of his palatial hone.

Doc made certain that Tugg showed no sign of immediate activity. Then he retraced his spectral
way to Aunt Nora Boston's.

The place, froma distance, had all the aspects of a circus. The giant tents, brilliantly |ighted
from bel ow, seened many times their actual size.

Curious individuals were swarnmng the vicinity, although there was to be no food distribution
to-ni ght. The noney paynents of the night before had nade that unnecessary. But they were greatly
interested in the negotiations over the factories.

I f Doc Savage was given control, they got jobs. If he was refused, there seemed nothing but hard
tines ahead. So they cane to loiter and snap up the | atest gossip.

Two of these |loafers were arguing hotly about the Chief Cenents slaying; suddenly, they fell
silent. They gaped slightly; their eyes roved the night.

For upon the scene had cone a fantastic note, a nebul ous, wi nd-borne sound which m ght have been
the song of sone exotic bird, or the trilling of the night breeze. Up and down the scale, it chased
a nusical crescendo; yet it was w thout tune.

"What's that?" demanded a man. "Were'n blazes is it conmin' fronf"

No one knew -- except Doc's four aids. Alnpst at once, they drifted casually into the darkness.
They nmet a short distance away, where they were well concealed in the brush.

They gave no signal -Doc had, without a doubt, followed their departure closely. For Doc's strange
sound, trilling in the murk, could have but one neaning -- a neeting was desired.

Doc appeared like a waith at Monk's el bow, causing that furry individual to all but junp out of
his hirsute hide.

"What have you fellows been able to | earn about that fake shot?" he demanded.

The four blinked owishly. Doc had not been glinpsed around the house, but he seened to know what
had happened.

"l1've been drifting around in the darkness, |listening!" Doc explained. "I've heard a dozen
di fferent versions of what occurred.”
"It was sinple," Mink nmuttered. "It nade us | ook like nunskulls! A cartridge in an electric

toaster! Bang! W all fog upstairs! And while we do that, sonebody slips Tugg the word to keep his
trap shut."

"What got Tugg in the notion of talkin', anyway?" pondered the gaunt Johnny, funmbling with his
eyegl asses.

Doc told them about the machine-gun trick with which he had deceived Tugg into thinking his

master was thirsting for his life.

"Now -- you have no idea who tal ked to Tugg?" he finished.

RENNY MADE rocky sounds by tapping his knuckl es together.

"It's the darnedest thing | ever saw, Doc!" he runbled. "W questioned everybody. It seens Tugg,
bei ng shy of friends because of his attitude toward you, was standing apart from everybody when the
shel |l exploded in the toaster. Nobody knows who talked to "im"

"It could' ve been Collison McAlter!" Mnk put in. "It could ve been Qe Slater, Aunt Nora, Alice

-- anybody! I'mtellin' you, this Geen Bell is slicker'n greased lightnin', as we used to say back
hone. "

"And there's sonethin' funny about Collison MAlter turnin' up at that factory this nornin', K"

added Long Tom the electrical wizard. "It |ooked kinda |ike he mght've been there with the hooded

gang who cane after the papers Jim Cash had hi dden! He coul d' ve stayed behind!"

"Was there any proof of that?" Renny demanded of Doc. "There was no proof either way," Doc
replied. "Except, of course, Collison McAlter's word that he had come out to the plant when he found
himsel f unable to sleep at hone!"

"What gets nme is this-what's behind this whole nmess?" Renny booned. "Is this G een Bell sonebody
who hates Prosper City -- hates it so that he's tryin' to wipe it off the map?"

"Hat e does not work like that," Doc pointed out. "Men hate other men, rather than such inani mate
things as towns. You might dislike a town, but | don't think you'd try very hard to destroy it."
"l wouldn't!" Renny grinned. "But this Geen Bell mght. If you ask ne, he's crazy!"

Doc shook his head. "Wong!"

"Holy cow " Renny expl oded. "Have you got an idea who he is?"

"l have," Doc inparted dryly, "a faintest of suspicions!"

"Who?"

"l haven't enough on himto justify pointing the finger at him" Doc replied. "But as to why he

is ruining Prosper City-that is as plain as the nose on your face. But, again, there's no proof as
yet."

Long Tom shook a pale fist. "I"mall for divin' right into this thing! Doc, ain't there sonethin'
we can do?"



"That's why | called you out here!" Doc told them

GRINNING THE four aides of the bronze man drew a bit closer. They knew, from past experience,
that the plans which Doc propounded had an uncanny way of working.

"Johnny, " said Doc, "your profession is knowing the earth and what it's made out of! This job is

in your line. | want you to get nme a geologic map of this region!"

"Right!" echoed Johnny. "There's a firin of mning engineers right here in town that'll have

Cen

"Get themto-night!" Doc directed. "I want the best maps show ng rock formations, coal veins, the

different faults and fissures-all that stuff."
"Want charts of the m nes?"
"Of course! Not only the |ate workings, but old ones as well!"

oK
"Tel | nobody about this. Not even Aunt Nora Boston!"

"Aunt Nora -- sure! | won't tell her!"™ Johnny's voice sounded a bit queer. Did Doc suspect Aunt
Nor a?

Doc wheel ed on Long Tom the electrical expert.

"Long Tom it's your job to work on that gonging noise with which the Geen Bell summpns his nen
over the radio! You know, of course, how he makes the noise?"

"Sure | do, but I ain't told anybody!" Long Tom chuckled grimy. "That noise sinply conmes from
anot her radi o station, hidden somewhere. It's on the wave length of the Prosper City station, and
it's much the nore powerful of the two. It sinply blankets the Prosper City wave out al nost
conpletely.”

"That's right."

"l learned from Aunt Nora that the United States governnent had radi o inspectors in here, trying
to find the interference," Long Tom continued. "They didn't get to first base! Once, they got a line
onit. But they didn't find a thing."

"Wiere did they trace it to?"

Long Tom seened reluctant to answer. "To Aunt Nora Boston's house-or at least, right in that
vicinity!"

Doc's four nen were uneasily silent. They liked Aunt Nora. They hated to see this evidence piling
up against the notherly ol d | ady.

"l don't like that Qe Slater!" Mnk grunbled, to break the tension.

"You woul dn't!" snorted big-fisted Renny. "If you don't stop nakin' eyes at his girl, he's liable
to snear you!"

Doc said: "How about it, Long Tonf? Can you find the secret radio station?"

"If it can be found -- | can!"
This, Doc and the others knew, was not a boast. There was probably but one other living nman knew
nore about electricity mall its branches than did Long Tom And that other man was also in this

group. It was Doc Savage.

"Co to it!" Doc advised him "And the same thing | told Johnny goes for you! Don't tell Aunt
Nora, Alice Cash -- or anybody el se!"

"Right!" Long Tom nunbl ed.

Doc now addressed the group as a whole. "Wat's your idea about the attitude of the police toward
me?"

There was thoughtful silence.

"They're on the fence," deci ded Renny, the engineer. "Tugg's backing up helped things a lot."
"Tugg will return to his original story that he saw nme shoot Chief Cenents," Doc said with

certainty.
Renny rumbl ed a hunorl ess | augh. "The police won't be so ready to believe him Even they can see
Tugg is acting queerly. If that nmurder charge from New York was quashed, | believe you' d be safe in

showi ng yoursel f, Doc."

"That's the way | sized it up," Doc agreed.

Monk's tufted brows crept together as he thought deeply. "Doc, |'ve been thinking about Judborn
Tugg. | sure thought the Green Bell would croak Tugg. But he didn't Don't you reckon that means that
the Green Bell hopes to use Tug to decoy you into a trap?"

"The idea occurred to ne," Doc said wyly. "You can rest assured that |I'mgoing to be very

careful of Tugg. But here's a point you can check up on when this is all over-I think the Green Bell
has another very good reason for not killing Tugg!"

THI'S ENDED t he conference. Doc's four aids would have |iked very much to know what theory the
bronze man did hold. But they knew it would do no good to ask questions.

Doc never put inportant theories into words until they were proven facts.

Monk and the others tranped back through the noonlight toward Aunt Nora's ranbling house. Doc
acconpani ed them part of the distance-they never did know exactly how far. Somewhere en route, the
bronze giant faded silently fromtheir m dst. Shadows, soaking the undergrowth |ike puddl ed ink, had
swal | owed him

Pol i cenen eyed Doc's gang suspiciously when they appeared. Just a bit too late, it had dawned on



the officers that these men m ght have gone to neet their renarkable chief. The fact that no nention
was made of the incident was an onen.

One of the nobst powerful forces in existence was working in Doc's behal f-public opinion. The food
and nmoney he had distributed, the jobs he had prom sed, had put the working folk of Prosper City on
hi s side.

This nmeant nine out of every ten nmen in town. Such a preponderance of sentinent could not help
but sway the police.

For that matter, practically every officer had rel atives who hoped to get jobs through Doc's
great work.

Easing his gaunt length into one of the rented car fleet, the gaunt Johnny drove off in the
direction of town. The geol ogist was going to |ocate one of the firmof mning engineers and get
hol d of maps showi ng the rock and mineral formation under Prosper City.

The flotilla of rented cars was parked along the road in front of the house. The yard | acked room
for them Flood lights in the yard did not reach the spot. Tall trees lifted near by. This

conbi nation nmade it rather gloony around the nachines.

Long Tom soon cane up. Monk acconpanied him as a nmatter of safety. Long Tom unl ocked the rear
conmpartnent of the roadster and stowed vari ous packages of el ectrical equiprent inside.

"I"'mgoin'" back to the house to get a bite to eat," Long Tom declared. "Then I'IIl pull out."

The two nen swung jauntily back past the flood-lighted circus tents.

Shadows covered the cars |ike black cloths. Little sound was about, except for talk fromthe
near - by house.

Metal on netal made a tiny, nouse-like squeak. This came again. The engine hood of Long Toms
roadster |ifted.

The sheet-steel covering was raised only a noment. An armit mght have been only a darker string
of the night -- deposited sonething atop the engine. It w thdrew.

The hood now cl osed down. A wad of murk flowed stealthily away fromthe roadster.

Then things began happening. A flashlight spiked a blinding rod into the night. This waved,
seened to lick like a hungry, incandescent tongue. Then it fixed.

Inpaled in the glare stood a sonber figure-it mght have been a bl ack six-foot tube of flexible

I ndi a rubber, except that it had arns and | egs.

The breast of the weird formbore a bell in green. The eyes were the | enses of goggles --
snakelike, with a green glitter.

The Green Bell hinself! Only the sinister czar wore those green goggles to shield his eyes.
Chapter XvI. THE MAN WHO VANI SHED

FOR TEN or fifteen seconds there was a silence in the stricken dead. N ght insects droned and
buzzed. On the distant horizon, heat |ightning junped about, a gory bl ushing.

The flashlight beamin which the Geen Bell was enbedded held as steady as if cast in steel. It
threw a dull back gl ow which faintly disclosed the big bronze man who held it.

Doc Savage had been watching his four aids-against just such an incident as this.

Slowly, the bronze man advanced on the sable figure of the G een Bell.

The darksome form suddenly lifted a clenched, black gloved fist. The fist rapped against the bell

design done in green on the mantle. And the bell rang! Dull, ruted-but it rang!
Sanme sort of a small gong was nounted under the black cloth.
A signal !

Near - by darkness cane to rushing life. Dusky figures popped up like evil genies. Their arns
waved, tentacle fashion, and yellowred sparks | eaped out of the ends. Gun sound convul sed the air.
Doc doused his flash. For all his sharpened senses, he had been unaware that the Green Bell's
henchmen were standing by for an energency.

VWi pping right, then left, he evaded | ead slugs which hunted himlike whining, ravenous little

ani mal s. He headed straight for the spot where the Green Bell had stood.

A man besnocked in black, triggering a pair of pistols in wild ainessness, got in Doc's path.

The bronze giant, hardly pausing, snapped a casehardened hand to the fellow s spinal nerve center.
The man dropped- marked by no wound, but absolutely incapable of further novenent.

In learning this strange paral ysis which he enpl oyed, Doc had del ved deeply into the nysteries of
chiropractic pressures and their effects on the nuscul ar system

Doc reached the spot where the black czar had stood. The nigrescent bird had flown. Doc felt

di sappoi ntrent, but no surprise.

The Green Bell had saved hinself by having his nen present. He had, while flam ng guns harassed
Doc, faded into the night from which he had cone.

Dar k- hooded forns whi pped anong the parked cars, hunting. Two of them bunped each other. QGuns

gul ped thunder each thought the other an eneny, so edged were their nerves.

Bot h sagged down, cursing, claw |like hands digging into their own flesh where bullets had torn.
Over toward the circus tents, big-fisted Renny raced to a flood light, picked it bodily out of
its nounting, and turned the great calciumspray on the road.

The light ended the battle. The Green Bell's men were creatures of the night. A so, Renny, Monk,
and the rest were charging from Aunt Nora's house. They were a fighting crew with which nothing | ess



than a young arny coul d cope.

The bl ack-frocked men fl ed.

Doc haunted their retreat. Twice, he descended upon stragglers, to conpress and knead his corded
fingers, and |l eave his victins-linp and hel pl ess-in his wake.

The light, as he had fully expected, showed no trace of a hooded figure with green goggl es.

The czar sinister had nanaged hi s escape.

DOC SAVAGE soon abandoned the pursuit of the fleeing black forms. He could not hope to corral all
of themin the night.

Pi cking up the two he had just overcome, he carried themback to the parked cars. Three nore of
the darkly masked nmen lay there-the one Doc had paral yzed, and the two who had shot each other.
Doc's aids, police, and ex-service nmen swarnmed the spot. Wth loud yells, hoods were torn off the
Green Bell hirelings, and their faces reveal ed.

"Just buns fromaround town!" grunted O e Slater, after eying the unveiled features.

"Here's two norel" Doc called fromthe darkness. Then he left the vicinity with great speed.
Policenen ran to the spot from which he had spoken. They found the two prisoners; nothing el se.
The officers were excited, but nore by events of the last four or five mnutes, than by the presence
of Doc Savage.

The police made no effort to pursue Doc.

This was significant. There was a warrant out for Doc's arrest on the charge of nurdering Chief
Clenents, but the police were rapidly getting in a frame of mnd where they did not care nuch about
serving it.

The prisoners were picked up and carried toward the house. A physician was sumoned to patch up
the pair who had shot each other. Al five were in for a night of questioning.

No one paid the least attention to Long Tom's roadster. Certainly, no one lifted the hood.

Wat ever object the Green Bell had placed upon the engine, still reposed there.

I'n the house, Monk bowed his great, sloping shoulders. Snall kegs of nuscle seened to spring out
on his gorilla frame.

"l know how Doc charnmed these eggs," he said softly, the eyes boring the prisoners. "I can snap
"emout of it. I'mgonna do that. And, brothers, |'mgonna nake 'emtal k |ike phonographs!"

Renny bl ocked his huge, fists and clanked them together. "Yeah! We'll nake 'emtalk!"

A policeman chuckl ed | oudly. "You know, all of us guys are beginnin' to think alike!"

Monk made a honely grin. "Meanin' you're beginnin' to believe Doc Savage didn't nurder Jim Cash
or Chief Clenents, or even the cop who was found hangin' in the vines?"

"Somethin' like that," the officer adnmtted.

This was just one policeman's opinion. But the same attitude seemed to be general.

Long Tom si ghed. He woul d have liked to remain behind and take a hand at questioning the
captives. The process of eliciting information was likely to be extrenmely rough. These prisoners
probably did not know the identity of the Green Bell, but they m ght know other things.

For instance, could they swear Doc had not nurdered Chief Cenents and Ji m Cash? And the bl uecoat
found slain and hanging in the vines?

"Sorry | can't attend the show " Long Tom grumbled. "lI've got a little errand to perform It
can't wait!"

The el ectrical wi zard headed for the kitchen to finish his interrupted |unch. He had no idea how
I ong he woul d be away, or how busy he would find hinself. It was no sinple task, this rigging of
apparatus which would | ocate the Green Bell's secret radio station.

The nysterious transmitter was never on for nore than half a mnute. In that short space, it was
very difficult to get accurate readings with an ordinary radio direction-finder.

Long Tom however, had an intricate schene which he intended to use.

He grinned as he ate. Things were | ooking up. Mdst of the town was on Doc's side. The police were
approachi ng the point where they would ignore all charges, however heinous, faked against the
remar kabl e bronze man. The Green Bell's agitators were afraid to open their mouths in public.
"We've got "emon the run!" Long Tom chortl ed.

He did not know that the Green Bell had planted sone nysterious object under the hood of his
car.

THE FOOD consuned, Long Tom burdened hinself with additional pieces of electrical equipnent. He
swung out doors.

Around the cars, things were once nore qui et and dark. Msquitoes buzzed |ike small airplanes.
Long Torn swatted at one, chuckled: "Jersey canaries!" He was feeling very good.

He unl ocked the rear conpartment. |eaned down to insert the articles he was carrying-and his jaw
dr opped.

A small slab of glass rested in front of his eyes. It was, he saw, one of the windshield w ngs
whi ch had been taken off the roadster.

The gl ass bore witten words which glowed with an unearthly, electric blue. The script was

machi ne perfect. There was a nessage of sone length on the glass, yet it occupied little space.
The communi cation was from Doc, of course. The bronze man often left missives in this fashion --
witten on glass. He used a chalk of his own conpounding, a chalk which left a mark invisible, not



only to the naked eye, but also to all but the npbst powerful of mcroscopes.

When subjected to the glow of ultra-violet light-rays -- also invisible to the eye -- the chalk
mar ks glowed with this uncanny bl ue |um nance.

Atiny ultra-violet lantern reposed on the conpartnment floor, its beam focused on the glass

sl ab.

Long Tomread t he nessage:

"The Green Bell placed a chemcal on the engine of your roadster. This, when heated by the notor,
woul d have nede a deadly gas.

The chemical has been renpved.

Suppose you | eave the inpression you were slain by the gas, Long Tom |f the G een Bell believes
you dead, you can work in peace."

Long Tom hastily switched off the ultra-violet |antern. The conmuni cation was unsigned, but there
was no need for an appended name. Only one hand could wite a script as perfect as that-Doc
Savage' s.

Readi ng of the note had taken only an instant. No onl ooker woul d have dreanmed Long Tom had done
other than stow his burden in the conpartnent.

He got behind the wheel, started the notor, and drove off. He racked his brains. Too bad Doc had
not suggested how Long Tom coul d fake his own death! But then, Doc usually left details of their
respective jobs to his nen. They were supposed to be the nobst astute in their individual

pr of essi ons.

Long Tom put a grin on his sonewhat unhealthy face. He had it!

Prosper Creek ran along the south edge of Prosper City. This was not a large stream but it had
dug itself a deep ditch down through the centuries. A concern had installed a damfor a small
hydro-electric plant. This backed the water up rather deeply.

A bridge spanned the creek where sone of this back-water stood.

Long Tom zi gzagged about town to shake off possible shadows, and finally headed for the bridge.
He was certain no one was on his trail.

A few hundred yards fromthe bridge, he unloaded his equi pnent and concealed it in a weed patch.
Then he rolled the roadster to the bridge, yanked the hand throttle open, and junped out.

Mot or thundering, the nachine dived for the wooden railing of the bridge! It crashed the
stringers! They gave. The car seened to try to clinb a steel beam which formed the bridge frane. The
beam bent; netal screaned, rent!

The car rolled over and di sappeared beneath the water.

AFTER THE roadster sank, bubbles came up with a loud gurgling and sobbing. It was as if the

nonster of rubber, iron, and fabric were a drowning, |iving thing.
A man, a resident of the neighborhood, canme racing along the road, drawn by the crash sound. He
peered down at the hideous sobbing in the water, lighted several matches and dropped them then

whirled and ran nadly to call help.

Long Tom grinned and worked away fromthe vicinity. He gathered up his apparatus, such of it as
he coul d carry.

He intended to locate two directional radio devices at wi dely separated points. These differed
fromthe conventional apparatus in that the directional focusing was done automatically.
Conpass-1li ke, they would indicate the source of a radio wave. Long Tomintended sinply to tune
themin on the regular Prosper Cty broadcaster, and | eave them When the secret station came on,
the indicators would swing to it, pulled by its stronger wave. An inked marker woul d show the exact
direction.

In the distance, an anbul ance siren wailed like a | ost hound. Long Tom Iistening, nodded. That
woul d be an energency crew conming to rescue his supposed body fromthe sunken roadster.

Not finding it, they would conclude it had been carried downstream by the slight current.

The Green Bell would believe the gas had overcone Long Tom at just the right nmonent for his car,
running wild, to |leap the bridge.

Chapter XVII. THE TOUCH THAT YELLOWED

LOUD AND bl aring was the siren on the anbul ance speeding to the spot where the car lay in water
under the bridge. A police emergency truck followed it. This had an even noisier siren.

Many ears heard the uproar -- anong them Doc Savage's. He was satisfied. The noi se neant Long
Tom had lost no tinme putting across his deception.

At the nmoment, Doc was loitering in the murk near the cars. Sounds fromthe house reached his
sensitive ears. How s of pain, curses, noans! The prisoners were being questioned.

Doc did not fancy the sounds. On occasion, he inflicted exquisite torture hinself, but it was

al ways of the type which did no |lasting harm

Too, admi nistering physical pain was not the way to get information from hardened thugs such as
these disciples of the Green Bell. Fist blows, the smash of gun barrels, they coul d understand. Men
are less likely to fear what they can conprehend.

Doc's nethods on the other hand, were so unusual that they inpressed the average nman, steeped in
i gnorance as he was, as smacking of the supernatural. And nen fear what they cannot understand.
Leavi ng the darkness, Doc stal ked boldly into the zone whitened by flood Iights.



The bronze man wished to question the prisoners in person. But nore inportant, he had plans-a
trick to try. This trick required his presence in the house.

Hi s appearance created a conmotion equal to that of the recent fight. Policenen ran up. They did
not flash guns, however. Nor did any handcuffs cone out of pockets.

Questions vol | eyed.

Doc ignored them A towering, nmetallic giant in the flood glare, he made for the house.

Col lison McAlter junped like a stricken man when he saw Doc, then sank in a chair.

"They' || arrest you!" he gul ped. "Ch, why were you so reckless as to show yoursel f?"

Monk and Renny snorted in unison. They knew Doc's nethods. The bronze nman coul d, they were sure,
escape fromthe police practically at will.

Aunt Nora Boston gave Doc a wide snmile, and said warmy: "I think we can persuade the police to
permt you to remain at |liberty, M. Savage." She jabbed a plunp hand at the prisoners. "Especially
if those rats cough up the truth.”

Charming Alice Cash al so gave Doc a radiant smle. She was glad to have the bronze man in their
m dst again, and made no effort not to showit. O late, she had seen very little of this strikingly
handsome man of such anmazi ng nmarvel s.

O e Slater grinned widely at Doc, but the grin was unnatural. He glanced covertly at Alice. Oe,
it was plain to be seen, was getting nore worried about losing his girl as each hour passed.
"Any luck?" Doc asked, indicating the captives.

Monk chuckl ed, pinched a hard-faced villain, and produced a lusty wail.

"Alot of that kind of nmusic!" explained the honely fellow "But nothin' that does us nuch

good! "

Doc's weird gol den eyes prow ed the prisoners, appraising their faces and their nervous
condition. He selected the weakest of the |ot.

He said no word. He nerely stood over the man and stared steadily. Fromhis |ips began to cone
the strange, nmellow trilling note which was part of Doc. It seeped through the room wth nothing to
show from whence it arose.

Doc had | ong ago learned this sound facilitated his efforts at hypnotism

The man on the floor was a coward. He did not even wait to be mesnerized.

"Damm you! Damm them eyes!" He squirnmed madly, gnashing the |inks of his handcuffs together.
"What d'you wanta know? |'Il spill! Only turn themglinmers the other way!"

ASTOUNDED EXPRESSI ONS settled on the faces of those in the room They had seen this nman on the
floor defy blows and threats of death. But he had succunmbed to the mere stare of the bronze giant.
Monk and Renny showed no enotion. They had seen things like this happen before. Doc's presence
seenmed to have an uncanny effect upon evildoers --especially after they had come to know what a
frightful foe he was.

"Who's the Green Bell?" Doc queri ed.

Col lison McAlter shifted his feet nervously; his eyes roved to the doors, the w ndows. Aunt Nora
shivered, put her hands to her plunmp cheeks. Alice Cash watched Doc, fascinated.

Oe Slater drew a revolver and seened to be trying to watch every one present. Mst of the
Prosper City business nmen were there. Sone one here, in this room was the G een Bell.

Slater acted as if he were alert to seize the culprit, should his nanme be discl osed.

"l don't know who the Green Bell is!" groaned the nman on the floor.

Doc had expected that. "Who killed Chief denents?"

A mnor convul sion seized the fellow as he made up his m nd whether to answer or riot.

"Judborn Tugg!" he wail ed.

Several policenen charged for the door, yelling: "That settles it! W'Il nail Tugg!"

"Who killed JimCash?" Doc denanded.

"l don't know nothin' about that!" npaned the prone man.

"And the policeman found hanging in the vines under Mnk's w ndow who nurdered hinP"

"The Green Bell! The cop canme upon the boss while he was plantin' the gun that Tug used to kill
Chi ef Clenents! That was why he was croaked!"
Doc waved an arm which took in every individual present. "Do you think the G een Bell is one of

t hese peopl e?"

"Yeah! Sure, he nust be!"

This had the effect of causing each person in the roomto shrink slightly from his neighbor. They
had, of course, suspected the Green Bell was one of them But having it put into words in this way
was a shock.

Doc now addressed the crowd: "Any questions you care to have answered?"

"Yes!" O e Slater shouted shrilly. "Wat is behind all this horror? Wiy is the Green Bell tryin'
toruin Prosper City? Is he a nadman who hates the town?"

Eyes rolled in the head of the man on the floor.

"I dunno!" he munbl ed. "None of us knows what's behind it all!"

TH'S WAS the extent of the information secured. The other four prisoners insisted sullenly that
they knew no nore than their comnpanions.

"Which is probably the truth," Doc conment ed.



The bronze man now enpl oyed a small hypoderm ¢ needl e upon each prisoner. This caused themto go
into a trance-1like sleep, fromwhich only the application of another drug could arouse them

The five were | oaded into an anbul ance which Doc called. To the anbul ance driver, Doc gave secret
directions, and a neat sum of noney. The nmachine started off, ostensibly for a Prosper City
hospital, where the men were to go into the prison ward.

The anbul ance, however, never reached there. In fact, it was fully a year before the five
prisoners were again seen. Then, it was in a distant city, and, had an ol d acquai ntance hail ed
either of the five, they would not have been recognized.

The captives went into Doc's institution in upstate New York, where they were subjected to brain
operations w ping out their past, and given training which fitted themto be honest citizens.

The policenen who had gone to arrest Judborn Tugg now returned. They were a disgusted |ot.

"The bird flew the coop!" they explained. "There wasn't no sign of "im"

"Any of his clothing gone?" Doc asked.

"Didn't look like it! W'll spread a general alarmfor "im"

"You're wasting your tine!" Doc assured them "Judborn Tugg is a man who |ikes flashy clothing.
He woul d not have fled town w thout taking sone."

"Then what becane of 'in?"

Doc did not answer this, nuch to the puzzlement of the officers. Doc had an idea what had
happened to Judborn Tugg. But that idea was part of the theory as to who the Green Bell was. Lacking
proof, he was not yet ready to reveal it.

Johnny, the bony geol ogi st, appeared. He carried a long, circular blue-print case. Catching Doc's
eye, Johnny nodded -- thereby affirm ng that he had secured the geol ogi c survey maps of the region
under and around Prosper City.

Doc received the maps, but did not inmmediately consult them |Instead, he went upstairs. He
secured, fromwhere it had lain in Minks room the small segnent of wood which was the chief remant
of the Green Bell's sonic device for producing insanity.

He worked over this perhaps half an hour. Then he carried it back downstairs, nounted a table,
and made a speech.

"This" -- he held up the bit of wood -- "may lead us to the Green Bell. In fact, it is al nost
certain that it willl"

Thi s pronouncenent, com ng without any previous dramatic build-up, was breath taking. The crowd
surged close. Wrd was passed outside, and every one sought to get into the room

"As you all know, or, at |east, have heard," Doc continued, "the Green Bell sought to drive nme
insane with a peculiar sonic device. The upshot of the attenpt was that the device cane into ny
hands!"

Monk, Renny, and Johnny swapped puzzl ed stares. What was the bronze man up to?

"We found that the box held finger prints of the person who made it-probably the Geen Bell," Doc
continued. "That they were the Green Bell's was nade fairly certain by the fact that he sought to
destroy them"

"Sought!" yelled a cop. "You nean that there's finger prints on that piece of wood? It's a hunk
of the sonic box, ain't it?"

"It is!" Doc replied gravely. "And it bears proof which is alnpst certain to trap the Green

Bel "

MONK LOOKED at Renny.

"That's the first lie | ever heard Doc tell!" he grinned.
"Li e?" Renny asked. "What was a lie?"
"When he said there were finger prints on that piece of wood. There ain't any! | examned it. Doc

examned it. And there ain't a speck of a print."

"Doc didn't say there was a print on it!" Renny pointed out.

Monk scratched the top of his bullet head.

"Huh!" he snorted. "That's right -- he didn't! But he sure gave the inpression there was!"

"l guess he hopes the Green Bell will try to get the stick, and betray hinself in the process,"
Renny hazar ded.

Thi s conversation had taken place in whispers which no one could overhear. In addition, both nen
had cupped pal ns over their mouths, so that, should the Green Bell be a lip reader, he could not
eavesdrop by sight.

Doc Savage now waved every one away fromthe table on which he stood. He was carrying his prize
tenderly in a handkerchi ef.

"We nust be careful that the Geen Bell does not get this bit of wood!" he warned, and placed the
pi ece on the table top.

The policenen pronmptly formed a circle around the table, keeping every one at a distance.
"Hm-mml" Mnk breathed. "Doc's makin' it awful tough for the Geen Bell to get that wood!"
"Bring a mcroscope!"” Doc called. "Also a canera for taking finger print photos. You police have
such devi ces handy, | presune."

"Huh!" Renny whi spered to Monk. "D you reckon there is a print on that thing?"

As if to answer him the lights went out. Bulbs in the house, flood |anps on the grounds-all



bl otted sinultaneously. The current had been shut off at the main switch, probably in the shed at
the back of the house.

A stunned silence followed the first gush of bl ackness.

It was interrupted by a | ow hissing noise, a clunk! Neither sound was | oud.

"The piece of wood!" a man baw ed.

Exci tenent expl oded in the room Policenen yelled, drew their service weapons. Men el bowed their
nei ghbors in their perturbation, and the neighbors, thinking it was the Green Bell seeking to escape
with the wool en fragnent, |ashed out with fists. In a trice, a dozen fights were in progress.
Monk, Renny, and Johnny stood in the background. Whatever was going on, they did not think it had
caught Doc nappi ng.

Fl ashl i ghts cane out of pockets, spitting white funnels. The fighters discovered their opponents
were friends, stopped swi nging bl ows, and began profuse apol ogies.

"It's gone!" squawked a cop. "The chunk of wood is gone!"

COLLI SON MCALTER hel d up both his hands, shouting: "I want to submit to a search! And | think
every one present should do the sane!"

O e Slater cane el bowi ng through the crowmd and agreed: "I second that suggestion!”

Aunt Nora Boston grunbled: "I'magin' it!"

Ali ce Cash gasped in surprise: "Wy, Aunt Nora!"

"Ain't no use searchin', child," said Aunt Nora. "This devil ain't fool enough to keep that thing
on his person."

The hunt went forward, none the |less. Even the police submtted,

Monk maneuvered over behind Doc, eyed the table, then asked: "How on earth did the guy get it?
There was a ring of cops around the table!"

Doc pointed at a tiny cut in the table top.

"He sinmply fled a penknife to a thread, |eaned over a cop's shoul der, and speared the piece of
wood. Harpooned it, if you like."

Monk groaned. "He put over a fast one on you, Doc!"

The bronze man smiled slightly. "Not so you could notice, Mnk!"

A loud shout came fromthe kitchen.

They dashed for the spot.

Aunt Nora Boston was crouched over the coal -burning kitchen range. Her jaw was sl ack, her eyes
were bulging a little. She was peering into the firebox of the stove, from which she had renoved a
lid.

In the firebox, barely recogni zable so charred had it becone, lay the fragnment of wood fromthe
Geen Bell's sonic device.

Wth it was a small pocketknife. This had had cellul oid handl es, but they were burned away.

"l was gonna put nore wood on the fire," munbled Aunt Nora. "And | seen this."

"Recogni ze the knife fromwhat is left?" Doc questioned. Attractive Alice Cash answered the
query. "l do! It is one | keep on ny desk to sharpen pencils."

More inquiries followed, in which the police took a hand. But this got no results. Wo had
deposited the fragment and the knife in the stove?

Investigating, Doc |earned what had happened to the lights. Sonme one had taken a fork from Aunt
Nora's kitchen cabinet and jammed it across the terminals in the fuse box, causing the fuses to
bl ow. There were no finger prints on the fork.

Monk had dogged Doc's footsteps. Wiile the bronze man was installing new fuses, the honely
chem st picked up the conversation which Aunt Nora's discovery had interrupted.

"You said the Green Bell didn't put a fast one over on you!" he whispered. "Wat d' you nmean by
that, Doc?"

Doc Savage surveyed the vicinity to make sure there were no eavesdroppers.

"There was no finger print on that bit of wood," he said.

"Sure! | know that!"
"But | soaked it in certain chemcals fromyour collection. Those chemi cals were very powerful.
Il the skin is brought in contact with them enough will be absorbed to affect the liver, causing an

i ncreased production of biliary pigment."

Monk blinked. "So what?"

"The biliary pignent will be absorbed in the blood, resulting in a yellow condition of the skin.
In other words, the Green Bell, in touching that wooden fragnent, nerely contracted an excell ent
case of yellow jaundice."

Monk all but choked. "You nean-whoever picked up that wood will start turnin' yellow?"

"Exactly! Al we have to do is set back, keep fromgetting killed, and wait for sonebody to turn
yel | ow. "

"How long' Il it take?"

"That is difficult to say. It depends on the individual. A day; perhaps a week. Not over that!"
Chapter Xvill. LULL

THE REST of the night was uneventful. Dawn brought an airplane from New York-a snmall, speedy

machi ne from Doc Savage's private hangar on the Hudson River.



The dapper Ham stepped out of it. He lost no tine making his way to Aunt Nora Boston's hone.

The only article of baggage which acconmpani ed hi mwas his slender, innocent-I|ooking black sword
cane.

Monk observed Ham's arrival fromw thin the house, and grinned fromear to ear. He had missed his
usual diversion of insulting Ham

Putting a black scowl on his honely face, Monk hurried out.

"Listen, shyster, you had orders to stay in New York!" he growl ed. "Wiat's the idea of showin' up
down here?"

Ham caught sight of pretty Alice Cash. He dressed Monk down with a cold | ook, swung over
jauntily, and bowed to the young | ady.

"You are nore ravishing than ever!" he assured Alice.

Monk writhed nentally. He usually told pretty young wonen that Ham had a wife and thirteen
children, all halfwits. But he had neglected to tell Alice the yarn. He'd better spill it in a
hurry!

Ham gui ded Alice into the house, where Doc was studying the geol ogy maps of Prosper City's
vicinity.

"The murder charge against you in New York is all washed up!" Ham decl ar ed.

"How d you work it?" Doc inquired.

"Sinply by putting the fear of Od Nick into the four lying witnesses! | dug up sone stuff in
their past -- burglary and blackmail. That did the trick! They broke down and confessed that they
were hired to say they saw you kill Jim Cash!"

Ali ce Cash flinched at mention of her brother's murder, and | eft the roomhastily. Ham gl ancing
out of the window a nonment |ater, saw Monk with an arm across her shoul der. Mnk was an excel | ent
conforter, especially if the grieved one was as good-|ooking as Alice was. Ham groaned.

"Who hired the four?" Doc asked.

"They didn't see the fellow s face. He wore one of those trick gowms with a green bell painted on
it."

Doc nodded. "Rather thought it would be like that. What did you do with the four?"

Ham smiled fiercely and fiddled with his sword cane. "Got themout on bail when the cops arrested
"emfor lodgin' that false charge; then grabbed 'emand sent '"emto our little place in upstate New
York."

"Good work!"

After a glance about, Hamgrunted: "I see everybody but Long Tom Were's he?"

"Hi ding out," Doc replied. "He has his apparatus all set to locate the Green Bell's secret radio
station, once the thing goes into operation.”

"l hope he finds it quick," Long Tomgrinned. "I crave some action! That business in New York
didn't get nme warnmed up!"

AS THE hours dragged, however, it seemed Hamwas to see no action. The Green Bell and his
hirelings made no hostile nove. Judborn Tugg did not put in an appearance.

The day was marked with events of great interest for Prosper City, however. Practically all
factori es opened. The mnes, as well!

Renny, with his vast fund of know edge concerning engineering in all its branches, took active
charge of this work. He organi zed crews, denoralized by the recent troubles and inactivity.

Since Doc intended to put the plants on a profitable basis, Renny's work was not easy. In the
first place, a high wage scale was introduced in every departnent of each concern. This made econony
of production a prime necessity.

Monk stationed his ex-service nmen guards over each plant, and made the rounds |ike a general,
keeping things in form

If he expected trouble, though, he was disappointed. Not a Geen Bell agitator put in an
appearance. Peace reigned. Al was quiet.

"But it's kinda like the quiet of a guy who is aimn' his gun!" Mnk nuttered pessimstically.
Doc Savage set Hamto work clearing up the final legal details of the deal by which Prosper
City's industries were being taken over, literally in the whole. Wen that was done, Doc visited the
ranmshackl e ol d barn on the marsh.

He took particular notice that this was hardly nore than three quarters of a nmile from Aunt Nora
Boston's hone.

The bronze man did nothing while he was there, except drop a firecracker down the vertical pipe

t hrough which the Green Bell had addressed his nen. He listened with great interest to the hollow
reverberations as the cracker let |oose, possibly two hundred and fifty feet bel ow

These sepul chral echoes seened to runble and gobble for fully a mnute.

Leaving the spot, Doc visited the men who had suffered nore than any others fromthe trouble in
Prosper City -- the poor souls who had been driven insane by the Green Bell's sonic nachine.

He made a detail ed exam nation in each case, using X rays, blood tests, spinal-fluid tests-al nost
every test known to nedical science.

Late that afternoon, he made his announcenent.

"Sections of the brain are nmerely in a quiescent state -- a formof nerve paralysis induced by



the disrupting force of the sonic vibrations."

"WIIl you put that in plain English?" Aunt Nora requested.

"They can be cured," Doc replied. "It'll take a little time. But there's not the slightest
doubt . "

Aunt Nora Boston sat down and cri ed.

"I never did tell you," she said noistly. "But one of the afflicted nen is a nephew of mne."
Wil e Doc was tel ephoning to New York, Chicago, Rochester, and other great nedical centers, for
specialists to take personal charge of the brain cures, Aice Cash offered her services.
"That's great!" Doc replied. "You can sort of |ook out for these cases."

"lI've been watching your work," Alice told himthought fully. "I notice fromthe way you are
organizing it that you are putting others in actual charge. Even Renny, the engineer, is serving
nmerely as a supervisor. Wat does that nean?"

"Sinply that we are going to step out as soon as the danger is past!"

"You nean that you are going to | eave Prosper City?" Mce Cash sounded slightly stricken.

"You didn't expect us to remamin here? Not, of course, that Prosper City isn't as nice a town as
t he average."

Alice flushed. "I -- | was hoping you would."

DOC SAVAGE saw how the wi nd was bl owi ng. The young | ady was nore interested in himthan he

wi shed. Unwillingly, he had made another conquest, or was on the verge of making it.

This pained Doc. He did not care to hurt any one's feelings. So he did sonething that he rarely
did. He took off an hour and explained his strange purpose in life -- his life profession of going
up and down the trails of the world, hunting trouble and peril, helping those in need of help, and
adm ni stering puni shnent to w ongdoers.

He nade it very clear to his beautiful listener that such a life precluded any fem nine

ent angl enents. Wen he finished, he believed he had painted such a picture of horror and danger that
a femal e heart would quail at the thought of sharing them He thought he had scared this gorgeous
young woman of f.

"What you need is a loving wife to attend to your needs," pretty Alice Cash said warmy. She did
not say that she would like the job, but it was in her voice.

Doc nentally threw up his hands. Wat could you do in a case like that?

He got away as quickly and gracefully as he could, sought a secluded spot, and went through the
round of exercises which he had taken each day.

They were unlike anything el se, those exercises. Doc's father had started hi mon them when he
could hardly wal k. They were solely responsible for his phenonenal physical and nental powers.

He nade his nuscles work against each other, straining until perspiration filned his mghty

bronze body. He juggled a nunber of a dozen figures in his head, multiplying, extracting square and
cube roots.

He had an apparatus whi ch nade sound waves of frequencies so high and so | ow the ordinary human

ear could not detect them He listened intently to this-his proficiency along that |ine had already
saved his life on this adventure.

He naned several score of assorted odors after a quick olfactory test of small vials racked in a
speci al case. He read pages of Braille print-witing of the blind. This whetted his sense of touch.
Many and varied other parts were in his routine. They filled an entire two hours at a terrific
pace, with no time out for rest.

Monk and Ham came upon Doc as he finished. Mnk groaned. "Think of doin' that every day!" Ham
sneered audi bly. "You, | suppose, don't take exercises?"

Monk flexed his hairy arns. "Sone of these days |'m gonna have a workout on you! That's the one
exercise | need!"

Unsheat hi ng his sword cane, Hamflicked it. The fine blade twanged |ike a guitar string.

"Try it, and 1'll do sone scul pture work on you with this!" he prom sed.

The two glared at each other as if they had nmurder in their hearts.

"What's the troubl e?" Doc questioned.

"This furry, lying dead beat!" Ham purpled and jabbed his sword at Monk. "He told Alice Cash that

yarn about nmy wife and thirteen half-wit children! The missing link! |'ve never --
AT NINE o' clock that night, there was to be a neeting at Aunt Nora Boston's. Heads of all plants
in Prosper City -- now actually in charge -- were to attend.

At eight thirty, Alice Cash turned on Aunt Nora's radio.

Ten minutes later, the Geen Bell's hideous clangor, squealing, and wailing, came fromthe
instrument.

"I know it!" Mnk yelled. "We're in for real trouble!"

From Doc Savage's actions, it seened he had been waiting for just this. He raced upstairs to Long
Tom s room Wen he canme back, he carried two small boxes. One was a radio transmtter, a tiny
portable set. The other was a receiver.

Doc gave the receiver to Monk. "Keep tuned in on this! Canp the headset on that knot of a head,
and don't take it off for anything!"

The tel ephone rang. It was Long Torn.



"My equi pnent got the source of that secret radio wave!" he barked excitedly. "It canme from Aunt
Nora Boston's house!"

"It what?"

"From Aunt Nora's! | can't believe it! But it's a fact."

Doc hung up, faced Renny. "Were's Aunt Nora?"

"Dunno! Ain't seen her for a few mnutes!"

The maps whi ch Johnny had secured lay on a table. Doc seized them carried themw th himas he
ran out of the house. He also bore the radio transnmitter.

Doc consulted the charts, then headed due east, nounting the slope of the nountain. After
covering a few hundred yards, he added stealth to his pace. He noved with the quiet of a w ndbl own
f eat her.

Bl ackened knots of buildings |urched up in the noonlight ahead. He eyed the naps once nore,
identifying the structures.

They were surface buildings of a coal mne-a mne which had been closed for several years, the
vei ns bel ow exhausted. For years, however, it had been the largest nmne in Prosper City; at one
tinme, it had led the nation in coal output.

Doc posted hinself near by and waited. He was not di sappoi nted.

A group of seven furtive figures crept up. They wore the hideous black gowns of the Geen Bell.
They di sappeared into the maw of the m ne.

G her men canme, two of them this time. Then three fellows arrived alone. Eight were in the next
group.

The evil clan was gathering.

Doc waited until there cane an interval of five mnutes when no sinister nen put man appearance.
Then he entered the black gullet of the mne.

The tunnel was exceedingly dry for an old working. It sloped downward. Doc sought a recess and
used his flashlight on the maps. One of the charts showed every cranny of this particul ar abandoned
m ne.

When the tunnel branched, he turned left. The tunnel swept in a vast curve. Doc knew -- the nap
showed it, too -- that he was approaching a spot directly under Aunt Nora Boston's house.
He sl ackened his pace. The drift was long and straight -- fully three hundred yards without a

turn. A bullet could be fired the length of it without touching a wall.

He covered this direct I|ane.

Li ght s appeared ahead. A nonent |ater, he was peering out into a great room Pillars -- coal left
standing to support the roof-were a forest before his eyes.

In this forest, black-cow ed men were clustered.

Chapter Xl X. DEATH UNDERGROUND

ENTERI NG THE under ground cavern, Doc glided forward. There was not much chance of discovery. The
Green Bell and his nmen thought thensel ves safe here.

The Green Bell was present -- in person! He sat, cross-legged, as the dummy of sticks and fabric
in the distant barn had sat. No doubt some of the masked nmen before himdid not know there was a
di fference between this figure they were | ooking upon now, and the formin the dilapidated farm
bui | di ng.

The dummy in the barn! It was that which had given Doc his lead to this underground rendezvous.
The pipe diving strai ght downward two hundred and fifty feet, fromwhich the evil czar's voice had
cone! It could lead to nothing but a mne tunnel!

Geol ogy maps of the region had shown that a sheet of hard rock underlay the swanpy field. The
presence of the rock, a great bow holding water, accounted for the npist nature of the field
itself.

And the map of this old mine showed a drift under the swanp. The G een Bell had sinply drilled a
hol e and forced his pipe upward, not a difficult task. Hydraulic jacks and a driving-head on the
pi pe woul d do the work.

The Green Bell was speaking.

"Are all of you here?" he boonmed hollowy. "That is Inportant, to-night! There nust be no

absent ees! For on our work tonight depends success or failure!"

There was a general wagging of fingers as a count was nade.

"Unmask! " commanded the Green Bell. "W nust be certain!”

The bl ack hoods cane off, some a bit reluctantly. Flashlights furnished a glow sufficient to

i nspect the faces.

Doc surveyed themwith interest. Three nen were, he saw to his disgust, fairly prom nent factory
owners of Prosper City. It was these nmen who had objected nost strenuously to his proposition to
take over all plants.

Col lison McAlter was not anobng them

The Green Bell hinmself did not renmove his hood. He stared, goggled green eyes malicious,
glittering in the flash glare.

"Al'l here!" he decided. "Now, we will get down to work!"

The Green Bell arose, strode through the ring of nmen, and vanished into the bl acker reaches of



the cavern. A chain rattled.

Wien the nasked | eader appeared again, he was |eading a forlorn, manacled figure. Judborn Tugg!
Tugg's face bore nunmerous bruises and cuts: dried crinmson stains were on his clothing, his hair. H's
nose seenmed to be damaged much nore than it had been by Long Tomis blows. Mst of his front teeth
were m ssing.

Tugg had obvi ously been tortured.

"This worm " intoned the Green Bell, kicking Tugg. This wormwas an unfaithful servant!"

Tugg bl ubbered: "I couldn't help it if --

"Shut up! You woul d have betrayed ne! That is regrettable. You were to be the nminstay of the
industrial enpire which | intend to build, with Prosper City as its center! You were to have been
the apparent head of all ny enterprises!”

The Green Bell's voice becane a shrill tinkling, and he delivered another forceful kick.

"It was through you that | intended to buy all the factories and mines in Prosper City, once |

had reduced the owners to a point where they would have to sell for a song!"

THI' S | NFORMATI ON di d not surprise Doc. He had surm sed that such a schenme was behind the Prosper
City trouble. This man, the Green Bell, had nobney, a lust for nore noney-a schem ng brain. The
conbi nati on had | aunched himon this plan of forcing a whole city into bankruptcy, then buying its
factories for a pittance.

"You were a fool to go against ne!" the Green Bell snarled at Tugg. "I am powerful! | have
mllions, nade by selling stocks short during the great depression! | wll have nore
mllions-billions!"

Tugg noaned. "Lemme go, 'won't you? | can't harmyou! |'ve signed over every stick of ny property
to you!"

"Not to me!" The Green Bell turned, pointed a bl ack-sheathed armat one of the Prosper City

busi ness nen, and said: "You, sir, may not know it, but you are now the owner of Tugg Co. This --
this gaudy worm signed his entire holdings over to you for a consideration of one dollar!
Incidentally, | will now pay himthe dollar!"

The Green Bell produced a bit of silver fromhis gown, using his left hand. He bent over and
offered this to Tugg, Hi s right hand remained out of sight in the robe.

Poor Tugg did not know what to do, except take the dollar. He reached for it.

Li ke a striking black cobra, the G een Bell whipped out a knife with his other hand. He ran the
bl ade into Tugg's heart. The steel went in easily, as if it had been a hot wire making its way into
gr ease.

Tugg emtted one piercing, |anb-like bleat, then began to kick around convul sively on the floor.
The Green Bell put a foot on Tugg's squirmng formand held it steady until all noverments had
ceased. Then he stepped back.

"You may wonder why | did not shoot him and why | held himstill!" he tolled nonotonously. He
level ed an arm "Look! There is the explanation!"

To one side, a small tunnel penetrated. Evidently it had been drifted there long ago, in pursuit
of some wisp of coal which had dribbl ed out.

"There is a roomin that tunnel!" said the Geen Bell. "It is only a few yards fromthis chanber.
It holds the powerful radio set with which it has been nmy customto sumon you!"

Doc nodded slightly, where he was concealed in the gloom This explained why the radio signals
had apparently been traced to Aunt Nora Boston's! The roomwas directly under her house!

"Also, in that roomare some thousands of quarts of nitroglycerin!" continued the G een Bell. "It
is connected to electrical contacts rigged on a seisnograph. Do you know what a sei snograph is?"
"A jigger which wiggles when that's an earthquake!" some one nuttered.

"That is an excellent description. The contacts are on the jigger which wggles, as you call it.
Any | arge shock in the earth near by will cause the expl osive to detonate."

There was much uneasy squirming at this information.

"Do not worry!" booned the voice of the robed man. "The seisnograph is adjusted so no distant
earthquake will operate it. Only a shock near by will close the contacts. Such a shock will be the
expl osion of a small quantity of nitro approximately half a mle fromhere, which | will arrange."
A hi deous | augh gurgled fromthe lips of the cowl ed figure who had nmurdered Tug so callously.
"Aunt Nora Boston's hone is directly above this cache of explosive! Not many yards above it,
either! The house and every one in it will be blown to bits!"

DOC SAVAGE silently unlinbered the radio transmitter. The thing operated without noise, except
for the faintest of clickings as he vibrated the key.

The radi o waves, of course, would travel through the intervening earth and stone to Mnk's
portabl e receiver.

"I's this -- necessary?" quavered one of the assenbl ed nen.

The Green Bell cursed. "Necessary! O course it is! It's inmperative that we get rid of Savage and
the others at once! The devil is clever! Tomorrow he will trap me!"

"To-norrow --

"Exactly!"

"But how can he?"



"Shut up!" excitedly booned the hooded | eader.

Doc had finished transmitting, and was listening with great interest. He knew why the G een Bell
was positive he would be trapped.

The fellow had found his skin was turning yellow He had realized that Doc's maneuvering with the
segnent of the sonic box, the night before, had been a trick.

"l called you here tonight to warn you all to keep away from Aunt Nora Boston's house," said the
Green Bell. "Now that the orders are given, you nmay go!"

As one man, the crowd whirled for the exit.

This took Doc sonmewhat by surprise. He was given no opportunity to circle the group, so as to
remain in the cavern and di sconnect the seisnograph device. The only thing he 4; could do was to
retreat into the tunnel.

He sidled into it. Down the |ong, straight shaft he sped. Three hundred yards without a turn! He
woul d have to cover that distance before the nen behind himcast their flashlights down the passage.
He ran as he had sel domrun before.

He failed to nake it.

A powerful flash scooted a white beamalong the straight drift.

A yell! "Savage -- it's Savage! There he goes!"

The next instant, Doc seenmed to beconme a bullet in a giant barrel of rock! Lifted by an
irresistible force, he was hurled ahead. Hi s eardruns threatened to cave!

Landi ng, he knotted hinself like a circus tunbler. He was hel pless to inpede his progress. He was
pushed from behind by a blast which mght have been froma nonster air gun!

Rock walls battered him Dust, boul ders, sprayed against him past him He crashed into the cross
passage and dropped, al nbst unconscious. Al of nother earth seemed to come down on his head!

One of the Green Bell's gang had forgotten the seisnpbgraph and the nitro, and had fired a bullet
at Doc. The detonation had | oosened the expl osive.

Even now, the segnents of Aunt Nora Boston's ranbling, charmi ng old hone were probably floating
around sonme hundreds of feet in the air. Any one in it would be dead.

Dead as those bl ack-cow ed nmen back there in the underground room There was no possibility that
any of them had survived. The sinister czar, who had chosen a green bell for his synbol, was
dead-w ped out by his own death device.

H s was a fate which had overtaken nore than one eneny of Doc Savage.

TEN M NUTES | ater, Doc stunbled out of the abandoned mine. He did not feel |ike com ng, even
then. He was bruised, battered, danaged as he had seldombeen in his life. But deadly gases were
|l oose in the mne, and he had to get out.

Hal f an hour later, he encountered Monk.

The honely gorilla of a fellow stared at Doc's injuries.

"It looks like you caught yourself an earthquake," he suggested.

"How about the others?" Doc denanded.

"Themthey all got out, after you sent your radio warning, telling themto do so as quick as
possi bl e.” Mnk chuckled mrthfully. "Poor Haml The overdressed shyster lost his sword cane in the
rush. He was about to start back after it when the whole world blew up!"

"How did Aunt Nora take the |oss of her house?"

"Swell! She said it was an old weck that she'd been tryin' to sell for years, anyway!"
"She's a brick!" Doc said, absently fingering various aching nuscles. "We'll have to put her in
charge of charities here in Prosper City. O course, we'll reinburse her for her house, and the

money she spent on charity before we got on the job."

"She'd go for that," Monk agreed. "But you're forgettin' to tell me what happened down there
under the ground."”

Doc sketched briefly what had occurred.

"The Green Bell and every one of his followers is finished," he ended. "In a few days we can turn
those factories back to their owners and clear out."

"You sound anxi ous to get away?" Mnk said slyly, thinking of ravishingly pretty Alice Cash.

"Well, we should get back to New York," Doc told him "Sonething may cone up -- it always does."
Doc's statenment was only a guess, based on the past. He had no way of know ng what awaited them
in New York, not being gifted with an inner sight. But it would be there -- trouble, peril, mystery!

These had al ways conme to them

"SO THE Green Bell found his hide was turnin' yellow?" Mnk ruminated thoughtfully, as they noved
t hrough the night.

"There's no doubt of it!" Doc agreed. "And that persuaded himto rush his devilish plan to
conpl etion."

Monk grinned. "Ain't you gonna tell me who be was?"

"l didn't get a look at his face!" Doc said dryly.

"You nmean we've cleaned this case up wi thout knowi n' who he was?"

"I think his identity will cone out. It is pretty plain who he was."

"How d'you figure that?"

"Sinmply fromthe uncanny way the Green Bell had of know ng our every nobve. He was very close to



us.
They had been striding down the road as they tal ked.

Pretty Alice Cash appeared. She showed relief at sight of Doc; then registered concern over his
brui ses.

"Have you seen Aunt Nora?" she asked, a nonent |ater.

"She's around sonewhere. | saw her a minute ago," Mnk replied. "Wat'd you want with her?
| mpor t ant ?"

"Well, not very," replied Alice. "I wanted to ask her if she had seen Qe Slater."

"Ain'"t de around?"

"No. And I'mcurious. You see, Oe seened a bit ill this evening, when | last saw him"
Monk gul ped twi ce, swallowed, exploded: "Wat ailed hin? Was he turnin' a funny col or?"
"Oe Slater seened to be turning yellow, " Alice said. "It was the strangest thing!"

THE END



