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Chapter |I. THE MAN | N THE CHANDELI ER

BETTY FREE, the stenographer for Best & Stone, the firmof architects on the forty-second fl oor

was subject to norning headaches. So she had a little habit. The habit was this: On the nornings
when she had a headache she would buy an aspirin at the candy-cigar counter in the |obby and, at the
sane tinme, smle the clerk out of a large gundrop. She would bury the aspirin tablet in the gundrop
open her nouth wide, put her head back, pop the gundrop in and swallow it. Aspirin seened to be the
only thing good for her headaches, but she didn't like aspirin. So this was the way she took

aspirin

On Wednesday norning she had the usual headache, so she proceeded according to schedul e. She got
along fine until she put her head back and opened her nouth to pop in the gundrop

Then Betty screanmed. She alnost tore the lining out of her throat. She had the nobst unearthly

yi p-yip-yip way of screeching

She then fainted

There was a | ot of excitenent.

Soneone trickled ice water on Betty Free; then she got up and went to work in a nervous

condition, made a mstake in typing a bid for her firmand was fired. So Betty married the boy she
had been going with. The boy quit his job in the city and they went back to their home town where
the boy took a job in the Farners Exchange, and Betty nade a great success of raising chickens and
children, thereafter

Therefore, Betty Free, the stenographer for Best & Stone, had no nore than nonentary-if

noi sy-i nportance in the matter

The man in the chandelier was a different proposition. Mich different

H s feet and one hand were sticking out of the thing. The chandelier was one of a battery of the

el aborate affairs which supplied subdued |ight and decorative effect to the | obby of the building
which was the largest |obby in the largest building in the mdtown section of the city. The building
was eighty-six floors tall, with twenty-two el evators serving the tenants. Better than five thousand
peopl e worked in the building, and many nore than that nunber passed in and out of the |obby daily
Al though the hour was early, it was sonewhat unusual that no one had happened to | ook up and see the
two feet and the hand sticking out of the chandelier bow. Particularly since blood fromthe hand
had fl owed down and stained the side of the bow

Sormeone cal | ed the building superintendent. The superintendent in a building of that size is a
personage. He gets a salary of ten thousand dollars a year and has a nahogany desk to sit behind
Thi s superintendent punched buttons, issued orders, and an extension | adder and a squad of agile
janitors appeared on the scene

A janitor clinbed the |adder, exam ned the hand that was sticking out of the chandelier, felt of

it. He clinbed a step higher, looked into the bowl, did sonme poking around inside, then clinbed
down, looking as if it were a question of whether or not he woul d keep his breakfast

“Dead,” he reported

“From what ?”

“Froma little hole in his head.”

Everyone took it for granted that the man neant a bullet hole, which was an error that was not

di scovered i nmedi ately. There was an increase in the excitenent, although now there was nothing to
be excited about. The man was dead, so that whatever had happened had al ready happened

But the crowd gathered and the excitement spread because part of a dead man was sticking out of

the chandelier in the | obby of one of the half dozen largest buildings in the world. And a body in a
chandel i er was unusual, to say the least. Too, there was bad nanagenent in keeping the crowd back
first on the part of the superintendent and his janitors, and then on the part of the policenmen who



cane sirening up to take charge. There was an error of judgnent on the part of one of the cops, for
he becane enthusiastic and abusive and gave a citizen a shove. The citizen, being a free-born

prof ani ty-speaki ng American, applied his fist to the cop's nose, flattening that organ sonmewhat.
This did not add to peace and tranquility.

Due to this boisterous foolishness, plus the failure of the janitor to el aborate on what he neant
by a hole in the head, further truth about the man in the chandelier was del ayed sone thirty

m nut es.

NEXT data on the man in the chandelier came froma |ady. “Lady” was what the newspapers called

her. Sonme of the papers referred to her as “an old lady.” It was true-but it was not at al

inmportant in the chandelier matter, because it had no bearing that the persons who saw the old
lady's picture and renmenbered her ten years back referred to her, nobst of them in descriptive terns
not ordinarily used in draw ng-room conversation. However, the old girl was too shopworn for further
m schi ef and was spending her days of decline as a scrubwoman in the skyscraper

From t he Morning Eagl e

HE WAS HUNTI NG VAWPI RE

Ms. Lucille Mirphy, who is enployed nights in the building, shed the first light on the natter

of the man in the chandelier. Ms. Mirphy conpleted her work the previous night and, while |eaving
the building, noticed a man apparently clinbing into the chandelier. Thinking the man was an
electrician, Ms. Mirphy called a facetious remark to the man

The exact wording of the remark Ms. Mirphy had called to the man clinbing into the chandelier

was not given in any of the newspaper stories, but it was a ribald one. She told it to the newspaper
reporters, and they split their sides |aughing. She was quite an old rip, that Ms. Mirphy

The man in the chandelier called down to Ms. Mirphy that he was seeking a vanpire, Ms. Mirphy
stated

“l amsure that is what he said,” Ms. Mirphy declared, “because | hollered back and asked himif

he neant |ike Dracula, and he said that was the general idea.’

It was added by Ms. Mirphy that the man sounded serious, although this did not strike her at the
tinme. Ms. Miurphy states that she told the man she had a son-in-law who would fill the bill if he
needed a he-vanpire. Then she went on hone

The fact that the newspapers printed Ms. Mirphy's remark about her son-in-Ilaw maki ng a good
he-vanpire indicated how the newspapers considered the matter. Not exactly as a joke, because murder
is not a joke except on the stage. But they did not take it seriously, and they were pixyish enough
about it to allowlittle notes like the crack about Ms. Mirphy's son-in-law to creep into the
written versions

This was not the first mstake American journalismhad nmade. And tine proved that it certainly

was not one of their snaller errors

The crack about the |ost vanpire gave a certain touch to the thing

The hole in the man's head gave another touch to it. First, it gave an assistant coroner an il

spell when he saw it. It nmade the other coroners and hardened cops who handl ed dead bodi es-fresh and
not so fresh and in various mangl ed conditions-stand there with their jaws hanging in amazenent

The body was not brought down inmediately, though. First, a nedical exam ner made sure the body
actually had no life, then fingerprint men and photographers-police, of course-recorded the scene

t hor oughl y.

Finally they got around to noticing that the hole in the man's head was a very neat affair

Possibly “neat” was not the word. It was a very precisely drilled thing

“Made after death,” said the coroner in charge. He | ooked up at the chandelier. “Probably the

wor k of sone nechanismthat is part of the chandelier.”

A policeman pointed out that a drill was not part of a chandelier or any other lighting fixture

that he had ever heard of; then the officer clinbed up to make sure that was also the case with this
one.

“Mechani smnothing,” the officer reported. “There's nothing up there that would do that kind of
thing.”

The coroner pondered and cane up with, “Wll, I'Il make another exam nation.” He did so, then

strai ghtened triunphantly. “The edges of the wound seemto be cauterized. No doubt, it was done by
an electric short circuit after the man died. O, possibly, it was an accidental death, with the
shock causing the death and the cauterizing effect of the spark shutting off the flow of blood.”

It happened that the officer was no electrician, so he nodded. But they got an electrician on the
job, and he assured themthey were drawing on their imaginations fruitlessly. There was not enough
current in the chandelier-one-hundred-and-ten-volt direct current was all that was in the circuit-to
make such a burn, and that such a burn was an inpossibility, even with a powerhouse full of volts
and anperes on the job

“But there was no bl ood at the wound,” said the coroner

“There was bl ood on his hand and runni ng down the chandelier, wasn't there?” countered the angry
electrician. “Were'd that come fron®”

The startled coroner nmade another investigation, in which he was joined by the police, and the



net result was totally confusing
Where did the bl ood conme fron?

M LLI E GROSS was the worman who saw the vanpire

MIlie G oss was another person of no inportance in the affair, other than the passing one of
contributing a bit of information to the nmatter. The other two of none but passing inmportance, of
course, being Betty Free, who discovered the body, and Ms. Mirphy, who had been told by the nman
that he was hunting a vanpire

MIlie Goss really saw the vanpire. But no one believed she had

The di sbelief hinged around the question of what a vanpire |ooked like

They dug up a dictionary and read the definition of a vanpire, and the dictionary said that a
vanpire was a bl oodsucki ng ghost. This was a definition that was indefinite when applied to actual
reality in the city of New York, to say the least. The dictionary added that it was a reani mated
body, believed to come fromthe grave at night and wander around sucking the blood from persons
asl eep, causing their death. This was not nuch hel p, because what MIlie G oss saw was not a
reani mat ed body.

MIlie Goss was a “nux” operator by profession. She punched nux for an oil conpany that had

of fices in the building, and she worked second. She gave it to the police that way. Translated into
English, it neant that she was an operator of one of those gadgets which sends printed messages over
wires, and she did this fromfour in the afternoon until mdnight. Wien she was off duty at that
time, she went uptown to her room four nights a week, the other three nights going to neet her boy
friend who was an operator in a theater. She had been leaving the building a little after m dnight
when she saw the vanpire

MIlie Goss hardly saw a reani mated body. It could have been a ghost she saw. Just possibly.

And, if so, it was a hell of a ghost-straight from Hades and still on fire.

She saw the story about the man in the chandelier in the early newspapers. The vanpire she had
seen had preyed on her mind until she could not sleep. So she came to the police imediately, and
the police listened and were skeptical. They laughed only a little, although a little was enough to
make MIlie angry at themand at herself for being so gullible as to think she had seen a vanpire
“Fire, eh?” said a policeman

M 11lie nodded unconfortably. “Yes. Kind of a streamined thing, all red.”

“Fire?”

“Yes.”

“I't went floating across the | obby of this building, ducked down and out of the door, eh?” asked
the policeman

“Yes.”

“Like a ball of fire, huh?”

“No, not like fire exactly. It was fire, and yet it wasn't. It was red and gl owi ng, and not very

bright. It was red. Maybe it was red snoke or sonething; but, on second thought, |'mnot so sure.”
“Right out of the door it went?”

“Yes.”

“The door,” pointed out the officer triunphantly, “is a revolving door. Did this fiery vanpire of

yours revol ve the door?”

“No,” said MIlie, “lI don't recall the door revolving. But there is a transom above the door, and

I think the thing went out through that.”

“I't didn't get down on the floor and wal k out, then?”

“I't didn't walk. It floated.”

“How big was it?”

“That would be hard to say.”

“As big as a man?”

“Part of the time it was smaller than a man, and part of the time it was bigger, about the size
of a horse.”

The officer thought it all over deeply and gave his concl usion

“This is getting to be a nost unusual matter,” he said

Chapter 11. ALL VERY FUNNY

DOC SAVAGE happened to occupy the sane buil ding

He occupied the top floor, which was the eighty-sixth. For a long tinme there had been an effort

to keep a secret of this because of the plentiful assortnment and, in some cases, the devilish
cleverness of Doc Savage's enem es. But for a period there had been no secret about the headquarters
upstairs. In fact, many of Doc Savage's clients had forned a habit of comng here with their
troubl es

The troubles of his clients were actually Doc's troubles, because the business of the bronze

man-as Doc was call ed-was taking the weight off other people's shoulders when it cane to dangers and
difficulties. This was the way a newspaper's feature witer had put it rather sarcastically. Doc
Savage was not overly popular with the press, although he was an excel |l ent source of news; rather



his activities were. The newspaper witer penned

It is well known that Doc Savage nakes a business of hel ping people out of trouble, provided the
trouble is so unusual that the police are non-functioning, or so big that the party cannot help
himself. O so they report about Savage. They al so report that he takes no pay; ever. Passing
strange, to say the |east. Savage has five somewhat eccentric associates who are |leaders in their
fields. These nen help him Together, they forma nysterious group-nysterious to this witer, at
| east. Danger is seemngly their only business, and their pay is not profit

The mention that sonme of Doc Savage's aids were “sonewhat eccentric" applied to Lieutenant

Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair. It applied to Monk Mayfair with bells on

Monk Mayfair was about five feet two inches high and apparently about five feet nine inches w de
He had a quantity of hair seem ngly made of rusty shingle nails, nbst of it growi ng where hair
shoul d grow. Inside his head, where apparently there was no room for anything, reposed as nuch
know edge about chemi stry as any man had yet been able to gather

Monk had a runt hog call ed Habeas Corpus

Monk and his hog rushed into the reception roomof the eighty-six-floor skyscraper, and Mnk
said, “Ham is Doc in?” Monk wore a strange expression

“Not right now,” Ham Brooks explained. “He is down in Washington again trying to persuade them
that we should be in the front lines, fighting. | bet he gets the same answer-which the country
needs our brains nore than our brawn. He'll come back as nad as a hornet.”

“l wish he was here.” Mnk rubbed his jaw. “A man was just found downstairs. You know those big
noderni stic ceiling chandeliers that |ight the | obby? He was in one of those. He was dead.”

Ham stared at Monk. “ls that mentality of yours reflecting again? This sounds |ike one of its
reflections.”

Monk scowl ed. “I wish that Doc was here.”

“\ihy 2"

“Because,” Mnk said, “that man in the chandelier clinbed into the chandelier hunting a vanpire
I think Doc would be interested in a thing like that.”

“Yes?” said Ham who was an em nent graduate of Harvard Law School

“l think,” said Mink, “that the vanpire hunter cane here to see Doc Savage and sonethi ng bad
happened to himjust before he reached us. Things |ike that have happened to peopl e who were coning
to see us on other occasions.”

Ham was interested. “Wat nmakes you think that?”

“l just got an idea in ny head.”

“A very strange place for an idea, your head, and |'ve found only strange ideas get in it,” Ham
told him

Monk said, “Some day |'mgoing to get tired of being insulted and tie a knot in your tail right
up next to your ears. Wiat do you say we go down and see what we can find out about the death of
this man who was hunting a vanpire?”

“I's that the idea in your head?” Ham asked

“Yeah.”

“It's a good one. | don't see howit got there.”

HAM BROOKS got his pet chinpanzee and they rode down in the elevator. As the el evator passed

lower floors it grew nore crowded, and the passengers glanced at Monk and Hamwi th interest

and-t hose who did not know who they were-sone anusenent. The |atter possibly mstook themfor a pair
of down-at-the-heels vaudeville performers making the rounds with their trained ani mals. Mnk, at

| east, | ooked down-at-the-heels, although Ham Brooks was his usual sartorial perfection. Ham was
frequently listed as the best-dressed man in the city.

“Vanpire, eh?” Ham pondered thoughtfully.

“Sure,” Mnk agreed

“There is no such thing.”

“ No?”

“No. Vanpires are just a superstition, old fellow,” Haminformed him

The police were in the | obby, but they were not as co-operative as they woul d have been at

another tinme. Doc Savage and his associates had | ong held honorary conm ssions, high ones, on the
metropolitan police force. But last nonth an enbarrassing affair had occurred where an eneny managed
to point a finger of guilt-a big finger, in the opinion of the police-at them They had extricated
t hensel ves somewhat, but the whole affair had been a fantastic one involving sone allegedly wild
men. So the police co-operation was still |ukewarm although, officially, the bronze man and his
associ ates had been reinstated. (The Three WIld Men)

Monk and Ham asked a | ot of questions. They got entirely civil answers and, although they were
skeptical on this point at the time, all the facts the police had unearthed

Ham sai d, “Mnk, the thing does | ook funny at that.”

Monk jerked his head. “Cone over here in the corner.” They retired to the end of the | obby. Mnk
gl anced upward thoughtfully. “Can that what-is-it you call your chinpanzee clinb?”

“Cinmb?" Ham said. “Sure, he can clinb! Haven't you seen chi npanzees swng fromtree to tree?



They even do it by their tails. The way your not-so-far-back ancestors did it.”

“Can he clinmb up into those chandeliers?”

“Sure. Wy?”

“l was just thinking.”

Ham t ook anot her | ook at the chandeliers and said, “Wait a minute. Chenmistry can clinb into one

of those chandeliers-the one where they found the body. There is no way of reaching the others

wi thout a | adder, unless you are a bird.”

“That,” Monk said, “is ny point.”

“You better be a little clearer.”

“Suppose,” Mnk said, “sonebody tossed sonething up into one of those chandeliers to get rid of

it inahurry; to hide it where it wouldn't be seen, but where he could cone back and get it later.”
Ham narrowed one eye thoughtfully. “Could be. Could be, at that.”

“Whuld he be likely to toss it into the chandelier anybody could reach?”

“Not,” said Ham “if he was a foresighted fellow"”

“But supposing,” said Mnk, “you were another fellow, and you came to |ook for the thing that had
been tossed in one of the chandeliers, w thout knowi ng for sure which chandelier it was. Wich one
woul d you |l ook into first?”

Ham gave the | obby an exami nation. “lI would look into the one | figured | could see into. Then I
woul d probably figure on com ng back later with a | adder.”

Monk nodded enphatically.”

“There,” he said, “you are.”

“Where am |1, exactly?”

“You are standing here,” Mnk told him “and you have just listened to the way a great deductive
mnd works. | wll deduct further. Suppose the soneone, who knew the fellow was conming to look in
the chandeliers, wanted to get rid of this fellow Think of what the soneone would do. He would fix
his death trap in the chandelier that could be reached easily.”

Ham endeavored, w thout success, to find a hole in this |ogic.

“What,” he asked, “about the vanpires?”

“There is no such thing as vanpires,” Mnk told him “The thing we are going to do is get a |ong
pole.”

THEY got a long pole finally. Getting a long pole in a hurry in downtown New York did not turn
out to be a sinple matter. They conprom sed on three of the poles used to raise and | ower transom
wi ndows or high, sliding windows, which they |ocated in an ol d-fashioned building in the

nei ghbor hood. They | ashed these toget her.

“Now, ” Monk said, “your chinp can clinb the pole, while we hold it. He can reach the chandelier.
Send Chemistry up and tell himto fetch what he finds.”

Ham | ooked unconfortable. “You nust think Chem stry is a porter.”

“l think he is worse than that,” Mnk said. “lI know you have taught himto go steal things for

you, and you did it so he would steal things fromme. | lost nmy little book with the addresses of ny
girl friends init, and don't think I don't know where it went.”

“Cnh, all right.” Hamgrinned. “I'Il return the little book. | haven't used it anyway.”

Monk sai d, “Sonebody has been calling up ny girls and telling them!| ammarried. And don't think

I don't know who did that, either.”

They began sending Chemi stry up the pole. They encountered sone difficulty, because the chinp

kept bringing light bulbs down to them

“I't would have been a lot sinpler for us to use a | adder ourselves,” Ham conpl ai ned.

“Sure,” Mnk said, “but it wouldn't have gotten into the newspapers.”

“Newspaper s?”

“Sure,” Mnk said. “That fellow over there is a reporter, and so are those two in the corner.”
There was a bright flash of light. “A photographer, too. We'll get our pictures in the papers.”
“And catch a fine what-was-the-idea | ecture fromDoc. You know he |ikes publicity about the way a
fat grasshopper likes a hen.”

“Not when he | earns the reason.”

“Is

there a reason he can | earn?”

“Oh, sure! Anybody connected with this thing-connected with it so they have something to fear, |
mean-wi || read about it and know we are on the job. That will scare them Doc Savage has a
reputation that scares such people. And a scared person, particularly if he or she is a party of |ow
character, is nmuch easier to catch. Wien he is scared, he is less likely to watch his hat and one
thing and anot her.”

Ham was not convinced. “The strangest things crawl out of that brain of yours,” he conpl ai ned.

The newspaper reporters gathered around and nmade t hensel ves known, Mnk and Ham were both

excel l ent copy. They were both fanmpus nmen in their professions, having strong reputations. They were
al so colorful. The pig and the chinp pets, Mnk's what-a-thing-to-neet-in-the-dark appearance, and
Ham's fine clothing were riots in a photograph.



It was also true, as Hamnuttered to Mnk, that not nany noted men went around naki ng fools out
of themsel ves

To their astonishment-Mnk admtted |ater that he was as astoni shed as Hamthe chi npanzee call ed
Cheni stry brought down a package which he found in the fourth chandelier fromthe west end of the
bui | di ng

It was a greasy-|ooking package that m ght have contai ned sonebody's |unch, except that a lunch
probably woul d not be as hard as the contents of the package felt

“Unless it mght be a bride's biscuits,” Mnk grunted

Monk pocketed the package hastily.

Two policenen saw that they had found sonething and headed for them

“Let's make sone tracks,” Mnk suggested

They were called to, shouted at, and then sworn at as they left. But they nade it to an el evator
and the cage headed upward. They changed to another elevator on the fortieth floor, rode down to the
second floor and | eft the building by another route which avoi ded the | obby

“The police nmerely wanted us to co-operate with them” Ham poi nted out

“l don't feel co-operative,” Mnk explained, “after the unkind suspicions they entertained about
us last nonth.”

“Neither do |I,” Ham agreed. “But | think this is another of those things of which Doc Savage will
not approve.”

“He won't say anything.”

“Probably not,” Ham agreed. “He al nost never does. But sometimes | think I can see himsuffering
in silence.”

“What do you suppose is in this package?” Mnk asked

“l do not know. | hope it is not sone bridegrooms undesired |unch.”

“Speaking of lunch, let's find a restaurant and have ours while we open and exami ne this thing,”
Monk suggested. “On the way, though, we will stop at the office of a dentist friend of m ne and have
himtry his X-ray machine out on it, just on the chance that it is sonething we would not wish to
open.”

Chapter 111. THE VAWPI RE LUNCH

THE smal | man stepped up and showed Monk Mayfair a badge. It was totally unexpected. Mnk gave

the shield a glance and thought it was the badge of a private detective

The small man said, “I ama private shanus. M ckey Stool by name. | have accosted you because

wi sh to discuss with you a matter of a man who was hunting a vanpire. | have for you infornmation of
ut nost val ue concerning sane.”

Monk scratched his head and exanined the small man. The snall man had bright eyes and | arge
buckteeth. Al of his features seenmed to recede fromthese, so that the first general inpression his
face gave was that of a skeleton's head, with the bright little eyes substituted for enpty sockets
commonly found in a skull

“Concerni ng sane, eh?” Mnk said thoughtfully.

“Woul d you be interested?”

“Maybe.”

The smal |l man shook his head. “Maybe is not enough. You should be positive. Believe nme when

tell you | amtaking nmy life in nmy hands, or worse, just by standing here talking to you about it.”
Monk frowned. “All right, all right! Do we need to approach the subject as if we were going to
sink a battleship. Qut with what you know, small fry, and let's get the kettle boiling.”

Once nore the small man shook his head. “Do not treat this thing facetiously. My name is M ckey
Stool, and | amthe same as a corpse conplete with tonbstone if | am seen standing here chinning

with you. | suggest we retire to nore secretive surroundi ngs.”
“Where,” Mnk asked, “would be such a retiring spot?”
“My car.” The snmall man pointed with his head. “It's right down the street here. Cone on.”

The car was | arge, black, and had been a very inpressive machine in its day. The snmall nman held
the rear door open for them The uphol stery had been expensive material, some kind of silk brocade
Monk got in

Ham started to get in after Monk, then he hesitated, said, “One of us can ride in front.”

“Ch, get in the back. It's nore confortable,” said the small nan

Ham gave the natter brief thought, then reached for the snall nman's neck. The snall nan noved
very fast, kicked Hamin the spot where Haml s breakfast reposed by now. Ham sat down. He made as
loud a noise as he could to warn Monk, who was exam ning the rich upholstery fabric with interest
Monk started to get out of the car

The small man fell against an ornanental stripe which ran around the car. This stripe budged
somewhat, and the man's pressure caused the car door to slam shut. Mnk caught the door before it
was quite closed and endeavored to hold it open. He slowed its closing sonewhat, but that was all
Miuscl es and veins stood out on Monk as he strained against the closing door; but the door shut
tightly, and a | ock gnashed its tunblers. Thereafter, Mnk was as soundly inprisoned as if he had
been in a vault



Even Monk's voice, as he said loud, violent things, was nuffled.

Ham started to get to his feet. The snall nan kicked himin the face. The snall nman was as agile
with his feet as a boxer is with his fists. Hamfell on the sidewal k again. His first yell was

not hi ng conpared with his second, for he figured his handsome face had been ruined. It had not been
hel ped any, either.

The small man rounded the front of the car like a rabbit circling a brush pile, popped behind the
wheel , and the motor burst into life. The notor sounded as if it belonged in a tank. The car drifted
away fromthe curb and down the street, taking on speed as if it was going to | eave the pavernent and
fly.

The pi g, Habeas Corpus, endeavored to pursue the car. In the way of speed, Habeas did very well

for a hog, or even for a rheumatic rabbit. But he was |eft behind, and nothing remained in the
street but the echoes of the big car motor and Haml's noi sy, enraged breathing.

MONK MAYFAI R did his best to kick the sides, windows and floor boards out of the car. These

seened to have been built to resist just such a perfornmance. He had no success. He did sonme of his
best yelling, putting full volune into it.

The smal|l man becane irritated and turned his head.

“Look here,” he said. “Really, we shouldn't have that volume of yelling. They never figured
Miussolini could yell that |oud when they built the car.”

Encour aged, Monk got out an even |ouder how .

The small man said, “There is a canister of gas here which squirts into the rear when | turn a

val ve. Unfortunately it is poison gas.”

Monk was silent, eyeing the back of the small man's head reflectively. The bull et proof glass
between the rear and the driver's conpartment seened to be two inches thick, so there was no
reaching the man's scrawny neck. The speaki ng arrangenent between front and rear was sone kind of an
el ectrical gadget simlar to an interoffice communicator. A unique car, Mnk deci ded. Possibly, Doc
Savage, even, did not have one to equal it.

“Did you,” asked Monk, “say sonething about Missolini?”

“Sure.”

“The big one in Italy?”

“Sure thing. That'sa da binmbo. This car was built special for a syndicate that had taken a job to
ki dnap and kill Missolini. The deal fell through when sone of the syndicate woke up one norning and
found some of the others dead fromknives. After that, this car was for sale cheap to the right
parties. For along tine it had to be the right parties because the state departnment did not approve
of such things before the war. W got the heap for a song. A song!”

“We?” Monk said. “Who's we?”

The small man | aughed grimy. “Me and the other fellow in the grave,” he said.

Whi ch was all Mnk got out of himuntil the end of their ride.

HAM BROOKS actual |y thought a great deal of Mnk Mayfair. There was a strong nascul i ne bond
between them It was a violent friendship. Atime or two it had come to bl ows, and never had it been
polite and never had it been referred to as a friendship. Each of themhad risked his life to save
the other, but they always disclained any finer instincts in this and clained it was either an
acci dent or a mstake that such a thing shoul d happen.

Ham Br ooks was now di straught over the seizing of Monk Mayfair.

He was di straught for eight hours, and then he was horrified. Because Monk was found.

He was found in a state of gibbering terror. He was hiding under a parked car on a dark street in
a residential section of Brooklyn. There may be parts of Brooklyn which should scare a man, but this
was not one of them A cop heard new ng sounds and thought it was a kitten, and | ooked under the
parked car, thus finding Monk Myfair.

The cop was surprised when Monk grabbed his |legs and held on to them The cop dragged out his sap
and gave Monk a tap on the head before he discovered that all that was wong with the poor fellow
was an abject terror.

The cop identified Monk fromstuff in his pockets and took himto a hospital.

The hospital sent for Ham

“Pronounced shock, coupled with conplete fear of something,” was the verdict they gave Ham
downstairs before he went up to see Monk.

“That can't be!” Hamsaid wildly. “That's not |ike Mnk. He doesn't scare. He even isn't afraid

of Satan.”

“Right now,” the doctor said, “he is scared of his shadow’

“\ihy 2"

The nedi co took of his glasses and polished themthoughtfully. “He hasn't said anything coherent.
He is in very bad shape.”

“Hysterical, you nmean?”

“Conpl etely. A conplete collapse, | amafraid. | nmust warn you, it is a very sad case, soO you

wi |l know what to expect.”



“I"'mgoing up and see hi mnow,” Ham said. “Wat roon®?”

“Room 413,” the doctor said. “By the way, M. Myfair has a snmall package which he refuses to
give to anyone.”

“Package?” Ham st ared.

“Yes.”

“A rather small package that looks as if it mght have a lunch inside, with the paper rather
greasy?”

“Yes.”

“I"mgoing up right now,” Ham said excitedly.

The small man was in the elevator with Ham who was too perturbed to notice this until the snall
man pul l ed out a revol ver and knocked the el evator operator senseless with it. Then the nman pointed
the gun at Ham and said, “Here | amagain. And this time | aman inpatient fellow"”

Ham sai d, “Uh-h-h!”" and had an absurd sensation around his ears, as if they wanted to wiggle |ike
those of a jackass. He had certainly been taken off guard and made a fool of.

“Fourth floor, | believe you said,” the little nman renarked.

Ham denanded, “What is this?”

“Ki dnappi ng and arned robbery,” said the small man. “But not murder, |et us hope.” He noved his
gun neani ngfully. “Let us hope,” he repeated.

Ham was puzzled. “You nean you're going to grab me?”

“Sure!” the small man confided. “And |'m going to do a second grabbing of this Mnk person. The
first one did not take too well. To tell the bitter truth, he up and gave ne the slip at the nost
unexpected time. But this is another occasion, and | now have a nore careful opinion of M.
Mayfair's foxy qualities.”

“That woul d be the kidnapping,” Ham hazarded. “Now, where does the robbery cone in?”

“Ch, that.” The el evator stopped, and the small nan shortened his grip on his gun. He pushed back
the el evator doors, then indicated that Hamwas to step out into the hall and he would foll ow.
“There is a matter of a picnic lunch,” he added.

“Picnic lunch!” Ham stared. “You nmean there's actually a lunch in that package?”

“Actually,” said the small man. “You will walk down this corridor to M. Mayfair's roomwth
great care, M. Brooks, because | feel an attack of nervous palsy comng on in ny trigger finger.”
“Picnic lunch?” Ham repeat ed.

“Yes.”

“What,” blurted Ham “is so inportant about a picnic |lunch?”

“This one"-the small man's small eyes were bright with intensity-"was the vanpire's lunch.”

Chapter 1V. ADVANCE OPERATI ON

DOC SAVAGE had | unched sparingly but well at the Wite House, dined sufficiently at the

restaurant adjacent to the Arny War Col |l ege and breakfasted nicely with the secretary of the navy.
Now he felt well. fed, but disgusted. He understood the argunents presented to him for these had
been made with great clarity and conviction. Understanding nmeant no pleasure to him

One of the officers at the War Coll ege had said, “The methods of war have changed. The day of

wi nning warriors having the biggest nuscles and the quickest reflexes is past. Scientific nachines,
foresighted planning win wars today. This nakes it difficult for a man li ke you, M. Savage. It is
hard to fight with your mnd because, for generations, men have fought with their mnuscles.
Naturally, you want to join this war with your physical equipment, which is the inpul se of every
man.”

“The point,” said Doc Savage sourly, “is that | amnot in the arnmy at all, except in an advisory
capacity. | amnot taking part in mlitary operations in any way.”

“Quite the contrary.”

“How do you figure?”

“To win a war, one needs a healthy body. | amtalking of the body of the nation as a whole. To

mai ntain health we need a very strong nedicine to fight the bad gerns. You are such a nedicine.
Frankly, you and your organization release a hundred tines your nunber in physical brawn, a thousand
times your nunmber, | would say, for the hand-to-hand conflict which you seemto regret mssing. You
are a better nmedicine for the country at home than you are out fighting on the war front

personal ly.”

“May | disagree?”

“Certainly. Not, however, with any success. | amsorry. This subject has been discussed by the
president, nyself and the secretaries, follow ng receipt of your requests for active service. \Wen
you are needed in the actual physical conflict, when anything unusual turns up that causes your
services to be essential, you will be given a crack at it. And don't think you won't!”

Doc Savage went back to his hotel and net the little col ored person.

The fellow was a handful of dark meat with a large smle which, however, did not display any

teeth. Equi prent in the way of clothing consisted of overalls with holes, blue shirt buttoned tight
at the neck, blue denimjunper, also buttoned, and stocking cap yanked down over ears, forehead and
even part of cheeks.



The small col ored person said, “ls you-all M stuh Doctuh Savage? If you is, Ah got somethin' foah
you in the way of words.”

Doc adnmitted his identity. He was sonewhat surprised. He was in Washington incognito as far as
possi bl e; and while a determ ned person could have found himw thout extrenme difficulty, it would be
quite a feat for this person.

The dark mite showed signs of excitenent.

“This is "bout a man in a chandelier,” said the dark one.

“Chandel i er?” Doc Savage said.

During the past twenty-four hours he had read no newspapers and had received no communi cations
fromhis aids.

“An' de lost vanpire,” added the other.

Doc Savage contenpl ated the snall one. And while he was doing the contenplating there cane into
exi stence in the hotel |obby, seeming to grow out of nowhere |like a disenbodied materialization, a
trilling sound. It was a small, exotic sound, one that m ght have been the work of a vagrant wi nd,
except that the air was still-or of some strange tropical songbird, of which there were, of course,
none around. The small sound was an unconsci ous habit of Doc Savage in nonments of nental stress,
excitement or surprise.

However, his voice was entirely wi thout expression when he spoke.

“Co ahead and talk,” he said.

“Ch, it's mah boss who wants to talk to you 'bout chandeliers an' vanpires,” said the snall dark
one.

“l see.”

“Can you-all cone?”

“Probably.”

“Ah was given enough noney to hiah a taxicab,” said the mte.

They went outside and clinbed into a taxicab-not the first cab, because Doc Savage had a

suspi ci ous nature that had beconme a habit. There was a line of cabs in front of the hotel, and he
sel ected one well back in the line, where it was not likely to have been planted there for any ill
pur pose.

The cab rolled away smoothly with them and Doc Savage | eaned back on the cushi ons and brought up
the subject of the thing he had di scovered which had startled himinto making the trilling noise.
He addressed the dark snall one.

“You,” he said, “are not a Negro.”

“What ?” asked the startled mite. “Great grief, didn't ny black makeup fool you? | paid ten
dollars to have it put on. Jacques said it would fool anyone. Jacques is ny beauty operator and he
was make-up artist with one of the big Hollywood studios for years.”

Doc Savage watched the small, snooth dark hands on the chance that they might start for a gun.
“You do not seemto be a boy, either,” he said.

There was a sil ence.

“That's right,” she agreed.

THE cab driver, Doc Savage had noticed, had been given an address, the address of a tourist canp,
wel | out on the edge of the city in the direction of New York. The nachine rolled ahead, joined
heavier traffic, making steady, undisturbed progress.

Doc Savage said, “Your age might be an interesting point.”

“Twenty-two,” the girl said.

She had enough size to be about fourteen, although it mght be a well-grown fourteen.

“And a name?” Doc asked.

“Ms. Abbett,” she said. “Ms. Al onzo Abbett.”

Doc Savage gl anced sidewi se at her. He was a little unconfortable, displeased with his own
judgnent, for he had thought she was probably |ying about her age. If she was a married wonan, he
had certainly mssed his guess. She did not sound as if she was lying to him

Finally he ventured, “Does an expl anation go with this?”

“Probably it should,” she admtted. “You see, | want you to investigate ny husband, but | do not
want nmy husband to know about nmy interest. | would not care if he knew, provided | was in a place
where | would be safe fromhim You see, | amafraid of ny husband.”

“The darky disguise,” suggested Doc Savage, “had sonething to do with being afraid of your
husband?”

She nodded. “Right. | followed himhere from New York. The di sgui se was so he woul dn't know me.”
“Did he know you?”

“l think not.”

Doc Savage seened interested in nothing but the buildings noving past. Actually, his eyes-his
eyes were one of his nost peculiar characteristics; they were |ike pools of flake gold, always
animated by tiny w nds-were keeping a check on the rear-view mrror and also on the traffic about
them Probably, he decided, there was no one follow ng them

He said, “We seemto be starting in the middle of the book on this thing. Is there a first page?”



She asked, “You nean you want the whole story?”

“So that it makes sonme kind of sense-yes.”

She was silent. Doc continued to watch the mirror, the traffic. He | eaned forward and changed the
address to one in a different part of the city. After the cab left the route it had been foll ow ng,
there seened to be no trace of a tailing nachine, or machines. Doc changed the address again
puzzling the cab driver, although the latter did nothing but frown

The young worman began speaki ng

“l don't suppose | was the first girl who was ever roped in by a fine blond physique, gallant
manners and plenty of spending noney,” she said. “Anyway, Al onzo Abbett had all of those, and
fell. W were narried a nonth ago, and it took ne a week to find out | had conmmtted matrinony with
a conbi nation of Tartar, tyrant, and fourteen-carat devil. Twenty-four carat would be pure devil
but Al onzo was only about fourteen. That was too nmuch for nme. Before marriage he had been Donal d
Duck, and noney nmeant nothing to him and | liked that. Not the noney part as nuch as the Donal d
Duck part.” She sighed. “There was a black cat in our closet, too.”

“The bl ack cat,” Doc Savage asked, “would be what?”

“I wish | knew.” She sighed. “Something nysterious. Sonething he is mixed up in. Sonething ny
brother Fred is mixed in, too

“Fred is a greedy egg,” she continued grimy. “He has his faults, even if he is ny own brother

He likes excitenment and is always gadding around hunting it. D sappears for nonths at a tine, then
turns up with no explanations or with explanations that are so wild nobody believes them although
probably they're true. Sonetinmes he has noney, and other times he obviously hasn't eaten for a
while.”

DOC SAVACGE said, with inpatience in the text of his words rather than in his expression or

manner, “You have a husband you do not like and a brother who is an adventurer. Now, what next?”
“My husband and ny brother,” she said, “are involved in trouble.”

“Yes?”

“l have had suspicions for sone tine,” she explained. “But a few hours ago a man was found dead

in a chandelier in the | obby of your office building in New York. A scrubwonman said the man told her
he was hunting a |l ost vanpire.” She paused and frowned. “That's silly, isn't it?" she asked

“Silly things often have a sound, if not an invariably sensible, explanation.”

“l guess you're right. Anyway, this story about the man in the chandelier naturally cane out in

t he newspapers. There was sonethi ng peculiar about his nmanner of death: a strange hole in his head
My husband and nmy brother got excited. | overheard themtalking that they had to keep an eye on you
They found out you were in Washington. They found that out by tel ephoning a newspaper about you
pretending they were police detectives, and asking where you were. Then they canme to Washington.”
“\ihy 2"

She becane serious. “l don't think they neant you any good.”

“ No?”

“l do not, however, know exactly what they planned. But if nmy husband planned it, it wasn't
anyt hi ng good.”

“You followed then®?”

“Yes. They drove out fromthe airport in a cab to this tourist canp. For sone reason they were
going to wait there until night.”

“And you canme to get ne?”

“Yes. | want you to investigate. |'ve heard of you, and your reputation is enough to make ne
trust you. | want you to get at the bottomof this. If my brother is in serious trouble, | want you
to get himout. If my husband got himinto it, | want himpunished.”

Doc Savage considered the tale
“How | ong has your brother known your husband?” he asked

“Ch, along tine. A year, anyway, | think. I'mnot sure. You see, ny brother introduced ne to ny
husband. ”

The cab was getting near the tourist canp

“Your brother,” Doc Savage asked, “is an adventurer?”

“Yes. A chronic danger hunter.”
“Has he engaged in any particul ar adventure recently?”

“Yes.”
“What nature?”
“That, | don't know. He turned up about six weeks ago.”

“This tine, did he cone back with an explanation, or with noney?” Doc asked

She shook her head

“Nei ther,” she said. “But he had a one-hundred-percent case of worry. | never saw himso worried
You don't know Fred, but it takes a lot to worry him | think he had just gotten off the ocean
because there was salt caked in his hair and in his clothes. H s clothes were all winkled, too, as
if he hadn't had themoff his back in days.”

“Then you presune this |ast adventure of Fred's was at sea?”



“I't would be a reasonabl e guess,” said Ms. Al onzo Abbett.

ONE of Doc Savage's nost val uabl e possessions, in his own opinion, was a nodest idea of his own
judgnent. He never trusted hinself fully and felt that he thus avoided mi stakes. The part of his
judgnent which he trusted the | east was the part which concerned wonen.

He had not the l|east idea, for certain, whether Ms. Al onzo Abbett had been telling himthe
truth.

It did seem strange that she would go to all of the trouble of having her face bl acked by a
beauty expert naned Jacques-who had not been quite as expert as she had hoped-just to fool her
husband.

“Just what nmade you think your brother was worried after he cane back fromthe sea?” Doc asked.
“Ch, | just knew it!” she said pronptly.

Alittle too pronptly. She had not, the bronze man reflected, given an illustration of an
incident that would show her brother was worried. People who tell true stories do not, as a rule,
confine thenselves to general facts but tend to the contrary, to relating only details.

She added, “One gets to know one's brother rather well, you know. "

That was true, too, but it did not prove anything.

Doc told the cab driver, “Stop here.”

“It"'s only alittle way on to the canp,” the driver said.

“Stop here anyway,” Doc Savage directed.

They got out. It was an outlying section along the highway. Mst of the establishments were
devoted to taverns, dance halls, skating rinks, hot-dog enporiunms and the inevitable tourist canps.
It was a section where not too many questions were asked.

They wal ked a short distance. The tourist canp appeared. It was just another tourist canp in the
two-dol | ar-and-a-half class. Yell ow painted stucco. The signs said air-conditioned, which probably
neant fans.

Ms. Abbett pointed. “They are in that cabin. They came down from New York by plane and hurried
out here, as | told you before.”

Doc Savage gave the situation sone thought as he noved forward. Sonething about the young wonan
was not right. Or naybe it was right. At any rate, he could not tell.

If not right, the thing this was nost likely to be was a trap. He had an attitude of his own
toward traps. He avoided a few, he know ngly wal ked straight into nore of them So if he was wal ki ng
into one nowit would be all right; at least, it would not catch himunprepared. He wore a

bul | et proof undergarnment of a special-alloy nesh which he had devel oped. And on his person were a
few gadgets which were no nore bul ky than cigarette cases and fountain pens, but which were
dependabl e. He had wal ked into traps before with | ess equi pnrent and had cone out-sonetines not
unscrat ched, and sonetines badly scarred-al nost invariably knowi ng nore than when he stepped in.
This time it was not a trap.

It was a man dead with the nost renmarkable round hole in his head, a hole that was round and

wi t hout bl ood and | arge enough to take a broonstick. It was not pleasant. The expression on his face
was seemingly of a kind of utterless enotion that he was feeling when he died.

Chapter V. THE VAWPI RE

DOC SAVAGE turned quickly to keep the girl in blackface out of the tourist cabin, but she was

al ready inside, hands jamred agai nst her cheeks.

She said, “It isn't . . . it isn't-" and the words nmade a cork in her throat.
“I'sn'"t who?” Doc Savage pronpted.

“Either . . . one . . . of them”

“Not your husband?”

“No. "

“Nor your brother?”

“No, not Fred either.”

“Do you,” asked Doc Savage patiently, “know hinP”

She hesitated. She was a good actress, but not quite good enough to convince himthat she was
telling the truth, which was what she tried to do.

Her untruth was: “I never saw himbefore in ny lifel”

Doc Savage accepted this without a change of expression.

“You stay in here,” he said, “while | take a | ook around.”

She nodded dunbly.

Doc Savage stepped to the door, and stood there with it partly open, listening and watching. The
tourist canp was quiet. A dog was prow ing around a garbage can across the street, and an old hen
was scratching industriously in the dust beside the highway, paying no attention to the cars which
rushed past.

“Stay here,” he warned the girl again. She nodded a second tine.

Doc Savage stepped outside, noved casually until he was near a car parked at an adjacent cabin.

He stopped there, stood so that the reflection in the car wi ndows showed himthe w ndow of the cabin
he had just left.



He studied the reflection with interest. The young woman was at the w ndow, watching him The
expression on her face was even nore stark than it had been when she di scovered the body. She

wat ched Doc Savage intently for a nonent, then whirled furtively.

Doc ducked behind the car, made a quick and fast circle, and reached a side w ndow of the cabin,
where he | ooked in.

Ms. Abbett was searching the dead man. Not joyfully, though. She was hol di ng, somehow, both Iips
with her teeth. She seened on the point of being sick. It was taking a great and horrible

determ nation to drive her to search the dead man. She was conducting the search with frenzied
haste, obviously hoping to end it before Doc Savage got back. Doc watched her |ong enough to see
that she was taking everything that she found in the dead man's pockets, putting the stuff in a
towel .

Wien she appeared at the cabin door-what she had found in the dead nan's pockets had been tied in
the towel - Doc Savage was out of sight behind sone shrubbery that needed trinm ng.

Ms. Abbett went to the office of the tourist canp and entered. The place was adm nistered by a
m ddl e-aged fat man who seened to resent the daylight. He sat tilted back in a chair, head to one
side, eyes partly closed.

To Ms. Abbett's elaborately casual, “WII| you call nme a taxi, please,” he replied with a
nmuttered, “Phone's over there,” and nodded.
The tel ephone which Ms. Abbett used was near a wall, and the wall was thin enough for her words

to carry through it to Doc Savage's ear, pressed against a crack. She called sonething nanmed Gty
Transportation Corp., and apparently got promise of a cab in ten mnutes or so.
She seened to be intending to run away.

TRAFFI C stoplights are not particularly technical things; neither are they very burglar proof.
Furthernore, some of them are equipped with a keyhole switch so that the nei ghborhood police

patrol man can, if necessary, take over the manual function of directing traffic. Doc Savage stood
beside the traffic stanchion a quarter of a mle down the road in the direction of town. He waited
idly until he discovered an approaching City Transportation cab in the traffic, upon which he did
what was necessary to the traffic signal to nake its lights turn to red. He went to the cab.
“Tourist canmp up the road?” he asked.

“No,” said the driver.

Doc Savage went back and tried again. He was at the light two or three m nutes, caught another

cab, and this one said, “Sure. Rush call, sonebody phoned in. Wnman."”

“CGood,” Doc said. “lI see this cab has a | arge baggage trunk on the back.”

He proceeded to arrange with the cab driver to ride, without his presence being advertised, in

the trunk. Many cabs do not have trunks these days, and it had been his initial intention to have
the cab driver arrange to make hinself easily followed. The large trunk sinplified matters, though.
Wth Doc in the trunk, the driver went on to pick up Ms. Abbett. Doc did not hear what address
she gave the driver. The notor was too noisy.

It was a long ride, taking nore than half an hour. The young woman got out; then the driver
piloted his cab a short distance, got out and lifted the trunk lid, saying, “Your little woman went
in that tourist cabin. | hope you catch her with the bl ankety-bl ank so-and-so, buddy, and get enough
evidence for your divorce. W nmarried nmen have to stick together.”

“Thanks,” Doc said, w thout changi ng expression.

He wal ked away wondering if he had exactly lied to the cab driver. Technically, he had not

t hought he had done so. He had tried to give the man the inpression that things were a certain way,
whi ch was not how they were, and in doing this he had not told a single untruth-he hoped. It had
been his policy always-whether sensible or not was a matter of opinion, but it was his policy-to
tell no direct fal sehood under any circunstance.

The tourist cabin stood off by itself. It was part of a canp, a vastly better and nore inpressive
type of canp than the other had been. The cabin was as inpressive as a bungal ow, the shrubbery
around it el aborate enough for a good residence.

M's. Abbett | ost sone tine by creeping up on the front porch and putting an ear to the door and
listening. So Doc reached the place at about the time she wal ked inside. He kept out of sight and
put his own ear against the door, which proved an excellent soundi ng board for what went on w thin.
Ms. Abbett had sonehow renoved her bl ackface nake-up. Her sudden and sonewhat dramatic entrance
got at |least two barks of astonishment.

Ms. Abbett said, “Sit down, ny dear brother and nmy good husband.”

She did not sound as if she hated either of them

One of the astonished nen yelled, “Thyra, how in the devil did you get here?”

“I"'mnot deaf, Fred,” said Ms. Abbett. “And neither are the police-or people who might call the
police.”

There was the kind of silence that follows the dropping of a sackful of eggs.

“Police, eh?” nuttered the other man, who evidently was M. Abbett.

Ms. Abbett nade a | ong speech which the other two tried to interrupt.

She said, “You two are in sonmething up to your ears, and it isn't anything the least bit safe.



You haven't told me anything, but |I know you both, and | can see. | knowit's trouble, and it

woul dn't surprise ne if it was outside the law. Jail trouble.”

Here, both nen tried to interrupt her but failed

Ignoring them she continued, “The kind of trouble you two get into scares nme. So when you acted
excited over that business of a vanpire and a man found dead in a chandelier, when that other nan
cane to see you and you all came to Washington in such a hurry, | was worried plenty. | followed
you. | got down here, saw you split up, with you fellows |ocating here and that other man in the
tourist canp, and | knew sonething was going to break. So | went to see Doc Savage, because | knew
you were scared of him | heard you say you were scared of him | told himthe story.”

Here, they again tried to interrupt

She tal ked them down with, “I told himeverything except about the other man, this fell ow who

came down with you. | figured that Savage woul d get on him and that would scare you two into
behavi ng yourselves.” She eyed themgrimy. “After all, you two are ny brother and ny husband, the
only people | love.”

The two nen stood there, both digesting what she had said and getting control of their tenpers
“Fred,” said Abbett grimy, “sone sister you' ve got.”

Fred nodded sadly. “A very affectionate sister. | should have warned you, naybe, before you
married her. She has done things like this before.”

“Actual l y? And you didn't wing her neck? | wonder at your restraint!”

“There was the tinme,” Fred said thoughtfully, “when ny dear sister 'accidentally' shot ne in the
leg while we were hunting. She had the inpression | was going to throw a baseball ganme | was
pitching, so a lot of ganblers could clean up.”

In a hurt voice Ms. Abbett said, “Fred, that's not a fair exanple. You were innocent, only
didn't know it at the tinme.”

“Sure,” Fred said, “and |'ve been innocent of nost of the things you suspected.”

“But not all of them” she snapped. “Anyway, you haven't let ne tell you the rest of this.”
“What is the rest?”

“Your friend is lying back in that other tourist cabin with a round hole in his head-one of those
hol es that seemto alarmyou so.”

FOR at least thirty seconds-a long thirty seconds-no one said a word.

“Fred,” gasped Abbett finally

“Yes?”

“Fred, our worst suspicions were true.”

“Yes,” Fred nmuttered. “And it's gone too far now to stop it.”

“We can warn the others.”

“Sure. W've got to do that. Fast, too.”

“You can fly a plane, Fred. Can you get hold of one in a hurry?”

“We can't use a plane, now,” Fred explained. “You've got to get all kinds of papers and

cl earances before you can use a private plane. The thing for us to do is try to grab seats on the
first New York-bound passenger ship. If we can't get reservations we'll use the car and hope we neke
it intine.”

“l guess that's right,” Abbett said

There was scuffling around. Evidently, they were dunping stuff in a suitcase

There was a sharp thunp, as if Ms. Abbett had stanped a foot angrily.

“Look here!” she snapped. “I want an explanation. | want to know what is going on.”

Her brother said, “Wen you were a kid you wanted to marry a novie star, but you didn't get that
either.”

“I'"I'l find Doc Savage and tell himthe rest of this!” the young wonan threatened

“Where did you | eave hin®”

“Back at the other tourist canp with that . . . that body.”

“How di d you get away from hin®”

“l just skipped out.”

“\hy?”
She nust have stanped a foot again.
“Ch, darnit! |I wanted to tip you and Fred off so you could get out of trouble,” she snapped

Fred said, “Let's get going. We haven't any tine to kill.”

Chapter VI. WARNI NG FOR FOUR

THEY got seats in the 4:12 passenger plane, which was nonstop from Washi ngton to New York. That

made it sinple. Doc Savage's private ship had a top speed between a hundred and a hundred and fifty

m |l es an hour faster than the passenger craft. He was able to follow themto the Washi ngton airport

make a quick shift to get his own plane out, have an argunent with the mlitary aéronautic authority
about a permt and clearance for civilian flying, fly to New York, get his plane out of sight and

t el ephone his headquarters. There was no one at headquarters

Wil e the airport |oud-speaker was announcing the approach of Flight 6 from Washi ngton, Doc



Savage tel ephoned Patricia Savage, his cousin.

“Sorry to bother you, but there are sone people who need trailing. Another car will be handy,” he
said. “Can you contribute?”

Pat was a young wonman who |iked action. But she was astonished. “The sun nust be getting ready to
rise in the West,” she said. “Wat is wong? Have you been hit over the head?”

“WI1l you get in your car and head for the airport?” Doc asked. “And turn the short-wave radi o on
so | can get in touch with you.”

“What ails you?” demanded Pat. “You usually do everything in the world to keep me fromgetting

m xed up in one of your parties. O is this something with no danger connected to it?”

“Are you going to waste time being amazed?” Doc asked. “Or are you going to hel p?”

“I'"1'l help. You know ne.”

“ Good.
“What is it all about?”
Doc said, “It seems to concern a lost vanpire, a dead man in a chandelier, a dead man in a

tourist cabin, a sister concerned about her brother and her husband, and a death which consists of a
remarkabl e hole in the victims head. Qutside of that, it is rather confused, apparently.”

“If that is the part that is clear, the rest nust be really confused,” Pat said. “I'mon ny way
now. I'Il turn on the radio in ny car and set it on your wave length.”

Doc hung up and left the phone boot h.

The Washington plane came drifting in at the far end of the field, put its tail wheel on the
ground and approached. Ms. Abbett, her husband and her brother crowded off the plane inmmediately,
acting like people with somewhere to go.

They took a cab and Doc Savage followed in another cab. Before they reached Triborough Bridge,

| eading to Manhattan |sland, Doc used his tiny portable radio. The bridge was |ong and the steel in
it had enough absorptive power to interfere seriously with the somewhat weak perfornmance of his very
tiny set, which was about the size of a mniature camera w thout a case.

“Pat,” he said.

Patricia's well-nodul ated voice replied i mediately, “I amin nmy car headed across town. Wich
bridge do you want ne to take toward the airport?”

“Park near the Manhattan end of the Triborough,” Doc directed. “Park in a side street with your

car headed so that you can pull into the traffic at once. | will watch for you and tell you when to
pull into tragic, then tell you what car to follow Wich one of your machines are you driving?”
“I"'mdriving Carence,” Patricia explained.

Doc clicked off the m crophone and | eaned back. H's cab was now on Tri borough Bridge, sweeping up
the |l ong white approach arch, the cab swaying as it took the turns. It had to wait for the machine
Doc was following to pay the toll.

The bronze man began to watch for the nmeek-1ooking dark coupé which Pat called “d arence.”

Clarence was a car devoid of personality, or that was the way Pat expl ai ned the nane she had given
the machi ne. She had another one named “Tarzan,” one named “Adolf Hitler,” and a truck which she
called “Churchill.”

Doc Savage saw Cl arence, inconspicuous in a side street.

Into the radio, he said, “The blue-checkered cab, Pat. Do not |ose themif you can help it.”

Pat said, “Right-o!” Clarence left the side street and began follow ng the cab containing the
Abbetts and Ms. Abbett's brother Fred. Pat began talking into her radio transmtter as she drove.
“Doc, there nmust be nmore to this than a nurder and a nystery, or you would have turned it over to
the police. Your jobs are generally those where people are in trouble.”

Doc had his cab drop back sone distance and turn off into a side street.

He told Pat, “The inpression seens to be that a nunber of people are in danger.”

“Who are they?”

“That is what we are trying to find out.”

SAMUEL H. B. STOVER was the first man in danger.

Samuel H. B. Stover was a short, extrenmely wide man, with small eyes and a big, smiling nouth.
H's face looked as if it were covered with a fairly good grade of |eather.

He was standing, hands on hips, admring the results in a small store which he seened to be
furni shing and decorating. The store was going to sell luggage, and it was stocked wi th high-class
nmer chandi se.

Samuel H B. Stover junped not quite a foot off the floor when he saw the Abbetts and Ms.
Abbett's brother, Fred.

He al so | ooked | ongingly at the back door. Then he shrugged, canme toward them putting out a
hand. He gave thema big grin and a greeting that was | oud and-he seened to hope-joyous.
“Freddy C evenger, as | live and breathe!” he said.

Fred d evenger said sonething.

The grin and the joy cane | oose from Stover's leathery face. “But that ain't possible!” he
excl ai med.

Fred O evenger evidently said it was possible, and added sone expl anati on whi ch showed why it



was.
Stover said, “Sure, | know what to do.”

The Abbetts and Cl evenger then |eft

Doc Savage took out his pair of binoculars and got hinself out of sight in tine. The binocul ars

were extremely powerful and he had been able to tell what was being said by H B. Stover by watching
the man's |ips-Doc had nore than a slight skill at lip reading-but he had no i dea what the others
had said. Their backs had been to him

Doc used the little radio

“Pat,” he said

“Yes?”

“Watch this fellow to whomthey just tal ked. Keep close tab on him”

“You nmean stay right here and watch?” Pat asked

“Right.”

“O K,” Pat said. “But the little guy |ooks harmess to ne.”

BULLYH DE JONES was the second nman in danger, although Bullyhide was in no condition to know
it-or give a damm if he did understand it, probably. Bullyhide was intoxicated. He was not in the
gutter only because no gutter ran through the Three Sheets Bar & Gill, where Bullyhide had
installed hinself

The Abbetts went to Bullyhide's rooming house first. It developed |ater that they knew they coul d
trace Bull yhide fromthere because he owned the place. The |andl ady evidently directed them
unerringly to the Three Sheets Bar & Gill.

“Huh?” said Bull yhide vaguely. “Shay, if it ain't nmy old pal Joey!”

“I't's not Joey,” said Ms. Abbett's brother Fred patiently.

“Shel l o, Joey!” insisted Bullyhide

“It's Fred-Fred C evenger. Do you understand, Bullyhide? Fred C evenger, off the Dom no.”
Bul | yhide said in a lolly-tongued way, “Sure, old Fred offish the Dom no-"

Bul | yhi de then junped as if someone had given hima hard kick in the rear part of his anatony.

For thirty seconds he stood there trying to get hold of hinself, trying so hard that it was |ike
lifting weights

“Domi no?”

he said distinctly

“Yes. You understand now, Bullyhide?”

Bul | yhide acted as if he was lifting weights for a while longer. Then he gave it up, and his

al cohol - soaked mi nd fl opped back into its original nuddle like a fish that had gotten off the hook
“Shel l o, Joey,” he said. “Have one on nme. Have one on the house. |I'mshinkin' of buyin' the

pl ace, anyway.”

Fred O evenger glanced at his sister, then beckoned the bartender. “Got a pencil and paper?” The
bartender had. Fred wote a note. “Can you get hi msober?” he asked the bartender

“l dunno,” the bartender said. “I've known hima nonth, and he hasn't had a sober minute in that
tinme. 1"l try if it's inportant.”

“It's inportant.” Fred Clevenger's face was pale. “It's so inportant that you have no idea.”

“O K, I'l'l give himthe treatnent,” the bartender said. “Then I'lIl hand himthis note. You can

depend on ne, brother.”
Fred d evenger, his sister and her husband |eft the bar, nearly discovering Doc Savage in the

process
The bartender stood | ooking after them then spat behind the bar and swore. “Sober himup hell!”
he said. “He stays drunk two nore days, and |'l|l have this bar sold to him Sober himup hell!”

Doc Savage said, “The note, please.”

The bartender junped off the floor, came down, got organi zed, and said, “Wuat note?” innocently

Doc Savage, who was in no nood for delay, took hold of the tip of the nan's nose with thunb and
forefinger of his left hand. He held the nose while using his right hand to get the note out of the
man' s vest pocket. During the nose holding, the bartender did a little dance with tears conming to
his eyes.

Doc rel eased himand read the note

We have lost the vanmpire. It had the luncheon package. Elnmer the Great went hunting it, and the
vanpire got himin Doc Savage's building. Oscar and Abbett and | went to Washington to watch Savage
and keep himfromgetting his nose in it. Oscar was caught by the vanpire in Washi ngton. Savage
knows about that and nmy sister told himnanes of Abbett and nyself, which was all she knew about
affair. W have got to do sonething fast! Stay sober, you damed f ool

Fred d evenger

This was | onger than Doc Savage had expected. It also explained nore than he had expected

Li kewise, it left himnore confused than before

He handed the note back to the bartender. The bartender, when his nose was rel eased, had junped
back, shot a hand under the bar and brought out a piece of billiard cue suitably padded with
adhesi ve tape. He had stood there with his eyes slowy protruding, then had put the billiard cue



back. He took the note.

“Sober Bullyhide,” Doc directed. “And keep himhere for an hour. Then give himthis note.”

“Yes, sir,” said the man neekly.

He wat ched Doc Savage | eave. He was wearing an enornously inpressed expression. After Doc had

gone, the bartender touched his nose thoughtfully where it had been tweaked.

“Nose,” he said, “you're lucky to be there. That guy was Doc Savage. Nose, you're a celebrity.”
Back in the taxicab-the driver was beginning to becone very curious about what was goi ng on-Doc
used his small portable radio again. He called headquarters. There was no answer.

Pat put in, “I have no idea what has happened to Monk and Ham They do not seemto be at
headquarters.”

Doc Savage changed the transmtter wave | ength slightly and said, “Long Tom Long Tom Roberts.”

A voi ce answered, “Yeah, Doc?” It was a rather sour vaoice.

“Have Monk and Ham contacted you recently?”

“No,” said Long Tom “Are they in trouble?”

“There has been no tine to check and see,” Doc Savage explained. “But for sonme reason they are

out of contact.”

“Want me to check on then®?”

“No,” Doc told him “but | would like for you to go to the Three Sheets Bar & Gill on
Seventy-second Street and watch a man named Bul | yhi de Jones. Report on what he does.”

“Ri ght away,” Long Tom agreed.

Long Tom Roberts was a nenber of Doc Savage's group of five associates. A rather small man with a
very unheal t hy conpl exi on and a sour disposition, he was emnent in his profession of electrical
engi neering, knowi ng at |east as much about electricity as any other living man. He |iked adventure
and excitement the way some men |ike wormen or |iquor.

It was now obvious that Fred C evenger, Thyra Abbett and her husband were warning a group of

peopl e in great haste. Just why they were so frenziedly doing this was not exactly clear to Doc
Savage.

They seened to take seriously the matter of a lost vanpire, which was as ridiculous as it was
interesting. There was, in the face of reason, no such thing as a vanpire. Vanpires have al ways been
nonexi stent, |ike w tches and werewol ves, and bel onged to the sanme period of human nentality. All
had gone out of fashion a hundred years ago to a | arge extent, except possibly in parts of France
and a few backward areas of the world.

As far as Doc Savage was concerned, there was surely no such thing as a vanpire. But it was

equal ly certain that as far as Fred Cevenger and M. and Ms. Abbett were concerned, there was a
vanpire, now | ost. There was al so a | uncheon package, whatever that was. Wether it was the
vanpire's lunch had not been nmade clear, as yet.

There was terror for the people concerned in the affair; that was certain. Al so violent death!

Doc Savage was wor ki ng shorthanded. He now had his entire available force on the job, because the
other two menbers of his group of assistants-WII|iam Harper Johnny Littlejohn and Col onel John Renny
Renwi ck-were in Europe. They were doing a little in the current war, sonething Doc Savage woul d have
liked to do and would be doing, if it were not for the ideas of Wshington. Mnk Myfair, Ham
Brooks, Long Tom Roberts and Patricia Savage-Pat was not actually a nmenber of their organization,
but she was efficient, and lately Doc had taken to pressing her into service-were the only avail able
assi stants. Since Monk and Ham seermed to have vani shed w thout expl anation, the assisting was up to
Pat and Long Tom

If there proved to be other individuals whomit mght be interesting to have shadowed, there

woul d be no one available to shadow t hem

ALBERT LEE did not need shadowi ng. What he needed was sonmething in the way of a strait jacket, or
maybe a vault in a well-defended fort, a place where he woul d feel safe.

He was in a state of hysterical terror.

Lee lived in a house on the outskirts of the city. It was a small stone house, and Fred Cd evenger
knocked on the door without results.

“Maybe Al isn't home,” suggested M. Abbett.

“He's hone all right,” said Cevenger grimy. “I saw his face at the wi ndow when we drove up.” He
lifted his voice. “All Al Lee! It's Fred and Abbett. Qpen the door, damm it! W want to tell you
sonet hing.”
No answer.

Fred d evenger becane very angry.

“We can't waste time,” he said, and began kicking the door.

“Fred, it's against the law to break into a man's house,” his sister warned.

“Shut up!” Fred told her. He kicked until the door burst open. Then he strode inside.

I mredi ately, a man screaned! The man's cry was brimming with terror and was foll owed by the sound
of running feet.

“Hell, there's something wong with Al!” shouted Fred C evenger. “Help me catch him Abbett.
There he goes!”



Wi le they were chasing Al bert Lee fromone roomto another, endeavoring to corner him there was
enough confusion and excitement for Doc Savage to get into the house hinmself. He stepped in through
the front door. When they caught Lee, Doc stood outside the door of the roomand |istened.

Al bert Lee had fled to a corner of the roomand now stood with his back to the wall, facing them

H s eyes were as wide as they possibly could get. His lips were off his teeth, animallike.

Lee had not, up to this point, spoken a word.

“Al,” said Fred devenger, “what the hell is wong with you?”

The man pressed back against the wall in a kind of paralysis of terror.

“Fred, he's scared,” said Abbett.

Fred d evenger had lost all patience. He shouted, “I'll knock that out of him” and started

forward with his fists.

Al bert Lee responded sinply by shaking fromhead to foot, turning whiter and closing his eyes
tightly, then sliding to the floor. He sat against the wall for a noment with his head tilted
forward, then slunmped down on his face.

Abbett junped forward and grabbed Lee's wist, which he held for a few seconds. “He's only
fainted,” he said with relief. “lI thought his heart had stopped or sonething.”

“Scared sensel ess!” Fred said, disgustedly.

Abbett said, “He already knows about the vanpire. That's why he's scared.”

“How do you suppose he found out?”

“l don't know. He already has found it out, though. That's what we cane to tell him so we're
wasting our tine.”

Thyra Abbett had watched what had happened with a horrified fascination. “Fred,” she said.
“Yeah?” her brother grunted.

“What are you two mixed up in? What is it? It is so bad that it alnost scares men to death, and |
want to know what it is.”

“Not hing,” said her brother.

Thyra Abbett said, “I have net this Albert Lee. You had himout to the house for dinner one

ni ght, about three weeks ago.”

“You didn't know himwell enough to know anythi ng about him?"” snapped her brother.

“Don't lie to me, Fred. Albert Lee was an officer on a subnarine in the first Wrld War, and he
was a captain in the Spanish Revolution. You, yourself, told me about sone of his exploits and said
he had a trunkful of medals for bravery.”

She rushed to her brother and clutched his arm

“Fred, what is this thing that will reduce a man with a trunkful of medals for bravery to a
stark, fainting fear?” she demanded.

Fred d evenger stared over his sister's head at her husband. “As her husband, what woul d you
suggest doing with nmy sister?” he asked.

“l don't know,” said Abbett grimy. “If we could find a plane bound for Tinbuktu, | would suggest
putting her on it. Cone on. Let's go see Buck Stevens. He is one man who will keep his head.”
“Do you know Buck's address?”

“Sure. The Four Wnds. She's tied up at a pier on City Island.”

“Cone on.”

DOC SAVAGE tiptoed away and got out of sight through a door that led to a bedroom He renui ned
there until Fred Clevenger and the Abbetts departed hurriedly through the front door.

The bronze man then went to Albert Lee and slapped the fellow, pinched himnot violently, but

hard enough to make sure the man had genuinely fainted.

Doc carried Lee outside. The Abbetts and O evenger were out of sight, and Doc Savage's cab driver
was standi ng outside his nachine frowning and holding a match to a cigarette. Doc put Lee in the cab
and said, “City Island, where the yachts tie up.”

The cab driver said, “Look here, Jack, |'mnot going to be the nonkey on the stick for you.

Sonet hi ng goes on here, and you can count ne out.” He scow ed. “Get yourself another cab.”

The cab was one of a conpany fleet. There was a drugstore on the corner. In the drugstore was a

t el ephone booth. Doc took the cab driver to the drugstore. Lee remained in the cab, which had been
left where they could watch it.

Doc told the hackman, “Call your boss.” The puzzled driver did that. Doc said, “Now, let nme talk
to him” The bronze man spoke for a short time over the tel ephone, then returned the receiver to the
cab driver, suggesting, “He wants to speak to you.”

When the cab driver had listened and hung up, he was astounded. He said, “CGo ahead and take ny

cab without me. That's what the boss said for me to let you do.” H's voice becanme conpl ai ni ng. “Wy
didn't you tell ne you had that kind of a drag with the conpany? | woul dn't have ki cked about

haul i ng you. Now, you've probably got ne in bad.”

“You are not in bad with the conpany,” Doc told him “Just go home or go to a show or sonething.
You'll get your cab back tonorrow and be reinbursed for whatever you woul d have nade today.”

“All right,” agreed the mollified driver, “if you're sure I'"'mnot in bad with the conpany. | need
this job.”



“You are not in bad,” Doc assured him “because | happen to own a controlling interest in the
concern.”

The bronze man tucked Al bert Lee in the front seat, got behind the wheel and headed for Cty
Island to investigate the matter of Buck Stevens, the fourth man who was to be warned.

Wi le he was driving north and east toward City Island, Doc used his small radio to contact Pat
Savage, who reported that Samuel H B. Stover, who operated the furniture establishnment, had, as
yet, done nothing of interest except to fall into a growing state of fear.

Pat was inpressed. “There nust be sonething amazing mixed up in this, the way these peopl e get
scared. You take this Samuel H B. Stover, now. He has barred the door of his store and is sitting
in the mddle of the place with a rifle and a shotgun.”

“Have you obtained any informati on about Stover?” Doc asked.

“l wanted to tell you about that. He's just setting up this office-furniture business. Seens to
have a | ot of noney. The only strange thing about that is that he does not act |like a man who ever
had a | ot of noney before. He is throwing it away right and left and acting as if there was plenty
nore noney where this cane from”

“What about his past?”

“l haven't got much on that,” Pat explained. “Except that he is an ex-navy man-but in the German
navy. He was in the German navy during the last war, not this one. Since then he has becone an
Anerican citizen. He used to be a prize fighter, too. Rather a zestful, adventurous fellow, but that
is all | have been able to dig up so far. | dug that up by using the tel ephone in a place across the
street.”

Doc Savage got in touch with Long Tom Roberts, the electrical w zard, who had been assigned to

wat ch Bul | yhi de Jones, the drunkard.

LONG TOM reported that Bullyhide had not yet been sobered up, although the bartender of the Three
Sheets Bar & Gill was pouring hot coffee into him

Doc said, “Long Tom since this Bullyhide is in an intoxicated condition, we nmight get away with
sonet hi ng that otherw se would hardly work.”

“What woul d that something be, Doc?”

“Walk into the Three Sheets Bar & Gill,” Doc Savage directed, “and give the inpression you are
an associ ate of Fred C evenger and M. and Ms. Abbett. Go as far as you feel safe in giving the
i mpressi on you know what it is all about. Better be careful about it.”

“I'"ll not go far in giving any inpressions,” Long Tomsaid, “because | have no idea what it is
about. But | may be able to fool this Bullyhide. Fool himand get all | can out of him is that the
i dea?”

“That,” Doc said, “is the idea.”

The bronze man wheel ed his cab into the curving road that led to the highway bridge to City
Island. Albert Lee had not yet opened his eyes. The nan's condition was unusual, but it was

medi cal |y expl ai nable as a kind of cataleptic condition brought on by extreme hysteria.

As an afterthought, Doc used the radio again, said, “Long Ton®”

“Yes? | was just getting ready to go into the bar.”

“Find out whether this Bullyhide Jones is an ex-subnarine nman.”

“Right-o0.”

Doc Savage headed for the pier where a boat naned the Four Wnds was supposed to be Iying. And on
the boat was supposed to be a man named Buck Stevens, who was to be warned, probably, by Fred

Cl evenger and the Abbetts.

Doc was not pleased by the way things were going. He was learning a little, not much, although
enough to show that it was not a small affair and not an ordinary one.

But Doc |iked nore action. Followi ng suspects and eavesdroppi ng was not his specialty. Except for
the man dead in Washington, there was not nmuch feeling of excitement. Probably because the thing had
started off as a poor story does, with the climax in the beginning-the death in Wshi ngton-the
affair still was not going as he liked.

It was now | ate enough in the evening to be grow ng dark.

Chapter VII. EYE W TNESS

THE snmal | man ran screanm ng across the boat yard and out of the gate.

He actually screaned while he ran, which was sonething of a feat by itself. He did not yelp at
every junp, but made a continuous squalling noise in which there did not seemto be a pause for
breath. Since his how had the volune of the whistling buoy out in the Sound, his perfornance
created a conmoti on.

He encountered Doc Savage at the gate. Doc did two things. He | ooked toward the pier and saw that
the taxicab occupied by Fred Cevenger and M. and Ms. Abbett had already arrived. He had
expect ed-wi t hout being positive, though-that he would reach the boat yard first. The second thing
the bronze man did was reach out and seize the snall, yelling man.

“What is it?” Doc demanded.

The smal|l man ogl ed Doc Savage, seenmed to grow weak in the knees and gasped, “Geat grief and



j udgnent day!”

“Why the yelling?” Doc Savage repeated patiently.

“They weren't crazy!” The small man jerked a pointing thunb toward the dock. “There's actually a
vanmpire after all. It's down there!”

“Wher e?”

“That boat.” The small man's lips were off his teeth in his excitement. The teeth were | arge.
“Boat at the dock. The Four Wnds.”

“Come on,” Doc Savage said.

“Not me, brother.”

The small man gave a violent junp, hoping to escape. He failed. “Now, |o0ok,” he protested. “After
all, I"'mjust a badly scared nan.”

“Wi ch boat is the Four Wnds?”

The smal|l man indicated a two-masted schooner of some proportions, one that had the lines of a
fisherman.

Doc Savage then took the snmall nman by the neck. The small nman realized that sonething unpl easant
was going to happen to him and his earlier yelling was nothing to the howl he now emtted. But Doc
wor ked on the nerve centers in the man's neck for a while, after which he exerted steady and very
hard pressure.

The effect on the small nman was sinmlar to that of an anaesthetic of the so-called “general”

type. At the end he was conpletely linp, eyes open but partly out of control. He had no conscious
control over his breathing so that it was deep and violent, after the fashion of a soundly sleeping
nman.

Doc turned quickly, ran to the cab with the small man and dunped himinside with Al bert Lee.

The bronze man then headed for the Four W nds.

It was now quite dark.

The two masts of the Four Wnds, and the rigging that draped fromthem could be distinguished
agai nst the background of the bay, which was somewhat like a dark mrror.

Doc Savage foll owed shadows. He becanme a shadow that bl ended with the other shadows, and he nade
no noi se.

The dock was a fairly long one, with only the one boat tied to it. Across the shore end was a
wooden fence which bore sone kind of a sign on a swinging gate, the sign probably being a notice
that it was private property and to keep off.

There was a conpl ete sil ence.

It was broken by a man who cane scranbling and yelling out of the schooner Four Wnds. The nan
was not yelling | oud, because he was not wasting breath. His noises were nore |ike newi ngs, and they
were the product of terror, apparently. The voice belonged to M. Abbett, although it was not nuch
like M. Abbett's voice.

He fell, getting fromboat to dock, tripping over the boat rail. A man would nornmally have lain
there for a moment after a fall that hard, but Abbett was up instantly and running.

He ran straight toward the end of the dock.

DOC SAVAGE st epped out of the shadows and stood in his path.

Abbett seened not to see Doc. When it appeared certain that he did not see the bronze nman he

showed that he had by yelling, “Run! Run for your life! That dammed thing is | oose!”

He went straight past Doc in a flying | eap that took himover the fence across the end of the

dock. He went on up the path, still running madly.

Doc Savage did not run. He began to advance cautiously toward the schooner, keeping in a

crouching position and staying behind the shelter of the |arge dock piling which projected above the
dock | evel.

He had covered about half the distance fromthe shore end of the dock to the schooner when Abbett
began shrieking. Doc turned his head and saw the fiery thing pursuing Abbett.

The thing was as inpossible as the rabbit a nmgician takes out of a hat.

It was a ball of flanes-or, roughly, a ball of a thing which had a tail of bundling red tongues.

The flames, however, were not conpletely like flames in that they did not give off rmuch Iight and no
vi si bl e snoke.

This apparition pursued M. Abbett!

M. Abbett put on speed and noise. He had been traveling fast before, but now he practically

st opped touching the ground. H's hows, punctuated for breath, were somewhat |ike the uproar of a

| arge dog getting a thrashing.

The apparition gained on M. Abbett, but not very rapidly. The thing al so changed shape sonewhat,

so that, for a while, it resenbled a bat of an affair-if you could use your inaginati on when | ooking
at it-with one wing smaller than the other. Then it took on a vaguely fermale outline, but this did
not last long. As a whole its outline was intangible.

Doc Savage was now pursuing the thing. He was gaining on both the object and M. Abbett, which

was a sprinting feat.

M. Abbett reached the street, and on that | evel going he did better. He was not how ing, now, he



was saving his breath. Escape seened to be his only thought. He saw Doc Savage's parked cab and set
a course for it.

Doc knew what woul d happen then, and knew he could not prevent it. So he was not surprised when

he heard the cab door slam and the engine cone to life.

Abbett's departure with the cab containing the small nman and Al bert Lee was violent and fast.

Doc Savage stopped running. There was no sense chasing the cab. He watched the apparition of

flane.

The shape of fire did not pursue the car at all. It slackened speed, seermed to hang undecided in
the air, then began to drift up and away. It got as high as the treetops and kept rising slowy.

THE yelling and bell owi ng had attracted attention. A nunmber of people were in the shabby street,
and they began ogling the thing which was floating away in the night sky.

A man arrived who was obvi ously-he wore a | arge badge and tinme cl ock-the night watchman in the

boat yard.

Doc said, “Gve ne your gun.”

The wat chman handed over a weapon that was al nost of Jesse Janes vintage. Doc cocked the ancient
revol ver and ainmed at the object of fire floating away.

“Shoots low and to the left, last time | tried her,” said the watchman.

The gun bell owed out fire, snoke and noi se that sent the spectators scapering for cover. The
apparition continued to float upward undi sturbed.

“You try it,” Doc told the watchman, disgusted. “It is your gun.”

“l never could hit anything with it, either.” The watchman took the pistol and nade sone nore

fire, snoke and noise with it. “See?” he said. “Hell, you couldn't hit the broad side of a barn with
this thing!”

The reddi sh apparition in the sky slowy faded away and di sappeared. |t did not becone invisible
because of height or distance. It sinply faded out and could no | onger be distinguished in the night
heavens.

“Maybe | hit it after all,” suggested the watchnman optimstically.

Doc made no conment.

The wat chman asked, “What was it-one of them Fourth-of-July balloons with a candle init, or

sonet hi ng?”

“Did you see it chase that man?” Doc asked.

The wat chman gave that a nonent of silent consideration.

“Who are you kiddi ng?” he asked. “Chase him hell!”

“Then you did not see it?”

“I'f you want a sensible answer,” said the watchman, after nmore thought, “no, | didn't see

anything of the kind, because | got here too late. And if that thing chased a man, |'m damed gl ad |
got here too |late because | wouldn't want to see anything like that.”

Doc Savage went to a tel ephone and enlisted the aid of the State police in seeking persons who
answered the descriptions of, respectively, M. Abbett, A bert Lee, and the small man, name unknown.
The only expl anation he gave the State police was that he was Doc Savage. Normally, this explanation
woul d have been sufficient, but it did not seemquite so this tine. However, they prom sed to put
out a teletype pickup order, and Doc Savage did not press the point.

DOC t hen searched the schooner Four Wnds, finding her to be a vessel of good hull, well found,
but not a craft of luxury. In fact, the odor of fish cargoes was noxiously apparent bel ow her decks.
If she was as seaworthy as her snell, renarked the cannon-bearing watchnman, she was very seaworthy
i ndeed.

“Brother, | don't know whether | should | et you search her this way,” said the watchman, but

i ndeci sivel y.

Doc's search turned up:

Papers showi ng Buck Stevens had bought the boat three weeks previously for eleven thousand nine
hundred seventy dol |l ars.

No trace of Buck Stevens. Not at first.

A phot ograph of Buck Stevens-large, burly, freckled, nuch-toothed of grin and wearing a new suit.
Stevens' arns were around three girls-two of them bl ondes-who | ooked somewhat water front, even in
t he phot ogr aph.

A wel | -stocked food | ocker, which included stores of caviar and chanpagne.

A clipping froma newspaper, a photograph of several nen standing on a ship deck. Buck Stevens

was second fromthe left, grinning. The printed caption read:

Survivors of the torpedoed Astriatic who were | anded in Boston today.

A nmoney belt containing sixteen thousand dollars in cash.

No sign of Ms. Abbett.

No trace of her brother, Fred O evenger.

Clippings fromall the newspapers about the body that had been found in the chandelier in Doc
Savage' s headquarters building. Cippings of the statements of Ms. Mrphy and nux-operator Mllie



Gross' statenent about seeing the fiery thing float out of the | obby.

Clippings froma scientific surgical journal about Doc Savage devel opi ng a new net hod of
short-wave therapy.

Clipping froma fact-picture nagazi ne, showi ng Doc Savage and | abeling hima man of nystery.
Ditto froman editorial page, |abeling Doc a possible potential nenace to society-a nmani ac who
had snmashed a canera of one of the newspaper's photographers when the latter had snapped a picture
after being requested not to do so.

A button off the vest of Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Monk Mayfair.

One dead nan.

The latter was floating under the dock, and cane to their attention when the tide started to ebb
and carried the corpse into view Cause of death seemed to be a remarkable hole in the nans head.
Doc Savage, having recognized the man fromthe pictures he had found on the schooner, asked the
wat chman, *“Know hi nP”

“Sure. Cap.”

“Cap who?”

“The captain of this boat. Skipper of the Four Wnds. Buck Stevens.”

“Have you any idea why he should be involved with a vanpire?”

“Vanpi re?”

“Did he ever discuss a vanpire with you?”

“He never discussed anything with ne except a blonde who lives around the corner. It was the

bl onde' s nother he di scussed, rather. She ran himoff.”

“Have you any idea why he should be found |ike this?”

“The only idea |I've got,” said the watchman, “is the one that tells ne | had better be calling
the police.”

The button off Mnk's vest was lying on the galley floor, which was covered with battleship

i nol eum Doc Savage contenplated the floor for a while, then his trilling sound-the small, exotic

note that was an unconscious thing he did in nmoments of nental stress-ganme into existence and | asted
I ong enough to make the watchnman | ook puzzl ed.

Doc took out a knife, nade sone long cuts in the linoleumand began tearing it up. He tore
carefully, touching the surface as little as possible, and made rolls of the stuff which he tied
with marlin twne.

He carried the linoleumw th himwhen he [ eft the boat.

“Hey, that's thievery,” said the watchman.

“So it is, and there has been nmurder, too,” Doc Savage said dryly. “You had better tell the

police about it.”

The bronze man wal ked half a mle to a cab stand, got in a cab and gave his m dtown address.

Chapter VIII. SLIPS THAT ARE ' TW XT

AS the taxi rolled across the causeway and past the end-of-the-line subway station, Doc sw tched
on the portable radio and said, “Pat, are you there?”

He got no response fromthe radio and said, “Pat, cone in please.”

Later, he examined the set, and it seened to be functioning.

Shortly, Long Tom Roberts' voice said, “Doc!” He sounded sheepi sh.

“Yes?”

“I'f we had a barrel,” Long Tomsaid, “and if | lay over the barrel, it would be a great favor if
you woul d wear out sone shoe | eather on the part of ny anatony that woul d be uppernost.”

“What happened?” Doc asked.

“l did about the nost stupid thing a man can do; | underestimated another man's intelligence,”
Long Tom expl ai ned.

“Yes?”

“That souse, Bullyhide Jones, was not the souse | figured himto be. He gave ne the slip. Just
wal ked out on ne as slick as you could inmagine, and | have no nore idea than a rabbit where he
went.”

“Where are you now?”

“Lost-souling it around the street near the bar and grill where Bullyhi de gave ne the ghost act.”
Long Tom sounded utterly put out w th hinself.

Doc asked, “Long Tom have you heard Pat on the air?”

“No. Doesn't she answer?”

Doc said, “No, she does not cone in. And, under the circunstances, she should have her set cut
in. She was watching a nan naned Sanuel H. B. Stover, who is involved in this.”

“I'nvolved in what?” Long Tom asked. “You found out anything, yet?”

Doc Savage gave a terse description of what had happened at the boat yard on Gty Island,

furni shing enough facts to paint the picture, but giving no deductions and no possi bl e concl usions.
When he finished, Long Tomsaid, “Wait a mnute! A button off Mnk's coat, you say?”

“H's vest.”

“Ch, oh! That isn't good. What do you want nme to do?”



“CGo to headquarters,” Doc Savage directed, “and find out what has happened to Monk and Ham
will be there shortly.”

WHEN Doc Savage wal ked into the reception roomof his headquarters on the eighty-sixth floor of

the m dtown skyscraper, he found Long Tom Roberts sitting stiff and straight in a chair and picking
a wooden pencil apart with a fingernail, a small fragnent of wood at a tine.

“They seemto be in a ness,” he told Doc. “It seens Monk and Ham got sone kind of a package out

of a chandelier in the |obby downstairs. It was not out of the chandelier the dead man was found in
however. They did not let the police see what they got-a rather greasy-l|ooking package, according to
reports-and the police are sonewhat irritated about it.”

“Irritated?” Doc Savage said thoughtfully.

“The police claimMnk and Ham conceal ed evi dence in connection with a nurder when they nmade off
with the package,” Long Tom expl ained. “You can't blame the cops nuch, at that. But to get on with
what seens to have happened: Mnk and Ham had sonme kind of fight on the street near here, and Mnk
was seized. A clerk saw the affair and has since reported it to the police, sonething Ham did not
do. The police are unhappy about that, too

“Then Monk was found. He was in a hysterical condition, hiding under a parked car in Brooklyn

They brought himto a Manhattan hospital, found out who he was fromstuff in his pockets and
notified Ham Incidentally, Mnk did not seemto have been able to tell themat the hospital who he
was. His condition was very strange. A state of hysteria caused by fear, the hospital people claim
Ham natural ly rushed out to the hospital.”

Long Tom suddenly broke the pencil, what was left of it, in tw parts and hurled the portions on
the floor. He was a thin, unheal thy-Iooking man who woul d be consi dered a good busi ness prospect by
an undertaker who judged from appearances. But Long Tonml s | ooks were deceptive; no one could recal

his ever having been ill, and usually his nerves were about as stable as a rock. He was jittery now,
however .

“At the hospital,” he said, “sonething happened.”

“What ?”

“The hospital people aren't too sure, themselves,” Long Tomsaid. “Ch, they know what it resulted
in. Both Monk and Ham were spirited out of the hospital, sonmehow. There was a fight in Mnk's room
but not a very violent one, and no one knows who fought or whether anyone was hurt. The fight caused
an investigation, and they found that Mnk was gone. Later, they checked up, found that Ham had
entered the hospital a little before the fight occurred, and that he had not checked out again and
therefore he was missing, too. But who got Monk and Hamif anyone got themis not known, except that

there are reports of a small, strange man havi ng been seen around the place.”
“Smal | man?” Doc Savage said sharply.
“ves. "

“Bright eyes, buckteeth, features receding fromhis teeth and eyes so that his face has sonmewhat
the aspect of a skel eton?”

“Ch, you've seen him” Long Tomfrowned. “Wait a mnute! You said sonething about a small man who
cane running and how i ng across that boat yard on City Island.”

Doc Savage's netallic features were expressionless

“Sane one,” he said

“He was in the cab this Abbett fled in?”

“Yes.”

DOC SAVAGE unrolled his linoleumfromthe galley of the Four Wnds, spreading the pieces out on

the laboratory floor and fitting themtogether in the same position they had occupied on the galley
floor. The |aboratory was the | argest of the suite of three roonms which conprised their
headquarters. It had enough floor space for a factory and contai ned enough intricate apparatus to
confuse a | ayman conpl etely.

Doc switched off the lights and turned ultraviolet light on the linoleum There was nothing

remar kabl e about the ultraviolet projector; it sinply gave out |ight wave | engths outside the
visible spectrum Nor was there anything particularly amazing about the button off Mnk's vest

whi ch was conposed of a chemical that would | eave a nmark that was unnoticeable to the unai ded eye
but which stood out lividly under the black light. The ultraviolet-lanp filter was a common one
treated with oxide of nickel, and the buttons were an inproved al kaline salt of fluorescein coupled
wi th anthracene. O her substances which would fluoresce under the black |ight were common aspirin
many mnerals, and even the pupil of the human eye. Though Mnk's vest button had been used, it
happened that Ham had witten the nmessage.

(It has been, and still is, the policy of Doc Savage Magazi ne not to disclose the nature of

chem cal formul ae used by Doc Savage because of the fact that some of the mxtures are extrenely
dangerous in the mxing process, and al so because many of them would be possible of msuse in the
hands of the wong individuals. The matter of ultraviolet |ight and fluorescing materials has becone
common enough, however, that such censorship is hardly necessary. The use of “black” light has
become common in testing fabrics and materials, in verifying docunents, and so on.-The Editors.)



The message:

If you ever get this, Doc, be nore careful than you have ever been. Have not found what happened
to Monk. It must have been terrible. He is still unable to talk coherently. He is with me. This
affair devilish thing involving-

Long Tom said, “Hamdidn't get to finish.”

Doc Savage did not comment, and Long Tom rubbed his jaw angrily. “If Ham hadn't been so damed
long-winded in witing that stuff on the |linoleum he mght have got nore information down,” he
conpl ai ned. “That's what comes frombeing a |l awer. Can't say anything w thout using so many words
it can't be understood.”

Doc Savage changed the subject by asking, “CGoing back to Bullyhide Jones-did you | earn anythi ng
at all about hin®”

Long Tom nodded.

“He was not a submarine man,” he said. “He was a radi o operator. Been on commercial vessels all

his life, the way | understood it. | got that much out of him”
“Did you |l earn anything el se?”
“Not hing that seenmed to anount to anything. Wien he was still half cocked, he nunbl ed sonet hing

about a ganme of dom noes, but-~

“Dom noes,” Doc Savage said. “Are you sure he nentioned a gane of dom noes? He coul d not have
mentioned just the Dom no?”

Long Tom frowned. “Well-say! He could have, at that.”

“On second thought,” Doc suggested, “would you say there was a chance he just nentioned the
Domi no?”

“On second thought, I'd say there was a darned good chance.”

“Then suppose you see what you can dig up about the Dom no?”

“Fish, food, fow or game?”

“A boat,” Doc Savage said. “A freighter, Amrerican registry, small.”

Long Tom nodded and nuttered, “It's about tine we got a break in this thing. After all, there
should be a linmt to the slips that come 'twixt cup and lip.”

Chapter |IX. THE SLIP THAT CUT A THROAT

PATRI CI A SAVAGE said in a disgusted voice over the radio, “They tal k about w | d-goose chases and
I never chased a wild goose, but | think | know what it's |ike-now "

Doc Savage junped to the nore powerful headquarters radio and said, “Pat, has anything happened
to you?”

“Sure, the worst thing that coul d happen; nothing!”

“You are all right?”

“Yes. Bored, is all.”

“Where is Sarmuel H B. Stover, the man with the new furniture store?”

“He is nowwith fear,” Pat said. “And what | nmean, he has a scare with bells on. However, he
seens to be a fell ow who has been scared before, because he is not naking any wild noves. R ght now
he is holed up in a bungal ow which he just rented across the river in New Jersey.”

“Have you any way of telling how long he plans to be there?”

“Sone tine, |'d say. He bought a stock of canned goods at a grocery store and took it in wth

him M idea is that he has holed up and has no idea of stirring. | had a dickens of a tinme
following himhere, and | don't think he was expecting a woman to be following him or | wouldn't
have been able to do it.”

“Keep an eye on him” Doc said, “and wait for us.”

The west-central section of the |aboratory floor space was crowded with nmetal cases containing
chem cals, nmetals and other |ab supplies. Doc Savage went to these cases, began searching,
inspecting the contents and sel ecting certain objects.

Long Tom fini shed tal king over the tel ephone, dropped the receiver on the hook, and approached
Doc, beginning, “Well, that seens to be about all | can dig up-"

Doc Savage said, “Long Tom can you hel p assenble the follow ng objects? First, we want a

t hi n-rubber bal l oon of the type sent aloft by weather stations to show wind direction at various
altitudes. Second, we need heliumfor inflating the balloon. Then sone tissue paper, red. A very
light battery-a radio type will do-and some wire and sone |ight bulbs which the battery will
operate.”

Long Tom was puzzled for a noment, then understanding made his eyebrows go up.

“You're going to make a vanpire!” he said.

“We are going to try,” Doc agreed. “Wat did you find out about the Dom no?”

“She was a ship, all right. Freighter,” he explained. “That was what | started to tell you. |
think |'ve got about all the dope on her | can jar |oose right now The shipping conpany that owns
her said they were not at liberty to divul ge her whereabouts. That means she is carrying troops or
war supplies or sonething.”

“By any chance,” Doc said, “did you get the idea she has been sunk?”

Long Tom nodded qui ckly.



“That was exactly the idea | got,” he said. “You know there is a practice of not revealing such
i nformati on now.”

IT was a hilly suburban section where the streets were w nding | anes paved wi th bl acktop. The
trees were large and pleasant |lunps in the darkness, and the wind was crisp and clean off the New
jersey hills. The houses stood far apart and they were neatly precise, each dwelling fitting into
its surroundings

Doc Savage drove slowy and watched the pavenent. Wen he saw four sticks, twigs off trees
arranged at the side of the pavenment where they were conspicuous, yet not in a spot where they woul d
likely be disturbed by passing cars, he said, “This is the place.”

Long Tom Roberts saw the sticks and nodded. They were arranged in a Mayan synbol neaning, “I am
close by, and there is danger.”

The Mayan tongue was the ancient one, and Doc and his aids had |learned it long ago in an

adventure in Central Anerica. Since then they had used it, and the primtive sign |anguage, for
comuni cati on when they did not wish to be understood by others. So far as they knew, they were the
only persons in the so-called civilized world who understood it

Doc parked and Pat cane out of the shadows.

“Next house. About two hundred yards,” she said. “Samuel H B. Stover is still there. Wat have
you got?”

Doc began assenbling the contrivance he and Long Tom had nade out of the balloon and the rest of
the stuff. He had attached streamers of tissue paper to the balloon wth rubber cement so that they
woul d flutter and give the thing the aspect of changing shape. Inside the balloon was the affair of
the batteries and the electric bulb, these |ight enough in weight that the inflated ball oon woul d
carry them upward

“What is that thing?” Pat repeated

Long Tom answered her, explaining, “Ch, that! It's a vanpire. We couldn't get hold of a battery

I'i ght enough, though, as we had to substitute hydrogen gas for helium The hydrogen is inflammable
but it will Iift nmore than the helium’

Pat frowned. “Look here-do you think this vanpire thing is sonething like that?”

Long Tom | ooked at Doc Savage for an answer, but the bronze nan nade no comment. Long Tom
shrugged. “Search me,” he said. “All | knowis that this one is a fair imtation.”

“l don't believe it is,” Pat said

“I's what ?”

“Sonething like this. The real vanpire, | nean.” Pat was thoughtful a nmorment. “None of the people
involved in this strike me as fools. Maybe there are one or two who do not have the nentality of
Einstein, but | don't think they are frightened by a hoax. Have you noticed that they all have
sonet hing i n conmon?”

Long Tomsaid, “They're all scared, if that is what you nean.”

“They have sonmething else in comon,” Pat pointed out. “All of them have | ed adventuresone |ives
possibly with the exception of Ms. Abbett. Al though the way she bl acked up as a Negro boy and
involved Doc in the thing shows she isn't adverse to a little adventure herself.”

“Yes,” agreed Long Tom “and all of the men have, at one time or another, followed the sea as
sailors.”

“And all of them have been in one war or another, at sonme time or other.”

“That's right.”

“l don't think,” Pat said, “that such people are frightened by anything so sinple as a toy

balloon with a light init.”

THEIR quarry was in a small house nade of red brick, with two wi ndows facing the street and a

smal |, uncovered porch at the east corner. At the sides and back was some shrubbery, but none of it
was nmore than wai st high. One wi ndow showed a faint |ight behind Venetian blinds, and Pat indicated
this, said, “Stover is in there.”

Doc Savage expl ai ned the plan

“Fear,” Doc said, “is a wild horse. A scared man exaggerates the size and probabl e consequences

of the new fears which assail him A little added worry piled on a nman in such a condition is like
pulling the trigger on a gun. You get results out of all proportion to what you put intoit.”
“This"-Pat indicated the balloon gadget “is the trigger on your gun?”

“Let us hope.”

Pat nodded thoughtfully. “You know, considering the way these people have been acting, it nmay not

be such a small trigger at that.”

Long Tom asked, “How do we work it?”

“You do the manipulating,” Doc told him “Conme around to the back. Here is a fishing pole with a
casting reel attached, and plenty of line on the reel. Pat will get well away fromthe house with

t he gadget, which she will release fully lighted at a signal. You will be close to the house, but
hidden fromview, with the reel and the end of the line attached to the gadget. You will reel it in,
causing it to come toward the house. It will be ny job to nmake sure that Sanmuel H B. Stover sees it



and becones thoroughly scared. At a crucial monent | will go through the notions of destroying or
driving away the thing, in order to persuade himto take nme into his confidence.”

“What will be your signal to start all that?” Pat asked.
“Two quick flashes of light thrown against one of the windows fromthe inside of the house.”
Pat nodded. “At least, | don't see where this can get us in any trouble,” she said.

Doc Savage wal ked openly to the front door of the house and knocked. He did not expect an answer,
but he got one, a man's perfectly controlled voice saying, “Yes, who is it?"

“Looking for Stover-Samuel H B. Stover,” Doc Savage said.

“This is Stover. Wat do you want?”

“l wish to speak to you.”

“About what ?”

“A matter of a vanpire,” Doc Savage said.

There was a silence. Just enough of a silence, Doc Savage reflected afterward, to seemright.
“Cone in,” the voice said, and the door opened.

Doc Savage- suddenly suspicious-did not go in. But it was not necessary. The man who had opened
the door hit himin the chest with a bottle, hit himvery hard so that the bottle broke and its
contents, liquid, gushed over Doc's shoul ders and face. Instantly, he began having plenty of trouble
with his eyes. The stuff was xylyl bromide in some solution.

(One of the early forms of lachrymators, or tear gas.)

The man turned and, not hurrying, switched on the lights. He switched themoff, sw tched themon
again, then off.

“This,” he told Doc Savage, “is what a |ong nose gets you.”

The man went away. He went silently, on tiptoes. Doc Savage, knowi ng he was in no shape to do so,
did not try to follow him

Doc got down beside the door and began getting coat and shirt of. He was also trying to rid his
eyes of the stinging, blinding, tear-rushing effect of the gas.

Suddenly renenbering the |ight signal-two flashes-that the man had given, Doc shouted, “Do not do
that! Keep the thing under cover! Pat, Long Tomyou hear me?”

They heard him but it was too late to do nmuch about it, because Pat had already sw tched on the
light in the balloon gadget, and Long Tomwas reeling it toward the house.

THAT was the situation the police found. They were New Jersey State troopers and New York City
detectives and men fromthe sheriff's office of Westchester County.

Sonme of the officers grabbed hold of Doc Savage.

G hers grabbed Long Tom and Pat.

They got the ball oon gadget.

Four of themwent into the house. They were inside four or five mnutes without a sound. Then two
of them came out, and one of the pair was somewhat greenish.

“One body,” said the officer who was not ill.

“Anybody el se?” he was asked.

“Just the one body.” The officer |ooked at the other policeman who was ill.

“One of those holes in the head. It's enough to nmake anybody sick.”

They put handcuffs on Doc Savage, Long Tom and Pat. They were grim about the way they did it.

A police official confronted Doc Savage. The man was Chaprman, head of the hom ci de squad.

Chapman shook his head slowy. “lI was afraid this woul d happen sonetine.”

“You think we cane here and nurdered a man?” Doc Savage asked, and kept the strain out of his

Voi ce.

“What do you say about it?”

Doc said, “We were outsmarted.”

Chapnman indicated the ball oon gadget. “Anyone can see what that would look like in the air. A nman
was found dead today at City Island, and there was a report of a thing like that traveling through
the air. A man was found dead in a chandelier in your office building, and there was a report of a
thing like that balloon being seen. There is a man dead in Washi ngton-but no report yet of the thing
being seen in the air. However, all three nen, and this man here, died fromrather fantastic hol es
in their heads.”

Doc Savage did not reply imediately. This man Chapnan was not awed, and he could not be bl uffed.
Chapman had been denpted at |east twice in his career for handling i nportant people without gloves,
and he was not a man who changed his ways. An honest nan, and one who woul d go ahead on an idea.
“We came here working on those nurders,” Doc Savage said. “It is a strange affair. The lives of

ot her people are in danger.”

Chapman contenpl ated the bronze man. “You clai myou were franed.”

Doc Savage said, “VWat is nore unpleasant for us to admt, we were outguessed.”

“You know how t he police happened to be here?” Chaprman asked.

“There can only be one answer to that,” Doc told him “You got a tip.”

“Yes.”

“ How?”



“The usual way-tel ephone.”

Doc Savage sai d not hing

Chapman added, “This one wasn't anonynous. She gave her nane.”

Doc Savage, no change in his voice, said, “A woman, eh?”

Chapman nodded

Pat said grimy, “That Ms. Abbett, bless her thoughtful heart.”

“Ms. Abbett?” said Chapman, puzzled

“You shoul d get acquainted with her,” Pat told him “You mght find her interesting.”

Chapman eyed Pat strangely. “It wasn't any Ms. Abbett who told us to conme here and we would find
Doc Savage and Long Tom Roberts nurdering a nman.”

“Ng?”

“1t was you!”

PAT did not junp. She did nove back a step. She said something that was nore sound than word, or
words, then stood there with her nouth a tightly conpressed thing, as if no words woul d ever cone
out

“What's the idea?” Chaprman asked her. “Changed your mnd about working with the police for sone
reason?”

Pol i ce detectives and phot ographers had been worki ng inside the house. One of them cane out of

t he back room saying quickly, “Hey, the guy was witing a letter. He said he was going to have to
skip the country because Doc Savage was after himand his life was in danger. Letter was to a
friend. It ain't finished.”

Patricia Savage was staring at Chapman as if she was not hearing or seeing anything

Long Tom Roberts said, “Chapnman, what gave you the idea the tip cane from Pat?”

“Her voice,” Chapman said. “A voice |like hers, you woul d recogni ze anywhere. And she said she was

Pat Savage.”
“Sonebody imtated her voice!” Long Tom snapped
Chapman shook his head. “l don't think so. | mulled that possibility around in nmy head, too. But

you see it was what she said-not the tip, but the explanation she gave for what she was doi ng-that
makes me think it was she.”

Doc Savage put in calmy enough, “Mnd giving us that explanation?”

Chapnman | ooked at the bronze nman steadily

“l don't remenber it word for word, of course,” he said. “But it went like this: She said you

were a fine man in the beginning of your career, and that you acconplished what anpunted to miracles
for the good of humanity and the suppression of crime. She said you had been trained for that kind
of a career; trained by scientists so that you had a ot nore ability than a man ordinarily has. She
said that for a long tinme you were a fine nman, and then you began to change.”

Anot her policenan cane out of the back roomand said, “W seemto have identified him”

“Who is he?” Chapman asked

“Quy by the nane of Sanuel H B. Stover.”

Chapman nodded and | ooked at Pat, said, “That is who you said it would be.”

Pat was still wordless

Chapman turned back to Doc Savage and continued, “She said over the tel ephone that she could see
you changing slowy. She believed the way you lived-few friends, no recreation to speak of

conti nuous and concentrated study-had caused your sense of values to change. You were beginning to
take things frompeople, things that did not belong to you, and that lately it was nmurder. She
explained it that way. It sounded reasonable.”

Doc made no conment

Chapman frowned. “l| say reasonable, but maybe that isn't it, after all. Anyway, it is possible
Miurder is never reasonable. But a man like you-1've often wondered if you would ever turn crooked
and |'ve been afraid of the day when you woul d. You working against the law, M. Savage-that woul d
be sonething. Really sonething!”

Doc said nothing to that

Chapman spread his hands as if he had summed it all up and was ready to finish. “Don't think
accepted that tel ephone explanation right off the bat. | gave it sone serious thought. | did sone
investigating and found that, during the past few nonths you have had sonme trouble with the police
You never had any serious trouble with the police before. There never was a hint of suspicion

poi nting toward you.”

Wth a shade of netal in his voice to show how serious he considered the situation, Doc Savage
sai d, “Chapman, you are unquestionably one of the npbst efficient and determined police officials in
the country.”

“Thank you,” Chapnan said. “But what is the object of telling nme that?”

“There woul d not be, under the circunstances, much use arguing with you, would there?” Doc asked
Chapnman considered. “Not a bit,” he said. “We are going to |l ock you up. The district attorney

wi || place charges against you at once. You and the others.” He turned to Pat. “Since you have
changed your mind since telephoning me, | will have to include you in the jail party.”



Pat relaxed slowmy and rubbed a hand over her eyes. She did not speak
Doc Savage said, “Mnd if we have a | ook at the dead nan?”

Chapman surprised Doc by saying, “I don't see why not.”
Chapman's willingness had a reason. The man was a clever detective for all of his words. There
was perfect deceit in his manner, which neant no visible deceit at all, as he said, “Just a nonent,”

and stepped outside. He returned in a nonent, renmarking, “Mght as well have our cars brought up
you know.”

What he had done was step outside and tell the police photographers to take photographs of Doc
Savage the noment he saw the dead man, in order to record his facial expressions at that critica
instant. Photographs nornally woul d be inpressive evidence in a trial court

The phot ographers got the pictures, using “magi c-eye” caneras which took pictures in quick
successi on by photo-flash bulbs. The bulbs were in newstyle rotating holders so that they coul d be
fired rapidly one after another. Three photographers got pictures, and the glare was blinding

There was expression on Doc Savage's face. Quick astonishment. Then there was sound-his | ow,
trilling note, with a sharp surprise in it

Pat Savage straightened a pointing armat the body and opened her mouth. Then Doc nade a cl ucking
sound which was “No” in the Mayan | anguage, and she went silent. She did not tell themthat the man
dead on the floor with the weird hole in his head was not Sanmuel H B. Stover

The dead nan was small, w th buckteeth and pronminent eyes and features which receded fromteeth

and eyes so that his face had been skel etonlike before death. He was the small man who had run away
fromthe schooner Four Wnds at City Island

A policeman said, “W found a driver's license in his pockets and sonme other stuff that says his
name is Sanuel H B. Stover. A guy by that name rented the house, too.”

Chapnman asked for the driver's license, took it and examined it, nodded his head with

satisfaction. “Description of his personal appearance checks with the license.”

Long Tom Roberts gave Doc Savage and Pat a | ook of horror. “This is sonething!” he said hoarsely.
“They even fixed up a license to showit is Stover. |'ve seen sonme careful plans in ny time, but
this one skins themall!”

Chapter X. THE SCARED MAN

DOC SAVAGE said | ow words that sounded as if he was nuttering. The words were Mayan, and they

advi sed Long Tomto “Start a conmotion, Long Tom and pay no attention to ne when | order you to
stop it.”

Taking the instructions at face value, not asking any questions, Long Tom stood up and calmy

ki cked a policeman in the shins and, when the officer was up on one |eg, booted that |eg out from
under himso that he went flat on the floor

Pat hel ped things along by junping at Chaprman, who obviously was the nost inportant policenan
there

“Stop it!” Doc shouted

Paying no attention, Pat threw her handcuffed wists over Chaprman, making a | oop about the man's
chest which restrained his arns. She then tripped Chapnman and bit him Chapman nade no sounds, but
becane very active trying to get away.

“Stop that!” ordered Doc Savage in a loud voice. “You idiots are just nmaking it worse!”

The bronze man sounded very concerned and enphatic. He continued to insist in a |oud voice that
the fight stop

Hs insisting did, after a few nonents, exactly what he wanted it to do. It misled the police to
the belief that he had no intention of putting up any resistance. Half a dozen nmen had started for
himas a precaution the nonent the fight began. But now they joined the Long Tom and Pat trouble

| eaving two nmen hol ding Doc's el bows.

“Stop that!” Doc kept ordering

As many nen as could get hold of Long Tomwere trying to hold him Long Tom who |ooked as feeble
as an invalid, was giving all of themtrouble. He becane the kernel in a tangle of arms and | egs on
the floor which | ooked as involved as several enraged octopi tied in a bundle

Chapman was shouting for sonmebody, anybody, to haul Pat off himand, for the |love of nud, to be
careful how they took her |oose fromhis ear

Over in a corner, a New Jersey trooper decided the affair had its comi cal angles and began

| aughi ng

Doc Savage took a sudden step backward, a |longer step to the left, a short step forward, which

put himon the other side of the two nen who had been hol di ng his el bows, but who, in the
excitement, had released their grip. Doc shoul dered hard against the guard as if he was rooster
fighting, and knocked the guard agai nst the second guard. The two guards held to each other and
danced across the floor, trying to keep their balance. They fell against the |aughing trooper, upset
him and wal ked on himhel plessly while the trooper cursed fire, brinstone and sparks

Because the house was full of policemen, the only |ogical escape was through the wi ndow. There
was only one window, and it had sash and storm sash. Enough glass to cut a man to ri bbons, Doc knew
from past experience. He had dived headfirst through a window just once in his life



The police had renmpbved stuff fromhis pockets and placed it on a table. Wile the two guards were
wal king on the trooper, Doc reached the table. He knew what he wanted, a flat netal case which
cont ai ned several objects which could be steel marbles, but were grenades. He got one of the
grenades out, threw it against the w ndow.

The grenade deaf ened everyone and took glass, stormglass, franes and part of the trimout of the
wi ndow. Resi stance of conpressing air in the roomcaused the glass to fly outward into the night
and Doc followed it

HE hit the ground in a rosebush that was |ike being bitten by a thousand snakes. He went on
veered to the right, and started shouting

He had spent innunerable hours learning to inmtate voices as a part of his training, and now he
did a fair job with Chapman's rather distinctive bull voice

“Cet to a tel ephone and spread an alarm” he bell owed. “Savage is escaping!”

He shouted the same thing three nore tines while running toward a parked police car in which a
driver was sitting, popeyed and gandering his neck out of a window. It was a sedan. It was al so
quite dark in the vicinity. Doc yanked the back door open, piled in. Still using Chapnan's voice, he
shouted, “Get going! We've got to call nore nen!”

The startled driver, confused in the darkness, put the car in notion

“We need anbul ances, too!” Doc shouted for the effect

The car rolled into the highway. The driver sw tched on his lights

It was going to be a natter of seconds before he turned and saw, in the reflected glare of the
headl i ghts, that his passenger was not Chapnan

Doc shouted out once nore

“Hold it-let me out!” he bellowed, as excitedly as he coul d nanage. “You can call reserves and an
anbul ance. |'Il stay here. Let nme out! Get going!” Wen the police nmachine sl owed, he piled out
while it was still in notion and slammed the door hard enough to further confuse the driver. “GCet
going!” he bel | owned.

The driver went off down the road

Doc took to the adjacent brush

Two police cars pulled out of the yard of the nmurdered Sanmuel H. B. Stover's house and began
pursuit, sirens making themsound |ike shrill-voiced foxhounds

Li ghts had cone on in houses in the neighborhood as househol ders, aroused by the expl osi on and
uproar, piled out of bed. Human curiosity being what it was, they would soon be prow ing the
vicinity to | earn what had happened

The police cars went baying past the spot where Doc Savage was conceal ed. The headlights of the
machi ne they were pursuing cane to a halt far down the road. The driver had heard the sirens and
stopped, so this was about the end of the diversion

Doc Savage went back to the house to get Long Tom and Pat

DURI NG t he excitenent when he had bl own the wi ndow out of the room he had-it was not

acci dental - pocketed the small metal case containing the assortnment of grenades. He used one of these
now, one which contained a gas which Doc Savage had devel oped. The gas had a secret fornmul a-secret
except that it was lying in the war departnent's vaults in Washington, ready for use should the use
of gas in warfare be revived. The gas was one whi ch produced a harm ess and very tenporary

unconsci ousness. It had one other quality which | ed Doc Savage to use it nore than he enpl oyed any
other gas: the stuff was only effective for sonewhat | ess than a minute after it was rel eased

Mxing with the air nullified the stuff

A policeman junped nervously when one of the gas globules hit him then stared down foolishly at

the front of his vest where the fragnments of glass clung and the liquid was rapidly vaporizing. He
went to sleep alnost at once, slowy lying down. The stuff did not take hold instantly, and there
was an irresistible inpulse on the part of the victimto lie down

The other officers in the roomwent down shortly afterward.

Consi dering the circunstances, Doc Savage's statenment that, “lIt might be a good idea to | eave

now,” was remarkably calm It was rmuch nore placid than the departure fromthe room nmade by Long Tom
and Pat, who, upon the collapse of the first officer, had imediately held their breaths

When they were all outside in the night, and running, Doc Savage caught the arms of Long Tom and

Pat and began guiding themto the left, then in a circular route until it was evident that he was
heading for the spot where they had stood when they planned their invasion of the house. This neant
that they were remaining in the vicinity of the house instead of getting away. In the distance

al ong the road, the sirens had gone silent. But now they had started up again and were sounding |ike
tontats on their way back

Pat was apprehensive. “They catch us again and they'|Il put us in strait jackets,” she warned

“But if we nmerely take flight and escape,” Doc Savage rem nded her, “we are practically wi thout a
clue. Wth a nurder charge agai nst us, and Monk and Hamin trouble, it would be no tine to be in a
hel pl ess position.”

“If you see any clues lying around | oose here,” Pat said, “you see nore than | see.”



Doc Savage said nothing until a noment |ater, when he halted themand said, “All right. Here is
what we will do: We will separate and neet at the road corner, a mle south, the corner we passed on
the way in. Meet in the woods on the northwest quarter of the crossroads.”

“Doc, it's a wonder the police haven't heard us,” Pat said uneasily.

The bronze man had been speaking rather loudly, and now, as if he realized this, he |lowered his
voice, said, “In case the police get you, tell themwho we know are the principals in the case-the
brains behind it. If we can keep clear of the police, we will try to follow up that information
oursel ves and see that justice is done. But if the police catch us, there is nothing to do but tel
the police who is behind it.”

Pat didn't get this. Neither did Long Tom Doc Savage m ght have sone idea of who was
master-mnding the series of hole-in-the-head nurders, but if he did, he was the only one

“Come on,” Doc Savage said. “We will scatter down the road a short distance.”

He got themin nmotion. The sirens, very close now, nade enough racket that they could travel at a
run without much danger of being overheard

They ran some di stance.

Pat said, “Wien do we divide, like you said?”

“We do not,” Doc Savage said. “Conme on. Run for it!”

THEY continued running. They were able to run for sone tinme, because a policeman carelessly left
the siren npaning on one of the cars that had cone back. Eventually, soneone called the police
driver an assortnment of names and got the siren cut off

“Sh-h-h!”

Long Tom warned, and they slowed their pace to a careful creeping

“l hope,” Pat said in a |l ow voice, “we have our clue. But | wi sh sonebody would showit to nme.”
“We opened the sack for it,” Doc said, unconcerned

Pat pl odded ahead, digesting this. She becane involved with a thorn bush, valiantly refrained
from maki ng any remarks about the bush and extricated herself

“l don't even see the sack,” she said suddenly

Doc said, “Be patient.”

“I'"mnever patient when |'mscared,” Pat informed him “You | ead us back to where we started to
that house, then you say to neet a mle down the road. You talk about telling the police who is
masterm nding the thing, if we're caught. If | knew who was head hyena, | would sure have told the
police when they had us. And to cap it, you keep us fromscattering, which is what you'd just said
to do.”

They came to a pasture that was fairly open. Close to the fence was a path made by cattle
followi ng the fence, and they were able to run on this

Doc said, as he galloped along, “Do you renmenber the two flashes of |ight?”

“The signal ? Sure,” Pat said. “lI let the balloon gadget |oose and Long Tomstarted reeling it in.
That was the idea, wasn't it?”

Doc said, “You saw a signal fromthe house.”

“Yes, of course-"

“But | did not give it,” Doc said.

“You-uh-" Pat said

Long Tomthen fell down. He did a rather agile job of it, taking a header and | anding on his
hands and goi ng on over in a cartwheel which would have been very inpressive if he had not ended up
on the flat of his back, which he did. He got up ruefully, muttering, “Hell, | can't think of but
one thing at a tinme.”

“What el se were you thinking of ?” Pat asked

“l was thinking that we're pretty dunb not to see why Doc said that stuff' back there about

meeting at the corner-and about tipping off the police to the head weasel, if they caught us,” Long
Tom expl ai ned

“Ch, you nean they nust have been |istening? The nen who franed us, | nean?”

“Sure.”

“Listen, they couldn't have,” Pat said. “W talked in | ow voices.”

Long Tom snorted. “Listen, | can build you an anplifier and make you a microphone that will nake

a hunmm ng nosquito sound |ike a bonber. W could have been overheard all right.”

“Ch, | see!” Pat said. She was beginning to pant fromthe running. “And that talk about telling

the police-that was to convince themthey'd better not just tip off the police that they could pick
us up a mle down the road.”

Long Tom said, “Doc, you figure they'll be down there and try to take care of us thenselves?”

“That is a possibility we can hope for,” Doc admitted

THERE were four of them Three lowtalking fellows in dark suits, with shiny black cloth masks in
t he shape of hoods which they at once pulled over their heads. The fourth man was in the mddle of
sone kind of a nervous seizure growing out of fear, and they left himin their car

The car was black and fairly new and very silent. It came fromthe west, which was the direction



opposite the house where the nurder had occurred. It was evident that they had used back roads and
circled at high speed to reach the vicinity.

The man who remained in the car was called G bney The other three cursed him or insulted him
while they were getting out of the car

G bney said, “All right, dam your souls! | can't help it any nore than | could help a

bel | yache.”

“I't's your guts all right,” said one of the nmen

“Sure, who says it ain't?” Gbney's voice was a thing that was being held tightly. “I tell you
stood a yard fromhimand | et himhave that gas, and ny hair turned white. There's sonething about
the guy.”

The other nen sobered sonewhat.

One said, “There'll be sonmething about us if we don't get him his friend and the girl. It'll be
iron bars.”

“And later an electric chair, probably,” said one dryly. “They say those chairs sit hard as
hel I .”

They took a netal case out of the car. It was about the size of a steaner trunk-the height and
depth of a steamer trunk, but not as |ong-and they separated it in two hal ves, the contrivance
bearing sone outward resenbl ance to a portabl e public-address system

They set up the contrivance, one man donned a headset, and they operated swi tches and knobs
After that was a period of |istening

“Hear any sign of 'em Ted?” one asked. And Ted said, “No! Shut up and let nme listen!”

In the car, the man nanmed G bney sat very still and rigid, with both hands fast to the edge of a
door .
Ted took the receivers off his ears and said, “Damm blast it! Not a sign. |'ve turned the danged

thing up until you can hear Hitler wal king the floor in Berlin, alnost.”

“They ain't com ng, you think?”

“This contraption should pick up sone noise if they were, and | don't care how quietly they tried
to sneak up.”

“Maybe they got here before we did and left.”

“What do you think they have-wi ngs? By running all the way, they could' ve done it, maybe. But the
cops are after them and they wouldn't have run and nade a noise.”

“What' Il we do?”

“Stick around. Shut our nouths. Maybe they'll show ”

For a long ten mnutes they were perfectly silent

Then G bney fainted

G bney had been sitting in the car, on the outer edge of the seat with the door open-watchful
tight, poised for flight. Wien he collapsed it was forward, shoving the car door open and tunbling
out on the earth. H's body nade sone noise in bunping the car and in crushing the dry weeds on which
he fell. The violence of the noise as it was magnified by the sound pi ckup caused the man wearing
the headset to grab the phones away fromhis ears. They ran to G bney.

Fi nding G bney alive when they exam ned himrelieved them The one called Ted burst into | ow
laughter. “Scared into a fit,” he said. “Savage has an effect on them doesn't he?”

Ted grow ed di sapprovingly, “Savage has an effect on ne as far as that goes. Cone on, he's just
fainted. Let's slide himback into the car. Put himin the back seat in case we have to make a quick
getaway.”

“He ain't dead?”

“No. Just passed out. | heard him say he has high blood pressure or sonething that nakes his
nerves go hayw re easy.”

They | oaded the unconscious G bney into the back seat of the car and returned to their
unproductive |istening over the sound-pickup apparatus. Four or five mnutes passed. “W ain't
getting nothing,” one nan said. “Sonething has happened.”

“Say, we may be overl ooki ng sonething,” said one of the others

“Such as what ?”

“The Jersey law. They'll give this country a raking in hopes of finding Savage, Roberts and the
girl. Maybe it would be as good if they didn't find us sitting here acting like this.”

“They woul dn't have anything on us.”

“Maybe. But Jersey cops get suspicious kind of easy.”

There was sonme nore discussion about this, the upshot of which was that they clinbed in their car
and drove away to the northward. One of them explained-it was Ted-that he knew exactly where the
Jersey troopers had doubtlessly bl ocked the road, because that was where they were in the habit of
bl ocking it. Ted said that he knew a little | ane which | ed over the ridge and through a couple of
fields and evaded the spot which the police woul d be watching

“Keep G bney covered with that damed robe,” Ted warned

LONG TOM ROBERTS got up out of the weeds and stretched with relief. “Gosh! | nust have been half
hol ding ny breath, the way ny chest aches,” he said. “lI was afraid that |istener contraption would



pick up nmy breathing.”
Pat began stanping the ground to restore circulation in a foot that had gone to sleep. “Were do
you suppose they got a listening device |like that? Made it thensel ves?”

“l doubt that,” Long Tomsaid. “l didn't get rmuch of a look at it, but |I think it is a comrercia
type of sound detector, nmade small so that it is portable. It is supplied to cargo ships and arny
units for airplane detection. How they got hold of it, | wouldn't know ”

The expl anation satisfied Pat, because Long Tom was an expert about such things and his guess was
undoubtedly close to the facts

“Such sound detectors supplied to ships,” she said; “all these nmen-at |east C evenger, Stover
Jones and Lee-having been to sea recently. There mi ght be a connection there.”

“M ght be,” Long Tom admitted

They |listened. There was no | onger sound of the car bearing G bney, Ted and the other two nmen. In
the opposite direction, but far off, there was a whinpering noise that was the siren of a police
car. Otherwi se, the sounds were the normal sounds of the night in that part of New Jersey

Long Tom began | aughing. Hi s nornal manner was sobriety. So his laughter was a startling thing in
t he darkness

“Tal k about our luck changing for the better!” he chortled gleefully. “W're sure riding the
white horse, now.’

“I'f they don't find out it's Doc and not G bney in the back of their car,” Pat ventured uneasily
Long Tom sobered. He squatted beside G bney and exam ned the man. G bney was still unconscious.

“l wish he woul d wake up,” the electrical expert conplained. “Packing himout of this woods is
not ny idea of entertainnent for the rest of the night.”

Chapter Xl . THE STAMPEDE

TED stopped the car in darkness, which was fortunate. Doc Savage judged fromthe sounds of stuff
draggi ng agai nst the under side of the machine that they had driven into a weed-grown | ane or off
the side of a road. They acted as if they knew where they were and felt perfectly safe here

Ted said, “Get the sleeping wonder out of the car, and let's see what is really wong with him”
What cane next was going to be critical

Doc Savage used G bney's voice. He had paid particular attention to G bney's voice with using it
in mnd

He said, as G bney, “Never mind, | feel better.” He began to squirm around and get out of the
car.

It was a piece of luck that they had switched off the car lights and it was dark in the

nei ghbor hood. The whol e drive had been painted with |uck, because they had been too concerned

wat ching for State troopers-probably too calloused, also-to concern thensel ves about what they

t hought was one of their confederates lying on the floor of their car

Doc got out of the car and sat on the running board

“Co on, leme alone a mnute,” he said. “I'll be all right.” He was silent a mnute. “l'mjust
sick. Must be sonmething | ate.”

“I't ain't nothing you ate,” said Ted. “It's sonething they didn't put in you when they nade you.”
“You mean |'ve got no guts?”

“That's it.”

Using a low, guttural, G bney voice, and putting hate and feeling into it, Doc Savage call ed Ted
the thing that G bney probably would have called him

Insulted and ugly, Ted said, “Brother, later on, if you still feel that way, we better talk it
over.” To the other two, Ted snarled, “Conme on! Let himstay here and rot!”

They went away, Ted stanmping his feet on the ground in a rage, the other two wal king silently as
if they were a little worried

Doc Savage got off the running board of the car and followed themsilently. The silent part of it
was hard for a few yards while the weeds were underfoot; then there were no nore weeds. |nstead
there was a sandy beach. The sand was soft and came up into Doc's shoes. Hi gh trees threw bl ack
shadows over part of the sand, but part of it was lighted faintly by a noon that was behind thin
cl ouds. Beyond the distinguishable sand was water creased with very small waves

A big dog, a nonster of noise and notion, was suddenly upon the three nen ahead. They evidently
knew and respected the dog because they were quickly in low trees and cursing the aninmal and its
ancestors and soneone called Charlie, who owned the dog. Charlie came out of a | ow buil ding and

| aughed at them and called off the dog, which paid no attention to Charlie

Charlie had to catch the dog and hold it, and while he was holding it, Doc Savage got ahead of
the party and crouched cl ose to a wi ndow whi ch was open and through which he could see and hear what
went on

The shack was a cabin at the end of a dock

There was a schooner tied to the dock. It was a slightly larger boat than the Four Wnds, on

whi ch Buck Stevens had died

In the shack, on a table, stood two tel ephones and a small radio outfit-transmitting and
receiving. There were half a dozen men in the shack in addition to the three who had just arrived



They | ooked nervous.

“I't was just Ted and the others,” explained Charlie, the man who owned the dog. “Rover was about
to eat a leg off them”

“Where's G bney?” sonmeone asked.

“Back at the car. He's kind of sick.”

“What made hi m sick?”

“He got a close ook at Doc Savage. | guess he took six or seven drinks to get hinself pepped up
to tackling Savage, and seeing the bronze guy that cl ose knocked the |iquor out of himor

sonet hi ng.”

“Did you get Savage out of the way?”

“Well, now, that's a long story,” Ted said. “We framed him and the cops got him But then he
turned around and got away fromthe cops. You see-"

“It's a long story, you say?”

“Wll, yes.”

“Save it, then,” the nman said, “and give it to the boss.”

Ted scowl ed and snarled, “All right if you're too damed busy-"

“You're damed right we're too busy,” said the other. “W've got nore troubles than a centipede
has | egs.”

Ted stared at himuneasily. “Wat do you nean?”

“You know what's happeni ng? They've all made a break for Desnodus Island.” He shot out a worried
arm at the tel ephones. “Reports have been coming in all night. Both Abbetts and that Fred C evenger
hit it for the island first. Then Bullyhide Jones struck out. The others, too. Al of them”

Ted rubbed his jaw. “I think maybe we better get up there ourselves, hadn't we?”

“We figure we'll get orders to do that, any m nute now.”

That seened to conclude the conversational possibilities of the situation. They stood and | ooked
at each other. One of themgot a cigarette out of a package. The crinkling of the Cell ophane wr apper
was | oud.

The man called Charlie said, “Hadn't we better bring Gbney in and see how he is feeling?”

“CGo get him” soneone said.

Charlie went out.

The big dog did not follow Charlie. The animal had snelled Doc Savage. |t approached him It was
a very large animal, a cross between a Dane and possibly a wol f.

Doc Savage stood very still and hoped the chemical treatment he and his five assistants gave

their clothing would serve its purpose. The treatnent consisted of a chemical mxture which had no
noti ceabl e odor to humans, but one which animals found extrenely obnoxi ous. The stuff had been

wor ked out by Mnk, the chemist. He was marketing it under a trade name, selling it as a preparation
for people to use to keep their pets off furniture. The stuff had a peculiar, partly terrorizing
effect on animals, and a dog woul d never bark at it, once he caught the snmell. In devel oping the
stuff Monk had touched on sonething that seemed to arouse a prehistoric fear in the beasts, causing
themto creep away in silence.

The big dog went away from the bronze man, cowering. If it had seen hi mbefore catching the odor,
it would have barked. But now it was silent.

Charlie cane galloping back. “G bney ain't there.”

“Maybe he went down to the beach to slop cold water on his face.”

“Thought of that. He ain't there.”

Ted said, “lI told you he had a big case of knee-knocking. The guy has scrammed. C eared out.”
“What if he tal ks to sonebody?”

“Gbney talk? He won't.” Ted |l eered. “He knows how real the vanpire is!”

LATER, the tel ephone rang, and Charlie listened, said a few words that were inaudible to Doc
Savage's ears, listened sonme nore, then cl apped the receiver down on the hook. “Wiat'd | tell you?”
he said. “That was our orders. We head for Desnpdus |sland.”

“Say-it's a long drive,” a man conpl ai ned.

“We don't drive. W sail.”

The man who had conpl ained enmitted a how of anguish. “Sail! On that boat? | get seasick easy.”

He did sonme nore conplaining to which no one paid attention.

Doc Savage renmined at the wi ndow but turned his head and exami ned the dock that led to the
schooner. He decided that there was too nuch chance of a guard being on the deck of the schooner.
The guard might see himif he tried to get out to the craft via the dock. The water would be better.
He waited at the w ndow because he was interested in the radio transnmitter-receiver on the table,
curious about whether they would leave it or take it. And their further conversation was of
interest, too.

“You figure we can wind the thing up at Desnodus island?” one man asked.

The one who had tal ked over the tel ephone shrugged and said, “l don't figure. That's one thing |
learned in the navy. Let the head guy do the worrying. He's the nonkey who gets paid for it.”

“You think that'll get us clear of Savage?”



“Sure! And what if it doesn't?”

“I't mght make a ot of difference,” the other said dubiously.

“Yeah, and maybe not.”

“You nmean because we got that pair, Mnk and HanP”

“You said it.”

The other was skeptical. “W've had that pair sone tine now. | haven't noticed it slow ng Savage
up any.”

“I't will when he finds Monk Mayfair and takes a | ook at what has happened to him”

“How s he going to find Monk Mayfair?”

“We'll let him O the boss will.”

“Ch,” said the other, “so that's the ideal”

“What do you think of it?”

“Finding a friend of mine in that condition would scare hell out of ne,” the man admitted.

They | ooked around the cabin for objects they might be overlooking, then left the place. The

pl anks of the dock were springy and went up and down enough to nake themwal k in a cauti ous,
straddl e-1 egged way as they went out to the schooner.

They had |l eft the radi o behind.

Doc Savage got the radio out of the shack. It was a battery outfit, and the batteries in the case
made it heavy. It was with great difficulty that he nmanaged to get it out to the schooner, by

swi nm ng under the dock, and on the deck of the craft.

The schooner was quite large and it was very dark. They were puttering with the D esel notor,
having trouble getting it going. Two of the nen had | oosened the hawsers and were standing by.

The man working on the notor cursed the nmachinery at great length and with infinite feeling. “No
use trying to use sails,” he said. “There's a spanking head wind. W'd spend all night beating back
and forth across the Sound.”

Havi ng heard this news, Doc Savage clinbed in a furled sail with the radio. It was the foresail
and was carel essly furled, bagging down on the cabin top at points. It was in one of these bagging
folds that the bronze nan incased hinsel f. The canvas was heavy, uncared for and as hard as a
shingl e.

Soon, they got the Diesel banging |like a Gatling gun that was misfiring, and there was a scranble
to cast off the lines. The schooner took on the vague strange feeling of life that a vessel has in
nmotion, and put out of the harbor. Later, it began to roll slowy, like a log in a sluggish current.
Doc Savage waited until he was sure they were not going to raise the sails, then he arranged the
radio for operation, unsnapping the fasteners and getting out the headset, clanping it to his ears.
The radio was a marine portable, naval, a type devel oped for naval |anding parties, |ight and
powerful, efficient.

He explored the dials with his fingertips, the dial narkings, taking his tinme. Wuat he was

seeking was the transmitter wave-length setting used by Long Tomand Pat. It was his hope that he
coul d contact them Setting the wave length was difficult. Finally, he had to take a chance and
strike a match. Everything seemed to be in order. The set would function on that short a wave

| engt h.

He waited patiently. The breeze was freshening as the boat worked out into the Sound, and soon
there woul d be enough noi se of wind and wave to cover any sounds he nade in calling over the radio.
Doc waited with a finger on the power switch.

BACK in the stern, the man called Charlie got his dog by the scruff of the neck and forced the
animal to lie down. He said, “lI hope G bney doesn't doubl e-cross us.”

“He won't,” a man nuttered. “He's just scared.”

“Suppose he shoul d cone back and try to contact us with that radio you |l eft behind?”

The other snorted. “CGood-by, G bney, in that case.”

“Doesn't he know the radio is a bonb trap for Savage or any of his gang if they should show up?”
“Hell, no!” the man said. “Let G bney get blown out of his clothes. Wat do we care?”

The wind increased in force as they rounded a headl and. It made the boat | ean and brought waves
rushing at themto pound against the hull and toss spray |like cold broken glass across the decks.
The two nen were forced to | ean toward each other to talk, and the |ast of what they had said had
hardly been audi bl e.

Chapter X |. DEATH HAS MANY FI NGERS

PATRI Cl A SAVAGE st opped saying, “Hello, Doc,” and “Cone in, Doc,” into the m crophone of the
radio transmitter in Long Tom Roberts' |aboratory. She switched off the power. Her face was pale.
“No dice,” she said.

Long Tom nuttered, “The police searched himand took his pocket radio before he escaped, so
that's probably why he has not contacted us. But | w sh | knew what had happened to him | w sh |
knew where he was.”

Pat nodded. “If we could only contact himand tell himwe escaped fromthe police and got back to
the city.”



“He knows where to find us.”

Pat | ooked sharply at Long Tom “You think he'd know we would cone here?”

“Yes, | do. For the sake of privacy, | have not advertised that | have this |aboratory. Doc knows
where it is. You didn't know, did you? And the police certainly do not know, nor are they likely to
find it right away.”

“What we've got to do,” Pat said, “is contact Doc.”

G bney said, “He's dead!”

Long Tom whirled on G bney, snarled, “That's the fourth tine you' ve said that! Cut it out!”

“All right,” Gbney said uneasily. “Only you claimed you wanted the truth.”

Pat wal ked over to G bney. Her face was becoming whiter and whiter. She said, “Wat nakes you so
sure, G bney?”

G bney shrugged. “l know sonme of the preparations they have made. Traps everywhere for Savage.

Not ordinary traps, either. That business of framng himfor the nurder of Stover over in Jersey was
an exanple. That wouldn't be called a usual kind of trap, do you think?”

Long Tom nervously anxious to change the subject from danger to Doc Savage, pounced on the
statenent about Stover. “The dead man wasn't Stover!” he snapped.

G bney spread his hands. “You couldn't prove it by ne. | didn't know Stover by sight.”

“Did you kill the man found dead in the Jersey house, where the police were planted?” demanded
Long Tom

“l did not! The vanpire did that!”

“Vanpi re?”

“Yeah, and don't start telling me |'"'mnuts and that there ain't no such thing as vanpires.
Personally, | don't think there is either. O at least, | didn't. But how el se do you explain that

hol e in dead peopl e's heads?”

Long Tom said, “We explained the fiery thing floating through the air pretty well when we rigged
that balloon affair with the electric lights inside it.”

“Maybe.” G bney eyed him “I guess maybe you guys could imtate al nost anything if you wanted to.
You guys can do things, fromwhat | hear.”

“What is this vanmpire?” Long Tom asked.

“Just that-a vanpire.”

“You're lying!”

“Look,” said Gbney with a kind of frightened patience, “I'"mjust telling you what |'ve heard
them say: They say there's a vanpire, and that satisfied me. They weren't the kind of crowd where
you | et your nose grow too long.”

Long Tom exami ned himgrimy. “An actual vanpire, you nean?”

G bney groaned. “You think I'mkidding you. I"'mnot. | know it sounds goofy. | told you they just
tal ked about a vanpire, and they didn't say nothing about it not being real, or about it being real.
They just nentioned that it was going to kill certain people-like Elner the Great, Gscar in

Washi ngton, Buck Stevens and Stover, or whoever it was instead of Stover. They would nention it, and
it woul d happen. Like |I say, | tried to keep nmy nose short. Too many questions got you too nuch
attention.”

Long Tom gave his belt a hitch. “That's a | ong-worded way of saying nothing rmuch.”

Long Tonml s tone was not pleasant. He picked up a length of wire attached to an insul ated handl e,
and G bney turned a shade of green. Horror made his mouth nmove with the nmotions of a fish nmouth.
“Don't!” G bney gasped.

LONG TOM fl ouri shed his sinple-looking electrical gadget grimy. The thing was an affair of a

hi gh-frequency coil, simlar to an ol d-fashioned flivver spark coil, coupled with an interrupter to
make the current nore agoni zing. He had used the gadget to scare-or torture-the man into tal king.
The only lie he had told G bney was that the rheostat control could be stepped up so that the thing
woul d put out a current that would el ectrocute a man.

“Don't!” G bney gasped a second tine.

Long Tom kept an omi nous expression on his face. He had used the thing on G bney-it had not taken
much using-to persuade the man to talk.

He said, “lI don't think you have given us the truth.”

G bney began shaking again. He had trenbled a lot while they were forcing himto talk. “I . . . |
know it don't sound like it,” he said. “But look, |'mjust a guy they hired. Like you would hire a
guy to cone in to do a special job.”

“Hunph!”

“A specialist, see,” Gbney insisted. “You know how it is. You nmake things for electricity, don't

you? You have guys nake you a certain kind of a coil or sonething, but the guys that nake it don't
know what the conpleted machine is going to be |like. They may not even know what you're working on
if you don't tell them That's the way it was with nme. They just hired me and didn't tell ne

not hing.”

“Not hi ng?” Long Tom frowned. “Wat about this Desnbdus place?”

“Desnpdus.” G bney nodded eagerly. “Sure. An island.”



“What makes you so sure it's an island.”

“Ch, |'msure.”

“Ever been there?”

“Why, no,” G bney said, puzzled.

“Listen!” Long Tomtook an om nous step toward G bney. “Do you know what Desnpbdus neans?”
G bney, now that he was caught, was a man of remarkably small courage. He nade vague hand
gestures. “Mean?”

“The word,” Long Tom expl ai ned patiently. “The word ' Desnodus.
“Huh?”

“It's a type of vanpire,” Long Tomsaid. “Look it up sonetine.”

White-faced, G bney said, “You nean it's a kind of vanpire that nmakes holes in people's heads?”
Not hi ng on record would neke a hole simlar to those that had been found in the heads of the dead
men so far, but Long Tomdid not dwell upon the point.

He | ooked at Pat, said, “W don't seemto be able to contact Doc. | suggest we head for Desnodus
Island.” He whirled on G bney. “You're sure you got the location right?”
“Positive,” G bney said eagerly. “Plunb positive. | had it pointed out to ne on a map. They said

if anything ever happened that | got separated fromthem | should go to the island, and there |
woul d be able to make contact again. It's headquarters-the center of the affair.”

Long Tom studi ed the man thoughtfully. He believed G bney was telling the truth.

“But you don't know what is behind it?” he demanded.

“No, | really don't. Really!”

“All of themseemto have been sailors at one tine or another,” Long Tom poi nted out.

“All of themdo that know what it's about,” G bney adnmitted. “There's several guys just working
for them like | was. They ain't been told what's what. They just get paid.”

Long Tomwent to a desk and dug around in an incredible mxture of nmgazi nes, docunents, personal
letters and notes. He came up with an Atlantic-coast chart.

“Show us where it is,” he said.

G bney cane over and indicated the island.

“Blazes, it's renmote enough!” Long Tom said. He bent closer, exam ning the chart. “It doesn't

have a nanme, on the chart. You sure this is the one?” And, when G bney had nodded vehenently, Long
Tom deci ded, “Probably no bigger than your hat.” He turned to Pat. “You ready to head for it? Seens
only thing for us to do.”

G bney said, “They were going to take your two friends, Monk and Ham to the place.”

Long Tom scowl ed at him “You better not be fooling us.”

“I"1l go with you,” Gbney said. “You'll see.”

“No, you won't.” Long Tom was decisive. “lI've had that done to nme before.”
G bney began losing nore color. “You . . . you won't-"

“Don't get excited,” Long Tom advi sed. “We'll just send you to college.”

(Doc Savage's “college” is an unusual institution. Its actual existence, as well as its

wher eabouts, has been kept a secret, as far as possible. There, specialists trained by Doc perform
an invol ved brain operation which wi pes out nmenory of past. Following this, the “student” receives a
course of training, fitting himto earn a good living, and he is taught, incidentally, to hate crine
and crimnals.)

Pat said, “They may know what Doc's plane |ooks like. Let's use mne.

Chapter X Il. HARBOR FOR TROUBLE

THE schooner plowed through a chopping sea, floundering and stubbing its nose agai nst the waves,
digging itself under some of the waves |ike a hog wetting itself in a nud puddle. Only one man was
on deck, and he was westling the wheel.

They were very nuch outside now “Qutside” nmeant out in the sea, in the hard, blustering breath

of the North Atlantic. The waves were short-half as |long as the schooner-and deck-high. The craft
was pitching and rolling, the rigging whacking the masts, the blocks rattling.

The perfectly natural thing happened.

“Damm you down there!” the hel msman yell ed down the after hatch. “Get up here and set some canvas
before this thing rolls her sticks out.”

They came up from bel ow-nen in oilskins, men who did not know nuch about a sailing vessel, nost
of . them They decided to set the foresail first, because it was smaller than the main. They undid
the stops and cursed and wal | owed and ski dded around, hauling the halliards. The big, stiff foresail
bellied out with a sound |ike an awakeni ng thing.

A smal| object that had been in the paunched folds of the sail rattled along the deck.

A man picked it up, looked at it idly, then tossed it overboard.

“What was that?” another nman asked him

“l dunno. Knob off a radio set, |ooked like. | guess sonebody tossed it into the fold of the
sail.”

The set sail steadied the boat and nearly doubled its speed. The wind was a prop agai nst the

craft each time it tried to roll.



“What tine do we get to the island?” a man asked

“Mght make it by dark, if we're lucky.”

The other swore. “The main cabin is sure crowded. Hell, some of us could sleep in the fo'c's'le

if the hatch hadn't cone off during the night and let all that water in there.”

“Danp in the fo'c's'le, is it?”

“Danp? Wet as it is outside.”

“Well, sonebody's got to dunp these sail covers in there.” The sail cover was off the staysail
which was a new sail and therefore had been covered. They gathered it up, worked forward, and one of
themheld up the fo'c's'le hatch while the other dunped the cover inside. They let it lay where it
had fallen, battened the hatch, and went back al ong the deck, sliding and in a hurry to get to the
warnt h of the nain cabin.

Doc Savage was very still and watchful for a while after the sail cover landed in the fo'c's'le

The cover fell a few feet fromwhere he was conceal ed. Then finally he rel axed

It was indeed danp in the fo'c's'le. But he was glad of it. He had | oosened the hatch hinself
during the night, so that the fo'c's'le would get drenched. Being a danp, chilly place, none of the
men woul d stay there. That was the nethod he had taken of preparing a hiding place

Because these nen were sailors, it had been perfectly plain fromthe first that they would lift

the sails when they got out to sea in order to steady the craft

Doc went back to the fairly sinple, but far fromsafe, job of renoving the explosive fromthe
radi o. The explosive was in a glass fruit jar, and it was undoubtedly a mixture of nitric and

sul phuric acid, with a touch of oleum plus toluene. If not, it was something equally violent, and
the quantity was probably enough to denolish the schooner

It still gave Doc a cold feeling to touch the radio. He had conme so close to turning the

apparatus on, without investigating its innards. The expl osive was connected to the receiver switch
Only the strangeness of the radi o apparatus having been left behind had led himto investigate

He got the explosive out safely and kept it for future eventualities. It was the only weapon he
had. The rest of the day was a long wait.

THE i sl and was somewhere off the Maine coast. It was not far off; less than half a mle

It was early night, and bl ack, when they got there

Doc Savage remained in the fo'c's'le and listened to profanity and grunting as they fought with

t he schooner, taking down the sails, and later using the winch. Judging fromthe sounds, they were
warping the craft into sone sort of berth by nmain strength. Once, the boat hit sonmething solid
underneath, and there was a great grinding of wood on rock and sone splintering. But, eventually,
the schooner stopped going up and down and rolling and was on still snmooth water that was made to
pulse only a little by the swell on the sea outside

The men left the schooner. They left with great alacrity, shouting gleefully at other nen on
shore. They were glad to get off the boat. They were as full of spirits as chickens let out of a
henhouse on a spring norning

Doc Savage renmi ned conceal ed until he was sure there was no one |eft aboard. Then he worked
cautiously at the fo'c's'le hatch, found it fastened outside, and noved aft. There was a hold that
snel |l ed of past cargoes of fish, and a cabin rank with |iquor and tobacco odors. The outdoors air
was crisp and noi st against Doc's face when he stepped on deck

He | ooked around.

He was startl ed!

It was as if the schooner lay in a crack in a child s wooden play bl ock, except that the bl ock
was nade of stone and was three or four hundred feet high. After he had studied the place for a
whil e he could see the uneven fornation of the cliff top against what |ight cane fromthe cloudy
ni ght sky.

The island was obviously nostly stone, rugged and sheer, typical of the Miine coast. That mnuch
was cl ear. The cove where the schooner was noored was snall, probably facing the Maine shore, which
could not be far away or the water woul d have been nore turbul ent

He coul d hear voices sonewhere. But there was no |ight

He expl ored one side of the schooner and found nmooring lines that were tight, then a gangpl ank

Not a regul ar gangpl ank, but a long, heavy board that was being used as one

He did not use the gangplank. If there were a posted guard, he would be there. The bronze nan

went back to one of the hawsers which ran ashore. It was as tight as a fiddle string, and he stood
on it, balancing with his outstretched arns, and walked it slowy, |istening

The hard stone island was finally under his feet, and then, alnost simultaneously, a man had a
gun against him Oher nen with guns were very close and nenacing, grimin the glow froma
flashlight which sonmeone sw tched on

Sonmeone stepped close to Doc Savage, took the package Doc was carrying, then searched him

“Not a gun or a knife or anything,” the searcher said, surprised. Then the man opened the

package. “Blast his soul! This is the TNT out of the radio!” The man sounded shocked

“Damm | ucky we caught him” someone nuttered

“Lucky, hell.” The searcher stepped back. “It was planting that capacity alarmat the gangpl ank



and the hawsers that did it.”

(The term“capacity alarnf was explanatory to Doc Savage, and woul d arouse no particul ar

surprise. Doc Savage has made use of these capacity devices in one formor another in many of the
Doc Savage novels. They are neither unusual nor a |aboratory device. In their usual form they
utilize the same aggravating feature which caused old-tine radios to how at inopportune nonments
when the hand was brought near them This squalling was due to body capacity upsetting the tuning
bal ance. A device specifically for alarm purposes has been on the nmarket for sone tine, utilizing a
capacity bridge which, when unbal anced by the approach of a body, actuates a relay which will ring a
bell, turn on lights, or even discharge a gun. This device, incidentally, is one of many of Doc
Savage' s gadgets whi ch have been devel oped for common use since the bronze nman began using themin
fiction. In the instance given in this yarn, the aérial of the capacity alarm which could be wire
al rost too small for the unaided eye to notice, could have been stretched near the hawsers and the
gangpl ank, or even placed a few inches above the earth on twigs. It is not necessary to touch the
aérial; nerely comng into its neighborhood will actuate the capacity-bridge device.)

He gestured with a hand. “Take himup on the hill and hold himfor five mnutes,” he said. “Then
bring himinside.”

THE hill was a bl eak, rocky height, and there was nothing there except a spanking, frigid w nd
and silence. One of the nmen threw light on a watch to nark the beginning of the five mnutes

Al t hough no one spoke, Doc Savage felt reasonably sure of what they were doing. They were rigging
a reception for himdown bel ow.

Anot her | ook at the watch, and the man said, “All right. Tinme's up.”

They went down the stone cliff again. It was not difficult going. They had tied four lines to Doc
Savage's wists and ankles and were hol ding the ends of these, ready to spread-eagle himif he tried
to escape. He did not try. He was curious about what went on here

They descended into a cleft of stone. A hole that was like a well going straight into the earth
There were steps in the stone at first, then a wooden staircase that resounded with ghostly

hol | owness to the tranp of their feet

Doc asked, “What is this?”

“I't used to be the only way of getting to the top of the rock, before they had a landslide,” a
man told himfrankly enough. “Ted's old man built it.”

Ted grow ed, sonewhere near, “Wasn't ny old man. Was ny great-grandfather, the old reprobate.”
“He was a pirate or sonething,” the man said.

“He was no such thing!” Ted said. “He was a wecker. Nobody used to think anybody could clinb to
the top of this rock, or even land on it, but my great-grandfather figured a way and built these
stairs. He used to clinb up here and light a light at nights.”

“And wreck ships,” the other man said

Ted cursed him “All right, wi se guy-you know nore about it than | do. So shut up about it.”

The stairway was indeed very old, Doc Savage saw, being constructed of very substantial beans
that had held their strength down through the years

“I't is remarkably strong,” he remarked

“Sure,” the man said. “Ted's great-grandfather carried his loot up and hid it on top of the rock
It had to be strong.”

They reached the bottom It was not exactly a cave, although it had some of the characteristics
of one. The sea sl oshing against an entrance which was above water nade a grunting and sl avering
noi se, as of sonething large and hungry

A man cane and nmet them “Boss says we nay have to get the schooner the hell away from here
before daylight. Take it over to a harbor on the mainland sonewhere and anchor it.”

“Way's that?” Ted denanded

“Can be seen from shore.”

“Well, hell-1 thought we would have this thing all in the pot and cooked before norning,” Ted
grow ed.

“Maybe. |f we do, we can |leave in the schooner. If we don't, the schooner will have to be taken
away.”

“0 K, O K!I”

Ted was out of hurmor. Sailing the schooner came under the head of |abor, and he was not pleased
He gave Doc Savage a shove
“Cinmb on that submarine,” he ordered

There was undoubt edl y- ast oni shment brought the small, trilling sound from Doc Savage-a submarine
It was not a large one, and a hol e through which a horse could have been | owered had been opened in
the forward deck, about twenty feet fromthe conning tower. The work of a high-explosive shell. A

flash of light froman electric lantern in one of the men's hands showed the German marki ngs on the
under seas craft.

Inside the submarine there were certainly no Germans, however

Doc was jammed down in what had been the crew space

G her prisoners already there included Monk Mayfair and Ham Brooks. Al so Thyra Abbett and her



husband, Al onzo Abbett, Thyra's brother, Fred C evenger, and Bullyhide Jones. Final prisoner was the
scared man, Al bert Lee, who | ooked nore scared than ever.

The prisoners were fastened to stanchions in what had been the crew space, an area begi nning

i mredi ately forward of the control room wth the battery space underneath. It extended to the

t or pedo-room bul khead, part of which had been ripped open by the shell which had opened the hole in
t he deck.

Ham Br ooks gasped, “Doc, |'msure glad to see you!”

The captors seenmed to think that was funny, and three of them | aughed.

Monk Mayfair sat on the floor, one armheld up above his head by the manacle that clanped it to a
berth stanchion. Hs face, when Doc first cane in, was utterly blank, a silly blankness. Then, after
the other men had finished | aughing, Mnk |aughed, too. H's |aughter was horrible and unnatural,
somewhat |ike a turkey gobbling.

Chapter XIV. WEALTH OF THE DOM NO

THE sound Monk had made was hi deous enough to shock everyone into silence. There were exchanged

gl ances, and soneone cocked a revolver uneasily, then let it off cock. The sound was a loud one in
the stillnness.

The man nanmed Ted took the floor. Hi s nmouth was ugly, and he held an autonatic pistol in his

hand, keeping it on safety and twirling it around a forefinger in a rather dramatic fashion which he
obvi ously had practi ced.

He told Doc Savage, “You want to know why you're alive? Wiy the others are alive?”

Doc Savage's response was instant. “Presumably you want sonething you do not have.”

“That's the idea,” Ted said.

“The object,” Doc Savage suggested, “has been referred to as the vanpire's |lunch?”

“Yeah. Only that was just a way of referring toit. It ain't no lunch. It was just wapped up in
a greasy paper, and people got to calling it that. Were is it?”

“Shoul d we know?”

“One of you has it,” Ted growl ed. “That guy called Elner the Great went to your building with it.
When . . . er . . . when the vanpire got after him he hid it by tossing it in one of the
chandeliers. He went back to get it, and-well, the vanpire got him”

Doc said, “The vanpire got himwhen it seenmed he had | ed the way back to the package, eh?”
“l-sure. Sure. What of it?”

“You killed himtoo quick.”

Ted scowl ed. “We didn't kill him The vanpire did.”

“Same thing.”

“It's a hell of a long way fromthe same thing.”

“There was no package in the chandelier where the body was found,” Doc said.

“O K., there wasn't. We know that. We also know that El mer the Great nust have known he was
being followed by the vanpire. He clinbed into the wong chandelier to fool-the thing.”

Doc Savage seened to be giving the affair sone thought.

“l was in Washington,” he said finally.

Ted twirled the automatic pistol dramatically. None of the other prisoners had spoken. The big
dog belonging to Charlie had cone along and was crouched on the floor, eyeing Doc Savage with a ki nd
of mal evol ent fear.

Ted said, “We know you were in Washington.” He indicated Monk and Hamw th the nuzzle of the
automatic. “These two guys got smart and took the package out of the chandelier.”

He pointed the gun at Ham “This one says"-he swuing to point at Mnk-"this one got it.” Ted

scow ed. “But this guy Monk is nuts. W gave hima scare, trying to make hi m cough up the thing, and
he blew his top.”

Doc said, “You must have scared himbadly.”

“I"I'l say we did. But that ain't exactly right,” said Ted sourly. “The vanpire did it. | guess he
did too good a job. Anyway, this Mink is sinple. And I nean sinple! He got away from us-"
“The escape was in Brooklyn, and occurred while | was still in Washington?” Doc interrupted.

“That's it. He got away, and they found himand took himto a hospital. W got to him again

there. W also got his pal, Ham Brooks. W carried themboth out of the hospital. But we didn't find
t hat package-the lunch. We brought them here because it's safe. Nobody knows about this place.” He
turned his head to scow at al nost everyone in the room “Nobody who ain't here now, at any rate.”
Doc Savage said, “Then Monk Mayfair is the only one who knows the whereabouts of this |unch?”

“We figure you know,” Ted said grimy.

“l do not.”

“O. K You find out then. Find out, or you get knocked off.” He waved his gun dramatically. “Find
out, or everybody gets knocked off. And | nean it!”

“That,” Doc said, “explains why you have not killed any of us?”

“That's right.”

DOC SAVAGE wat ched Monk for a while, but his face was without expression. Then he gl anced at Ham



and Ham shrugged slightly, helplessly. Doc Savage did not acknow edge the shrug or acknow edge in
any way that he saw Ham The bronze man turned back to Ted.

“You took the mddle link out of the chain, did you not?” Doc asked.

“Huh?”

“The story did not begin when the vanpire killed Elmer the Geat in the chandelier in ny office
bui I di ng.”

“Ch!” said Ted. “No, it didn't. Not that the other part need bother you.”

“I't mght be better if we went over it.”

“l don't see why.”

Charlie, the man with the dog, snapped, “Look here, Ted, you're wasting tine and telling stuff
that may hang us.”

“Nobody's going to hang,” Ted growed. “And | ain't going to tell himany nore.”

Doc shrugged. “Very well, | cannot help you with the matter of the package in that case.”

“Huh?”

Doc said, “In the beginning, all of you were on a ship naned the Dom no, were you not?”

Ted frowned. He glanced at Al onzo Abbett and scowl ed. He told Doc, “I figured you knew nore than

the rest of us thought you did.”

“When was the Dom no torpedoed?” Doc asked.

“What makes you think it was torpedoed?”

“The fact that the naval authorities would not give out any information concerning the ship. They
would not tell ne it was safe. If it had been safe, they would have said so.”

Ted considered that, his expression saying that he couldn't see how that proved anything. “Three
months and two days ago, | think it was. It happened south of G eenland, where it usually happens.”
“You were torpedoed by this submarine.”

“Yeah. The Domi no was, anyway.”

Charlie snarled, “You ain't telling himnothing-not nuch. Hell |ove a goose!”

It was chilly in the crew space of the submarine. The whol e end of the bow bul khead seenmed open
where the shell had ripped. The clouds nust have thinned out overhead, because there was a trace of
silver moonlight around the hole.

The submarine was full of the odors that submarines have-greases, gas, oil, acid, rubber, sweat,
food. But all of the snells were vague, as if the sub had not been used for a long tinme. Doc noted
that the steelwork was quite rusty in places, and the brass had a thick coat of corrosion.

Doc asked, “How on earth did you capture the submarine? Did the Dom no have a gun? Was that the
way you did it?”

“I't was the way the navy gun crewdid it,” Ted said. “We didn't have anything to do with it.”

“Did you have nuch of a fight taking over the submarine?”

“Hell, no!” Ted said, and chuckl ed. “The Gernmans had a fol ding boat, and sone of themgot in

that. The rest junped overboard in life preservers. W just rowed up and clinbed on board.”

Doc nodded. “You found the sub was not going to sink, so you navigated it to the United States.”
“That's it.”

“But first you got sonething off the Domi no.”

Ted stared at him “So you know that, too?”

It had been a guess. Under the strange circunstances, it had been a |ogical guess, though.

Doc did not say anyt hing.

“We knew what the Domino was carrying,” Ted said finally. “She didn't sink right away. It was
foggy and we abandoned her. She acted as if she was going right down, so everybody got the hell off
in a hurry. Then, after we had captured the submarine, here came the Domino drifting down on us. She

was still sinking, but not fast, and we saw we could board her. What the hell would you have done?”
“How rmuch did you get?” Doc asked.
“We figured around a million,” Ted said. “It was gold, and we ain't sure how rmuch those Turkish

and Greek coins are worth. That was where nost of it had cone from”

THE bronze man was silent, visualizing the scene that had happened in the sea off Greenland. In
peace times it would have been a fantasy and inpossible. But nore hair-raising things than this had
occurred during the war.

He said, “What about the other people off the Dom no?”

There was enough accusation in the bronze man's voice to hurt even a man |ike Ted. Ted | ooked

down at the gun for a while, then put it in his pocket as if he was ashamed of it.

“l told you it was foggy,” he said.

“Did you try to pick themup?”

“Sure, we tried. Hell, there wasn't nothing wong with what we were doing. W were just saving

the Domi no's cargo. W had gone over the submarine, by then, and knew she woul dn't sink. Those
Germans just got scared and abandoned the sub. There were sone torpedoes on board and sone nines,
and | guess they were scared the thing would bl ow up. W were scared, too, until we got rid of the
t or pedoes and mines.”

“You were all quite honest up to then,” Doc said.



“Sure!”

Doc said, “How long did the honesty |ast?”

“Long enough for everybody to have a good think about the mllion in gold.”

“How | ong was that?”

“Few days."”

“So then you cane to the island, here, and hid it,” Doc said

“Sure! Say, who told you all this?”

It was just coming out. But Doc did not tell himso. “You hid it here,” he said

Ted nodded sourly. “Yeah, but we don't know where.”

“You do not know?” There was noticeabl e surprise in Docs voice

“Yeah."”

Charlie snarled, “Go ahead, tell himevery little thing, you dunb toad.”

“Shut up!” Ted told him To Doc, Ted said, “We had Elner the Geat hide it for us.”

“By that time you evidently were not trusting each other?” Doc suggested

“I'"1'l say! We drew lots. Elmer the Great got the short straw. So he hid it. And after that we
took turns watching.”

At this point Charlie emtted a grunt. He sounded as if he had reached the end of his patience
He wheel ed and went out. He came back alnpbst inmmediately with a pair of pliers, which he at once
began enploying to pull the |l ead out of revolver cartridges

“What are you doi ng?” asked Ted

“You nmust be nuts if you think you're getting anywhere,” Charlie told him “Wen you get done
and maybe before, if you ain't done damed quick, |'mgoing to show hi mwhat burning powder will do
to his eyes if he don't talk.”

Monk | ooked at Charlie, and for a noment his eyes were very direct. Then Monk becane
silly-1ooking again

Doc asked Ted, “Way was Elner the Great conming to see ne?”

Ted shrugged. “Ch, he was never in favor of the whole thing in the first place! And he saw t hat
we were splitting up and that part of us were going to get rid of the other half. There were a dozen
of us to begin with. Splitting a mllion dollars a dozen ways ain't as good as splitting it half as
many ways. Elnmer the Great decided there would be killing before it was over, so he lit out for
you.”

“Whi ch caused Elmer the Great to be the first one killed?” Doc asked

“Uh-huh. The vanpire got him"

Doc said, “Wiich brings us once nore to the vanpire.”

Ted ignored that and said, “C evenger, here, and Abbett and Lee threwin with Gscar and Buck
Stevens. They were after it for thensel ves. They thought Bullyhide was with them but he wasn't
That damed M ckey Stool was with them too, but we didn't know that at first. W got wise to him
later on. And we-the vanpire, that is-fixed his clock for him”

“Whi ch again brings us to the vanpire,” Doc said

Ted scow ed. “Nuts!” he said

Charlie snorted. He had found a candl e somewhere, and now he applied a match to the w ck. He had
a handful of dark-gray powder in his left palm

Charlie said, “You know what the npbst sensitive part of the body is? It's the nose. You hold him
and pour sonme powder in his nose and put a match to it. He'll talk, don't think he won't!”

Doc said, “You fellows went to a lot of trouble to build up the | egend about a vanpire. That was
to confuse the police, was it not?”

“You're plunmb wong about that vanpire thing,” Ted told him

Charlie cursed loudly and started forward. He said, “This is enough of this. |'mgoing to work on
him”

Doc changed to the Mayan | anguage, understood by only hinmself and his nen. He said, “Does anyone
know where this map or chart or whatever was in the package is to be found?”

Ham answered in Mayan, “Nobody has the slightest idea. Monk had it, and you can see the way he
is.”

THEY caught Pat and Long Tom then! The capture took place on the lip of the rock, high above the
sem cave crack in the stone in which the submarine had been beached. It was a noisy affair, what
wi th shooting and a guard or two bell owi ng down for assistance

In the course of the disturbance a bullet cane down the stone crack and hit the submarine a
resoundi ng clank directly over the crew space. Al nost immedi ately, another bullet splattered into
t he openi ng whi ch the cannon shell fromthe Domino had made. It ricocheted with a racket |ike two or
three bi g bunbl ebees

Doc Savage enmitted a gulp and fell on his face

He hoped the nen holding the ropes attached to his wists and ankles woul d think he bad been

shot

They did not think so, at first; but later, they did. They junped around, fascinated by the

exci tement above. Finally, two of them handed their ropes to the other two and dashed away.



Doc waited until the two who held the ropes lost their first flush of caution. Then he doubl ed
violently, yanking on the ropes and pulling the nen to him He got hold of the pair and they began
how i ng as he hurt them

Ham did his best to lunge to the end of his manacle and get at a foe. He did not succeed. The foe
ki cked himin the stomach. Ham hung from the handcuff that secured his wist to the bunks, and
turned a mld shade of green.

Monk Mayfair was affected strangely by the fight.

Hi s facial expression got nore wild than it had been, which anyone woul d have said was an
impossibility.

He said, “Fish in the pot. Too many fish in the pot. Ha, ha, ha!” He said sone nobre, but only

that part of it was understandabl e.

Doc Savage di sposed of his two foes by whacking their heads against the deck, then nade for the
control -room bul khead door. The bul khead door was cl osed and rusted in place, but the manhole in the
center of the door was open. He got half through this when soneone behind hi mgrasped one of the
ropes, and tripped him Oher nen sprang upon him and still nore rushed to join the affair.

He saw there were too many for him As soon as he discovered this he changed his tactics,

becomi ng very weak in his fighting. Wenever he matched strength directly with a man, he let the man
overpower him The result was that the men soon got himdown on the floor.

They were proud of thensel ves.

“Did you see nme hold hin?” a nman said inportantly. “I always heard he was as strong as an ox.”

Up above, they seened to have caught Pat and Long Tom

Chapter XV. THE VAWPIRE' S BI TE

LONG TOM S pride was nore battered than his body when they dragged himin, so it was pretty
battered. He tried to get a wist back in joint, stared at Doc Savage and groaned. He said, “I don't
see how they caught us. W were being very careful.”

Two men were holding Pat, and they were trying to be fairly polite to her. Pat was not returning

the favor at all. She nade a lunge, and al nbst succeeded in biting the end off the ear of one of her
captors.
“I"l1l say we were being careful,” she said. “We didn't make a peep of noise. We didn't bunp into

anybody. Al of a sudden there they were, thicker than fleas.”

Ted expanded his chest.

“We did it scientific,” he said. “W got one of those capacity burglar alarns. W got six or
seven of them They were everywhere.”

“Who figured that out?” Pat asked.

“I did,” Ted told her. “Wo else but nme?”

Doc Savage studied the small space between Ted's eyebrows and his hairline. “What were your
duties on the Dom no?” he asked.

“l was an oiler. | oiled the engines. |'ve been an oiler for ten years. Wat about it?”

“Not hi ng,” Doc said.

After |ooking blankly puzzlied for a nmonent, Ted wheel ed and yelled, “Line the two new prisoners
up with the others. W'll get going again.”

Al onzo Abbett said, “You won't have a chance. The people M. Roberts and M ss Savage brought with
themw || have you surrounded in no time.” It was the first time he had spoken.

Hs wife stared at him “Shut up!” she said. “Shut up! Wat are you trying to do?”

Ted turned to them He grow ed, “Look-1've got nen out watching, and don't think | haven't. W
won't get sneaked up on.”

But the worry had been planted in his mnd, and the growth of it was alnpst visible in his brain.
The state of his mind was illustrated nore than anything el se by the shapes which his nouth
made-fierce shapes at first, then defiant ones, then unsure, and finally, desperation. The |ast
shape was one of resolution to do something.

“Divide the prisoners,” he barked.

“How you nmean?” asked one of his men.

“Take Savage and his four friends into the aft crew space,” Ted ordered. “Keep the others here.”
“But-"

“The vanpire may want to work on them ™ Ted snapped. “Get going!”

“Ch!” a man said nost expressively.

The aft crew space was | ocated above the notor room so there was not nmuch head cl earance. The
ventilation was not good, either. Water which had entered the hull had risen high enough to cover
about half of the floor, fromthe stern bul khead forward. There were signs that the water had risen
sonewhat hi gher, although no nore than three or four feet higher, during other tides. Doc Savage
reflected nmentally that this was about the hour of high tide here, and so the water probably would
rise no higher this tinme.

The illum nation was very poor, being furnished by an electric |lantern outside the bul khead door.
Ted was advancing into a hysterical excitenent. “Hold them” he warned his nen, “until we get the
handcuffs in here.”



There was no foolishness about the handcuffs with which they were fastened to the stanchions. The
manacl es were good police equipnent, solidly efficient, secured with | ocks.

Ted was trenbling now. A man told him “You better take it easy, boss. This thing is hard on the
nerves.”

But he withdrew fromthe crew space. The others, having handcuffed Doc, Long Tom Monk, Ham and
Pat securely, also withdrew. The crew space had an odor that was not pleasant. A past tide had
deposited a dead fish, or sone simlarly scented article, under the floor grille.

There foll owed a general pause, a wait for whatever was to happen.

Ham said, “This is about the end of it. If we're going to do anything, we better do it now”

Pat asked, “What will they do?”

“Turn their vanpire | oose on us.”

“Conpl ete with strange reddish thing floating in air?” Pat asked, trying to sound |ight.

Doc said, “They may try that. There is no telling.”

The bronze man | ooked at the door thoughtfully.

THEY did try it! But Ted scranbled into the conpartnment first and snarled, “All right. Here it
comes! | can shut that bul khead door and keep it out, but you gotta talk. Tell us where the stuff is
hi dden.”

No one sai d anyt hi ng.

To inmpress them Ted pointed at Monk. “You see the way he is? Well, he got that way from watching
the vanpire get rid of Buck Stevens on the Four Wnds.”

Doc said skeptically, “But Buck Stevens was supposed to have been killed |l ong after Mnk was

af fected. When | visited the Four Wnds tied to the dock in Gty Island, the vanpire-”

“That was just a show for you,” Ted grow ed. “Buck Stevens was dead before that. W |et Mnk

wat ch what happened to Buck. We figured Monk would talk after that. But the guy went nuts and has
been nuts ever since.”

There was a sound forward. One of the men barked out in fear, or what sounded |like fear. There
was a general scranble to get away fromthe bul khead door.

Ted barked, “You've waited too long! It's too late, now” He nade a dash for the bul khead.

There was a kind of hideous red |um nance outlined by the door, and Ted seermed to deci de he was
too late. He dodged to the right and flattened agai nst the bul khead as if he hoped the thing that
was com ng woul d not see him

The obj ect appeared in the bul khead opening. They had extinguished the lights-or the man who had
held the light had fled with it-and there was no illum nation except that which cane fromthe object
itself. This was pale.

The obj ect was | arge enough that it had difficulty getting in through the bul khead opening. Its
novenents seened sonmewhat w thout purpose, nuch as if the thing was guided by a mnd, but a mnd
whi ch was not at all tinmes connected with its body and its purpose. It finally nanaged to get

t hrough the door.

Light fromthe object was pale, weird in quality, and was an emanation fromthe thing rather than
areflected light, or alight fromwithin. It was a phosphorescent type of |ight, and doubtlessly
cane fromchem cals sneared on the garnment, which seened to be a robe. The | um nous cheni cal was
applied only in spots, so that the weird effect was enhanced.

But the whole effect was inpressive enough that Doc Savage's voice, when he spoke, was a
startling break.

Doc spoke in Myan.

He said, “Mnk, you had better stop playing crazy and co-operate.”

Monk, in a perfectly rational Muyan, said, “So | was thinking. Wiat'll | do, though?”

Doc said, “Say something rational in English. Something that will decoy the thing to you. Then
try to kick it toward ne. W may be able to surprise it.”

“Sure!” Mnk agreed.

In an utterly astonished tone-it was a wonder she renenbered to speak in Mayan-Pat said, “Since
when wasn't Monk crazy?”

Monk answered that hinself in Mayan.

“Since all the tinme,” he said.

“What was the idea?”

“Do you think | wanted that blasted Charlie burning gunpowder in nmy nose?” Monk demanded. “As
long as they figured | was a crazy man they didn't torture nme. In fact, they treated nme swell and
tried to cure ne of being crazy, so they could torture ne.”

Monk changed to English. He had been nunbling the Mayan so that it sounded nore or less a

gi bberish. But now he recoiled fromthe |um nous thing that had cone into the room and spoke.
“Keep away from me!” Monk bl eat ed.

It was a perfectly sane request, and normal under the circunstances.

The | um nous object went and stood in front of Monk. It bent forward to ascertain whether Mnk
had been scared back into a normal condition.

Monk convul sed |i ke an acrobat doing a shoul der stand and kicked the thing with both feet!



THE thing gave a perfectly human squawk and fl oundered backward. It was good cue work on Monk's
part; the kicked man | anded in Doc's possession. Doc caught hi mbetween his knees-his wists and
ankl es were both handcuffed-and tw sted. He banged the victimagainst the steel floor, hauled him
cl ose and managed to get his hands on an object beneath the chemically treated robe.

Doc obt ai ned possession of the object. Doc seened to know exactly what he would find, and when he
had his hands on it he ended the fight. He gave his victiman extra-hard rap against the floor. The
man inside the vanpire robe becane sensel ess.

“Let himlie there,” Doc said. “W can't bother dragging himaround with us. W can cone back for
him?”

This remark seened premature, to say the | east, because they were all manacled with steel, hand
and foot.

The obj ect Doc had taken fromthe man in the robe was a conplicated contrivance with sone of the
appearance of a blow torch, but far from being as sinple.

He turned the thing on his | eg nanacles.

Heat cane out of it. Terrific heat. Tiny globules of chem cal so hot that they burned through his
| eg manacl es instantly, separating the |inks.

The noi se had attracted attention. Ted was trying to cone in through the door. Doc flicked the
device at him and the incredibly hot chem cal globules sailed through the air, I anding on steel and
mel ting through the netal as if hot |ead were being dropped on thin ice. Ted how ed and fl ed.

Doc used the thing on his wists. It was a little difficult.

Then he went to Monk, Long Tom and Pat and rel eased them

Pat watched the device nmelt through her manacles in startled fascination.

“What is that thing?” she denanded.

Monk, the chenmist, said, “It's a thermte torch.”

“Thermte torch?” Pat said. “Ch!”

(Thermite is one of the scientific discoveries which received its inpetus in wartine. It was

di scovered by Dr. Hans Gol dschm dt, of Essen, Germany, about 1895, during experinents with chrom um
and manganese. He found how to ignite a m xture of alum num powder and iron oxide, using a

bari um peroxi de fuse which could be ignited with a match. Later magnesi um powder or ribbons were
used for ignition.

Three comon varieties of thermte used are called plain thernmite, railroad thernmte and
cast-iron thermite, which contain snall percentages of nickel, nmanganese and mld steel punchings,
or ferrosilicon.

I'n burning, these m xtures generate the incredible heat of 2,300 degrees to 2,700 degrees. The
stuff was used in incendiary bonbs during World War |, and has since been devel oped to a great
degr ee.

The great peacetinme use of thermte is in welding, and it was a sinple formof thermte wel ding
outfit which Doc had found.)

Long Tomgrow ed, “So that's the way they made those holes in the heads of the nmen they killed.”
Doc said, “Cone on.” He lunged toward the stern, seized the fastener dogs of the hatch that |ed
to the torpedo roomand, fromthere, scranbled out on deck.

It was very dark outside, except for a flashlight beam whi ch sonmeone near the bow was wavi ng
around |like a great white stick.

Monk crawl ed out on deck behind Doc. He said, “Watch!” He had found a wench sonewhere. He threw
it. The flashlight junmped high in the air, and the man who was holding it shrieked as he fell off
the beached bow of the submarine.

Doc ran forward, scranbled up to the nain hatch, boosted it shut, and put a drop of thernmite on
the edge. The fabul ously hot stuff effectively welded the hatch shut.

Monk, Ham and Long Tom were fighting the forward hatches, getting them shut. Doc foll owed them
up, using the thermte sparingly. The stuff had not run out by the tine he got the |ast hatch
seal ed.

He said, “There is one hatch to the rear-the one we cane through. See if you can go in through
it, and get hold of the fell ow who was playing vanpire.”

Monk grow ed, “Wth nmuch pl easure!”

He went away.

A shot canme down from above. It was quite accurate. The bronze man and his aids could be

di sti ngui shed by the glow fromthe white-hot welds on the hatch rins. Doc, Pat and Long Tom
scranbl ed hastily to the shelter of the conning tower, such as it was.

Doc said, “Long Tom can you work out to the shore and do sone yelling? Make them think you are
an attacking party?”

“IUIT try.”

Long Tom crawl ed away. They coul d hear sounds that were evidently made by Monk. They canme from
inside the submarine, and they were fight sounds.

Pat excl ai ned, “They've caught Mnk!”

Doc hurried aft, Pat galloping after him The fight sounds inside the sub grew | ouder.



It did not sound as if anyone had caught Mnk. The contrary, rather. The yells of pain were not
in Mnk's voice.

“The big dope!” Pat gasped. “He's started a fight. He'd rather fight than eat. But he hasn't a
chance.”

I mredi ately, there were shots bel ow deck. They sounded hollow, as if soneone was coughing into a
jug. Five of the blasts. Soneone had enptied a revol ver.

Monk was crawl i ng out of the hatch when they reached him He got out, spraw ed on the steel

pl at es.

“Help me . . . close . . . the hatch,” he gasped.

They got the hatch shut.

FROM far away in the darkness cane a voice that was the best Long Tom could do at disguising his
shout .

“Savage, where do you want these coast-guard nmen?” Long Tom bel | owed.

“CGet themaround to the other side,” Doc shouted. Echoes thunped ominously fromthe big voice he
was using. “There is a schooner around there. Watch it.”

Long Tom said, “Damm it, we haven't any nen around there!” He shouted to inaginary hel pers to get
the hell around and watch that schooner. He was giving the men above a chance to flee.

Al nost i mmedi ately, there were flight noises fromabove. No nobre shots canme down.

Pat said, “He scared themoff. They're running!”

Monk nade a wheezi ng noi se.

“Monk!” Pat gasped. “You're hurt!”

“I't don't hurt so nmuch yet,” Mnk said with difficulty. “But it sure makes a funny-shaped wart.”
“You're shot?”

“Lightly, yes.”

“What do you nean, lightly?”

“The danged bull et just stuck in ny hide.”

Ham sprang forward and ran his fingers over Monk. He struck a match.

Rel i ef nade Ham burst into | aughter.

“l always knew you had a thick hide,” Ham chortled. “Look here, Doc. Believe it or not, the

bull et stuck in Mnk's hide. It didn't even go through.”

There was poundi ng on the underside of the deck.

Doc hammered an answer with a heel, then asked, “Wat do you want?”

They wanted out, they said, and they were willing to cone out mnus their weapons.

Pat said, “We better let themthink it over until daylight.”

Monk grunted quickly. “No! Let them out now. ”

“\ihy 2"

Monk said, “Alonzo Abbett is dead, and | don't see any sense of letting those fellows give Ms.
Abbett their version of the thing.”

Al onzo Abbett was, as Monk had said, dead. He was dead in the stern crew space. There was nho
trace of the robe affair that had been treated with chem cals, the thing which had forned part of
the vanpire disguise.

Pat said, “Straighten this whole thing out for nme, sonebody. Just what happened? How did it all
cone about? |'m confused.”

Monk took a deep breath. “I think | got nost of the details,” he said.

“Co ahead and summarize it,” Pat said.

“THERE was a cargo ship named the Domi no,” Mnk said. “The Dom no was torpedoed by an eneny
submarine. But the Domino had a deck gun, and she put a shell in the subnmarine. The submari ne was

| oaded with mines and torpedoes, so the crew got scared and abandoned her. But the sub didn't bl ow
up or sink. Some of the Dom no's crew boarded the submarine, then went back and got a lot of gold
of f the Domino before she sank.”

Monk paused and grinaced. The spot where he had been shot was hurting him

“They transferred a million dollars' worth of gold fromthe Donmino to the submarine,” the chem st
continued. “They decided to steal it. So they cane to this island and hid the gold. They didn't
trust each other. So it was agreed that one nman woul d hide the gold. He would be the only man who
knew where it was. The others would watch him The man who hid it was Elnmer the Geat, and he was an

awful coward. | guess the others figured he wouldn't have the nerve to steal the gold hinself.
“The thing you woul d expect happened: Elner the G eat nade a map. Everybody started trying to
steal it fromhim or take it by force. The map was very small. But Elnmer the Great had sealed it

inside four different wappers. On these wappers were seals of wax with the fingerprints of all the
men who had their greedy hands in the thing. That way, you see, no one man or conbination of nen
woul d secretly open the package, they figured. It made the map a bul ky thing, though.

“Elmer the Great got afraid,” Mnk continued, “and he cane to Doc Savage. He was killed by this
vanpire thing; but before that happened, he nanaged to hide the map in the chandelier. You know how
that happened.”



Pat said, “The vanpire-it was silly. Wiy use such a goofy nurder nethod?”

Monk shrugged. “You had to know El mer the Great to understand how that began. He had a horror of
vanpires. They used to kid himby telling awful, bloody stories about vanpires-the ones in South
Anerica that you can't feel and which suck the bl ood out of you. Once, Elner the Geat fainted after
one of the stories. So this nasternmnd started out by scaring Elmer with the vanpire stuff. El ner
really knew it was a fake, but that didn't keep it fromscaring him He couldn't help it.”

“But they kept on with the vanpire stuff after Elnmer the Great was dead,” Pat said.

“Sure! It was a disguise, then. Al these men were fighting to get that gold, you understand. One
of themwas playing vanpire, and he didn't want the others to know his identity. A disguise, see?”
“Strange,” Pat said thoughtfully. “But | guess it happened that way.”

Monk grinaced violently.

“It ain't as strange,” the homely chem st said uneasily, “as I'mgoing to feel if nmy stomach is
abl e to digest rubber.”

Ham stared at Mnk. “1 believe our good and honely friend is nuts after all.” Ham shook his head.
“Di gesting rubber! Wat the dickens!”

“That map of theirs,” Mink said. “That's where | hid it.”

“Where?”

“In my fountain pen. | mean in the little rubber sack that holds the ink in a fountain pen.”
“Huh?”

“l put the map init-it's a very small map-and tied a knot in the end of the sack, then swall owed
it,” Monk explained. “Heck, it wasn't very sanitary. But it was the best | could think of under the
ci rcunst ances.”

Ham began | aughi ng again. “You had better cough it up,” he said.

DOC SAVAGE was not |aughing, later in the day, after Monk had produced the tiny chart by the
judi cious use of a forefinger down his throat and they had finally spotted the noney. It was in
wooden boxes and did not have the bulk one woul d expect of that nuch noney.

“Monk, " Doc said, “your plan is to keep Ms. Abbett from knowi ng her husband was the vanpire
killer?”

“Er . . . sure!” Monk said uneasily.
“Exactly how did Abbett happen to get killed?”
Monk was unconfortable. “Well . . . er . . . they started shooting at ne, and I . . . er

Abbett happened to be between nme and them”

“You were holding himthere, of course.”

“l guess maybe | was,” Monk admtted. He tried to change the subject by touching the spot where

Doc had extracted the bullet fromhis hide. “Wwo would have thought a revolver bullet would go clear
t hrough Abbett? | didn't know those guns shot that hard.”

This was an untruth. Mnk knew a great deal about what bullets would do.

Doc said, “You did not, by chance, go to all that trouble to get Abbett killed.”

“Why should | do such a thing?” Mnk asked innocently.

“So his wife would not know he was a killer.”

Monk could tell an excellent lie on occasions. “The very idea!” he said. “Wy would | do that?”
Ham Br ooks had been listening. “You m ght have thought she woul d nake a very attractive w dow,”

he said.

Monk grinned. “Wy, a thing |like that woul d never enter ny head!” he said.

“Naturally,” Ham said. “Naturally-you liar!”

Monk tried to change the subject. He cast around for something to distract them and picked up a
newspaper. |t was a paper soneone had brought fromthe village.

Monk tapped the paper, said, “Look here, fellows. Here's a strange story about a bank robbery. In
Mexi co. O d Mexico. Atown north of Mexico City. Big bank there, robbed. A lot of dough taken. And
there was the strangest kind of a |aughing noise that seemed to make a | ot of people frightened and
unconsci ous.”

Ham snorted. Then he | aughed. “Nobody bl anes you for what you did to Abbett,” he said.

Monk grinned. “She does make a pretty wi dow, doesn't she?”

Ham Br ooks made a ni stake when he casually passed up the item about the weird | aughter and the
robbed bank in Mexico. Because the fantastic thing was soon to becone very inportant to them It was
to smash down on themw th death and destruction, with the nmost incredibly unsol vabl e-and
frightening-nystery. It was to lead to “The Laugh of Death,” which is the thrilling adventure novel
in next month's Doc Savage Magazi ne.

THE END



