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Chapter |. Bl RM NGHAM JONES
THE | ong, many-wi ndowed buil ding was | ocated in al nost primeval w | derness. The sonber-I ooki ng
mount ai ns of up-state New York rose around it, gaunt like in the night gloom The building | ooked
like a nodern city institution transplanted to a quiet spot, where, especially at this hour of the
ni ght, nothing could possibly ever happen.
There were the soft night sounds of little animals in the surrounding woods. A solitary dimlight
burned in what was perhaps an office of the hospital-type edifice. There was deep silence, an air of
cal mess everywhere. A rabbit scurried silently across the single dusty road that wound up to the
pl ace.
It | ooked as though nothing of inportance could ever happen in such a wilderness setting.
But because a man naned Birm ngham Jones was housed within the walls of the building, a whole |ot
of trouble was going to take place. At |least, this seened to be the opinion of the two shadowy nen
who crouched in deep shrubs bordering a flat expanse of snmooth | awn behind the buil ding.
Both nen wore clothes that | ooked as though they had been ripped and frayed by passing through
assorted thorns and brush. Both had faces that m ght have been bruised in the same manner—enly the
scars were old and had been collected over a long period of years, obviously.
Bot h kept watching the walls of the building that | ooned so close to them Wndows in those
straight walls were barred with heavy iron.
One nman whi spered to his partner, "It's the fourth window fromthe |left-hand wall angle. Third
floor."
"You' re sure about that, Pinky?"
"Damm right. You ever hear of the boss naking m stakes?"
Apparently the other had not. "No, but | wanna nake sure you're correct. Hell, if we ever make a
m st ake—
"There ain't no mistake about this," said the one named Pinky. "Here."
He passed his hard-I|ooking partner sonething white, wapped around a stone. He notioned to the
wi ndow not far away.
"The boss," Pinky said, "picked you for this job special, because you've thrown enough bonbs in
your day to be good. That note's got to land in Birm nghamis room The |ower sash is raised. See it?
Now, get going!"
The ot her paused a nonent.
"Look, you sure this note tells Birm ngham Jones everything he's to do?"
Pi nky nodded inpatiently. "Yeah, sure. In five mnutes, he gets out. He gets sprung. Right
through that building corner that ain't gonna be any nore!"
Both nen, at the words, consulted their watches. "Four minutes and a half," snapped Pinky
worriedly. "You better hurry."
H s partner drifted silently toward the base of the building wall. A dozen feet away, he took
careful aim threw the paper-w apped mssile in an overhand swi ng.
The obj ect passed neatly between the iron bars of the window that Pinky had shortly before
indicated. Fromthe room beyond, there was the faintest of thunps audible out here in the peaceful,
war m ni ght .
The man faded back toward the bushes where Pinky was waiting.
"Look!" Pinky said suddenly.
Both nen saw the brief wave of a hand fromthe second-floor room They turned and ducked beneath
the enshrouding trees. A half nonment |later they reached the dusty, narrow roadway and took out for



points distant as though the very devil were after them

And three and a half nonments later, the devil did seemto appear.

First, there was the peculiar whining sound, like wi nd blow ng through guide wires on a towering
wirel ess-station antenna.

The hobgoblin of a thing that followed the whining sound streaked down out of the night sky with
the wild speed of a diving pursuit plane. Only no plane had ever traveled as fast as the

pecul i ar - shaped obj ect.

It might have been a long, lean barrel. Astride it was a vague formthat appeared like a
scarecrow with fl apping arms.

One nonent the flying apparition was a quarter of a mle away. The next it clipped the corner of
the building wall that had been indicated by Pinky.

It sounded as though a part of the war in Europe had suddenly been noved to the wil derness of
up-state New York. At least, that's the noise the flying thing made as it struck the building
corner. That part of the place started falling down.

FAR down the dusty road, fromwhere their car was protected and conceal ed beneath | ow hangi ng
trees, Pinky grabbed the thick armof his partner and grinned. He | ooked happy at the sound of the
expl osi ons that were com ng fromback up the road.

"Right on the nose," he remarked, consulting his watch. "The boss sure don't miss on timng."

H s partner |ooked | ess confident. "Maybe that thing killed Birm ngham "

Pi nky shook his head. "Naw. Bet you he'll be along in a couple minutes—f he reads that nessage
right."
H s thickset partner gave hima questioning |ook. "You nmean Birmi ngham s still foggy?"

Pi nky nodded.

"That tricky brain operation which that Doc Savage guy uses on crooks at his college didn't quite
cone off in Birmngham's case. Sure, he's forgotten all about what he ever did in the past; but
that's all. We're springing himright at a time when he'll make a swell front for the boss. |
understand he's just like a trained seal. He'll do anything you tell himand no questions asked."
Bot h nmen had clinbed out of the car and were now watchi ng back down the sel domused road.

"But," objected Pinky's partner, "I understood that when Doc Savage got through with these
patients of his that they stopped being crooks?"

Pi nky | aughed harshly.

"Sure, they do. But they weren't through with Birm ngham Jones yet. And there's sonething else."
"El se?"

Pi nky nodded. "Birm ngham got conked on the head by one of Dillinger's boys sone years back.
Seens, therefore, this Doc Savage outfit couldn't quite cure Birm ngham of being a crook. Also, he
still likes to kill people. That's how Doc Savage first happened to send himup to his college."
The other man whistl ed.

The "coll ege" referred to was an institution established by Doc Savage—known as the Man of

Br onze—where crooks caught by the bronze man and his aids were sent to undergo delicate brain
operati ons devised by Doc Savage hinself.

The operations, in nost cases, w ped out all menories of the patients' past. They were then
fitted for worth-while work in a social world that woul d again accept them

But in the case of Birm ngham Jones, apparently, only about half of the experinent had been
successful, according to Pinky's remarks.

He started to say, "If everything's gone O K., Birm ngham Jones shoul d be—=

He cl anped his jaw shut, stared narrowy at the tall, well-dressed man who stepped out of the
woods al nost directly in his path.

Both Pinky and his partner went for their shoul der hol sters.

And bot h paused, gawking at the automatic which appeared miracul ousl y—and swiftly—n the hands of
the tall, dark-haired man.

The stranger had snooth features, a fairly large mouth and eyes that were gray. They were
peculiar eyes. Peculiar in the fact that, when you net their unblinking regard, you felt a funny
feeling al ong your spine.

"I like to kill people,"” said the stranger. "l get a kick out of it. I'd just as well kill you
two punks. But the note said you were to take me to Valentine."

Pi nky gul ped. Hi s partner junped.

"Gosh bl azes!" said Pinky. "Are you Birm ngham Jones?"

The tall, dark man's features showed no expression. "So they informme," he said. "And the note
that canme through the wi ndow was addressed to nme. So | escaped when the explosion came. | was to
come here. Were's this guy Val entine?"

Pi nky was suddenly gripping the tall man's arm hurrying himtoward the car.

"Brother," he said happily, "for a guy who forgets all about the past, you sure follow orders
nicely! You're gonna get along with Valentine O K"

Bi r m ngham Jones put his automatic away, clinbed into the back seat of the waiting sedan and
remar ked, "Wo's Val entine?"

Pi nky sighed, pausing in his novenent at clinbing behind the wheel of the car.



"Look," he explained, "you got the first letter we snmuggled into that college to you?"

Tal | Bi rm ngham Jones nodded.

"And you want to work for a guy who's got plenty of chips?"

"Natural ly."

"Well, Valentine's the gent who's arranged all this for you. You can be a big shot now. You're
gonna be bigger than Pretty Boy Floyd, or Scarface Nelson, or—=

Pinky had finally started up, his partner seated beside him

"Who were they?" asked Birmi ngham Jones.

Pi nky swal |l owed hard. "Hell!" he gasped. "You rubbed out about three guys when you were a nenber
of one of them nobs!"

"How ni ce," remarked Birm ngham casually. "Wo do | rub out now?"

Pi nky nudged his partner, whispering beneath the notor hum of the noving car, "Foggy. He's still
foggy. "

And to the man in the rear seat, in a loud voice. "Brother, maybe there'll be plenty for you to
take care of. The boss has a lot on the fire. Big stuff. He—=

Pi nky turned around a second, frowned when he saw that Birm ngham Jones was not apparently
listening. Instead, the well-dressed man was grinning about sonething as he exani ned the gun which
he again held in his hands.

"What you smiling about?" Pinky asked cautiously.

"l was just thinking about that explosion back there at the college. It was good. Three guards

were still under the snmashed brick wall when | wal ked out. | got this gat fromone of them"

He put the gun away again, asked, "Well, what's ny first job? Wat does this Valentine want nme to
do first?"

The grin returned to Pinky's hard face.

"Birm ngham " he said, "it's a swell assignnent. First, you gotta grab the girl."

"What girl?"

"The girl that saw Gscar."

"Cscar who?"

Pi nky | aughed hard. "GOscar's the fell ow who hel ped you get out of the college, brother." H's face
sobered again. "And this girl, this Honey Sanders, she saw Gscar. Al so, the boss figures maybe she
got some clue to him So now you gotta grab this person named Honey Sanders."

"Wer e?"

"Down near New York, a place called Sleepy Hollow That's where that |Ichabod Crane, the headl ess
horseman, used to hang out. Renenber hin®?"

Bi r mi ngham Jones shook his head. "Never heard of him" he remarked absently. "Thought they gave
themthe chair in New York State. How d the guy | ose his head?"

Pi nky how ed, al nost doubling up with l|aughter over the steering wheel.

"Maybe," he said finally, "Honey Sanders can answer that one for you."

Chapter 11. GOBLIN IN SLEEPY HOLLOW

APPROXI MATELY two hundred niles south of where Birm ngham Jones was riding with his two rescuers,
two other nmen were driving in an open car. It was fifteen minutes past mdnight, just a quarter of
an hour since the strange explosion had taken place at the "coll ege" of Doc Savage, up-state.

Nei t her of these two, naturally, knew about the weird occurrence at Doc Savage's institution. But
they did seemto know sonething about a girl named Honey Sanders.

The man who was not driving—a | ean-waisted, nattily dressed fellow with fairly good-I ooki ng
features—hel d a newspaper spread across his knees. He was reading the paper by aid of the dashboard
light in the roadster.

"It says," he said, "that this girl Honey Sanders |lives here in Sleepy Hollow Manor, near
Tarrytown. And the guy back there at the last gas station informed us to take the first |eft
turn-off fromthe Post Road. So this must be right."

"If it is, | still won't believe it!" said the one behind the wheel. "Just because you said so, |
won't believe it!"

The speaker had shoul ders half the width of the car seat, a flat head that squatted, seem ngly,
right atop those shoul ders, and a scarred face made to frighten old | adies. Gddly, he |ooked |ike an
ape; an ape in a human's cl ot hing.

The fashionably dressed man kept addressing himas Mnk.

"Listen," the one nanmed Monk added, "read them headlines over again. |f you' ve nmade a nmi st ake,

I m gonna whack you so hard on the head that you'll have these cushion springs for curls.”

The dapper-1ooking man with the paper on his knees nmerely glared at the driver. Then he started
reading fromthe headlines. He said:

"This Honey Sanders, it appears, saw the apparition |last night, here in Sleepy Hollow She was

wal ki ng down near the river when sonething passed over her head. As she told reporters, the only
thing she could think of was the headl ess horseman—that guy nade fanous in Irving's 'Legend of

Sl eepy Hol [ ow. " "

Monk squinted at his compani on. "You nean that |chabod What' s-his-nanme?"

"l chabod Crane, you dope!" snapped the well-dressed man.



"And so?" prodded Monk, the driver of the car.

"It seens she was frightened terribly as she told reporters about the strange thing flying
through the air. And now, today, the paper goes on to say that she has nysteriously disappeared.”
Monk snorted. "Look, Ham you shyster, | already know all that. What | wanna know is: Wat was
that address of Honey Sanders'? You sure this is the right place?"

The man cal | ed Ham si ghed.

"Yes," he said crisply. "lIt's right here—Shady Lane, in Sleepy Hollow Manor. And this is the
right road. It's supposed to be a little cottage down at the end of this wi nding | ane."

Ham settl ed back, watching the shaded | ane the car was traversing. They had passed no houses
since leaving the well-travel ed Post Road.

The | ane dropped down through a hollow danp with the nearness of a stagnant-I|ooking pond. A

bul | frog croaked somewhere out on the water. Thick silence otherw se pressed down over the |onely
spot .

Hairy Monk asked, "This where that headl ess horseman guy used to hang out?"

Ham nodded. "Yes. This is Sleepy Hol | ow. "

Swi ngi ng abruptly away from the wheel, disregarding the narrow roadway ahead, Mnk started to say
sonet hing. "Bl azes—

But he broke off, his little eyes jerking to the sky overhead. The car stalled as Mnk's foot
smashed down on the brake.

From out of the night sky, a weird, thin whining sound had cone. It increased swiftly, devel oping
wi thin seconds into a keening shrill whistle that hurt the eardruns.

Monk, staring out of popping eyes, denanded |oudly, "Gosham ghty, what was that?"

In the next second, sonething ripped furiously through the trees overhead. A breeze swooped down
and fanned the two men's heads. Loosened | eaves cascaded around themlike falling snow during a
blizzard. The shrill whining sound faded.

Monk and Ham were both staring, w de-eyed, at the great swath cut through the tops of the trees.
It was as though a giant scythe m ght have neatly cut a pathway a yard wi de through the treetops.
Sormehow, Monk got the car started, slammed through the speeds, swung the machine around in the
narrow roadway and headed, recklessly, back toward the Post Road whi ch passed through near by
Tarryt own.

Ham the well-dressed one, yelled above the notor roar, "Wat's wong with you, ape?"

"Bl asted spook, that's what it was!" Mnk piped. "Didn't you see it?"

" See what ?"

Monk's smal|l eyes were centered on the winding road. He was sending the car hurtling along at
close to sixty.

"The danged hobgoblin riding the barrel that shot through the trees!" Suddenly Mnk's nassive
hand cracked down on the wheel and he let out a whoop. "That's who it was! |chabod—the guy w thout a
head. Saw himplain as day riding that thing through the sky!"

Ham was frowning. "Now |isten— he started, and got no further.

For at the tremendous speed at which they were traveling, they had quickly reached the main

hi ghway again. Wthout even letting up on the gas, Mnk wheel ed the car out onto the w de Post Road,
cut south, opened up on the throttle.

Luckily at the noment and because of the hour, there was no traffic. A good mle stretch of open
hi ghway opened up before them Mnk was driving |ike a denon.

The weird whining sound came down out of the sky again.

Ham clinging to his hat, rose hal fway out of the seat and stared, goggle-eyed, into the heavens.
The thing, which noved with the speed of a flashing conet, dropped down | ow over the racing car. Ham
had a glinpse of sonmething that |ooked like a long, thin barrel with a vague formsitting astride
it.

Bef ore he coul d study the uncanny-1|ooking object closer, he threw hinmself lowin the seat and
yelled, "Look out!"

The thin whining sound was next a screech directly over their heads. There was sonething like a
terrific blast of air, wind striking themw th the force of a tri-notored plane's slipstream
Monk flung his hairy hands about his honely face. H s conpani on reached for the door handl e of
the car.

Nei t her, apparently, remenbered exactly how the car got piled up in the gas-station driveway.

BUT the station owner—who had been preparing to close up for the night—aas junping up and down
and maki ng noi ses, when Mnk finally crawl ed out of the partially denolished machi ne.

Ham wunhurt, but his i nmuacul ate cl ot hes nussed, followed.

The service-station owner was a long man in overalls. He was gesticulating wildly toward a gas
punp. The punp | ooked like a candle that had stood in a warmroom it was |eaning over at a cockeyed
angl e.

"Gah . . . ga. . ." the ower tried to get words out, and his face becane crinson as he choked
with rage. Hi s hands grasped Mnk's coat collar and yanked hi mclear of the wecked car.

"Drunk!" the station owner finally exploded. "Look what you've done! Guys |ike you—

The man got his first good | ook at Monk, who, so far, had been weaving around still in a daze.



Jerking his gaze to Ham the nman frowned and said, "He |ooks |like sonething that's escaped from
an organ grinder!"

Ham l et out a how at that.

"He did!" Ham announced. "Only he lost his tin cup in this smashup!"

The words must have penetrated Mnk's dazed thoughts. He gave a snort of rage and grabbed the
station owner by the neck.

"I'mgonna rattle your teeth |oose for that crack!" he roared.

The gas-station owner broke free, |eaped inside the small buil ding and picked up a heavy w ench.
Monk foll owed. Ham gave a worried cry and tried to separate the two.

When the State trooper on the nmotorcycle drove into the station driveway, some nore w eckage had
been created. Quart bottles of oil with spouts on them had been knocked froma rack and snashed.
Monk and the tall station owner were sneared fromhead to foot with sticky, dark oil. Wndows in the
bui | di ng were broken. Ham was attenpting to help out—trying, at the sane tine, to avoid stepping
into the slippery oil.

The six-foot-two trooper joined the nél ée.

Later, three police officers fromthe nearby town arrived. Even with their help, it was another
fifteen mnutes before Monk was finally subdued.

The subduing included tying Monk up with ropes, wire and two skid chains found in the service
station. Hamrode along as Monk was carried off to the local jail, a mle down the highway.

The place consisted of a large roomthat was a littered office, beyond this a smaller roomat the
rear of which were two barred cells. Mnk was unbound and thrown into one of the cells. Hamwas not
| ocked up, but the three officers and the trooper |ooked at him suspiciously. They indicated a chair
for Ham and they all sat down, outside the cells.

"What are we waiting for?" Ham denmanded.

One of the local cops said, "Sandy Gower."

"Who i s Sandy Gower?" Ham prodded.

"The constable."

Ham wat ching Monk's horely, bruised face stuck between two of the cell bars, gave a broad grin.
"This is going to be good," he renarked.

Monk, by this tine, had cool ed of f sonewhat. He said worriedly, "Listen, you chunps, | sawit, |
tell you. | saw the danged thing right over ny head!"

"Saw what ?" one of the cops denanded.

"That gol | ywockus. That spook. |chabod!"

The State trooper gave his | aw conpani ons a significant |ook.

"Good thing we caught himin time," he said quietly.

Monk grasped the bars. "Blast it!" he said. "I"'mtelling you! It was flying right over ny head,
an' it had flapping arns and a | ong skinny body. The danged thi ng—

The trooper spoke to one of the local officers. "You'd better call up Hudson State."

Monk banged his huge fists on the cell bars.

"What's that?" he demanded.

"The nut house!"

"Hey!" Monk squalled. "You blasted fools. If | don't get outa here—=

They were all interrupted by the short, stocky man who entered the outer office. Ham in
particular, gave a start.

THE arrival wore a loud tweed suit. His hat was green. The necktie was exceptionally | oud.

Ham a neticul ous dresser, shuddered at sight of the solid little man's cl ot hes.

"That's Sandy Gower," offered the trooper.

The constabl e had short, stubby hair |like pale strawends, little sharp eyes that were as gray as
ice. As he stepped toward the call room he paused at a battered desk, picked up an ash tray and
brought it along with him

He gave Ham a brief, quizzical |ook, then sat down in one of the chairs and carefully bal anced
the ash tray on his knees. He took a large pipe fromhis pocket, and next started splitting open the
paper on cigarette butts that were in the ash tray. He packed the rel eased tobacco into his pipe.
If he had noted Mnk, behind the bars nearby, he paid no attention to the fact. It took Sandy
Gower several minutes to get the pipe fixed. Then he | ooked up at Ham and asked:

"Cot a match?"

Hol ding a light for the stocky little constable, Ham said, "Perhaps | should introduce nyself.

The name is Brigadier General Theodore Marley Brooks. | happen to be an attorney. Perhaps sonething
can be done about —=
Fromthe cell, Mnk renarked, "An' he's still a ham"

The constabl e, Sandy Gower, was apparently paying no attention. He was nore interested in getting
his pipe started.

Finally, he indicated Mnk, took in Haml s nussed cl ot hes, asked, "Wat goes on?"

Hamtried to explain about the accident at the gas station. He talked swiftly, convincingly,
and—eddl y—did not try to lay the blane on Mnk.

As he said, "Hi s name is Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair, though for obvious



reasons—we call him Monk. Believe it or not, he is a well known chemist. If there's anything | can
do for him=

Sandy Gower stopped puffing on the evil-snelling pipe and frowed. Hi s ruddy face winkled up
"Nope!" he said flatly. "W'll have to hold himfor a hearing before the judge in the norning."
Ham t al ked sone nore, using his best courtroom manner. For Ham was a Harvard graduate, a renowned
scholar fromthe | aw school there. Mre than once he had swayed frozen-faced juries

But as he tal ked, Sandy CGower kept shaking his head. "Nope," he repeated, taking a good | ook at
Monk, behind the bars. "I ain't a-gonna do it." He stared at Monk. "That bird don't | ook human
Better keep him |l ocked up."

Monk roared with rage. "Say, you danged overdressed signboard!" he said to the stocky constable
"I f Doc Savage—

Sandy Gower junped. He jerked around to stare at well-dressed Ham and he forgot to puff on his
pi pe

"Did that nonkey say 'Doc Savage'?" he dermanded

Ham had not wanted to mention the bronze nman's name. But now he nodded

"Yes. We are both nenbers of the organization of Doc Savage. As | was telling you about this

acci dent —

Sandy Gower | ooked as though he was about to swallow his pipe. Still staring at Ham he said
politely, "Well, hell, that's different! W will not have to hold you. | amvery sorry you were put
to this inconvenience."

He paused, turned again to stare questioningly at Monk. "But |I'mafraid | can do

not hi ng—yet —about this one. That young man who runs the gas station is a personal friend. He phoned
me just a little while ago, and he's going to sign a conplaint against your partner. O herw se—~
Ham smil ed broadly. "Perhaps," he said, casting a sidelong grin at Mnk, "it will do himgood to
cool off for the remminder of the night."

He started out, the solidly built constable with him Behind them Mnk set up a roar of protest
"Wy, you bl asted shyster—

But outside, Ham was saying, "There's a girl named Honey Sanders for whom we've been | ooking. It
seems—

Sandy Gower drew up short outside the jail. "You know about her?" he exclai ned

Ham menti oned the newspaper story about the girl who had apparently been frightened to death by
sone strange hobgoblin of a thing which she had seen in this vicinity

The constable was puffing quite furiously on his pipe now "Yes. Yes, | know, " he said. "Wen

| ast seen, Honey Sanders was hysterical. Then she di sappeared, and we've been | ooking for her for
the past twenty-four hours."

"Then you know her?"

Sandy Gower jerked his head. "I've known the poor child for sone time. If there's anything | can
do to hel p—

He led the way toward an old flivver parked nearby.

“I"1l show you where she lives," the loudly dressed constabl e offered

Chapter 111. THE SI X WHO KNEW OSCAR

THE cottage was white, with blue shutters, and nust have contai ned about three roomns.

Ham studying it, thought it just about suited a girl with the nane Honey. He was getting nore
and nore anxious to nmeet the girl.

Ham and Sandy Gower, the hard-boiled constable, were standing in the pathway that led in fromthe
road. Beyond the cottage, down bel ow a steep enbanknent, lay the Hudson River. In a cut at the
bottom of the high bank there were the snooth rails of a railroad

Sandy Gower was saying, "She |ived al one down here. Her nother and father are dead. She paints."
"You' ve searched through the house?" Ham asked

The stocky constabl e nodded. "There isn't a trace of Honey Sanders," he expl ai ned

Ham was t hi nking quickly. He, too, would like to have a ook inside the girl's neat little
cottage. And yet he did not wish to involve Doc Savage in this thing—and that woul d be necessary if
he gave this law official the idea that it was too urgent to see the girl.

For Doc Savage knew nothing about a girl named Honey Sanders. The bronze man had been away from
New Yor k when Monk and Ham had seen the newspaper article about the terrified girl. Qut of idle
curiosity, they had taken a run up here tonight

So, on a sudden pretense, Ham excl ai med suddenly, "Gosh, | just renenbered!"

Sandy Gower renoved the pipe fromhis nouth. "Remenbered what ?"

"Monk—that fellow you still have in jail—-and | were driving down this lane earlier. W didn't get
quite this far, though. But at the time, when Mnk got excited about seeing some sort of flying
apparition, | dropped a small camera we had brought along. Maybe | can find it up the lane."

Ham i ndi cated the curving roadway that energed fromthe woods, near the cottage

"But," he added worriedly, "I really ought to see that gas-station fellow first. About the danage

we did there, and about our car. Perhaps he can repair it, or—
Sandy Gower took the bait nicely.
"Look," he offered, "I'll be glad to run back there for you while you' re | ooking around for that



canera. If there's anything | can do—

Ham gave his broadest smle. "Swell!" he said. "And here—=
He took a roll of bills fromhis pocket, renpved several and handed them over to the constable
"Fix things up with the chap, will you? Tell himl'll pay extra for any work done on the car before

nmorni ng. He can nane his own price."

Sandy Gower nodded, pocketing the noney and noving toward his dil api dat ed-1ooking car. Haml's
snmoot h tal k had convinced the | awmran that he was doing a favor for soneone of inportance

A rmonment after Sandy Gower's car chugged away down the | ane, Ham was seeking entry to the girl's
nodest cottage. After trying several wi ndows, he learned that entry to the place was sinple. The
rear door was unl ocked

I nside, he passed through a neat little kitchen done in white with red decorations. He passed on
to the living room using a small pocket flash to | ook over the interior of the house

The living roomwas across a hallway from what was apparently a conbi nati on studi o-and- sl eepi ng
room There was nore space than Ham had i magi ned fromoutside the small cottage

He | ooked at paintings hanging fromthe walls, |eaning against furniture. There was one on an
easel. They were | andscapes, and not bad at all.

Moonl i ght cane out from behind a cloud over the house and sprayed into the studio room Ham
snhapped off the flash. He was able to see without it, and it was best that he take no chances on
anyone spotting himin the girl's hone.

The full-length portrait that stood in a corner of the roomwasn't bad, either. In fact, it was
quite | ovely.

Agai nst the white background of the canvas, it showed a slender, daintily built girl with hair
the col or of honey and features that were smooth and fine. The eyes were done so well that Ham was
certain they were deep bl ue

He stood gazing at the painting, wondering if it was only in pictures that you saw a young gir
as pretty as this. He noved forward to get a better view of the thing

The i mage noved

Ham gul ped. He saw the small, efficient-looking gun that was covering him

The girl's taut voice said, "If you come a step closer, I'll shoot you!"

IT took five minutes of |awyer Haml's cleverest talking to convince the girl that he shouldn't be
shot as a trespasser

She was the girl he and Monk had been seeki ng—Honey Sanders

Finally, she was convinced. Her nicely curved lower lip trenbled slightly. The gun | owered in her
hand and she stepped away fromthe easel that contained the large, blank canvas behind her. It was
this that had given the painting effect as the girl stood before it. Ham had been correct; her eyes
were the deepest blue

Honey Sanders said, "l believe what you say. |'ve heard of Doc Savage. |'ve heard of you, too
You're the one who has leading tailors follow himaround in order to observe the very latest in
nmen's fashions."”

Ham st anmer ed sonet hing. Yet he was pl eased

"Then perhaps | can help you," Ham suggested. "What was this terrible thing you saw? What is it
all about?"

"l don't know " Honey Sanders announced surprisingly.

"You don't know?" Ham stared. "But—

"What | nean is, | don't know what the flying thing is. But | can tell you this: It cones from
sone place out on the river. I'mcertain of that."

Ham frowned. "But the newspaper reports stated that, when you were | ast seen, you were terrified
about sonething."

Honey Sanders jerked her pretty head. "Yes. Because of the nen."

"What nmen?"

The girl reached out a shapely hand, touched the smartly dressed |l awer's arm

“If you'll come with nme," she suggested, "I can show you where | first overheard the nen tal king
They were pl anni ng somet hi ng—sonet hi ng tremendous. That's why | have been so terrified. | think they
have some connection with that . . . that thing that flew over ny house."

"But why—=

"You see," continued Honey Sanders, her blue eyes wide, "one of themfollowed me. |'mcertain he

was going to kill ne. |I've been hiding."

HAM fol l omwed the girl fromthe house, watched her |ock the kitchen door. The route she indicated

|l ed down a path cutting through tall grass toward the river and the railroad tracks. The girl took
the | ead. Monlight bathed her soft-gold hair, the smooth manner in which she wal ked

Over her shoul der, Honey Sanders said, "There's sonething odd about a little building up here
about a quarter of a mle, on the bank above the railroad tracks. |'ve tried to get into it, but
it's |l ocked up."

Ham asked: "What has that got to do with a man who foll owed you or with sonething you saw flying
around Sl eepy Hol | ow?"

It was a nonent before the girl answered



"Well," she finally said, "they seened to be planning a neeting at this stone buildi ng when I
overheard them But | stepped on sonething in the dark, and one of them al nbst found ne when | hid
in the woods."

Ham nade no comment.

So far, this whole business did not seemquite to nystify himas it had apparently affected
others. Perhaps this girl Honey Sanders was working sone publicity stunt just to get her nanme in the
papers. Less attractive girls had pulled simlar gags.

And yet there was the thing that Monk had descri bed zoom ng through the night. True, Mnk had

pl enty of inmagination. Ham hinsel f had | ooked just a second too late to be certain as to what,
exactly, the thing was.

But there had been sonething, and it had left a small hurricane closing in behind it because of
its tremendous speed.

The girl had paused. She took Hams arm said quietly, "There! Just ahead of us. That snall stone
buil ding that |ooks like an old bl ockhouse. |I'mcertain those nen were planning a neeting there!"
Ham nmoved quietly ahead, the girl close to his side, her head barely reaching to his shoul ders.
They cane up to the dark, drab-looking building. It was about twelve feet high and tw ce that
many square. There were no w ndows, strangely. And no doors, either!

Ham shrugged. "Must be sone old place left fromthe Revolution, and it's been cenmented up," was
hi s observation.

Honey Sanders pointed off toward the wi de Hudson. "And out there, about in the nmiddle of the
river," she said, "was where that terrible flying thing di sappeared the other night."

The tall lawer followed the girl's slim pointing finger.

Qut on the calmwater, a tug was towi ng barges upstream There nust have been five barges in tow,
for Ham counted five white lights on a mast sticking up fromthe tugboat. He saw nothing el se.

He | ooked back at Honey Sanders. She was a pretty girl. She had a direct manner and frank, clear
eyes. Thus he didn't want to believe what was in his mnd.

And yet he was convinced suddenly, that he was getting some sort of runaround.

Ham started to say, "Now let's get this straight—

"Listen!" the girl gasped, and clung to Hams arm

The faint humm ng was about as |oud as the sound a bee makes.

A MOMENT | ater, the sound had increased to a high, shrill whine.

Honey Sanders trenbled with sudden terror, close to Ham She gasped, "Th . . . that's it! That's
the thing!"

The girl's fear-filled eyes were probing the sky overhead.

Cl ouds scudded past the moon. There were a few stars. Though he heard the increasing, weird

whi ni ng, Ham saw not hi ng.

And then he did!

Not a cloud in front of the npon, but sonething that noved with flashing, deceiving speed. It
seenmed to leap into larger proportions in the very second he spotted it. But a drifting cloud as
abruptly cut off sight of the strange object.

The whistling sound was alnost a roar now in Hamis ears. Wth sudden concern, Ham was grabbi ng
the girl's trimfigure and pulling her down toward the ground. For he abruptly realized that he had
been deceived. The flying object was al nost on top of then

Ham and the girl pressed close to the earth. A blast of driven air cane down and fl attened out
the tall grass around them Dust and small pebbles spattered their faces and hands. They were both
monment arily deafened by the shrill screech above them

Then the strange obj ect had passed.

Ham was on his feet, as was the girl. She pointed excitedly toward the river again.

"You see!" she cried. "That's where it disappeared to the last tinme—eut there on the river sone
pl ace!"

Ham squinted into the night. Far across the river there were enough snall hills to cast shadows
out upon the water on that side. Inpossible to tell whether anything was there on the water close to
the far shore.

He | ooked down across the railroad tracks, saw some small boats tied up at the nearby shore.
"Cone on!" he snapped.

A bl ock-signal tower a little way up the tracks suddenly showed two green |ights.

Ham said, "We'd better wait before crossing. Atrain's comng."

It was a long freight, and Ham cursed his luck as the seemingly endless line of cars rattled
past. They waited all of five mnutes until the caboose rolled into sight.

"All right," Hamsaid, taking the girl's hand as the |ast car was next to them

They started across the four sets of rails.

The hal f-dozen gunmen stood facing them They had been hidden by the passing freight.

HAM made an unconsci ous novenment with his right arm as though raising sonething. And, then he
muttered a soft, "Dam!"

He was without his cane, renenbering that it was back in the car at the gas station. And that
cane sheathed a finely tenpered steel blade that, nmore than once, had saved the astute | awer's



life. Its tip was treated with a qui ck-acting anaesthetic!

The six nmen with guns had by this tine closed in around Hamand the girl.

One man growl ed, "All right. Get back up that path you just clinbed down! Step on it!"

Honey Sanders was directed to go first. Hamfoll owed. Just as they started up the steep incline
of the enbankment, the | awyer's hand darted beneath his coat and toward a shoul der hol ster. The
gunnen were behind him

But sonet hi ng smacked agai nst the back of his head. He was knocked to his face. Three of the

t hugs | eaped upon Ham and renoved the oddly shaped gun fromthe special holster beneath his coat.
It was one of the nachine pistols that all the aids of Doc Savage carri ed.

A gunman who appeared to be the | eader of the nobb—he was tall and solid-looking and gri msaid, "I
told you birds to be careful. These Doc Savage guys are dynamite. Now, watch it!"

Soneone asked: "Doc Savage? |s this fellow one of Doc's nen?"

"Boy!" added another. "W really got sonething, then!"

"What the hell you think we laid for this guy for?" demanded the big | eader of the six thugs.
"This'll kind of cool Doc Savage off when he hears about his college."

Ham stiffened. He was i medi ately prodded al ong, a gun stuck into his spine.

"What about Doc Savage's col |l ege?" the | awer demanded as they reached the top of the bank.
Sormeone | aughed. "He wants to know about the college!"

" Shuddup! "

Ham was gi ven no information.

I nstead, he and Honey Sanders were shoved al ong toward the woods which grew up close to the
railroad cut. Soneone used a flashlight, and the nen were careful to see that the | awer nade no
further fast noves.

After a while they cane to a little shack located deep in the trees. It |ooked like an old
structure used for the storing of tools. The single door of the structure was not even | ocked.

I nside the shack a lot of junk was piled around. The floor was of dirt.

Two of the gunnen started scuffing the dirt back with their feet, and shortly they were raising a
t rapdoor.

One nman renarked, "Leaving this old dunp unlocked like this has fooled others, too!"

Ham and t he honey-haired girl were notioned toward the steps that | ed downward beneath the trap
openi ng.

The passageway was danp and narrow. It finally ended in another flight of stairs |eading upward.
The big | eader of the nob | eaped ahead of Ham and the girl, went up the steps, grunted as he raised
what nust have been a heavy door. A length of iron chain jangl ed.

"All right; up!" he rapped froma room above.

The two captives were prodded up the steps and into a room about two dozen feet square. The walls
of the place were solid-1ooking and of stone. There were no wi ndows. There was no sign of a door.
The girl's frightened gaze flicked to Haml's. Understanding was mirrored in Honey Sander's

deep- bl ue eyes. Ham knew what she was t hi nking.

Thi s, obviously, was the inpenetrable-|ooking stone house which they had | ooked over just a short
whi | e ago!

The | eader stepped close to Hamand grinned. H's jaw | ooked |ike sonething nade carel essly out of
cenent.

"Brother," he said, "you got one out. You can pitch in with us and give us sone information.
Were's Doc Savage?"

Per haps none saw the expression that cane into the | ean-waisted | awer's eyes. For any nention of
hobnobbi ng with crooks caused Hamto see red. He exploded into action.

Hi s trained, fast-noving fists knocked two nen to the ground before they knew what hit them A
third foll owed. The other three piled on Ham and drove hi m back agai nst one stone wall of the
veritable prison. A gun butt crashed against his cheek, struck again at his jaw He fell down in a
dazed heap.

Honey Sanders screaned.

"O K., bud," the | eader snapped. "You can stay here and rot! Sooner or later, Oscar's goin' to
get Doc Savage anyway!"

The big fell ow nodded to his conpanions and they started back down through the trap entranceway.
He followed, and light went out of the roomas the flashlight gl ow di sappeared and the heavy
trapdoor—+t nust have been nmade of steel —l anked down into place. Beneath it, a chain rattled as a
padl ock was fastened.

Ham got groggily to his feet. He heard the girl sobbing.

He realized suddenly that he had been mistaken in thinking this attractive girl was a phony. He
said nusingly, into the darkness that smashed all around them

"1 wonder who this guy Oscar is—the one they're going to put on Doc's trail?"

The girl was close to him because Ham heard the startled intake of her breath.

"Cscar," she gasped, "is . . . is that flying thing!"

Chapter |V. LANTERNS IN THE NI GHT

DOC SAVAGE had his first contact with "Oscar" at a point approxinately six thousand feet over



western New Jersey. But first, sonething else occurred before the bronze man got involved with the
nysterious flying nmenace.

The bronze gi ant had been piloting the plane alone. Small nountains spraw ed |ike bunps on a

mol ehill far below him There was no wind, and the ni ght was good for flying.

Rel axed, his netallic features appearing |ike sonething made out of pure bronze, Doc had set the
automatic robot pilot and the ship was flying itself. The course was set to follow a radi o beam
whi ch would bring himinto New York in about half an hour.

The short-wave | oud- speaker—whi ch the bronze gi ant had kept turned on, just in case there should
be any routine call fromany of his five aides—suddenly crackl ed.

Doc Savage turned a dial, asked quietly, "Yes?"

"Calling Doc Savage!" an excited man's voice said. "Urgent nessage for Doc Savage!"

The tone of the man's voice brought Doc up tensely in the cockpit seat.

"Doc Savage speaking," he said into a mcrophone. "Proceed."

"This is Dr. Nelson, M. Savage," the voice continued swiftly. "I'm speaking fromthe coll ege.
Soret hi ng' s happened here that you ought to know "

If the bronze man was upset by the announcenent, the fact was not expressed on his features. But
there was one slight indication show ng that his remarkabl e brain had sharpened—boc's unusual eyes
bri ghtened inperceptibly.

Those eyes were striking because of their strange coloring. Like pools of rich flake-gold, they
stirred continuously, as though affected by soft w nds.

Li kewi se, the bronze giant's features and hair were of this unusual netallic hue, the hair being
slightly darker than the skin of Doc's face. The hands that gripped the m crophone were al so
bronze-col ored; |arge, sinewy hands that reveal ed an inner strength far beyond the ordinary.

"You might explain," Doc told the nmedical man of his "college" in up-state New York. For Doctor
Nel son was one of the staff of trained surgeons that the bronze nman kept at his renarkable
institution.

"There was an explosion,” the man went on rapidly. "W have not been able to | earn what caused
it. One corner of the nain building has been denolished!"

"Any casual ties?" Doc said.

"Yes. One. An attendant who was down at the end of the hall. And two other attendants were hurt,
M. Savage. Luckily, though, there were no patients in the corner roonms where the expl osion
occurred. But there—

There was sonething in the last word that held Doc's attention. As it trailed off, the bronze nan
said quickly, "Yes? Wat el se?"

"One of the patients has escaped,"” continued the doctor worriedly. "A man naned Birm ngham Jones.
Per haps you recall his history—=

"Yes," the bronze man put in. "Go on."

IT was not necessary for Dr. Nelson to repeat pertinent facts about the patient nanmed Birm ngham
Jones. "

In his remarkabl e nenory, Doc Savage carried a case history of every crook who had ever been sent
to his "college." He recall ed now that Birm ngham Jones had been a gangster, outlaw, mnurderer—a
fornmer nenber of notorious gangs that had roamed the Mddl e West.

Only recently had Bi rm ngham Jones been caught by Doc hinself, and sent to the institution to
undergo the bronze man's delicate brain treatnments—eperations that renmoved all nmenory of a crimnal
past, and that fitted crooks for worthwhile, honest careers in society.

But in the case of Birm ngham Jones, Doc renmenbered that the dangerous crook had hardly had tine
to undergo the full course of treatnents!

"He escaped?" Doc rapped.

"As clean as a whistle!" said the voice on the air. "Qur guards have scoured the woods and every
inch of ground. W are now convinced that he was net by sonmeone with a car. But there is no trace of
them "

"Anyt hi ng el se?" Doc prodded.

"No, sir. W have everything under control here now. But | wanted you to know about this man

Bi r m ngham Jones. "

Doc listened a nonment |onger, then ended this conversation with the doctor. At the nonent, he was
not needed at his "college." O nore inportance, was to | earn the whereabouts of one Birm ngham
Jones!

He quickly tuned in on his New York headquarters, where his five aides should be.

And static abruptly filled the short-wave set and made contact inpossible. Doc's eyes narrowed,
for the night was clear enough that reception should be perfect.

He checked the radi o beam on which the plane was flying. He was right on the beaminto New York,
but —

But sonething el se was also interfering with that beam destroying any chance of getting a radio
call through!

Doc frowned slightly, and his gaze happened to flick ahead through the cockpit wi ndows. He saw
the object streaking down the sky directly in his path!



For a scant instant, slight puzzlement was mirrored in the bronze man's flake-gold eyes. For he
knew that any commercial plane flying west—n the opposite direction to his own—should either be two
t housand feet above or below him That was aviation |aw.

And yet —

The other ship was hurtling right at his ship, unswerving, making no slightest attenpt to avoid a
smashup

VWhen it seenmed that a collision was a certainty, Doc Savage put his own fast plane into a wing
turnover, side slipped, then sent his craft plunging downward in a furious power dive

The obj ect that streaked overhead nade a peculiar shrill whistling sound in the night

AND as it passed, Doc had straightened out of the fast dive and was zoonming for altitude again
Wth the nose of his streamined ship pointing upward, his intent gaze tried to nake out the design
of the thing that had al nost crashed into him

Far off in the night sky, he had a vague glinpse of the speeding object turning, of seeing it
return on the course that the bronze nan had been foll ow ng

It was traveling faster than the fastest plane nade! Wthin seconds, it seened, it had

di sappeared again into the east

The bronze gi ant reached a hand toward the control panels as he |level ed the ship off and headed
eastward hinmsel f. He was adjusting a radio direction-finder

In a nonent, he picked up the sound of the rocket of a thing that had di sappeared. Keeping the
sound carefully tuned in, Doc followed the same course

And he understood now why he had been unable to contact his New York headquarters. The thing that
had al most struck his own plane had interfered with that contact, had created the static

Al so, if anyone human had been flying the rocketing object, he nust be conpletely crazy. Thus the
bronze man decided to investigate—f only to save other plane pilots from destruction

The trail —Poc was still using the direction-finder and nanaging to keep the escaping thing
sonehow chart ed—ended over the Hudson River

The exact vicinity was near a wi de expanse of the river near Tarrytown. O d | egends cane to the
bronze man's mnd

Legends of Sleepy Holl ow and the headl ess horseman

It was just over the peaceful -1ooking, slunbering communities strung along the river shore bel ow,
that Doc Savage lost all trail of the thing he had been foll ow ng

ALL sound in the direction-finder device had abruptly stopped. It neant only one thing

The bronze man nust have flown into the "dead" spot that would be directly over where the other
flying machi ne had di sappeared. And this neant—the river itself

Doc Savage inmediately cut his notors, started circling downward in long spirals. He carried no
riding lights now Wth the nmotors idling, the bronze man heard no other sound in the vast solitude
of the night

But as he dropped closer to the dark waters of the river, he saw the cluster of lights along the
east bank. Not |ights of houses—for the few that he observed were in darkness—but bobbing fireflies
that woul d indicate noving | anterns

Cl oser now, Doc saw that nmen were carrying the lanterns and apparently | ooking for sonething near
the river's edge

He set the anphibian plane smoothly down on the water and taxi ed toward shore, at a point sone

di stance above where the group of nmen were noving about nysteriously in the night

Doc brought the anphi bian as close to shore as was possible, and then dropped an anchor noori ng
into the shall ow water

But before | eaving the plane, he took certain small gadgets from an equi pnent case stored in the
cabin, placed these in a special vest that he wore beneath his suit coat

The vest—t was one containing a nunber of pockets—was an equi prent vest that the bronze man was
sel dom wi t hout

He wal ked t hrough knee-deep water, clinbed over rocks that formed the roadbed of the railroad and
started back to where he had |last seen the men with the lanterns

The bronze man did not seemto hurry, and yet he covered ground at ammzi ng speed. He foll owed,
silently, a cinder pathway that bordered the snmooth rails

H s idea was to take by surprise those who had been acting so strangely near the river bank

That nust have been the general idea of the men with the lanterns. They piled on Doc Savage as he
passed over a small trestle that spanned a tiny creek leading into the river

Chapter V. TRAP

THE group of husky-1ooking fellows, mnus their lanterns, had been waiting, crouched down, beside
a pathway that |ed down beneath the |low trestle. Assorted hands grabbed hold of the bronze man
Soneone said, "This is the guy, like | told you! He came down in that plane!"

That seened to be sufficient to start the battle. Wth grunts and curses, the group smashed into
Doc

One nman took hold of the bronze man's right armand attenpted to twist it up in a hamrer |ock. He
stopped abruptly, as though he m ght have run up against a stone wall. Amazenent nade snal| saucers
of his popping eyes



He found the bronze man's right arma piece of inmovable cenent beneath his powerful grip. He
landed flat on his back as a flick of that same armthrew himclear.

The sane thing happened to a man who attenpted to seize the bronze giant's left arm

Two others | eaped at Doc Savage's legs. A third clinbed on his back.

I ncredi ble, blurred novenent followed. The newconer threw the attackers off so fast that it was
hard to tell just how he had acconplished it. But within seconds, five figures lay on the ground
beside the railroad ties and gasped for breath.

The sixth man—he had renmi ned cl ear—wal ked up to the big fellow, sprayed the glow of a flashlight
over the bronze man's features, and exclaimed, "Ch, blow me down for a fool. There's been an awf ul
m stake. You're Doc Savage!"

"It appears that there has been an error," said the bronze man quietly, and he stood unnoving as
the other men picked thensel ves up | amely and grouped around the short, stockily built man who had
j ust spoken.

The stocky man wore tweeds that were in outrageous contrast to his | amgoing-to-a-fire necktie.
He had short-clipped hair like bristly wheat straw, and there was an evil-snelling pipe stuck into
his ruddy face.

"Yes," he repeated worriedly, "there's been an awful mistake. W thought you were one of them

You see"—-he waved a hand to indicate those with hi m—these chaps are deputized | awren. They are part
of the posse."

"Posse?" The bronze giant's face was w thout changeabl e expression.

And as the various nmen picked thensel ves up and stared in awe at the nmetallic figure, their eyes
wi dened. Because, standing apart from others, Doc Savage's physique did not seem unusual. This was
because of the perfect symetry of his muscul ar devel opnent.

THE ruddy-faced nman with the foul pipe was continuing excitedly. "Yes, posse," he said. He

expl ai ned about the girl who had di sappear ed—Honey Sanders. He introduced hinself.

"Me, |'m Sandy Gower. |'mconstable in these here parts, M. Savage." The stocky, inportant
| awman' s chest seened to stick out farther. "I left that fellow waiting while | went back to see
about his damaged car. And now he's gone! | don't know what we'll do about that battling partner of

his, that Monk or whatever they call him He' s—

The bronze figure's eyes sharpened.

"You said Monk?" Doc demanded qui ckly.

"Yep. A bad egg."

Briefly, Sandy Gower explained about the snmashup and how Monk had | anded behind bars of the Iocal
jail. He added little further to enlighten Doc Savage as to why Mnk and Ham Brooks had been up here
in Sleepy Hollow, save to interview a girl named Honey Sanders.

Doc listened quietly, then he announced, "The one called Ham who you say has di sappeared, is one
of ny aides. As is the one you say is nowin jail."

The red-faced constabl e's eyes bul ged.

"Ch, ny gosh!" he cried. And then, "Say, Doc Savage, | didn't know that fellow Mnk was in your
organi zation, or | wouldn't have—=

"Monk," Doc said quietly, "sonetimes runs into difficulties. Perhaps we should see him"

Sandy Gower alnost fell over hinself trying to be accompdating. He led the way back to his

dil api dated flivver, after assigning his deputized nen to continue the search for either Honey
Sanders or the Doc Savage ai de nanmed Ham Brooks.

Per haps the constabl e knew-since he was a small-town | aw of ficer hinself—that the bronze nan held
an honorary comm ssion on the New York police force. In that city, Doc Savage had the authority of
any police official.

At the jail, Doc Savage offered to pay Munk's bail. But Constabl e Sandy Gower woul d not hear of
it.

He expl ai ned how Ham Brooks had al ready, through him paid for any damages caused at the oil
station; and that the garagenan had stated he coul d have the car in running condition before dawn.
Because he had been nore than well paid for any danmges, he had been willing to work the renai nder
of the night on the car.

Monk, a grin threatening to dislodge his ears, canme out of the open cell and let out a whoop at
sight of Doc.

"How di d you know— he started in his childlike, piping voice.

"That will take some explaining—tater," Doc Savage said as he started to | ead the way out.

"But where's Han?" Mnk wanted to know.

"W will try to find him"

Sandy Gower, the constable, interjected, "Hell's bells! | figured this Mnk and the one called
Ham for deadly enem es!"

"As a matter of fact," the bronze man said, "they are the best of friends."

But Monk was gl aring at the rotund, stocky constable.

"Lookit, you overstuffed kewpie!" he said belligerently. "Wen | find that shyster Ham |'m gonna
twi st off his ears!"

Sandy Gower stared after hairy Monk as, with a waddling, gorilla-like gait, he followed the



bronze man out. The constabl e was fl abbergasted at hearing that those two strange fell ows, Mnk and
Ham coul d possibly be friends.

But he might have changed his opinion could he have seen Monk half an hour |ater.

W TH Doc Savage, the hairy chem st was intent on scouring the vicinity not far fromthe white
cottage of Honey Sanders, in Sleepy Hollow. So far, there had been no trace of the girl or the

| awyer, Ham

Monk, in the neantine, had inforned the bronze nman about their trip up here; of seeing the
strange hobgoblin of a thing that had zoomed so cl ose over their car.

As Monk explained, his little eyes popping in his incredibly honely face, "Bl azes, Doc, the

danged thing nust 'a' been that headl ess horseman. Only he was ridin' sone kind of a barrel—-a |ong
skinny barrel with w ngs—

They had been proceeding along the river bank, not far froma small stone building that had no

vi sibl e means of entrance. The bronze nman was using a device that he had renoved fromone of his
coat pockets.

Shaped |ike a very small, boxlike lantern, the device used an infrared ray principle in revealing
footprints in the darkness.
The nmoon had slid down in the west, and it was the dark hour before dawn. Chill danpness fl oated

in fromthe nearby Hudson River.

The bronze man was bent over as he wal ked carefully, exam ning the ground. Abruptly he paused,

| eaned closer to the earth and said quietly, "The girl was with him"

"Wth who?" Mnk asked.

"Ham " Doc was nmaki ng neasurenents with his fingers. "They are Ham s shoes. The width and the
length are exactly the sane."

"The bl asted shyster!" Mnk piped. "That's why he left ne there in jail—so he could neet that
girl alone!"

The pair of footprints—fresh in the dew wet grass of night—did not |ead past the bl ockhouse-type,
smal | stone building. They seemed to come fromthe woods beyond, skirted the small structure and
conti nued down the enbanknment at sone di stance away fromwhat was a frequently used dirt path.
Doc Savage foll owed, using the infrared device. At the crushed-stone roadbed of the railroad, the
prints di sappeared, but the bronze man picked them up again across the tracks. They led right down
to the water's edge.

There was a bit of sandy beach close to the rock fill beneath the railroad bed. A mark in the
danp sand showed that a rowboat had recently been tied up here. There was another rowboat near by,
turned upside down with its bow resting on a boul der.

Doc Savage | ooked at the flat, exposed bottom of the rowboat and a strange sound cane from his
l'ips.

It could be best described as a trilling, soft and nusical; low, nellow, it was like the rare
song of some bird of the jungle.

The sound was one that Doc had made in nmoments of startling discovery or danger.

MONK tensed. "What is it, Doc?"

"A nessage from Ham" said Doc Savage. "It was left for you."

The bronze gi ant was studyi ng what was apparently invisible witing nade with sone sort of

speci al crayon. The device which he held in his hand apparently nmade the words visible.

"Ham " Doc went on, "has rowed out to what he states is a boat npored across the river. He says
the nmystery of the flying thing has sonmething to do with that boat. You were to follow if you found
his nessage."

Monk was standing, staring out over the water. His snall eyes appeared to be closed in his
scarred features as he squinted into the gl oom

"Don't see no boat," announced Monk.

Doc Savage, too, was | ooking. He remained notionless for several nonments, his attention on the
river.

Finally he said, "It's not exactly a boat, but rather a barge, lying lowin the water. It's very
close to the far shore. W had better investigate."

But first, the bronze man | ed the way upriver to where his anphibian plane was noored. It was not
nmore than half a nmle away.

They waded out to the ship, clinbed aboard.

Doc directed, "Cast off. We will taxi quietly upstreamand across to a point above the barge.
Then we can approach the barge by drifting silently down with the outgoing tide."

The danmpness of the snmall strip of sandy beach back by the rowboat had informed Doc that the tide
was still running out.

Ten minutes later, they were close to the opposite banks of the Hudson. Doc Savage killed the
softly humm ng engines. Like a phantom of the night, the plane drifted downstream under cover of
dar kness.

Shortly, Monk saw the outlines of the barge directly ahead. Carrying no lights, it lay well out
of the regular river channels, close to steep, wooded banks that rose up fromthe shore.

Getting up fromthe cockpit seat, Doc notioned Mnk into his place.



He ordered, "Wait ten minutes, or until you see a flashlight signal, then taxi the plane up to
the barge. In the nmeantinme, keep quiet."

"What' re you gonna do?" Mnk wanted to know.

But in the next nonent, Doc's appearance supplied the answer to Monk's worried question.

For the bronze man had put on a helnmet-type thing that | ooked like an inverted, large fish bow .
The device was fitted with a small oxygen tank that strapped across the shoulders, and with a
nmout h- br eat hi ng tube.

The pl ane was perhaps four hundred yards fromthe barge when Doc Savage stepped oversi de and

di sappeared beneath the surface of the river.

Monk waited anxi ously. He knew that the bronze giant was swi nmming bel ow the surface, in a

cauti ous approach to the nysterious, unlighted barge.

What woul d he find there? HanP The girl?

Restl ess, Monk waited. Five minutes. Ten.

To hinmsel f, he nurnured, "Doggone it, Doc should 'a' been there five mnutes ago!"

Abruptly, Mnk stiffened at the sound of the high, shrill whine that cane out of the night. His
mouth fell open. His little eyes popped. For he recognized the famliar shriek of the hobgoblin
flying thing!

Then the flash of |ight cane.

But it was not the beam of a flashlight that Monk had been waiting for.

Instead, a sheet of red brilliance spurted upward for a hundred feet into the sky. It nade red
lava color of the river surface and illunmnated the shore for a half mle either way.

It was followed by the terrific detonation that alnost flung Monk out of the plane cockpit seat.
He saw t he pl anking and débris that was thrown up into the air.

The barge, blown into thousands of flying pieces, was no nore.

Chapter VI. MESSAGE FROM HAM

A FEW seconds | ater, weckage started raining down on the plane in which Mnk was seated. Since
the outer skin of the ship was of a newtype netal alloy, no damage was done.

The only trouble was that the dropping planks and parts of the expl oded barge kept Mnk from
getting i mediately out of the cabin.

Monk stal ked up and down the snall space, his hairy hands balled in tight knots, his eyes filled
with sonething that was al nost grief.

"Bl azes!" he npaned. "They nust 'a' tricked Doc!"

Ti mber kept thunping down on the cabin's nmetal roof. But after a while it stopped, and the

chenmi st | eaped to the door. As he swung it open, he heard the whine of the flying hobgoblin of a
thing. He jerked back with a start.

And then Monk saw that he had been m staken. What had made the roar was an inboard speedboat with
a streamined hull. The boat was just sw nging up beside the anphibian plane bobbing gently around
on the water.

Three men were in the cockpit of the speed craft, and obviously—figuring that Doc Savage nust
have arrived alone in his plane, and was now dead—they had conme out to take over.

Wth a how of rage, Mnk |eaped clear of the plane and | anded in the bottom of the speedboat.
The three nmen were not carrying guns in their hands; they had not expected to neet anyone aboard the
drifting plane.

Burly fingers fell on the stocky chemi st. Soneone kicked Monk in the face.

Monk let out a bull-like roar and grabbed two heads. He started shaking the two fellows as though
they m ght have been sawdust-filled rag dolls.

Soon, conpletely dazed, they staggered around in the cockpit of the boat. Mnk cocked a fist,
slamred it into the third man's face and watched himflop back into a | eather-cushi oned seat.

The other two had | ost enough of their dizziness to leap in at Monk once again.

Monk tapped one of the men on the chin. The man fell on his back, sprawl ed across the one who was
al ready unconscious on the | eather seat. The chem st's powerful hands quickly scooped down and
dragged the fellow up by the collar.

But the man's eyes were still closed. There was no fight left in him

Monk swore. Unable to restrain his inmpulsiveness, he hit the big guy again just for good | uck.
Monk was like that. He always believed in doing a good job.

He was aware that the third man had been trying to clinb on his neck, from sonewhere behind him
Monk whirled, letting go with a terrific haynaker.

But he mi ssed.

He m ssed because the third man had | eaped cl ear, was sw nging a | ong boat hook at the sane
instant the chem st let drive the roundhouse sw ng.

Monk | ost his bal ance, the heavy boat hook caught hi m behind the ear, and he tunbl ed overboard
into the river.

The man in the boat dropped his weapon, |eaped to the wheel of the craft and gunned the notor. He
| ooked back, grinning as he saw the spot where the black river had cl osed over Mnk's di sappearing
head.

"That's that!" he snarled, and the craft beneath him streaked downstream



IT took nmore than a bop on the head to knock out the scrappy chem st, however.

Hi s brain cleared the nmoment he struck the cool water. Mnk renmenbered to hold his breath as he
went bel ow the surface. Fromthe drunming sound that was in his eardruns, he realized that the
speedboat had al ready nade an escape.

And so he held his breath as long as he coul d, hanging just beneath the surface. Mnk had an

i dea—si nce the crooks had escaped anyway—that it mght be a good thing to let themthink he was
drowned. No telling when he would neet up with them agai n—and Monk was already planning a little
surprise reception.

He broke surface sputtering, his bright, small eyes peering around him The speedboat was nowhere
visible, but froma distance cane the powerful, slowy fading purr of the speed craft.

Monk struck out for the plane and a few nonents |ater was clinbing aboard. He was thinking of Doc
Savage, of the fact that the bronze man nust have been blown to bits in the barge explosion. Mnk's
shoul ders sagged hopel essly as he swung open the door to the cabin of the ship.

Doc Savage said quietly, "I could have fired some shots at that speedboat, but there was too nuch
danger of hitting you."

Monk stared, then he |let out a whoop of joy.

"Doc! Goshami ghty, | thought you was bl asted to hell an' gone when that barge |et go!"

Doc Savage had just taken off the glass-bow diving helmet and was storing it away in a case,
along with the breathing apparatus that went with the device.

He straightened, and said, "It was obvious that the barge m ght be sone sort of trap."

And then the bronze man expl ai ned that he had not proceeded directly to the barge. Instead, he
had swum underwat er and reached the rocky shore at a point sone distance north of the darkened boat.
There, he had waited, hidden in darkness, suspecting that he m ght have been seen as he dropped
oversi de fromhis plane.

Monk gul ped. "Gosham ghty!" he piped. "Sonebody expected you to appear on the barge, an' they had
that reception waiting for you!"

Doc nodded. "It appears so."

The bronze man, his clothing still soaking wet, stepped toward the cockpit. "It m ght be best to
return to headquarters," he said. "There is no trace of Hamor the girl here. But Ham m ght have
escaped and returned to New York. Later, sonmeone can drive your car down fromthat gas station."
Monk, seated beside the bronze nan as the plane took off, |ooked worried. H s eyes were solem.
"You think," he prodded, "Ham m ght have been on that barge, Doc?"

Doc Savage was silent a nonent, busy with the controls.

Then he said quietly, "It is doubtful. If Hamis a captive, he is probably being held somewhere
el se. The barge was not bl own up by anyone near it."

"But how— the chem st started.

He paused, seeing that Doc was thinking of sonething else. Also, it was a habit of the bronze
giant not to make expl anations until he had the conplete solution to a problem

He said now, "We might be able to locate the nen in the speedboat. They are obviously connected
with the nmystery."

Thoughts of catching up with the three crooks agai n brought a new gleamto Mnk's little eyes.
"Yeah," he rapped. "Let's find em"

But they found no trace of the fast speedboat, though Doc Savage even flew close to the water and
covered both shore |ines of the Hudson.

And as they neared New York, the towns along the shore grew nore numerous. There were dozens of
boat | andings where the fast craft mght have put in. Also, they flew over at |least half a dozen
yacht clubs, where scores of small boats were tied up in the water near shore. The speedboat could
easily have been conceal ed anong others of |ike design.

Doc continued toward Manhattan.

Dawn was meking striking silhouettes of New York's skyline when the bronze man finally set the
anmphi bi an down and taxied toward his water-front hangar.

THE skyscraper headquarters of Doc Savage was | ocated on the eighty-sixth floor of a downtown
of fice building. A private, high-speed el evator whi sked Doc and Monk swiftly to the topnost floor of
the buil di ng.

The headquarters consisted of three rooms. Few persons had even been farther than the first—the
reception room This was fairly small, and contained a | arge safe, confortable chairs and a huge
inlaid table. The other two roons were much | arger.

One was a library, its walls lined with scientific volumes covering anything that had ever been
acconpl i shed in science and nedi ci ne.

The third i mense room was Doc Savage's private |aboratory. It was the envy of the few great
scientists who had ever been privileged to see it.

The unheal t hy-1 ooking fell ow who arose, stifling a yawn, froma deep chair in the reception room
appeared |li ke a prospect for an enbal m ng school .

Hi s skin was sallow, his Iong bony body | ooked as though a stiff wind would put kinks init. He



had thin blond hair and pal e-blue eyes. H's forehead, however, was trenendous

He said, "Colly, Doc, there's been the devil to pay! |'ve been waiting for you!"

Monk had flopped into a chair. He squinted at the skinny nan and asked, "Hey, Long Tom you heard
anyt hi ng from HanP"

The skinny one turned his attention to the hairy chemi st and gave a snort of disgust. "Wen you

two left here last night, | figured you would probably run into trouble. Wat's happened now?"
Monk gave a sour grinmace. "That shyster Ham" he said, "has gone and got hinself involved with a
girl—=

Doc Savage interrupted quietly, "You were going to tell us sonething, Long TonP"

The skinny man's eyes | ooked worried as he turned his attention from Mnk

"Yes," he said swiftly. "It's about sonething that happened at the college up-state.” And he
rel ated what Doc Savage had already heard in the radi o nessage to his plane

Long Tom was another of the bronze man's aides. Hs full title was Major Thomas J. Roberts. He
was the electrical wizard in the bronze giant's remarkabl e group of worldw de adventurers

And strangely, for all his unhealthy appearance, he was a wiry bundl e of piano-wire nuscles and
speed. Wien aroused, he could fight |like a demon. He had never known a sick day in all his life

Monk was suddenly out of the chair, listening to Long Toml's story of the nysterious explosion at
Doc's col |l ege. He heard about the escape of a former crimnal naned Birm ngham Jones

Long Tom added: "I've been in contact with the college all night. Birm ngham Jones has not been
found. "

Doc told, briefly, of what had happened up the Hudson near Sl eepy Hollow. He nentioned the barge
expl osi on

It was Monk, suddenly excited, who put in, "Say, that's funny! Two expl osi ons—a coupl e hundred
mles apart! Maybe—
But Long Tom was busy addi ng another detail of the college explosion for Doc's benefit

"There was sonething else," the electrical w zard was saying. "A peculiar, shrill whistling sound
just before the expl osion happened. They have not discovered what it was, Doc."

The bronze man's eyes were thoughtful. "Wistling sound?"

"Yes. It—=

Monk et out a yell. "Doc! That's the noise that blasted goblin of a flyin' thing nade over

Sl eepy Hollow. An' | betcha it was the same thing | heard just before that danged barge went
sky-hi gh!'"

DOC SAVAGE nodded without speaking. He said nothing about the nmysterious object that had al npst
crashed into his plane as he had been flying toward New York

I nstead, he queried, "This girl Honey Sanders that you nentioned, Mnk? There was sonethi ng about
her seeing some sort of flying apparition near Sleepy Hollow, of her being hysterical and badly
frightened?"

Monk jerked his head. He started to reach in his pocket, then swore. "Blast it!" he rapped
"Ham s got her picture. It was in the papers |ast night!"

Doc suggested, "It m ght be a good idea to buy another paper, Mnk."

The chemist started for the door, to go down to the street. He returned five mnutes later with a
nmorning edition. He was excited. Not because he had found anything about Honey Sanders—the story,
apparently, had been dropped—but because of the headlines that were on the first page

Monk pointed at the heavy black type, and said tensely, "Blazes, Doc! Lookit this!"

The itemread:

MYSTERY

SURROUNDS PLANT

EXPLCSI ON | N NEW JERSEY

Early this nmorning, a nmysterious blast rocked a part of the vast cellulose plant |ocated at
Mayville, in the New Jersey neadows a few mles out of New York City

Police say that it was only through an act of Providence that the terrific explosion took place a
scant hour before five hundred nen woul d have been at work in the building which was denoli shed
Sabot age has been hinted, but officials of the industrial concern deny all such possibilities

But it has been noted that the cellul ose concern manufactures a product used in war, and now
residents are recalling the Black Tom expl osions that occurred in the vicinity during the last Wrld
War .

Cornelia Duval, mllionaire industrialist and director of the firm could not be |located at an
early hour this norning. It was thought that he m ght have a statenent to nmake

And further on, near the bottom of the | ong news account, was a brief paragraph which said

Jules Smith, watchman at the plant, who was fortunate to be naking his rounds at sone distance
fromwhere the actual explosion took place, and who was not hurt, told of a peculiar shril

whi stling sound that he heard just before the blast. He was unable to say exactly what the sound
was, though he was positive that it came fromthe sky.

Monk, who had been readi ng over Long Toml s shoul der, |et out a squeal

"CGolly!" he expl oded. "Muybe this has got sonething to do with that explosion up the river, Doc
Maybe—



"Or," the bronze man put in, "it mght be pure coincidence. That watchman was nore than likely
excited by the explosion, and he m ght have inmagined things."

"But— the chemist started, and the ringing of the phone interrupted him

Doc Savage picked up the receiver. A second |later, he said swiftly, "Yes, HanP"

Monk, listening, junped up and down happily. "Then that shyster's O K ?" he asked

Doc, listening at the phone, nodded. He listened attentively, finally said, "It should take us
about thirty mnutes to get there," and then hung up

"Get where, Doc?" Monk asked anxiously.

"It seens," stated Doc Savage, "that Ham and the girl —Honey Sanders—are safe." There was a
certain brightness to the bronze giant's flake-gold, magnetic eyes. "Hamhas a lead to the flying
thing. He is waiting for us now"

As Doc Savage started toward the door, it was Long Tom who asked, "Waiting where?"

"At a spot just a half mile fromwhere the explosion has occurred at the Duval plant in New
Jersey!™"

Chapter VII. GUY WTH A GUN

THE quarter-mle-1ong manufacturing plant of Cornelius Duval, millionaire industrialist, was

|l ocated in what had once been Jersey swanps along the old highway route to Newark. |In recent years
the | oW ands had been filled in and nunmerous factories had been built in the area

Cornelius Duval and his associates probably owned at |east half of the industries located in the
district

The building of this particular unit, which had been half denolished, was a processing shop

| ocated far down near one corner of the string of shops. Mdtorcycle police patrolled the roadway
just outside the high wire fence now, and no one had been permitted entrance except a few plant
officials

The pl ace where Ham Brooks had asked Doc Savage to neet himwas at a road-stand place at sone

di stance fromthe damaged shop. The construction of a new hi ghway had | ong since put the smal
eating place out of business. It was deserted

Ham and the girl were seated on the rear steps of the old wooden buil ding when Doc Savage and the
others arrived in the bronze nman's |inpusine. Qutwardly, the sonber appearance of the nmachi ne woul d
hardly indicate that it was arnor-proof, or that the w ndows would resist machi ne-gun bullets

Doc and skinny Long Tomwere introduced to the girl by Ham who told briefly of what had happened
since he had nmet pretty Honey Sanders

It appeared that after they had been seized by the six gunnen in Sleepy Hollow, and left |ocked

in the stone-wall ed prison, a man had been sent back to question the girl about her interviewwth
newspaper reporters

Ham had managed to knock the fellow out, and he and Honey Sanders had escaped, to |later follow
the other gunmen in the night and overhear a conversation that involved Doc Savage

As Ham now started to exclaim "It was about your college up-state, Doc. There was an expl osion
and sonehow those birds knew about it. They sai d—=

The bronze man nodded. "Yes. W have already | earned about the trouble up there," he said

quietly.

Ham went on worriedly. "But that isn't all. A guy naned Birm ngham Jones escaped fromthe

college. It seens he was to grab Honey Sanders"—Ham smiled at the girl —but then these guys deci ded
this Birm ngham Jones was to have a different assignment, seeing as they already had the girl."
"Different?" asked Doc Savage. "Wat do you nean?"

"Bi rm ngham Jones was to be sent over here to Jersey, to this very plant where the expl osion
happened early this norning!" announced the |awer. "W managed to follow themtoward a spot where

they were to nmeet this Birm ngham Jones, but later we lost the trail. So we came over here, seeing
as Honey Sanders, here, knows somnethi ng about a man naned Patrick Val entine."
Monk was suddenly excited. "CGolly, Doc!" he piped in his shrill voice. "I'll bet that Birm ngham

Jones was the one blew up this place!"

But the bronze man shook his head

"Hardly that," he said, but he did not explain this remark. Instead, he |ooked at the sl ender
pretty girl.

"You sai d sonething about a man named Patrick Val entine?"

The girl shook her head swiftly, her blue eyes wide. "Yes. That's what they call him but | have
an idea the nanme is a fake."

" Fake?"

"l mean, one used to shield his real identity. He nust be a devil!"

The bronze man's eyebrows raised slightly. "Wiy do you say that?"

"Because Patrick Val enti ne—whoever he is—s behind all this trouble. |I've overheard enough to
know this is true. Patrick Valentine is planning something that is going to shock half the world
VWhat, | don't know. But it is sonething big!"

For a nonment, Doc Savage was thoughtful. Then he indicated the |inopusine, which he had parked
wel | behind the road stand while Mink had first been arguing with Ham

"Monk can stay here with the girl," Doc directed. "It might be a good idea for the rest of us to



try to learn just what Bi rm ngham Jones was doing at the Duval plant."

The bronze man | ooked at the unheal thy-appearing electrical wi zard. "Long Tom you and Ham mi ght
try to get into that shop where the expl osion occurred. Find out what took place."

Long Tom asked, "Doc, about that phone call you stopped off to nmake on the way over here? Has it
anything to do with—=

"The call was to Cornelius Duval," explained the bronze nan. "He has an appointment with ne at
the plant in ten mnutes."

Doc consulted his watch. "Meet back here at the car in an hour."

Doc Savage then di sappeared toward the plant of the mllionaire manufacturer. Ham and Long Tom
fol | oned.

SOMEONE had once said that Ham Brooks shoul d have been an orator. He could talk. And his |ega
training made his arguments convincing, when he w shed themto be

H s words convinced the watchman stationed at one of the Duval plant gates

"No one gets inside the grounds!" the watchman had insisted. "Them s orders!"

But now the man was saying, "Well, if you two are insurance-conpany exam ners, |like you say,
guess |'Il have to let you. But you be careful. Part of that building hasn't collapsed yet—but it's
liable to!"

Ham and Long Tom entered the grounds inside the high wire fence

The building they shortly approached lay, nostly a pile of bricks, on the ground. At |east, half
of it did

The remai nder—a structure several stories high—showed one slightly bul ging wall.

In a large storage yard off to the left, outside the part of the shop that had col | apsed, was the
remai ns of what had been a huge vat of some type. There was an odor of chemicals in the air

Long Tom said, "That tank nust have been knocked right through the walls of the building. Funny!
The products they manufacture here are not explosive."

They noved on, |located a small exit door in the wall of the part of the shop still standing. Long
Tom |l ed the way inside

They saw nachi nes and equi pnent that had been snashed to pieces. The snell of spilled chemicals
in here was stronger, causing the two nen to cough occasionally.

Ham renmar ked, "Lucky these enpl oyees had not yet cone to work. O herw se, hundreds of them would
have been killed."

Long Tom nodded, saying nothing. He had been sniffing the air as they wal ked through the shop
past various vats and beneath nassive overhead pipes that were obviously used as |iquid conveyers
"Can't quite place it," Long Tomrenarked, his thin, sensitive nose screwed up as he stil

sni ffed

"Pl ace what?" Ham asked

"The odor. Like burned ozone. It's sonething that was hardly caused by the chem cals which they
use here."

Ham said, "If only sone of those enpl oyees were here, perhaps they could give us an idea what it
m ght be."

From above the slender |awer's head, the grating voice rapped, "Brother, maybe we can help you!"
Ham j erked back, staring upward at the big pipe lines that ran overhead through the shop

Assorted forns canme tunbling down on himand Long Tom

THE assail ants wore dungarees and workmen's caps. But their faces were the kind that are found in
rogues' galleries

Long Tom and Ham were seized and carried by sheer weight of falling bodies to the floor of the
shop. One of the attackers remarked confidently, "W said these Doc Savage nugs are tough? Wy,
hell, they're just set-ups—

The one speaking was on top of bony Long Tom He never finished the sentence; perhaps never
exactly knew what happened in the next split second

He was thrown a dozen feet clear of the skinny electrical wi zard' s figure. Long Tom hinsel f cane
off the floor like a piece of released spring steel. Hs pale eyes were glittering

He grabbed anot her thug and began flattening the man's ears

He knocked the second assailant flat. A third | eaped on him

Ham was hol ding his own with three nore who had al so conme down of f the overhead pipes. The

wel | -dressed | awyer used no rough-house tactics. His fists nerely appeared to flick out lightly.
But each blow was well ained, deadly in its rapierlike suddenness

Men fell down. Ham was soon dusting off his clothes and turning his attention to Long Tom who
had not done so badly hinself. The electrical expert was just straightening from pounding the | ast
t hug sensel ess against the hard fl oor

Ham started to coment, "Monk is going to feel hurt when he | earns about this. Too bad he—=

The two men standi ng behind Long Tom and Ham | aughed. They both hel d guns

One said, "W kinda thought planting that phony watchman at the gate was a good idea."

He pulled the trigger of the gun in his hand

Lead did not spurt fromthe weapon, but the liquid did, and it got into Ham s and Long Tonml s eyes
and they groped around blindly. The stuff had them nmonmentarily hel pl ess



And while they were thus staggering about, the man with the |iquid amonia gun stepped forward,
let a blackjack slide fromhis coat sleeve and started sw ngi ng.

The two Doc Savage ai des were soon |lying notionless on the floor.

The bl ackj ack wi el der said, "Soon as we can get enough of our punks awake to take care of these
two, we'll go after Doc Savage."

Chapter VIII. ONE MAN WANTED

IN the reception roomoutside the private office and conference chanbers of Cornelius Duval, the
cute little drugstore blonde sat at her sw tchboard and stared hopefully toward the bronze man
seated across the small room For ten minutes, the girl had been giving hopeful sighs as she gazed
at Doc Savage.

Upon entering, Doc Savage had been informed by the girl that Cornelius Duval would see himin a
few minutes. It appeared that a board nmeeting had been hurriedly ordered. Doc would be admitted to
the conference room

The bl ond receptionist was attractive enough to have to continually ward of f passes made at her
by every man who visited the general offices of Duval Industries.

But this giant bronze fell ow had been one exception. He had hardly gl anced at her. The girl was
slightly defl ated.

Three tines, in the past five mnutes, she had nade renmarks intended to draw the stranger into
conversation. But Doc had nmerely nodded, continuing to apparently stare at the walls. The
receptionist could hardly know that the bronze fellow s expressionless features conceal ed the fact
that his remarkable brain was intent on a problem

For Doc was connecting various incidents that had happened throughout the night. He was thinking
of a forner crook and nurderer named Birmnmi ngham Jones.

Bi r m ngham Jones, obviously, was tied in with a nystery that was yet subtly hidden. Birm ngham
Jones, according to Hanml's observations, had |ast headed toward the Duval plant.

That fact was puzzling. For Cornelius Duval, mllionaire industrialist, was not the type of
person to hobnob with crooks. One of the wealthiest nmen in America, Duval had devel oped nany
scientific products that had been useful to mankind. H s record was one which |l eading citizens
envi ed.

A buzzer sounded on the blond girl's sw tchboard. She plugged in one of the sw tchboard cords,
mur nured sweetly, "Ye-es?"

She listened a nmonent, then said, "He was here about half an hour ago. He has already seen M.
Duval and has departed. . . . You're welcone."

The girl broke the connection.

Doc Savage was abruptly on his feet. The novenent was casual, but the girl gave a start when she
saw the giant bronze man standi ng near her desk. She had not heard Doc Savage nove.

"Soneone el se has al ready seen M. Duval ?" Doc queri ed.

The girl nodded. She was not supposed to give out such information. She nerely smled sweetly.
Doc Savage said, "Wio was it? Can you recall the nane?"

Somet hi ng about the bronze figure's conmpelling eyes made the girl forget everything about rules
and regul ations. At that instant, she would even have gladly reveal ed her correct age.

She consulted a note pad on the switchboard. "It was a M. Birmingham Jones," she said sweetly.
IF the information startled Doc Savage, his face showed no indication of the fact.

He nerely said quietly, "Thank you," and started to nove away fromthe receptionist's desk.

Her buzzer, at that noment, sounded again; and then she was saying, "You may go in now "

A m ddl e- aged, businessli ke woman nmet Doc Savage in the open doorway of a huge, expensively

furni shed office, nodded, |led himthrough the roomand into a chanber beyond.

A dozen nmen were seated around a | ong conference table. It was obvious that they had been talking
excitedly in the moment just before the bronze man's entrance. Their faces were flushed; they | ooked
war m

The big man at the head of the table arose quickly, cane forward and said pleasantly, "It's a

pl easure to have this honor, Doc Savage." He shook hands.

Cornel i us Duval had the aggressive manner of a man who has acconplished big things. He had

steel -gray hair, a healthy outdoors | ook, and a handshake that befitted his rugged appearance.
Doc cane swiftly to the point, outlining briefly the incident that happened at his "college" in
up-state New York. He referred casually to the crook naned Birm ngham Jones, spoke of the nysterious
expl osi on that had taken place here at Duval's plant early this norning.

"CQoviously," finished Doc Savage, "there is a connection between these unusual happeni ngs—a
connection invol ving one Birm ngham Jones. Perhaps you are willing nowto reveal information you
hesitated to give out to the newspapers?"

Cornelius Duval, for a long nonent, |ooked at the bronze nan.

Then the heavy-set mllionaire wal ked back to his place at the head of the board table. He

remai ned standing, and his alert gray eyes flicked briefly over the group of nen seated at the
table. No one spoke.

Duval | ooked back at Doc Savage and said with enphasis, "The explosion at one of our shops this
norni ng was an acci dent, Doc Savage. It was a thing that could happen in any industrial concern. It



is nothing of great inportance."

Sonething flickered in the bronze giant's eyes.

"And Bi rm ngham Jones?" Doc Savage added quietly.

"I"ve never heard of the man," said Cornelius Duval, and there was sonething al nost defiant in
the millionaire's voice.

Doc's flake-gold eyes stirred restlessly. He nodded briefly, said, "Thank you," and noved toward
t he door.

Behind him there was strained silence as he went out by way of Duval's private office.

Duval was obviously lying. Wiy? The blond receptionist had inforned Doc Savage that a man naned
Bi r m ngham Jones had seen the millionaire shortly before Doc hinself. In that case—

On the way out through the outer office, Doc glanced toward the blond girl's desk. She was gone.
DOC rode an el evator down to the nmin-floor |obby of the building. There was a policenman standing
just outside the elevator cab when the doors slid oven.

He stared quickly at the bronze nman, asked, "You' re Doc Savage, aren't you?"

The cop was big, with a red face and thick-soled, |arge shoes.

Doc Savage nodded, gl ancing around the |obby of the building. At the nonent, it was deserted.
"What is it?" Doc asked.

For Doc Savage at all times tried to avoid undue publicity. Naturally, in his dangerous career of
righting wongs and puni shing evildoers, he was bound to draw public attention and acclaim And yet
he generally managed to remain in the background when newspaper publicity covered hinself.

The policeman was quickly | eading the way to where a prow car was parked at the curb. H's
partner, a tall thin fellowin uniform was waiting at the wheel of the car. The engi ne was running.
"Sonme of your men are in trouble!" informed the officer who had been waiting in the |obby. "It
seens they tangled with some fake workmen who were planted in that expl oded building of Duval's."
Doc listened, his eyes thoughtful.

"And we trailed the gang to a hide-out about a nmile fromhere," went on the policeman. "One of
your men got away fromthem and told us to get you. | think his name was Mnk."

The bronze man nodded, swung into the police car between the two officers. The tall driver

imedi ately started up, wheeled the car around in the street and sent it streaking out of the snall
busi ness-secti on which surrounded the factory main office.

Qutside the town, they followed a rough road that had been the main highway in years past. But
now t he pavenent was full of holes.

Houses dropped behind them they canme to a disnmal section of lowlying nmarsh |and and dunps. Wat
had once been a huge gas-storage tank was |ocated off to the right of the old road, set back in what
was now a dunpi ng grounds.

The driver swung the car in there, nmaneuvered the machine over a rutted roadway.

The gas-storage tank had | ong since been enptied of gas. Only one of its great circular sections
rose up fromthe ground. The remai nder of the tank had probably been di smantl ed.

The police car was parked nearby and the two officers junped out, |eading the way.

One said, "These birds nust have fixed this tank up for a regular hide-out. C ever, eh?"

Doc agreed that it was.

They noved toward a heavy steel doorway built near the base of the old, rusted, drum shaped tank.
Nearing it, one of the policenen, said, "Listen!"

Frominside the great tank, nuffled but still audible, cane sounds of what nust be a terrific
battle. One voice rose somewhat above the ot hers—Mnk's voi ce.

ONE of the cops said tensely, "That sounds like the fellow who called hinself Mnk!"

Doc nodded, standing aside as the heavier-set cop reached for a dog-armlatch that held the heavy
door cl osed fromthe outside.

"W | ocked "emin until we could get your help," said the officer, sw nging open the door. "Cone
on—and be ready for a fight!"

As Doc hurried with the two nmen inside the tank, his right hand flicked to his vest, conceal ed
beneath his coat.

When the door slammed behind them and blinding |ight struck the bronze man's eyes, he flung out
his armas though to ward off the brilliant glow.

At the same tine, the bronze giant gave a peculiar yell. The words were not understandabl e.

From beyond the blinding Iight, and nagnified a hundred tines by the vast enptiness inside the
huge steel chanber, canme an assortnment of yells. The voices of Mnk, Ham and skinny Long Tom

But the aides stopped yelling abruptly. Strangely, they renmined quiet.

But others in the circular, huge roomdid not. They kept fighting.

For they had not known that Doc Savage had spoken in an ancient Mayan tongue, which only he and
his aides knew. What Doc had called was, "Hold your breaths!"

At the same nmonment, he seized the heavy-set cop next to him Wth deceiving, snooth speed, the
bronze giant hurled the big fellow to the ground, knocking him breathl ess.

Doc strained, to make a grab for the policeman's tall, slender partner.

But in the second that Doc Savage had nade that peculiar outcry, and when his hands had flicked
sonmething into the air, the other cop had | eaped back to the heavy entrance door.



It slammed even as Doc Savage turned, and the dog-arm handle tw sted into place—from outside the
t ank.

Doc Savage stood still, apparently holding his breath, as he had been doing for a full nonent.
After a nonment, he relaxed and called out, "Careful! W can't be certain just how effective these
anaesthetic gas bonbs are in such a |l arge space!"

From sonewhere on the far side of the tank, fromthe darkness beyond the blinding Iight, cane an
expl osive sigh as a man let out his breath. Mnk's voice followed.

"Yeo-o0-ow " the hairy chem st squalled. "Look at 'em"

Doc had nmoved swiftly toward the blinding light, learned that it was a 300-watt bulb placed in a
novabl e stand. He now swung the |ight around to shine across the big encl osed space of the old tank.
MONK, grinning, was sitting astride a heap of linp figures. Sone of those who were unconsci ous
wor e dungarees. They were the ones fromthe partially denolished factory buil ding.

Ham and anaeni c-1 ooki ng Long Tom were standing guard over figures lying on the floor. Captives a
nmoment ago, they were now in control.

The girl, attractive Honey Sanders, was |ying down with her head resting on an outflung arm as
t hough peaceful |y asl eep.

For what the bronze nan had used upon entering the hide-out was a formof snall gas bonb of his
own invention. The vials had been broken when Doc hurled them agai nst the earth. The gas otherw se
harnml ess, had the power to put people to sleep in the first nmonent that it nmxed with the air.
Thus Doc had shouted the warning in Mayan, telling his aides to hold their breaths. Usually, the
gas contained only knockout properties during the first nmoment or so.

The crooks sprawl ed out on the floor were already showi ng signs of returning consci ousness.

Doc said, "Use their belts to tie themup."

Doc helped with the tying. He said, "W will question themlater. But | doubt if they know nuch.
They were probably just hired for this job by the man we want, and he has escaped."

Ham st ared, "Escaped?"

Bef ore Doc Savage coul d reply, Honey Sanders let out a long sigh and sat up.

She saw Doc Savage, and the expression of fear that had started to leap into her eyes

di sappear ed.

Ham al ways gallant, stepped forward swiftly to help the girl to her feet. Mnk gl ared.

Honey Sanders said, "W thought they were policenmen, and they grabbed Monk and then ne. The real
policenmen, | heard themsay, are tied up back there in the woods where your car is parked, Doc
Savage! "

The bronze man nodded.

It was Long Tom who asked curiously, "But, Doc, how cone those phony cops didn't fool you like
they did Monk and the girl?"

"Because," offered the bronze giant, "one of the two was the man we want. There was sonet hi ng
famliar about his face right fromthe first. He is the one who managed to | eap back outside this
pl ace and escape." He noved toward the heavy door that had been bolted fromthe outside. "It m ght
be sone tine before we get out of here,"” the bronze man added.

"But who was it?" asked Ham puzzl ed.

Doc announced: "That slender one who drove the stolen police car was Birni ngham Jones!"

Chapter IX. "I KNOW VALENTI NE! "

GETTING i nformati on out of hard-boiled thugs was often one of the bronze man's problens. He had
various scientific ways of doing this, when necessary. But a nore sinplified nethod—+the one that
usual Iy got quick results—was Mnk.

Monk didn't use nmuch science. He enployed his fists and a lot of fancy cuss words.

Wil e Doc, Long Tom and Ham noved across the large tank roomto see what they could do about
openi ng the | ocked door, Monk was assigned to work over a few of the captives to see what
information could be obtained fromthem

Doc suggested that it mght be a good idea if the girl, Honey Sanders, stepped across the room
with themal so. Shortly, hearing the racket behind her, she was gl ad she did so.

Fifteen m nutes | ater—ong Tom and Ham were still working at the heavy steel door—\bnk called out
to Doc Savage. The bronze gi ant stepped back across the huge circul ar space.

Monk was standing with his hands on his hips, |ooking disgusted.

The captives were lined up along the inside of the tank wall, |ooking as though nothing else

coul d ever possibly happen to them

Monk grow ed, "Wat the heck! They're just a bunch of dumb roughnecks. Birm ngham Jones hired
them at twenty bucks a day to do sone of his dirty work. They don't even know what this nystery is
all about!"

Doc questioned sonme of the captives. The bronze nan seened nore interested in | earning about the
nyt hi cal person who had been referred to by the girl as Patrick Valentine. Each of the
battered-1ooking thugs was willing to talk.

"He's the big boss," said one.

"Bi rmi ngham works for that guy," put in another.

"Who is he?" denmanded Doc.



They all shrugged. One renarked, "Dammed if we know. But that's what they call himPatrick

Val entine."

Doc was thoughtful for a nonent.

Monk stal ked up and down before the bedraggl ed-1ooking line-up. His big fists were clenched at

hi s sides.

"You birds gonna tell all you know, or do | go to work on you agai n?" he asked.

Each man cringed. Each had had sufficient sanples of the hairy chemst's ability at getting
information.

"That's all we know " one captive offered. "Birm ngham Jones was hired by this Patrick Val entine
to handl e sone big deal. For all we know, Valentine could be anybody!"

Doc nodded to Monk. "They appear to be stating the truth," he said. "Tie themup again."

Long Tom and Ham had been unable to force the heavy steel door, the only escape fromthe tank
room

Honey Sanders' blue eyes were w de enough to show that she was scared. "Wuat shall we do?" she
asked, staring at Doc.

The bronze man ordered, "Everyone stand back."

Doc took sonething fromthe pocket of the special vest that he wore beneath his clothing. Next,
he appeared to be sprinkling a formof powder along cracks of the two-inch-thick steel door. He bent
down, using a snall lighter that he held in his hand.

Doc's lithe spring took himwell away fromthe door before the intense, white-hot heat started
snaki ng al ong the door edges. Metal nelted before the girl's w de-eyed gaze; the massive door
abruptly sagged on its heavy hinges.

"Therm te," Ham expl ained to Honey Sanders. "Hottest burning substance known. Cone on."

Leavi ng the captives bound and gagged, they returned to the road stand where Doc's |inopusine had
first been parked. Monk and the girl located the two real policenen who had been tied up and left in
t he woods.

Doc drove themto their |ocal headquarters, explaining about the captives back at the gas tank.
The bronze man was assured that plenty of officers would be sent out to take care of the crooks.
Doc made arrangenents by which, later, the captives would be sent to his special "college"—+to the
very institution fromwhich their boss, Birm ngham Jones, had escaped.

Doc and his aides, with the girl, drove back to New York. Late afternoon papers were on the
streets, and there seened to be sone extras.

Monk got out of the car to buy a paper, stared at the heavy type and quickly brought the paper
back to Doc Savage.

"Bl azes!" Monk piped. "Just lookit that!"

The itemread:

EXPLCSI ON ROCKS

LONG | SLAND TOWN

SECOND MYSTERI QUS

BLAST TCDAY

Bulletin

At a few nonments before noon today, at one of the plants of Mdern Paints, Inc., located in Long
Island City, a terrific blast tore down a section of buildings where hundreds of enployees were just
ready to | eave for their noon lunch hour.

It is believed that the nunber of dead and missing will reach at |east twenty-four people. But at
this witing—scarcely a half hour since the accident occurred—t is inpossible to say just how nany
have been killed and seriously injured.

Pl ant officials cannot explain the nysterious blast. And police have been unable to yet
investigate because of fire that has broken out in store roons adjoining the denolished section of
the plant.

Cornelius Duval, mllionaire owner of Mddern Paints, Inc., refused to talk with reporters.

Earlier today, at another of the wealthy manufacturer's plants in New Jersey, another nysterious
expl osi on occurr ed.

It was not necessary for Doc or the others to read further. Ham whistl ed.

Long Tom said, "Doc, what do you figure is behind this?"

The bronze man had started the car again, was sending it smoothly and swi ftly downtown through
|late afternoon traffic. For several nonments he did not answer the question.

Then he said briefly, "Possibly we have overl ooked sone angle that involves the section called

Sl eepy Hol | ow. "

Monk, in the rear seat, junped.

"Golly, Doc!" he exclainmed. "You nean sonething about that blasted goblin thing that Honey, here,
and | saw?"

Honey Sanders | ooked questioningly at Doc Savage. The bronze nman had been talking to her quietly
all during the drive back from New Jersey. His questions had seened casual ; a nunber of them had
pertained to her home |life in the region known as Sl eepy Hol | ow.



The girl had thought the questions nerely part of an idle conversation. But now she suddenly
under stood that she had been ni staken.

There was nothing ever casual about this remarkabl e bronze fellow. There had been a purpose

behi nd his questioning, she abruptly realized.

And this was evident in Doc's next comments.

He said, "Long Tom you and Monk might go out there to that paint plant and investigate. Ham can
wait at headquarters with the girl. |If anything devel ops at Sleepy Hollow, you will hear fromne."
A few nonments | ater, he dropped the others off before the skyscraper buil ding containing his
eighty-sixth floor headquarters.

Dusk was settling over the Wstchester hills when Doc finally left Manhattan behi nd hi mand sped
along the wi de parkway that led toward Tarrytown and the region of Sleepy Hollow.

IT was al so dark enough that driveway |ights should have been turned on in the service station
where the |ong, serious-looking nechanic worked al one.

The man was the sanme fell ow who had tangled with Monk when the scrappy chenmist had piled up his
car in the service-station driveway.

But the man had apparently forgotten all about turning on lights now. He was strangely excited
about sonething. He raced inside the small building that served as office and service station. He
| eaped toward a wall phone as though his |life depended on it.

A second later he was excitedly talking to the operator.

"Look, get ne Doc Savage, in New York! Get ne long distance! |'ve got sonmething to tell Doc
Savage! |'ve got sonmething to tell himabout Patrick Val enti ne—

The | ong-1ooki ng, serious station owner paused, stammering, "Ch, sure. | forgot! Get ne Doc
Savage and 1'Il tell himthat!"

He waited. Long distance, apparently, knew the number he sought, for shortly a connection was

made and a pi ping voi ce was sayi ng:

"Hel |l 0? This is the headquarters of Doc Savage."

The station man was so excited that words got stuck in his throat for a monent. "Listen!" he
finally got out. "It's about Patrick Valentine! Get me Doc Savage! Hurry! | just |earned—

What ever the long man had | earned woul d forever remain a nystery. And all because, in his
excitement, he had forgotten to turn on the station |ights.

The darkly clad figure had taken advantage of that gl oomcreated by the absence of lights. He
slipped into the building on soft-sol ed shoes, noved up behind the tall man talking excitedly at the
phone. The knife which he used made a slight crunching sound as it slid between ribs in the station
owner's back.

The shadowy figure stepped back, the knife still gripped firmy in his hand. He watched the tall
fellow fall, kick a fewtimes, and then lay still.

Then the prow er noved to a workbench, wi ped the knife blade off on a greasy piece of waste.

A sputtering, firecracker sound was conming fromthe dangling receiver of the wall phone. The
killer stepped back, replaced the receiver on the hook. It was inpossible to see the man's face in
t he darkness.

But he seemed sure of his novements. He appeared not to hurry. Before |eaving, he stepped to a
desk that was obviously the only "office" the station boasted. He funbl ed around with papers on the
desk.

Goi ng out, he closed the doors behind him The doors contained spring |ocks, and now, to all
appear ances—seei ng that no lights had been turned on—the place was cl osed up.

The prowl er slipped off into the night.

On the nearby Post Road, a car passed occasionally. It was the time of night when nbst nearby
residents were at dinner.

Crickets started their night chatter in the adjacent woods behind the darkened buil di ng.

THE | ong, expensive-looking linmusine rolled into the station about twenty mnutes later. The
driver did not get out of the car. But his sharp eyes took in the racks of oil still placed on the
gas-punp "island" outside the station.

He saw ot her indications which nade it seem queer the place should be | ocked up for the

ni ght —whil e supplies still renmined outside.

The man at the wheel of the big car was Doc Savage.

Doc did not clinmb out of the car. Instead, he started up, rolled out of the station and, a few
nonents |later, sent the car down through one of the many shaded | anes that were a part of

peaceful -1 ooki ng Sl eepy Hol | ow.

Ten mnutes |later, none would have recogni zed the bronze man as he returned, on foot, to the
darkened service station.

For Doc wal ked with a stoop. H's clothes were ragged. His remarkabl e bronze features and hair

were conceal ed by a griny-looking nmake-up substance that gave himthe appearance of a hobo just off
a freight train. Hs hair and skin were now dark.

Doc gained adm ttance to the station through a rear wi ndow. Seconds |later, he was exam ning the

st abbed man.

The bronze man used a small flashlight which he carefully shielded with his hands. He | ooked for



signs of prints that m ght have been left by the nurderer. There were none.

Doc noted the dead man's position by the wall tel ephone. He lifted the receiver, got the
operator, then was asking quietly, "Wat was the last call nmade fromthis nunber?"

"Just a nonent, please,"” said the girl.

Then Doc was informed that a call had been put through to New York. H s own headquarters phone
nunber was repeat ed.

If the bronze nman was surprised, the fact was not expressed in his voice.

"Pl ease get that nunmber again," he requested.

Monk answered the call.

"Doc!" the chem st excl ai med when he heard the bronze man's voice. "Look, Doc, sone fella just
called you a little while ago. He was all het up about this nman naned Patrick Valentine. | sorta
figure he knew where we m ght |ocate Val enti ne—

"Then," Doc put it, "that explains why this man here was killed."

"Killed? Who?" Mnk wanted to know.

Briefly, Doc told about the dead service-station operator; that he was calling fromnear Sleepy
Hol | ow.

Monk got excited. "That explains why he was cut off, Doc! That's all he had tine to say-sonethin’
about knowing this Valentine guy. He nust 'a' |earned sonething."

"Yes," Doc Savage said. "Perhaps, by norning, we will know the answer. |If you do not hear from ne
by then, you'd better investigate."

The bronze man hung up.

He spent a few nore nonments going carefully over the inside of the building. On top of sone
scattered papers on the desk, he saw the penciled circle drawn around the brief news item

The paper was one published locally, and the itemwas just another bit of gossip in a colum
devoted to | ocal chatter.

I't read:

The Nancy Lee, former river showboat that has been tied up at Kelly's Landing for the past two
years, is reported sold to an out-of-town junk dealer. Report is that the decaying old schooner wll
shortly be towed away.

A frown nmonmentarily touched the bronze man's brow as he swiftly read the itemby aid of the
shiel ded flashlight ray. Odd that a garage man woul d be interested in such news!

And stranger still that the words "Doc Savage" should be scraw ed across the page, just beneath
the news itenl

There was enough indication of greasy finger marks around the scrawl ed notation to show that the
dead service-station man had witten Doc's nane.

Before slipping out the rear wi ndow, Doc Savage called the operator again and said, "Send the
police at once to the Hi ghway Service Station on the A bany Post Road."

Under the covering gloomof night, he returned quickly to his car.

THE Nancy Lee sat | ow enough in the water to suggest that her seans were cracki ng open and that
her hold nust be half filled with water. Her rigging had | ong since been renoved.

Doc Savage had had no trouble in locating the old showboat. Up until two years ago, on sumer
nights, a New York boat line had featured nightly trips up the river to where the Nancy Lee was
anchored. A stock conpany had put on popular old revivals aboard the schooner.

Since the fad had died out, the schooner had been tied up |ong enough along the river front to
make it al nost a | andmark.

The 1 ong wharf was as aged-1|ooking as the boat itself. Decayed pl anking sagged beneath the bronze
man' s shoes as he made his way along the stringpiece.

At the end of the wharf, in the deceptive darkness, he |ocated a battered gangpl ank that |ed up
to the bul king sides of the clunsy-Iooking craft.

He went aboard.

On deck, Doc stood listening. Then, carefully, he made his way along the deck.

Sil ence |l ay heavy everywhere. The noon had not yet cone up, and the night was dark.

But the bronze nman had no trouble finding his way about. Hi s renarkabl e eyesi ght guided him
accurately. There was no indication that this old tub had been used in nonths.

He went bel ow, |ocated a passageway that led forward. It was necessary to use a flashlight down
here. A coal-black cat scurried up a conpani onway ahead.

Doc paused before an open doorway, |ooked into what had once been the skipper's cabin.

Di shes with scraps of food upon themwere set upon a table in the room

Cautiously, Doc Savage noved inside the room

Soret hi ng sl anmed above him out in the passageway. It was foll owed by another thunping sound
farther aft. It was abruptly darker outside the room

Only one thing could have happened. Hatches above had been sl ammed shut!

Doc Savage whirled, to | eap outside the room

But the door jerked shut, nen tunbled out of dark corners all around him A light flashed on in
the roomthe ray of a powerful hand-flash.

Guns and faces that were not pleasant hemmed in the bronze giant.



A harsh voice said, "Wait'll Birm ngham Jones hears what we got for him"

Chapter X. THE NANCY LEE

THE man who spoke made one m stake when he addressed Doc Savage. He canme a step within the circle
of grimjawed gunnen.

The bronze man noved.

O rather—to those who were nonentarily amazed—there was a flash of blurred notion and the crook
who had spoken was down on the cabin deck. He had been knocked sensel ess.

Hol ding their fire for fear of hitting their own nen, the nob closed in on the bronze giant.

They were thrown aside |ike bouncing tenpins. Heads cracked the cabin walls. There was suddenly a
great deal of swearing and struggling and confusion.

Doc Savage managed to knock half a dozen big thugs into unconsci ous heaps before, through sheer
force of nunbers, he was dragged to the deck.

For at sounds of the battle, other tough-1ooking honbres had cone running into the cabin. The jam
got so thick that they were hitting each other. There nust have been two dozen assailants now in the
room

They got the bronze fellow tied up. As though this wasn't enough, soneone carried in tw bl ankets
and the heavy material was ripped into |ong strips.

Around the ropes that already held the bronze nman notionless, the strips of blanket were wound
until Doc | ooked like a helpless mummy. Only his face was reveal ed.

Even then, the nmen stood well back fromwhere Doc was laid out, like a long round |og, on the
deck.

One individual -a swarthy fellow with features ugly with ol d scars—said warningly, "Keep your eyes
on him | wouldn't feel safe near this Doc Savage guy even if he was tied with anchor chain!"

"O K., Pinky," soneone said to the man with the scarred face.

For Pinky was one of the two nmen who had been at the "col |l ege" up-state. He stood back now,

wat ching the bronze giant's prone figure carefully, and he seened to be waiting for sonething.
Most of the group fell silent, except for those who were picking thenselves up fromthe deck,
rubbi ng bruised jaws as they did so.

A thug asked, "What next, Pinky?"

"Keep your shirt on," said Pinky. "He'll be here soon. But you don't think he's dunmb enough to
cone aboard while we're tied up here, do you? He'll meet us out in the river."

Even as Pinky spoke, there was a slight notion of the old schooner. Not the notion caused by the
throb or punping of engines, but a smboth gliding sensation as though the craft was being towed.
The gliding feel of the boat continued for about half an hour. Then it stopped. There was a
clattering racket as, apparently, an anchor was | owered.

DOC SAVAGE had not noved. Only his eyes remained stirring and restless, as they touched upon

i ndi vi dual s grouped above him Sonething about those unusual flake-gold eyes caused the others to
remai n cl ear—though it was obvious that the bronze figure could not nove an inch.

There canme the sounds of feet nmoving on the deck above, and then men were poundi ng down the
conpani on and al ong the passageway outside the room

Two burly nmen barged into the room They stepped aside and the man they had preceded was

reveal ed.

He was well dressed, tall, slender and dark. He hardly | ooked |ike a gangster or crook.

But his eyes were a deadly gray. Also, they had sort of a vacant stare.

He indicated the trussed-up figure of the bronze man and asked, "Wo's the nug?"

"That's Doc Savage," informed Pinky.

"Who?"

"Look, Birm ngham" Pinky explained carefully, "Doc Savage is the guy the big boy wanted us to
capture, remenber? Doc Savage and any of his assistants who are working with him"

"Ch!" said dark-haired Birm ngham Jones, but he did not seemunduly inpressed.

Pi nky expl ai ned further. "Look, Birm ngham Doc Savage"—he jabbed a finger at the formtied up on
the floor—this guy is the nug who had you sent to that place up-state. To the coll ege, renmenber?"
It seened to take a nonent for that to sink into Birm ngham Jones' brain. Then he stiffened. A
peculiar glint cane into his fishy eyes. H's hand noved beneath his coat.

"Then 1'Il kill him" said Birm ngham Jones flatly.

ONLY for the fact that quick-nmoving Pinky seized the well-dressed man's hand, was Doc Savage
saved from a speedy death.

Exasperated, Pinky tried to explain to Birm ngham Jones.

"Now listen," he rapped. "You've been doing all right. The boss thinks you're good. But we're not
to rub out the bronze guy-yet!"

Bi r m ngham Jones shrugged. "Wy not?"

"Because we gotta use himto get those assistants of his here, too—aboard the boat. W' re shoving
out at midnight, and the big boy has ideas how he's gonna w pe out this Doc Savage crowd all at
once. At seal"

"Ch!" said Birmngham Jones agai n absently, and Pinky gave the man a frown.

Then, after a nmonent, Birm ngham Jones asked, "But how you gonna get them guys up here?"



"Watch!" said Pinky, and he made a notion to the waiting nob. "Bring along the bronze guy!"

It took six nen to pick up the bronze nman. He was carried through a passageway for about half the
length of the old schooner. There was sone trouble in getting hi mdown a narrow | adder to another
deck bel ow.

Then Doc was carried into a long, brilliantly lighted roomthat was |ike nothing that had ever
been on a rotting sailing ship.

The room was obviously a laboratory. There was the soft humof a power unit that was apparently
used to develop electricity. Devices, machinery installed in the room said that soneone here knew a
whol e | ot about science.

Scar-faced Pinky caught the thoughtful regard in the bronze man's eyes and gri nned.

"Sone set-up, eh, guy?" he queried. "A whole |ot of people around Sl eepy Holl ow woul d | ose their
uppers if they ever guessed about this Nancy Lee tub!"

Doc's eyes flickered.

A rack of huge cylinders at one side of the |long roomcaught his eye. H s glance touched the
objects so briefly that none had seen the recognition which was mrrored in the bronze figure's
eyes.

Doc was suddenly being lifted and carried again. Pinky directed the group toward a table where
various radi o equi pnent was set up.

Bi r m ngham Jones cane al ong al so, and it was notable that everyone paid himthe deepest respect.
For though they were hardened crooks, each man appeared to have a slight fear of this tall,

pal e-eyed, well-dressed man.

"Ch, | get it!" Birm ngham Jones suddenly put in. "Valentine said we could force Doc Savage to
lead his other men up here. You're going to use the radi o?"

Pi nky paused, turning away fromthe dials which he had been nmani pul ati ng.

"Birm ngham " he said, "you're inproving! You just keep renmenbering the boss' orders, and you'll
be the biggest public eneny in the world today!"

DOC had been placed on his feet, his handlers granting as they held his great figure upright. The
bronze man's sharp eyes caught the wave-length at which Pinky had set the short-wave set.

It was a wave-length used by Doc and his nmen whenever they wi shed to comunicate with each

ot her.

Pi nky, at a nod from Bi rm ngham Jones, was suddenly directing, "O K, Savage. You' d better nmake

it good. Whoever answers from your New York headquarters, you tell 'emyou got everything figured
out up here at Sleepy Hollow. Tell "emall to get up here right away. Tell those birds you'll neet
themat the bridge on the Post Road, just a mle south of that service station where you were

toni ght."

The short-wave set was already humming. In a nonent, contact would be made with the bronze man's
headquarters.

For the first tine, Doc Savage spoke.

He said quietly, "It's too bad you have gone to this useless trouble."

Pinky's lips twisted into a snarl.

"Talk to them damm you!" he snapped.

The bronze giant's lips were clanped shut. H's eyes were steady and burning.

Bi r m ngham Jones stepped forward. "Allow ne, gentlenen," he said.

The gun appeared miraculously in his hand and its barrel raked down across the bronze man's

metal lic features.

Later, after using the gun barrel several nore tinmes, even Birm ngham Jones stared. Everyone

| ooked at the mummified figure.

Doc Savage's features, his expression was as inscrutable as an inage nade of bronze.

But he started to sweat. The bl anket strips wound securely around his renmarkabl e body becane wet.
Beads of perspiration rolled off Doc's high forehead. Those hol ding the wrapped figure upright found
their hands slippery with the noisture.

Pi nky, though, was paying no attention. He suddenly exclained as he tuned in the transmtting

set, "Hell with himl Watch this!"

He made a notion indicating that Doc Savage was to be renoved out of speaking di stance of the
transmtter. The hum of the short-wave set becane |ouder, and then Pinky was abruptly saying into a
m crophone:

"Hell o, Monk. This is Doc Savage speaki ng—

Pi nky's voice was remarkably |ike the bronze man's own.

Chapter XI. TIP-COFF!

THE scene was the reception room of Doc Savage's skyscraper headquarters. Qutside the wi ndows,

far below, the mllion and one lights of Manhattan at night shone like bright snall stars.

Monk cane through a doorway. His face split in a broad snmile at the vision of loveliness in the
person of slender, attractive Honey Sanders. But he glared at Ham clad in a new suit, and carrying
on an easy conversation with the girl. There m ght have been a fight between the pals right then,
but at the nonment Long Tom entered Doc's headquarters fromthe outside entrance hallway. He | ooked
exci ted.



Ham asked, "What did you find out about Cornelius Duval? Did you nanage to see that mllionaire
yet ?"

Long Tom shook his head. "No. But | found out sonething else."

"What ?"

"That Duval has a private estate up there in the Westchester hills behind Sl eepy Holl ow. Seeing
as how a whole lot of the trouble started there, bet you he's mixed up in this thing!"

The girl's deep-blue eyes wi dened. "I never heard of M. Duval |iving anywhere around Sl eepy

Hol I ow, " she put in.

Long Tom nodded. "He didn't. Seens he's just bought this estate lately. Hardly anyone knows about
it yet. One of his secretaries told ne about it."

The girl said, "But why, if Duval is involved in this nystery, would he have some of his own

pl ants bl own up?"

Ham had a ready answer for that one. "Snoke screen,"” he offered. "To throw suspicion off

hi msel f."

The flickering of a small red bulb high on a wall in the roomdrew everyone's attention. It was
Long Tom who stepped quickly toward the | aboratory doorway, to enter that part of Doc Savage's
headquarters which contained much of his delicate and intricate electrical and radi o equi pnent.
A nmorment |ater he called out to the others, "It's the short-wave. Maybe a nessage from Doc!"

Ham and Monk, with the girl, noved quickly toward the |ab.

A section of the huge roomwas given over to radi o apparatus that woul d have brought words of
prai se from broadcasting and control -room engi neers.

Long Tom was mani pul ating the various dials on a huge receiving unit. A nonment |ater, the voice
of Doc Savage cane from a | oud- speaker overhead.

It was the nessage that the scarred-faced crook called Pinky, imtating Doc's voice fromthe old
showboat up the Hudson, was putting on the air.

They all heard the urgent words, listened to the directions ordering themto neet the bronze man
at the bridge on the Post Road near Sleepy Holl ow.

Monk | ooked delighted. "Blazes! Let's get going!" he said.

Doc Savage was just signing off. It was Ham who suddenly excl ai ned, "Listen!"

They all heard the soft, unm stakable trilling sound of the bronze man while Doc was still

tal ki ng.

Long Tom stared. "Trick!" the electrical expert rapped.

Ham nodded. "Doc coul dn't nake the sound and tal k, too! Soneone else was talking in his place—but
Doc nmust 'a' been sonewhere near there and nmade the trilling, so we'd know "

The trilling sound of the bronze man was a formof ventriloquism It could be created by Doc
Savage w t hout anyone cl ose by being aware of its source.

Monk sunmed up the situation.

"Daggonit!" he exploded. "Doc's in trouble!"

It was decided to | eave Long Tomwith the girl, at headquarters. The el ectrical expert had one
word of caution to give, however, before Ham and Mk, this time acconpani ed by the pets, departed.
"It appears," said Long Tom "that the message cane from sone boat |ocated up the river. That
part about neeting Doc at the highway bridge was probably a trap. You might watch for a boat
sonewhere in the vicinity of Sleepy Hollow "

Long Tom s deductions were nore than likely fairly accurate, for he had carefully charted, using
a direction-finder that was ultrasensitive up to a radius of fifty mles, the source of the radio
waves. Using intricate charts devised by the bronze nman hinself, Long Tomwas thus able to give the
two aides a | ead.

Fifteen minutes later, Ham and Monk were taking off from Doc Savage's water-front hangar in one
of the fast speed pl anes.

THE thing floating in the water | ooked like a matchstick that bulged slightly in the middle.

That is, fromtheir position several thousand feet above, it |ooked so. But Ham knew it nust be
t he schooner they sought, for it was the only craft visible for mles in the now noonlight night.
Monk, at the controls, had been flying the fast plane so high that no sound of its notors could
possi bly reach anyone who m ght be watching fromthe river.

"All right," Hamdirected, "cut the engines and go down. Better land close in to shore. W can
swimout, and that way we won't be spotted."”

Monk, worried about Doc Savage, and anxious to get to his aid, stuck the nose of the plane down
and |l et the ship dive.

Haml et out a yell.

"Fool !'" Ham rapped. "You want to yank the wings off this ship?"
Monk pull ed out of the steep dive, threw the plane into a nore snooth spiral.
He said calmy, "I'"'min a hurry."

They | anded w t hout mi shap, nuch to the dapper |awyer's amazenent.

Monk nmade use of the river current to let the small anphibian drift in beneath tree branches that
overshadowed the river bank. Mking the plane secure, Mnk yanked off his coat and clinbed out on a
wi ng.



"Let's get going!" he squeaked inpatiently

Ham didn't like the idea of soaking his newest suit, but approach to the old schooner |ying out
in the river nust be made in this manner

The two aides slid into the warmwater and struck out for the darkened ship

Once, Monk commented, "Betcha we've nade a mistake. That old tub | ooks |ike she's gonna sink any
mnute."

"Keep quiet!" Ham snapped

For the bulky lines of the old sailing ship were not far ahead, and sound travel ed easily across
the calmwater in the quiet night

Ten mnutes |ater Ham and Monk were swiming silently beneath the scabby sides of the schooner
They worked their way toward the bow, where there was some anpunt of shadow.

Monk, with the agility of an ape, went hand over hand up the taut anchor chain. Ham fol | owed.
Silently, both men swung up on deck

Not a dozen feet fromthem the nan was seated on the coil of heavy rope. H's chin kept going
down and touching his chest. He was apparently asl eep

Monk noved quietly toward a rack where ol d belaying pins were still in place. He renoved one
came back to Ham grinned, then swung the heavy object

The man—he had obvi ously been stationed here to do guard duty—went into a nore sound sl eep

Monk hefted the belaying pin. "Maybe we'll find sone nore of these nugs," he said hopefully
"Quiet!" Hamrapped. He | ed the way forward.

They covered the entire deck, |ocated no nore | ookouts. They started bel ow, through the only
hatch opening that they could find unl ocked

Monk whi spered in his squeaky voice, "Blazes! Mybe that guy back there only lives alone on this
tub. Bet Long Tom was wong about it being a boat where they got Doc—

Ham hi ssed, "Shut up! This m ght be a trap—

It was!

Men boil ed out of assorted hiding places and sl amred i nto Ham and Monk, in the dark, narrow
passageway bel ow decks

MONK bel | owed, using the belaying pin in the close, shadow quarters. Hamwas using his

qui ck-moving fists

The fight, a tangled, snarling, cursing knot, swayed up and down the passage

Monk wasn't particul ar how he used the heavy weapon which he gripped in a hairy fist. Men went
down |ike slugged cattle. Others clinbed over their fallen conrades and tried to reach the battling
chem st. Ham picked others off with his deft bl ows.

But the two aides were slowy backed toward the open, lighted doorway. It was the well-equipped
| aboratory that had been installed bel ow decks in the apparently worthl ess schooner

Monk backed into the room grinning when he saw that there was nore space in which he could now
swing the club

"Yeo-o0-ow " the chem st bawl ed. "Now bring 'emon!"

Behi nd Monk and his partner, a cool voice said, "That's about enough of that!"

Monk and Ham spun around to stare at the automatics held in the scar-faced man's steady fists

Pi nky, the one holding the guns, grinned. "W kinda had a hunch the bronze guy tipped you punks
off!" he said

Chapter Xl|I. CROOKS MOVE QUT!

WH LE Pi nky kept the two Doc Savage men covered, they were swiftly grabbed from behind and tied
with heavy, stout cords

It was then that Mnk saw the bronze man

"Doc!" he cried worriedly.

Ham too, fromhis hel pless position on the floor, stared

Bot h ai des saw the numyli ke figure propped up agai nst a bul khead

Doc Savage's netallic features—the only part of himvisible above the tightly w apped

bi ndi ngs—showed the streaks of redness where a gun barrel had left its w cked marks

Across Doc's |ips had been placed adhesive tape, so that he had been unable to warn Monk and Ham
Pi nky put away his automatics and nodded approvingly to his assistants

"We didn't get all of Doc Savage's nen, but this hel ps. There's one still down in New York wth
the girl. The other two aides, we've heard, are somewhere in Europe. | think Birm ngham s planning
on taking care of the girl and the one they call Long Tom on the way through New York tonight."
At the question in Hamls sharp eyes, Pinky grinned and went on

"Too bad we can't stay around to see the fun, guy. But we're shovin' off. See you all in hel

sone day!"

Scar-faced Pinky | ooked back at his henchmen. "You sure you got everything off this tub that was
needed? Valentine'll raise plenty of hell if you didn't. An' we can't cone back."

One of the burly thugs nodded. "Yeah. W got it all." He grinned as he stared at the hel pl ess Doc

Savage captives. "Damm right we won't be back. Back to what?"
The others laughed also. It seened to be a huge joke
Still grinning at Monk and Ham |ying hel plessly trussed up on the floor, the nmen started filing



out of the laboratory room Pinky flung a | ast glance at Doc Savage, propped up against the

bul khead.

"Yeah," he repeated, "see you all in hell!"

He, too, went out; and a nonment |ater the faint sound of feet tranping across the decks above
could be heard. Silence shortly dropped down, down like a waith over the schooner.

MONK tried to twi st around. He saw Doc Savage, as hel pl ess as a wapped-up mummy. He twi sted far
enough to stare at Ham |ikew se unable to nove.

Monk said, "What the blazes did those guys nean about seein' us in hell?"

Ham | ooked worried. "lI'mtrying not to think about it," he said, twisting and squirming in a
hopel ess attenpt to get free of the ropes.

Both | ooked up at Doc Savage. Both saw the perspiration-soaked cloth strips that were w apped
securely around the bronze man. Doc was noi st enough to have been di pped in water.

And both aides started when those wet bindings suddenly split w de apart and Doc Savage, as
remarkably alert as ever, stepped free of them

It was as though acid had eaten through ropes and bl anket strips, rotting them as though they

m ght have been tissue paper.

Doc qui ckly yanked the adhesive fromhis nouth and said, "They have probably gone far enough now
that we can trail themw thout being seen."

Doc turned to his two aides, started on the ropes the held them Wthin seconds Monk and Ham were
on their feet, with the hairy chem st asking questions.

"Doc, what happened— Monk started.

"No time for explanations," Doc Savage rapped swiftly. “"Thing is to get off this boat. Hurry!"
The bronze man notioned themtoward the passageway, urged themto hurry as they headed for the
upper deck.

The upper deck was deserted. Mnk stared around.

"They must 'a' got away in a boat," he piped. He started | ooking around to see if there was a
boat they thensel ves coul d use.

But Doc said tensely, "No time for that. Overside! Quick!"

Ham paused only | ong enough to indicate, approxi mately, where the plane was hidden al ong the
shore, then | eaped overside wth Monk and Doc.

A coupl e of nonents later, Monk was gasping as a result of the terrific speed the bronze man was
setting with his powerful overhand strokes through the water.

"Bl azes, Doc!" Mnk how ed. "What's the rush?"

Doc did not let up in his pace. His voice cane clear over his shoul der.

"You have," he warned, "just about two nobre minutes to save yourself fromdeath."

That was enough to make Monk splash through the water |ike an Ohio River side-wheeler. Ham

foll owed suit.

Even as, half wi nded, both aides were dragging thensel ves up on shore, they heard the peculiar,
shrill whistling sound out over the river.

Monk stood up, yelled, "CGoshami ghty! There it is! That flying hobgoblin of a thing. Lookit, wll
ya! 1t's gonna—

Doc snapped, "Down! Down on your stonachs!"

The terrific concussion cane a split second later. The blast was enough to spray sand fromthe
smal | strip of beach over the three prone figures.

Qut in the river, the old schooner—the Nancy Lee—went up in the air as though it might have been
a toy jerked by a string.

LATER, in the plane, and as they scoured the river front for noving snall boats, and the nearby
side roads for any signs of fast-noving cars, Doc made brief explanations.

First, he explained his own delay at releasing hinmself fromthe nummylike bindings.

"It was uncertain for a while whether Birm ngham Jones would return to the schooner or not. There
is a probability that he went to neet the one known as Val entine."

Ham under st ood. "And you hoped, by pretending you were still helpless, to see the guy who is
real ly behind the nystery?"

The bronze man, at the controls of the plane, nodded.

Monk interjected, "But gosham ghty, Doc? How did you | oosen those bl asted ropes and things?"

Doc indicated his still noist hands. "A penetrating fluid which was in a vial in nmy coat pocket.
It eats into anything except human flesh. Managed to squeeze the vial and break it while they were
tying me up. The stuff spreads |ike kerosene."

"Then," Monk said, "you were just fooling those mugs so you could get a line on the real

Val enti ne?"

Doc was flying |l ow now, intently scanning the shore |ine beneath them He swing the plane and
returned upriver again.

"Yes," he admitted in response to Monk's question. "But they changed their plans after Birm ngham
Jones got in touch with them by radio."

"What do you nean?" Ham queri ed.

"Val entine, wherever he was, had ordered the schooner destroyed. He needed it no |onger."



Monk stared. "You nean that flying whatchacallit thing destroyed it, Doc?"

"Apparently."

"But heck! If this guy Valentine wasn't even there, then how could he—=

Doc said, "That's only one of our problens. The question is: Were is Valentine and what is he
really trying to do?"

"Yeah," agreed the hairy chem st.

So far, they had found no trace of those who had escaped from the schooner.

And so Doc Savage put the plane down at a point near where he had left his car hidden on the east
shore of the Hudson. Monk was directed to drive the car back to headquarters and to nmeet Doc and Ham
there.

On the flight downriver again, Ham asked the bronze man, "That |aboratory aboard the schooner,
Doc—+t had sonething to do with Valentine and what he is up to?"

"Yes. But now he is through with it. Obviously, it was only an experinmental workshop. That's why
t he schooner was bl own up. Valentine is making a quick nove to some other point. It |ooks as though
he is now ready for sonme grand coup."

Doc' s unusual eyes were thoughtful.

"It mght," he added, "be a good idea to see Long Tom He started to say sonething this afternoon
about a thing he noticed at the Duval plant in New Jersey. But there has been no tine yet to
question him"

And so Doc Savage was silent during the remainder of the short flight into New York.

They arrived back at Doc's skyscraper headquarters about m dnight. Ham hurried ahead into the
recepti on room anxi ous about Honey Sanders.

Doc Savage was nore interested, at the nonment, in talking to Long Tom

But Ham and the bronze giant were not going to talk to anyone.

The electrical wizard and the girl were not in the library, reception roomor |ab.

They had vani shed.

Chapter X II. DEATH FLIES H GH

AT one that norning, there had still been no word fromLong Tomor the girl.

At one thirty, Monk returned from Sl eepy Hollow with the bronze nan's car. The chemist hurried
into headquarters with excitement in his little eyes.

"You know what?" he piped.

Ham gave his partner a sour |look. "l suppose you' ve got into a jamagain!" he suggested cool ly.
"Listen!" Monk hurried on, ignoring the dapper lawyer's remark. "I did a little investigatin' up
there at Sleepy Hollow before starting back. And | found out sonething."

"Well, what, stupid?" Ham demanded.

"That Duval millionaire guy has pulled a sneak," inforned Monk. "He's flown the coop, wal ked
out!"

Doc Savage | ooked interested. "Just what do you nean?" he prodded.

Monk expl oded, "Bl azes, Doc, Duval has gone to Europe! Took a dipper plane! Now why do you
suppose he's gone and done that?"

The bronze man said nothing for a nonment. Then he remarked, "Possibly Duval's departure expl ains
t he sudden di sappearance of Birm ngham Jones and the others."

Monk i mmedi ately junped to a concl usion.

"You nean, Doc," he queried, "Duval is behind this danged nystery?"

Doc Savage was noving toward the phone. "Not exactly," he said. "But it might be interesting to
| earn about other plane novenents tonight."

Monk | ooked puzzled. Hamwas intently listening as the bronze man started naki ng phone calls and
aski ng pertinent questions.

It appeared that Doc was calling the |eading airports around greater New York. He was questioning
of ficials about any planes that had departed for Europe or South American countries.

Doc spent considerable tine covering every known flying field and sea base.

Finally he hung up and said quietly, "Three dipper planes left for Europe tonight. Each was
crowded wi th passengers, and none of themwere wormen. It mght be interesting to know who were
aboard those planes.”

"Did you get any nanmes?" Mnk asked.

"Yes, but they could be pseudonyns." Doc nentioned the nane of an airport that ran regul ar
flights abroad. "The dispatcher there said it was the largest order they'd ever filled for passage
to Europe.”

"What do you make of it, Doc?" Hamwanted to know.

"Wait," the bronze man said, and stepped toward his |aboratory.

HAM and Monk foll owed. Doc was manipulating the dials of a powerful radio transmtting set.

He expl ai ned, "Renny and Johnny are in Paris. They were to stand by for a nessage from
headquarters at seven this norning. It is just about that over there now "

For sone tinme, the bronze nman worked with the dials of the powerful set. Wen tubes were warnmed
up and things seened to be adjusted to his satisfaction, he said into a m crophone:

"Doc Savage cal ling Col onel John Renw ck—



The bronze man repeated the words several tinmes.

Finally, an answer canme over the |oud-speaker |ocated over the apparatus-filled table.

"Renny speaking," a booming voice said. "Is that you, Doc?"

Doc Savage started to explain about the series of nysterious circunstances that had occurred near
New York. He told about Duval, and of the man named Birmi ngham Jones.

Doc said, "Birm ngham Jones, apparently, is working for soneone with a diabolical schenme to
create destruction and horror, Renny."

"What does Doc nean?" Monk said to Ham as both aides |istened.

"Keep quiet," the |awer rapped.

Doc was saying, "Are you still tuned in, Renny?"

There was an abrupt, slight frown on the bronze man's usually placid features. He twi sted the
di al s quickly, spoke again.

A peculiar crackling sound canme fromthe | oudspeaker, and behind the sound Renny's booni ng was
heard to gradual |y fade.

Doc | ooked tense about sonething. The static sound increased, grew |ouder in the set.

Abruptly he whirled away fromthe radi o apparatus, ordered, "Haml Get on that direction-finder
unit. Hurry! And Monk! Turn on the sound-detector!"”

The stocky chenist, puzzled, junped to obey.

Doc Savage called out positions to which the apparatus was to be set. Both units, he requested,
were to be trained on locations that would indicate the Atlantic!

The static sound in the | oud-speaker was getting worse. There was no trace of Renny's voice at
all.

Doc suddenly turned off the short-wave, nmoved swiftly to the instruments that Ham and Monk were
adj usting. Doc took charge.

For several nonents, he made fine adjustnents with the sensitized, delicate devices. Once he
comrented, "It appears to be cl oser now. "

Ham watching and listening to noises that cane fromthe sound detector, asked, "Wat's coning
cl oser—a pl ane, Doc?"

"No, the flying thing."

MONK j unped.

The chemi st saw that the bronze giant was using several delicate instruments now. Sorme of them of
Doc Savage's own invention, Mnk knew that these detectors were uncanny in their accuracy. They
could tell exact location of anything in the air up to a radius of several hundred mles.

Doc had suddenly spun away fromthe detector devices.

"Quick!" he ordered. "The ray machine. Set it in position!"

Monk, the chemi st in the bronze man's organi zati on, was beginning to gain an inkling of the
truth.

"Doc!" he how ed. "You nean sone sort of thing is gonna attack us—here?"

The bronze gi ant nodded briefly.

"The position of the thing is approximately fifty mles out to sea. It will reach here within
nmoments now. "

"W thin monents?" Mnk gul ped, conpletely flabbergasted.

But Doc Savage was already flinging open especially constructed, huge windows in one wall of the
bi g | aboratory. The space opened to the night was all of a dozen feet w de, and gave a panoranic
view of | ower New York Bay, a part of Long Island. Beyond, was the Atlantic.

Doc whirled back to hel p Ham wheel a huge machine toward the wall opening. The thing | ooked |ike
the kind of powerful searchlight used by arny engineers in aérial bonbardnent maneuvers.

But when Doc Savage turned on the nachine, no light cane fromits front. The nachi ne was an
invisible-ray device made to repel certain kinds of forces.

The bronze man nade certain other adjustnents, stepped back to the direction-finder.

He said tensely, "The ray should hit the flying thing within the next nonent. If it doesn't—
Doc let the words trail off, noved to a position where he could watch through the w ndow openi ng.
The tone of his voice had indicated that if his calculations were wong, then they were all
doormed for some kind of destruction.

It was Monk who suddenly squeal ed, "Look!"

The best description of the phenonmenon mght be to state that a conet had expl oded. There was a
trail of sparks through the night sky as something smashed to fiery bits high in the air.

And as the weird, distant explosion took place, the bronze nman seened to relax slightly.

"Anot her nmonent," he commented, "and it would have been here." There was perspiration standing
out on the bronze giant's netallic features.

"But, Doc— Monk started, full of questions.

The ringing of the phone in the library interrupted them Hamhurried to answer it.

He was back al nobst instantly, his face strained and tense.

"It was the girl—Honey Sanders!" he exclai med. "And—

"She ask for me?" Monk got in, hopefully.

"—and it's about Long Toml " Ham fini shed.



"Long Ton?" Doc caught the urgency in Ham s words.

"Long Tomis at our water-front hangar. He's trying to hold off the guys who are trying to
destroy our equi pmrent and pl anes stored there!"

Monk let out a yell of rage. He was already | eaping toward the door. Ham hesitated only |ong
enough to hear the bronze man's comment:

"Leave the ray machine turned on. It is hardly probable that there will be another aérial attack,
but it mght be wise to guard agai nst one."

Doc hurried with his two aides toward an express el evator that would drop themswi ftly to the
basenent of the skyscraper.

THE "flea run" was the name Monk had once given to the high-speed, pneunatic-tube device that was
al nbst an i nstantaneous nethod of transportation from Doc's headquarters to the water-front hangar.
A smal |, conpact cage carried the three nmen underground through a specially constructed tube. A
cushion of air finally stopped the hurtling car with breathtaking suddenness.

Monk gasped, "Some day this blasted thing is gonna yank nmy head right off my shoul ders!”

Clinbing out, Ham said sarcastically, "That'll be the day!"

Doc Savage said, "It looks like we're too late."

They were in a huge, vaulted space that contained several planes. These ranged froma vast,
tri-motored ship to various types of small speed planes and autogyros. Every ship was an

anphi bi an—eapabl e of descending on [ and or water.

The war ehouse floor sloped downward—to a wi de apron of cenent that dropped off into the Hudson

Ri ver, adjacent. The hangar doors were open and there seened to be a whole | ot of excitenent going
on out si de.

Doc, Monk and Hamraced across the vast hangar floor. But even as they ran, they heard the
powerful roar of a ship that was taking off fromthe river. The mammoth plane rose into the air,
circled, started picking up altitude. There cane a rattle like the sound of hard peas striking the
hangar roof.

Monk | eaped to a spot of safety, followed by Ham

The chemi st yelled, "Blazes! Soneone's shootin' fromthat damed pl ane!"

Doc, neanwhile, had reached the side of skinny Long Tom crouched down in a grease pit off to the
si de of the hangar runways.

The el ectrical wi zard had been punping away with one of the nmachine pistols that Doc's nen al ways
carried. But he straightened now, swore, and started clinbing out of the pit.

"Dam!" Long Tom snorted. "They've got away." He | ooked back into the pit, added, "All right, you
two guys. It's safe to clinb out now "

Monk stared as the first man cane up out of the pit.

It was the stocky, ruddy-faced little constabl e—Sandy Gower. The evil-snelling pi pe was cl enched
between his teeth, but he was so upset that it had gone out.

"Tarnation!" Sandy Gower funmed. "Paid twenty-five cents for this necktie, and now | ook at it!"
The fl ame-orange-col ored necktie was grease-spotted as a result of his being in the pit.

Monk stared as he recogni zed the one who had ordered himtenporarily held in jail. He gave Sandy
Gower a sour grimace.

"You got stuck nineteen cents then," Mnk piped, frowning at the sight of the |oud necktie.

Anot her man cane out of the grease pit. He was young, red-haired, not bad-I|ooking. He stared
around worriedly.

"\Were's Honey?" the young nman asked.

It was Long Tom who nade expl anations.

"This," he said, indicating the red-haired young man, "is Tod Smth, friend of the girl's." The
electrical wzard jerked a skinny thumb at Sandy Gower. "So is the constable, here. They cane to
headquarters | ooking for her tonight after you left."

"Where's Honey?" repeated Tod Smith worriedly.

Long Tomsaid, "In the office, where she went to call Doc, here, and the others."

Tod Smith hurried over toward a small office that was in a corner of the |arge hangar buil di ng.
Monk | ooked after the red-headed young man qui zzically. Ham caught the worried regard.

"That," the |l awyer stated, "let's you out!"

It appeared that young Tod Smith was the girl's boyfriend.

As Sandy Gower explained, "W've both known Honey for some tinme. And, ne, |'mdown here and |'m
gonna stick with her—+o be her bodyguard from now on!"

Monk suddenly snorted. "Bodyguard? Dammed | ot of good you were doin' Long Tom by hiding down in
that pit when he was tryin' to wing that escaping plane!"

Sandy CGower cane over to Monk and said loudly, "Listen, here, ape! | still got that jail
upriver!"

Monk's fists knotted. "Wanna neke sonething of it?" the chem st denanded.

Doc Savage's voice put a tenporary halt to the inpending battle.

"What happened?" he asked, |ooking at Long Tom

The skinny aide said worriedly, "W were up to headquarters when that black-1ight burglar alarm
set off the signal at the lab. W hustled down here and surprised these nugs, who were all ready to



bust up a lot of our equipnent."”

"But the blasted crooks got away!" Long Tom continued. "And you know, Doc, they had one of those
big Cipper transatlantic planes. The pilot, radi oman and navigation officer on that plane were
being forced to fly the thing by those jaspers!”

Doc prodded quietly, "You have any idea who was in charge of the nob?"

Long Tom nodded, his pale eyes bright. "Yes. They called himBirm ngham Jones!"

Chapter XIV. MYSTERY AT SEA

AT noon that same day, the fastest transatlantic vessel afloat noved slowy out of New York
harbor and down through the Narrows, out toward the open sea.

Doc Savage's ai des—Wbnk, Ham and Long Tonmwere aboard. As were Honey, Sandy CGower and red-headed
Tod Smith.

Honey Sanders insisted that, since she was mixed up in this nystery, she was going to see it

t hr ough.

Young Tod Smith stated that he was not going to let the girl out of his sight. Thus he went

al ong.

And Sandy CGower, grimy determ ned, went also, to watch over them both—though he bought a ticket
in steerage.

Thi ngs had devel oped rapidly through the night, and when Doc Savage had mentioned that the
strange nenace had noved across the Atlantic, it was Sandy Gower who pointed out that a liner was
due to sail that day.

Because of a war situation abroad, liners were only sailing about once a week now.

First, there had been the nessage from Renny. Contact had finally been nade with the engineer in
Doc Savage's organization.

Renny told of a strange thing that had occurred early that day in Paris. Some weird sort of

expl osi on had destroyed one of the city's greatest cathedrals.

"Bonmb?" Renny had been asked by radio.

"Wl l, no—not exactly,"” the engineer had explained. "Mre |like one of those 75 nillinmeter shells
they used during the Wrld War. Only there was sonething damed funny about it."

"Funny?" Doc had queri ed.

"Yes. A whole |lot of people heard it pass over Paris and the suburbs. A funny, whining sort of
thing in the sky. And it didn't cone fromany war area, Doc! Fromall reports, it came fromthe
Atlantic Ccean!"

It was shortly after receiving this startling information, and after Doc had absented hinsel f
from headquarters for several hours, that the bronze nman nade hi s announcenent.

"The nystery will be solved in Europe," he had said surprisingly.

"But how?" Ham had asked. And then his eyes brightened. "You nean, Doc, because that mllionaire,
Duval , went there?"

The bronze giant's reply was, at first, puzzling.

"Duval is involved in this thing," he said. "But he is not the villain we are after. And yet it
wi Il be necessary to proceed to Europe before we clean up everything."

The truth suddenly becanme clear to Long Tom listening intently. He recalled pertinent questions
that Doc Savage had asked him

Long Tom suddenly realized that Doc Savage had the nystery figured out! He was planning this

| ast, strategi c nove!

DOC acconpani ed the others as far as Anbrose Light, where he departed fromthe ocean |iner along
with the harbor pilot.

The bronze man had directed, "You will wait for me at the hotel in Paris which | have named—the
one where Renny and Johnny are now stopping."

It was Monk who said, "You're gonna followin the plane, Doc?"

Doc Savage nodded. "It will take our largest plane and all avail abl e space for necessary

equi pment, " he said. "That's why the rest of you nust go on this liner. Also, there is sonething to

be attended to here."

Doc had told Ham and Long Tom sonet hi ng about what he intended doing before | eaving for abroad.
It seened there was some sort of urgent appointnment in Washington.

Doc departed, stating that he would nmeet the others in about four days in Paris.

Two days later, in New York, the bronze man heard the startling information.

There had been a nystery at sea. Newspapers were full of black headlines. Cable conpani es had
been first to reveal the puzzling circunstance.

They had been unable to reach the Sea Queen with routine cabl egranms. O her agencies reported
simlar trouble. Governnent departnents verified the coments.

The Sea Queen, greatest liner afloat, apparently had di sappeared fromthe high seas. It was

i mpossi ble to contact the fampbus vessel. Neither had any word been received fromher in the past
twenty-four hours.

The Sea Queen was the liner on which Mnk, Ham Long Tom and the others had taken passage!
WTH N two hours after |earning about the nystery of the Sea Queen, Doc Savage was in the great
tri-motored, streamined plane, headed out over the Atlantic.



Most of the special equipnent had al ready been stored aboard the plane, and the bronze nman had
spent nearly all of those two hours in making a double check on the news reports of the liner's
strange sil ence.

For al nost half an hour, he tal ked on the tel ephone with certain navy officials in Washington.
Wat ever he | earned appeared to throw no |ight on the nystery of the ocean liner.

Because when the bronze nan started his long flight, his netallic features were grimy taut.
Sonmetime during that night, mdway in the Atlantic, and flying at trenendous speed, Doc Savage
heard the first of the S O S nessages.

He made notations of the S OS calls each tinme they came through the ether. They probably | asted
for well over an hour, and in the neantine, the bronze giant's ship had covered hundreds of niles.
Al attenpts by Doc to get in touch with the Sea Queen were usel ess. There were no replies to his
urgent queries.

At four a.m, the S O S signals stopped, and there was conplete silence after that. The bronze
man's eyes held a question as his great plane droned on throughout the |ong night.

Using the automatic pilot, Doc Savage was able to take short naps. He showed little signs of
fatigue, and this was perhaps expl ained by his renmarkabl e physique, the constant and rigid training
which he followed to keep hinself in condition.

Late that afternoon, Doc circled the huge plane over fanous Le Bourget Field. He had al ready

radi oed a nessage ahead to have Renny and Johnny neet himhere at the airfield.

The bronze man set the plane down as though it might have been a light glider. The first to rush
up to the plane when it rolled to a stop were the two aides.

One of the two was a giant of a fellow, the other tall and gaunt and | ooking |ike the advance
agent for a funeral.

The gi ant-size one was Col onel John Renw ck—better known as Renny—an engi neer of repute.

The other man was W/ |iam Harper Littlejohn. Everyone called himJohnny. He was as thin as a
straw and wore gl asses that contained thick | enses. He was perhaps one of the world's greatest

ar chaeol ogi st s.

Renny booned. "Doc! Didn't think you' d nake it so quick. W just arrived here in tinme!"

The bi g engi neer never talked in anything less than a bull roar. He and gaunt-1| ooki ng Johnny were
in the cabin doorway the nonment the bronze man swung it open.

Si ght seers had cone running up, pushing close to the mamot h shi p.

The gaunt archaeol ogi st, Johnny, paused in the cabin doorway, stared at the crowd and said
studiously, "lllustrate some manifestation of mgration!"

The Frenchnen grouped about, stared.

"He neans," Renny booned, "scraml Allez! Vite!"

Renny's lionlike roar made the crowd withdraw.

Johnny was inside the plane, his face very sober.

"Doc!" he said. "W heard about that |iner—the one you said Ham Mnk and the others were coming
across on! Do you think they—=

Johnny let the words trail off, but what he nmeant was significant. The archaeol ogi st forgot to
use big words whenever he tal ked with Doc Savage.

Renny added: "Doc, do you think they . . . they're really lost at sea, | nean—dead?"

Renny's gl oony | ook was sadder than ever.

Before replying, the bronze man led the two aides to the cockpit of the plane, indicated a chart
whi ch he had used on the ocean hop. At various points on the chart, there were notations and marKks.
Strung out in a line, each mark was connected by straight lines to a single circle at sone point
di stant.

Doc Savage said quietly, "The narks indicate bearings taken on the S O S calls fromthe Sea
Queen. "

Renny nodded quickly. "Sure, the papers here were full of it. And then those S O S calls finally
stopped, didn't they, Doc?"

The bronze man agreed. "But," he went on, "by taking the readings fromthe plane, flying at
hundreds of mles per hour, it was possible to get angles and to figure distance to the source of
those nmessages. They were faked."

Bot h ai des stared. "Faked?"

Doc Savage indicated, with his finger, the single circle on the chart to which all the straight
lines ran.

"The S O S signals fromthe Sea Queen cane fromthat point," he said. "And that circle indicates
a small island two hundred nmiles off the coast of France, in the Atlantic."

LATER, Doc Savage turned plane and equi pnment over to the care of the two aides. At the airport,
arrangenents were nade for the bronze man to use a fast, smaller ship, which he | eased fromone of
the local airlines.

Fi rst, however, the bronze man sent Renny and Johnny on a quest for sone special devices that he
wanted to use in the rented plane.

Doc managed to get an hour of rest before setting out at dawn for the island off the seacoast. As
he explained to the two aides:



"Stand ready to hear fromnme at your hotel. Also, one of you might check on all plane arrivals
here and at other airports. Learn what you can about a nman naned Birm ngham Jones."

Doc described Birm ngham Jones in detail. "It is inportant that we find him"

Renny frowned. "But in your |ast nessage from New York, you said that the man behind this thing
was cal led Val entine."

The bronze man nodded. "True. But Valentine, the real villain, has not yet reveal ed hinmself. He
is working through this front, this Birm ngham Jones."

Doc then added a detail that seened to have no bearing on a man naned Val entine. He nentioned the
names of two countries that were at war, at the nonent, in Europe. He said:

"You m ght check closely on any new devel opnents in the situation between those two countries.
Qur enbassy here will perhaps cobperate."

Soon, Doc Savage was putting the small, fast ship in the air. He took off as smoothly as though
he had been flying the strange plane all his life.

And an hour later, the sun was getting warmin the sky when he picked out the hazy outline of the
island far out to sea.

Monments | ater, Doc Savage was circling the isolated bit of Iand.

The size of the island woul d be, apparently, about four mles long and two wide. Hills rose up
steeply fromthe rocky shore line at the southern end of the place. To the north, in what nust have
been a deep bay, the liner was tied up.

Doc dropped down lower in order to get a better view of the wooded isle.

The shrill, whistling whine came so abruptly that Doc Savage only had an instant's glinpse of the
thing plungi ng upward through the slight ground haze.

Then there was the burst of snoke fromthe bronze man's plane and he was abruptly tunbling in the
crazy spiral toward the southern tip of the island.

The snoke envel oped the entire plane, formng a black ball, and within that dark core the plane
notor sputtered and choked and then roared.

Swayi ng back and forth crazily, the plane continued its wild plunge toward the bit of |and.
Chapt er XV. RESCUE

SOVEWHERE near the southern tip of the island, fromatop a wooded hill, a tattered-Iooking group
of men watched the plunge of the bronze man's pl ane.

Those who stared skyward, their eyes wide, were Ham Mnk, Long Tom and the girl—Honey

Sander s—and her red-headed boy friend, Tod Smith.

Their clothing was torn and ragged, a result of pushing through the thick undergrowth that was

al nost everywhere, Mnk's already honely face was scratched and bl ood-fl ecked. He | ooked |ike an ape
wi th neasl es.

Even Haml s dapper attire was half in shreds. H s appearance | ooked incongruous when conpared to
the slender, polished black cane that he was carrying. The cane was one that had been returned to
Doc's headquarters fromthe damaged car |eft near Sleepy Holl ow. Ham had brought the sword-cane with
hi mon the voyage.

Ham watching as the falling plane vani shed beyond the crest of a hill to the south, let out a
noan.

"l have a hunch," he said tensely.

Monk gave his partner a dirty |look. "Hunch about what, shyster?" he denmanded.

"That Doc m ght have been in that ship!"

Everyone stared. It was the girl, Honey, who | ooked thoughtfully at Ham She came over to his
side, making a hopeless attenpt to fold her torn skirt around her shapely, slender |egs.

"Why do you say that?" Honey asked. Sunlight touched her soft golden hair, and she was

beauti ful .

"Because," said Ham "they rel eased one of those flying things fromthe liner, and brought the

pl ane down. It must have been Doc!"

Monk started junping up and down. "Blast their hides!" he piped shrilly. "How re we gonna get
back on that ship in order to get at 'en®"

Young Tod Smith spoke up. "Wth machine guns trained on us fromthe decks, how do you expect to
get back?" he denmanded.

Monk scratched his head. "Mist be some way!" he insisted.

They were interrupted by a crashing through the underbrush near the clearing in which they stood.
Al'l recognized the girl's self-appointed bodyguar d—Sandy Gower .

The round-l1ooking little constable's green tweed suit was alnost in ribbons. H s flame-orange
necktie | ooked like |lengths of shoestrings tied around his neck. But his pipe was still stuck in his
nout h.

Panting, he cane running up to the group. "Wiy didn't you wait for nme?" he denmanded breathl essly.
"CGosh!"

Monk said sourly, "Some cop!" And then, "Brother, we were |ookin'" out for ourselves!"

The girl asked, "Sandy, how did you nmanage to escape?"

Sandy Gower gasped, "Heard those crooks tal king—+ was hiding down in one of the cargo hol ds—and
they sai d sonething about you junping overboard and escaping here in the woods. | tried the sane."



The stocky constable indicated a bl ood-red crease across his right arm "They saw me—and al nost
wi nged ne with one of them nachine guns they got on deck! Wew"

Long Tom had been saying not hing. He appeared to be listening intently, his pale eyes unusually
bright. H's sudden announcenent drew the others up alert.

"You know," Long Tom said sharply, "I don't think that plane crashed. |I'm gonna take a | ook!"

The skinny electrical wi zard started toward the crest of the wooded hill. The others plunged
through the tangle of junglelike growth, behind him

Alittle later they managed to force their way down the far side of the hill; reached, finally, a

strip of beach that was the southern tip of the island.

Doc Savage was just clinmbing out of the plane that had been | anded there.

FOR nmonents, everyone except the bronze man was tal king at once. Then, finally, Doc nade bri ef
expl anati ons.

"Renny and Johnny obtai ned the snoke-screen chenical for the plane exhaust. It was quite
possible, after the liner's |location had been |l earned, that they would try to ward off any approach
to the vessel."

Doc's aides i medi ately understood. The bronze man, avoiding the flying death that had been

rel eased fromthe liner, had wapped the diving plane in a chenical snpbke screen to give the idea
that it had caught fire and crashed.

Doc said, "It is quite clear that Valentine's gang took over the liner at sea?" The sentence was
both a question and statenent of fact.

Ham nodded. "They've got the crew in their power," the | awyer explained. "There weren't nany
passengers, as you recall, and nearly all of themare Valentine' s henchmen. Some of the others went
to Europe on those dipper planes."

Monk added, "Yeah. And, Doc, they got a couple of big-shot European arny guys that were sailing
too. They're holding those arny experts for sonethin'!"

Doc appeared to be interested in the remark. He said, "Renny will be trying to contact us soon.
Is the radio aboard the liner in working order?"

"Sure!" Monk exclai med. "But what the heck, Doc? How you gonna use it? Those birds have nachi ne
guns on deck, and plenty of ammnition. W ain't got a chance!"

Doc had suddenly stepped to the nearby snall plane. He returned quickly with several of his

machi ne pistols. He passed these to his three aides, who had been relieved of any weapons while
aboard the liner at sea.

Doc said quickly, "There is only roomfor one extra with ne in the plane. Hamwi Il be that
passenger. The rest of you return to the liner—but stay well clear of it for at least half an hour.
You should be able to board it then."

Ruddy- f aced Sandy CGower stared. "But how— he started.

Doc and Ham were al ready headed back to the plane. A nonment |ater the bronze nman took off and put
the fast little ship swiftly into the sky.

Doc flew |l ow, so that he could not be seen by anyone at the northern part of the island, where he
had observed the ocean liner tied up in the bay.

Even Ham was puzzl ed. Seated beside the bronze giant in the plane's small cockpit, he asked, "How
do you expect to ever get aboard that boat, Doc?"

Doc Savage indicated a drum of sone kind of chemical that was in the cockpit. A connecting,
tubular line ran fromthe drumto the hookup with the engi ne exhaust.

"When we drop down over the liner," Doc directed, "open the petcock on that drum?"

A norment later, the liner leaped into sight beyond the trees. Doc was putting the fast-noving
ship down in a low, flat plunge, and shortly they were cl ose over the ship.

As Ham turned the petcock on the drumof fluid, a thick, whitish snmoke poured out behind the

pl ane. Heavier than air, it dropped |ike a huge bl anket, to slowy envel op the massive vessel tied
up bel ow.

Snoke coming fromthe ship's funnels indicated that it had been about ready to | eave the island.
Doc turned the plane around, cane back above the whitish screen that was flattening out below. He
directed Hamto |l ay down nore of the peculiar snmoky stuff.

As Doc expl ai ned, "Form of anaesthetic gas. Drawn in through the vessel's ventilators, it should
knock everyone out in a matter of nmonents. It will dissipate rapidly."

After that, they kept flying around for about fifteen minutes. The whitish snoke screen had
slowy cleared. Again the liner was visible below themas they flew cl ose.

Men | ay sprawl ed on her decks. There appeared to be no sign of |ife aboard what soever.

Doc Savage set the plane down in a clearing near the bay, and shortly he and Ham were approachi ng
the huge liner.

At sonetime in the past, the northern end of the island around the bay nust have been inhabited.
There were sone tunbl e-down fishing shacks and saggi ng wharfs. In deep water, the liner had been
anchored nearby, out in the bay.

Doc and Ham found a | eaky ol d rowboat and got out to the vessel. The only way of getting aboard
the towering liner was by clinmbing the chain | eading up fromher anchor.

A strange sight nmet their eyes on the upper decks.



The crooks who had taken over the boat were piled around like flies. They all appeared to be

sl eeping. The menbers of the crew were found in simlar attitudes.

And bel ow decks, in cabins and stateroonms and through every part of the great ship, nore sleeping
peopl e were found.

Monk and the others arrived while Doc was meking the inspection. As Doc commrented, "The effects
of the anaesthetic gas will keep themlike this several nore hours. We will have to hurry."

"What are you gonna do with this nob?" Mnk asked. "I nean, all those that belong to Birm nghanms
crowd?"

Doc directed, "Swing out one of the largest |ifeboats. Sandy CGower and young Tod Smith can help."
In the next quarter of an hour, the bronze man's plan becane evident.

First, he located all officers of the liner. The skipper was found, also unconscious, tied up in
hi s stateroom near the bridge.

Doc used a hypodernic needle and a stinulant taken from his equi pnent vest. Shortly he had all
the officers awake and on their feet.

It was only natural that, recognizing Doc Savage, they imediately pitched in to help.

It appeared that there had been one of Birm ngham Jones' thugs for every officer aboard the ship.
This went for the crew, also. Practically the entire passenger |ist had been conposed of crooks
enpl oyed by the wily Birm ngham Jones.

Thus, movenent of the liner had been conpletely in the crooks' hands.

But now they were lowered in the |lifeboat, taken ashore, and laid out like a long line of corpses
on one of the old piers. The job took two or three hours, and Doc Savage urged haste.

Bi r m ngham Jones, along with scar-faced Pinky, was |ocated in one of the best suites aboard.
They, too, were unconscious, having breathed of the gassed air com ng through the efficient
ventilating systemnl

But the bronze man did not put Birm ngham Jones and Pinky ashore with the others. He gave them
each a treatment with the hypo needle.

Awake, seeing the situation, realizing the efficiency of this remarkable bronze fell ow,

Bi r m ngham Jones suddenly deci ded that perhaps he had been working for the wong crowd.

"Cot an idea," he suggested, in his snpboth nanner.

Monk | ooked over the tall, well-dressed Birm nghamcarefully.

"Yeah," he remarked. "You got sonme swell ideas. Like killing people, maybe!"

But Bi rm ngham Jones shook his dark head. "Look," he said, "you think I'mkidding, don't you?"
"You guessed it!" rapped Mnk.

"Well, 1'"ll showyou. I'Il take you to that Valentine fella."

Pinky offered to pitch in with Doc's crowd, too.

Doc Savage was listening quietly. "You know where Patrick Valentine is?" Doc put in.

Bi r m ngham Jones nodded. "He's got nost of those flying things at a base near the Swi ss border.
He's planning, right at this nonent, the grandest whol esal e nurder you ever heard of, partner!"
"And the others—sonme of those who went on the Cipper planes?" Doc prodded.

"W were aboard one of them ships,"” Birm ngham said. "But we changed over to the liner. The other
guys are already at Valentine's base there near Switzerland."

The bronze man said, "Perhaps we can check on that," and di sappeared in the direction of the
liner's radio room

He was gone for sone tine. In the neantine, the renai nder of the crooks aboard ship—all the
unconsci ous ones—were put ashore on the isolated, small island.

Doc returned. "Renny and Johnny have been doi ng sone checking up," he announced. "What Birm ngham
Jones says is correct. We will pick up Renny and Johnny at this place Birm ngham has nentioned."
Just before Doc gave orders to pull up the anchor, Sandy Gower exclainmed worriedly, "You going to
let those fellows on the island starve, Doc Savage? After all, it mght be sone tine before you get
back here to pick themup!"

The bronze man expl ai ned quietly, "Cases of beans and hardtack have been left for them Al so

wat er . "

A morent | ater, under the skipper's close eye, the great vessel eased out of the harbor and
headed toward France.

Chapt er XVI. BREAKNECK PASS

TWD persons aboard ship seened especially interested in that short voyage to the nainl and.

One of the two was wel |l -dressed, tall Birm ngham Jones; the other, the crook with the battered

f eat ur es—Pi nky.

Bi r m ngham Jones had been assigned a cabin aboard the liner. And it was Pinky who, acting
furtively, had slipped into Birm ngham s room and | ocked the door behind him

Pi nky grinned, commented, "You sure fooled that Doc Savage crowd, brother. N ce going!'"

Bi r m ngham Jones was seated in a chair and polishing his fingernails. An automatic lay within
reach on a table beside him

"l guess so," he remarked absently. Then, "Wat do you want? Thought | told you to be careful ?"
Pi nky's scarred features sobered. "Look," he said. "Wat did Doc Savage want with you and that
slick-1ooki ng gent named Han? Saw the three of you headed up to the bridge a while ago."



Bi r m ngham Jones conti nued polishing his nails.

"They were talking to that fella they called Renny. Using the radio."

The smartly dressed Birm ngham abruptly frowned. The sort of vacant stare that frequently cane
into his pale eyes, was there now.

"Say," he asked, "I alnost forgot the name of that place where Valentine said to send Doc and his
bunch. Hope | got it right. Wat was it again?"

Pi nky shook his head, sighed wearily.

"Lookit," he said grimy. "They call it Breakneck Pass." He nmentioned the nanme of a small village
near the Swiss border, in the foothills of the Alps. "I hope you got it right."
Bi r M ngham Jones nodded. "I got it right. | renenber it now "

Pi nky | ooked relieved. "You sure act foggy sonetinmes, Birm ngham"

Bi r m ngham Jones picked up the autonatic. "Wo's foggy?" he denmanded quietly.

Pi nky junped.

"All right! Al right!" he said soothingly. "Skip it. But—

"But what ?"

"You sure you told themwhere to go there near the base of that Breakneck pass—to the place where
Val entine has the trap all set for then®"

Bi r m ngham nodded confidently. "Hell, yes! This tine tonorrow, Doc Savage and his crowd will be
blown to hell and gone!"

Pinky grinned. "Valentine sure fooled that bunch, didn't he?"

"Yeah."
Bi r m ngham Jones abruptly indicated the door. "Now scram " he rapped. "| gotta see Doc Savage in
a fewmnutes. W'll be docking in alittle while. You stay with themand pretend to be ready with

any information they want."

Pi nky nodded and went out. On the deck where Doc Savage and the others had stateroons, he found
that something was apparently wong. One of the bronze man's aides was creating a | ot of noise.
It was hairy Mnk, and the chem st was yelling worriedly, "He's gone. Looked over the whole
danged ship for himan' he's gone!"

Everyone was grouped around Monk. There was the bronze nman and skinny Long Tom and with themthe
girl and her boy friend Tod Smth.

Frowni ng, stocky little Sandy CGower pushed his red face into the group circled about the hairy
chem st.

"Who' s gone?" Sandy CGower dermanded. Back on the ship again, he had obtai ned a change of cl othing.
H s newest suit and necktie were even nore atrocious-|ooking than those he had worn previously.
Monk squal | ed, "Haml's gone, that's who!"

"Ham s gone where?" Sandy Cower prodded.

It was Doc Savage who spoke up quietly:

"It appears,"” he said, "that Ham Brooks has vani shed fromthis boat."

AND Ham was still m ssing when the liner finally docked and everyone had been put aboard the boat
train for Paris.

Every part of the great ship had been searched. Mnk even went down into the holds and through
the very bilges of the ship. He had returned appearing as though he had craw ed through sewers.
But no trace had been found of the |awer, Ham

To Monk's di smay, Doc Savage said they would have to go on wi thout Ham There was little tinme to
| ose. Some of the others could not understand the bronze man's attitude. But no one questioned Doc
Savage's verdict.

In Paris, Doc Savage did another strange thing. He did not try to contact his other two aides,
Renny and Johnny Littlejohn. Instead, the bronze nman nade arrangenents for the rental of two |arge
touring cars.

Monk, puzzl ed, asked, "Wy aren't we taking themw th us, Doc? Thought you left a whole |ot of
our equi pment with themin the big plane you flew to France?"

The bronze man nodded. "The equi pment has al ready been noved to that |ocation which Birm ngham
Jones has given us. W will get in touch with Renny and Johnny later."

And later, riding in the big touring cars through the night, on the fast trip toward the Swi ss
frontier, it was scar-faced Pinky who nmanaged to get a chance to whi sper to Birm ngham Jones.
"Sweet hell!" Pinky said. "This is gonna be good! W even got that bronze man's stuff placed
where Val entine can wipe it out along with Doc Savage's crowd!"

Bi r m ngham Jones nodded. Hi s pal e eyes were bleak and col d.

Sormetime early that norning, the cars crawed slowy up into the foothills. Pretty Honey Sanders
and the others had managed to take cat naps throughout the night. But Doc, Long Tom and Mnk had
taken turns driving during the long hours before dawn. These anmazi ng worl dwi de adventurers never
seenmed to tire.

In the last village, they had picked up papers. Mnk managed to get one that was printed in

Engli sh, and seated besi de Doc Savage—who was at the wheel of the first car—Mnk was readi ng
headl i nes.

"It says here," the chemist exclainmed, "that those two nations that are havin' a war are sure



raisin' plenty of hell!"

Fromthe rear seat, Honey Sanders said, "It's terrible. All Europe will be involved shortly!"
Sandy Gower was seated with the girl. Young Tod Smith was riding in the trailing car, with Pinky,
Bi r m ngham Jones and Long Tom

The constable put in, "War ought to be stopped. It ain't right to have wars."

Quietly, the bronze man commented, "It |looks like this war will be over shortly—f thousands of
men continue to be killed wantonly as they have been in the past few days."

Monk had been readi ng sone nore.

"Yeah, Doc," he commrented. "Says here that one of themcountries has a secret kind of gun that is
Wi ping the other nation's nen out |like ants!"

"Did you read all of that article?" Doc prodded.

Monk read, and shortly he frowned.

"Say!" he piped. "It says here that both those danged countries are accusing the other of having
a secret war machine."

"Exactly," added Doc Savage, and there was sonething about the bronze man's tone that caused Mnk
to stare at himquestioningly.

USUALLY, the hairy chem st could appear pretty dunb. And yet, for all his honely |ooks and crazy
actions, Mnk had a good brain. Frequently, the chemst's acts were nerely put on to get Hanls goat.
But now there was a nystery concerning Ham s di sappearance, and Monk was worried. Oddly, these
two strange fellows thought a | ot of each other—despite the fact that they always seenmed ready to
mur der one anot her when toget her.

Monk was thinki ng about what the bronze man had just said, and was maki ng no conments. He sat
with his chin in his big hand, his brow winkl ed.

Doc Savage drove in silence, and the road got narrower and steeper. It was getting cold. Rising
up like grim sky-reaching sentinels around them were the peaks of the Al ps, snow visible seemngly
only a few hundred feet above.

Doc had been following a route outlined by Birm ngham when they had left the last village. But
even smal |l farnmhouses were | eft behind now The valley through which they had clinbed grew slowy
narrower, seened to wall themin like the sides of a canyon that had no summt.

The road forked, and Doc Savage took the right turn-off. He forced the car ahead for several nore
m | es—when abruptly those in this first machine heard the others yelling at them from behi nd.

Doc st opped.

Tod Smi th, Birm ngham Jones and Pinky cane running up to them Long Tomrenai ned at the wheel of
the second car.

Bi r mi ngham Jones excl ai ned, "Pinky, here, just rem nded ne that we took the wong turn-off.

Shoul d have followed that other road back there!"

But Doc Savage nmade no attenpt to turn the car around. Instead, he said, "It is quite possible
this road will nmeet the other again."

Pinky frowned. "But if we're gonna get to that Breakneck Pass hide-out— he started.

"We will continue on this road," stated the bronze man quietly.

Everyone was puzzled by the bronze man's actions, but they continued.

A half mle farther on, where the route passed directly beneath sheer cliffs that poked up on
either side of them the sound |ike distant thunder suddenly reached their ears.

Doc drew the car up, stared toward the snow covered nount ai nsi des.

The others stared, too, toward a point not nore than a quarter of a mle behind them They saw

t he phenonenon that appeared like a white N agara plunging down directly over the narrow roadway.
Monk et out a howl. "We're trapped!" he piped shrilly. "Lookit, will ya? Aval anche!"

And the aval anche came down and nmade a small white nmountain on that part of the road which they
had, a nmonment before, passed over.

Chapter XVII. DEATH TORPEDO

EVERYONE stood there, staring as the snow piled up like a glacier behind them down the narrow
road, and it was scar-faced Pinky who started yelling.

"Whatta we gonna do?" he demanded. "This is the wong road, and now we won't get to that

Val enti ne hide-out."

Doc Savage ordered, "Back into the cars. We will continue just the sane."

No one saw the worried glance that flashed from Pinky to Birm ngham Jones. The gl ance practically
said, "Sonmething's got to be done! Savage has pulled a fast one on us!"

But with the road bl ocked behind them there was nothing that the two coul d do about it—f

Bi r m ngham was pl anni ng a doubl e cross.

They drove another hour, and abruptly the route—surprisingly—fell away fromthe encircling

nmount ai ns and they were at the approach to a wi de, endl ess-1o0oking plateau. Al so, they had cone to
the junction of another road.

Doc Savage stopped the cars and said, "W have arrived at Breakneck Pass from an opposite
direction.”

Al followed his indicating hand.

Of to the left, a short way back fromthe road which they had just intercepted, rose the



straight, steep walls of a cut through the nmountains. Fromwhere they stood, it appeared inpossible
that a road could ever find its way through such a narrow space.

Everyone was standing, |ooking at what Doc Savage i ndicat ed.

At the bronze man's next words, various things suddenly happened with anmazi ng speed.

Doc said: "It was a clever way to lead us to death. But now we will take them by surprise, by
conming into the Pass fromthis opposite direction."

Tough-1 ooki ng Pinky suddenly had a gun in his fists. He was backing toward one of the enptied
cars.

"Not me!" Pinky rapped. "Stand back—everybody!" He kept them covered with the gun, clipped out an
order.

"C non, Birm ngham We're getting the hell outta here!"

Nattily dressed Birm ngham Jones | eaped after his partner. As did stocky Sandy Gower, the girl's
sel f - appoi nt ed bodyguard.

"Me, too!" Sandy Gower yelled worriedly. "I"'mgetting outta here!"

Under cover of Pinky's menacing gun, the other two piled into the big car. Birm ngham Jones
drove, wheeling the car around recklessly in the roadway.

Monk howl ed, "Doc! You gonna |et themget away with that?"

Qddly, the bronze man had not noved.

Now he said swiftly, "Let themgo."

Monk and Long Tomwere all for leaping in the other car and followi ng, but at the bronze nan's
command they hesitated.

Young, red-haired Tom Smith was puzzled, too. He said, "l've never trusted those other two, but |
t hought Sandy CGower had some guts!”

The car was al ready rocketing down the road, toward the |long plateau that stretched out endlessly
in the opposite direction.

Doc Savage whi pped into sudden action then. He junped behind the wheel of the second car, ordered
the others inside. Then he was sending the car down the road, not after the men who had ran out on
t hem-but into Breakneck Pass.

Monk pi ped worriedly, "Blazes, Doc! You're running right into that trap Valentine has set for us.
That Birm ngham was kidding us all the tinme!"

Ski nny Long Tom added: "Yeah, Doc, nmaybe you've nade a m stake!"

"There's no nmistake," announced the bronze man grimy, and he kept driving.

The road narrowed, started into the crevice between the sheer rock walls of Breakneck Pass.

The men stepped out ahead of themand started firing at the car.

DOC' S swift order sent everyone piling out of the nmachine the nonent he had flung it around so
that it rested crosswise in the road. Doc and the others were nonmentarily protected on the far side
of the big car.

Long Tom and Monk were quickly using the nachine pistols. The weapons sent bullfiddle roars
shivering up and down the canyon walls. Men sone di stance beyond the other side of the bl ocking car
started falling down.

But their injuries would not be permanent. For the special guns that Doc's aides used were firing
a formof "mercy" bullet of Doc's own invention. The bullets, ainmed at the attackers' |egs,
inflicted only tenporary paral ysis.

But nore nen cane out of the Pass, along the narrow roadway, and opened up fire with guns that
cont ai ned real slugs.

Abruptly, from high overhead, cane a roar as sonething came swoopi ng down out of the sky, to
flatten out and zoom overhead where the canyon walls w dened out hi gh above.

Monk howl ed with fear. "The flying thing!" he started to say. "W're gonna be blasted to hell

an' —

But above Monk's outburst, Doc said quietly, "That should be Renny and Johnny in the plane."
Monk, crouched down behind the car, stared upward, squinting.

And he saw Doc's tri-notored, streanined ship—the one that the bronze man had left at the Paris
airport.

Monk started junping up and down and waving his arns at the plane. A slug whined by his head.
Long Tom reached up and yanked the excited chem st down beside the others. "You want to get
killed, you dunce!" the electrical w zard snorted.

Doc Savage said, "Hold your fire. Watch!"

The bi g plane cane down so | ow between the canyon walls that it seened a certainty the ship's

wi ngs woul d be ripped asunder against the rock walls.

But they cleared, and then the sound like the rattle of a nmachine gun reached the ears of those
with Doc Savage. Sonething like rain spattered the dust in the roadway ahead. The pellets also hit
the small nmob of attackers crouched there, and they started |ying down on their stomachs and
droppi ng their weapons.

They didn't get up again. No reinforcenments joined them

The tri-notored ship zoomed skyward, circled when it was safely clear of the Pass, and

di sappear ed.



Doc Savage said, "It is safe to proceed now. "

PRETTY Honey Sanders stared at the unconscious assailants piled up in the roadway just ahead. She
| ooked at Doc Savage. She was begi nning to understand sonme of the remarkable ingenuity of this big
bronze fellow

The girl said, "You knew about this trap all the time, didn't you? You had plans made for those
two you call Renny and Johnny to nmeet you here?"

Doc said quietly, "Renny had orders to pick up our trail into the nountains today. He has been
flying above us for the past hour, high enough so that the plane was not heard by anyone in the
cars."

Young Tod Smith gave Doc Savage a steady regard. He, too, had been puzzled by sone of the bronze
giant's apparently questionabl e noverents. Now he under st ood.

Monk was all for going ahead and waki ng up sone of the sleeping thugs and bashing in a few heads.
But Doc rapped, "Hurry! It will only be a matter of noments now "

"Monments until what?" Long Tom wanted to know.

But the bronze man did not explain. Instead, he led the way along the road. They saw that it
curved sharply, right in the heart of the nobuntain pass. Beyond, where a little clunp of woods grew
in close between steep walls and roadway, Doc pointed and said, "It should be in there."

Monk and Long Tomwere still puzzled. "Wat is it?" Mnk asked.

Doc did not answer. Instead, he pushed into the enshrouding trees, with the others close behind
hi m

The girl's deep-blue eyes were wide with excitenment. She exclainmed, "This is the best tinme | ever
had inny life."

Tod Smith winced and commented, "Hope you get over it before nmany years!"

Doc said significantly, "What they have in store for us yet will not be very pleasant!"

And as if to lend enphasis to the statenent, the high, shrill whining sound cane down off the
canyon walls. It became a sharp screech that al nost pierced the eardruns.

Monk started to say, "Betcha that's Renny and Johnny agai n—

And then he let out a how and stared.

The flying thing was hi gh enough that a clear view of it was vague. And yet the hairy chem st saw
enough of it to be apparently sure of his deductions.

"Doc!" he squalled. "It's that flying hobgoblin of a thing from Sl eepy Holl ow. One of them

bl asted things that wecked the schooner and—

"Yes," said Doc Savage. "It is the aérial torpedo."

"What — the girl started to ask.

Before Doc could reply, the thing that flew with the speed of a conet had passed far overhead. A
split second later, there cane the terrific blast. For a nonent, it felt as if the nountains would
shatter all around them

Doc ripped out, "They'll have the range shortly. Help ne with this thing."

DOC had reached what | ooked |ike an old, Iong farm wagon | oaded with strange-I|ooking scientific
apparatus. Wth Mnk's and Long Tom s aid, he quickly pushed the strange unit onto the roadway.
Instantly, Doc Savage was up in the big wagon, manipul ati ng gadgets that were on the heavy

i nstrument - cases and equi pnent .

Long Tom seened to gather imedi ately what the equi pnent was for, because he | eaped to assist the
bronze nan.

Shortly, everyone heard the hum of powerful radio tubes.

Doc whi pped a covering fromone particularly |arge case. Conpact storage batteries were reveal ed.
The bronze man, his netallic fingers noving with skilled speed, was naki ng vari ous hook-ups.

W thout pausing in his swift novenents, he directed, "Long Tom the ray nachine is covered up
there at the other end of the wagon. Uncover it!"

The machi ne was the one Doc Savage had used back at his New York headquarters. Apparently he had
brought it aboard in his big plane. Renny, though, had flown the equi pment here.

Shortly, Doc had a short-wave transmtting set in readiness. Then he was speaking into a

m cr ophone:

"Han?" he asked. "ls everyone clear of the aérial torpedoes?"

The others stared at Doc's mention of Ham

A reply canme back through a portabl e | oud-speaker that had been hooked up. Ham said tensely:
"Yes, Doc. All except Valentine. I'"'mwth Renny and Johnny in the plane. But, Doc—

"Yes?"

"Val entine's rel easing those things. You' d better clear out! Valentine managed to elude us the
monment we got here, and he's in his place now-al one!"

"Then stay clear," finished the bronze man, and cut Ham of f.

Monk, wi de-eyed, piped, "I don't get this, Doc? Wiere the blazes is that shyster—

But Doc Savage was nmani pul ati ng another set of radio-control dials. Hs face was tense, his

fl ake-gol d eyes revealing that his brain was working furiously.

He started to say, "If we can pick up the range of the next one—=

The scream ng, high-pitched sound came down out of the sky again—and this time the flying thing



of death was very cl ose.

It was so close over their heads that there was a peculiar burned-ozone snell in the air.

Chapter XVIII. FAREWELL TO DEATH

SO cl ose that they saw the long, cylindricallike object. Those with Doc Savage stared at the
hurtling torpedo as it ripped through the nmountain pass. It could not have been nore than a hundred
feet above their heads. The thing appeared to have fins, and a taillike structure.

It did not explode, but disappeared swiftly.

Long Tomwas frantically adjusting the ray machine, directing the machine after the flying object
that had al ready di sappeared.

"Too late," commented Doc, fromwhere he was at the radio controls. "Vait!"

Hi s fingers noved deftly. Various delicate instrunents that he watched closely seened to tell the
bronze man sone fact.

For he said to the skinny electrical wzard, "If this doesn't work, then we are done for!"

He pressed a small button on the radi o-control set.

Somewhere—t was inpossible to tell the distance—there was a violent blast, as though tons of
dynami te m ght have been set off sonewhere out of their sight.

The bronze man's unusual eyes flickered. Not taking his hands fromthe radio dials, he said,
"Monk, hurry back and get the car."

Monk was gone about ten minutes. Upon his return with the big touring car, he said, "Had to nove
sone of them sl eeping nugs outta the way, or run over them"

Abruptly there was a crackling in the | oud-speaker unit which Doc Savage had set up. Into the

m crophone, he said, "Yes?"

"Doc?" It was Renny's boomi ng voice this tine, obviously coming fromthe plane that was flying at
sone point distant.

"What is it?" prodded Doc Savage.

"You all right?"

The bronze man assured Renny that they were all still alive. He told briefly of the aérial

t orpedo appearance, added, "It |ooks |ike we have just brought the | ast one down. At |east, the
t hi ng expl oded a nonment ago."

Renny's voice got worried. "Listen, Doc, Valentine's gone conpletely nuts. We can't get at him
because of the danger of one of those things hitting the plane. But he's ready to rel ease nore of
them "

"We have figured on that," said the bronze nman. "Stand by while we close in. Wat is the distance
to Val entine's headquarters?"

"Exactly three mles," came Renny's answer.

Doc swung away fromthe transmtter, gave brief orders.

"Load this radio equiprment in the rear of the car," he directed. "Fast!"

Wth the storage batteries that were needed for operation of the radio-control apparatus, the
rear seat of the car was jammed. Long Tom however, managed to squeeze his skinny frame in. Mnk
hung onto the running board while the girl and Tod Smith clinmbed in the front seat with the bronze
man.

As Doc drove, he gave explicit directions to Long Tom

The el ectrical wi zard apparently understood Doc's purpose, for once he said, "Nothing yet, Doc."
Doc Savage sent the nachine racing down the narrow road, back the way they had cone. They passed
the point where Monk had piled the unconscious assailants al ongsi de the road. Later, they passed the
junction where Sandy Gower, Birm ngham Jones and Pinky had run out on them

Two miles beyond this, where the roadway bordered the plateau of a place they had seen earlier,
they saw the long, low netal building far out in a field.

Doc said, "That's it. That's the place Valentine's set here in this isolated section."

H gh above them circling like a lazy bird in the clear sky, was a plane. It was Doc's
tri-nmotored ship.

The girl suddenly cried, "Listen!"

But everyone had heard the sound.

IT started as a | ow nban, and quickly seemed to get shriller and higher in tone.

Doc rasped out: "O K, Long Tom Get it!"

As Doc Savage had done a while ago, so did Long Tom depress a button on the radio-control set.

At the same nmonent, the building off in the flat field appeared to disintegrate. It went up in
the air, and a terrific explosion foll owed.

The silence of the | onesone spot was shattered by the expl osions that followed during the next
fifteen m nutes.

Doc held the car clear, and after waiting another fifteen mnutes—after the expl osions had

st opped—he rolled the machine slowy down the road in the direction of what had once been a

bui | di ng.

Only a pile of débris now renained.

Renny set the big plane down in the field alongside them He and gaunt Johnny Littlejohn, the
archaeol ogi st, piled out and ran up to Doc and the others.



Bi r m ngham Jones cane running al ong behind them

Monk stared. The girl's fingers flew to her nouth. Tod Smth and Long Tom | ooked quickly at the
bronze nman.

But Monk said, "Blazes, Doc! Thought that Birm ngham Jones was with—

The tall, nattily attired Birm ngham Jones had reached the group. He | ooked at Mnk and said

cool ly:

"Listen, ape, who ever gave you the right to think, anyway?"

Monk al nost junped out of his shoes.

"Ham " he yell ed.

Doc Savage expl ai ned, "Ham and Birm ngham Jones were about the sane height and build. It was only
necessary for Hamto use the gl ass eyeshells to nake his eyes |l ook |ike Birmnghams."

Ham grinning at bew | dered Monk, was renoving the paper-thin shells fromhis eyes. Transparent,
the tiny objects were a product that could be bought in any high-class optical shop.

Honey Sanders exclained, "But if this was Hamall the time, then where is the real Birm ngham
Jones?"

Doc Savage said, "Birm ngham Jones was put back on the island with the rest of the prisoners
there. Hamwas planted with the one nanmed Pinky in order to |l earn Valentine's plans and the exact
location of this aérial torpedo base."

Al were staring at the denolished building. The biting odor of burned ozone was in the air.
Young Tod Smith asked, "You nmean, Valentine was sending those torpedo things out fromthere?"

Doc nodded.

"But how— Tod Smith started.

"Val entine," Doc went on, "was using a type of perpetual -notion machi ne enpl oying an atom c or
perhaps a nol ecul ar force. Once started, the torpedoes travel ed faster and farther than any known
speed ship. They were operated by renpte radio control. They coul d be exploded in |ike nmanner, at
any point where Val entine wi shed themto do so."

Tod Smith's eyes brightened. "I get it!" he said. "That's why you were using this renote-control
radi o set of your own! You set off the torpedo that Valentine was ready to | aunch!"

Doc said quietly, "Yes. It is too bad that Pinky had to die along with him there in the
building. But it was either that or perhaps death for thousands."

The girl, Honey, was staring.

"Pi nky?" she gasped. "But he was with Sandy Gower. Were is Sandy Gower now?"

What was evident to the others, had been overlooked by the girl.

Doc noved across to where she was standing, said gently, "Sandy Gower was Val entine."

IT was two days | ater, again aboard the liner, that Doc Savage and the others prepared to sail
for the island where the rest of the prisoners would be picked up.

Newspapers, that nmorning, were full of headlines. Monk and Ham were comenting about them

"See where those two countries that were fighting have signed a truce," Mnk said. "Both of them
figured the other had a new gun that was w ping out their troops by the thousands. Both decided to
quit!"

Ham | ooked at the bronze nan.

"And that was Val entine' s—Sandy Gower's—dea, wasn't it Doc?" he asked.

Doc nodded.
"Sandy. Gower had an idea that he was going to stop all wars. He becane a fanatic on the idea,
standing ready to kill thousands in order to acconplish his purpose. He perfected his aérial torpedo

there in the schooner workshop near Sleepy Hollow. Then he was shipping themto that nountain

hi de-out over here."

Doc | ooked at pretty Honey Sanders. "You knew Sandy Gower. |nadvertently, you al nbst discovered
that he was Val enti ne—+hough you did not realize it."

The girl was getting over her first shock at |earning Sandy Gower had been the villain all along.
"I renmenber now," she expl ained, "how Sandy used to talk to dad by the hour about war, and that
it should be stopped. Father was sonewhat of a scientist, you know. "

The bronze man nodded understandi ngly.

"But, Doc," Mnk put in, "what about that rich guy, Duval ? | figured he was mxed up in this

t hi ng? Where's he now?"

"Safely in New York," Doc said. "He never left the country. You see, Sandy Gower needed plenty of
noney to finance his crazy scheme. And so he sent Birmingham Jones to Duval, asking for that help.
Natural 'y, Duval refused.”

Monk shook his head quickly. "I get it. And so they used a little persuasion on Duval. Knocked
down a couple of his shops with that flying Gscar thing, and nade hi mkick through—er else!"
"That," Doc agreed, "was the general idea."

Renny had a word to say.

"W | earned about that cathedral explosion in Paris, too," he offered. "Holy cow It was caused
by one of those torpedoes that Sandy Gower sent aboard. He shipped sone of themthat way, because
the darned things could keep going al nbost forever. Only he miscal culated on that one, and it went
through the cathedral!'"



Ham s face was thoughtful. He | ooked at Doc Savage.

"Funny," he remarked, "about those two arny men who were seized aboard this same ship by

Bi r m ngham Jones. We never did find those two nen when we first searched this boat, Doc!"

Doc's face was just a trifle grim "That," he said, "has been explained while we were after Sandy
Gower . "

" Expl ai ned?"

"A crew nmenber," said Doc, "was too frightened to reveal it at first. He has now tal ked. The two
army officials—after all war information had been extracted fromthem by Birm ngham Jones—were
mur dered and dropped at sea. Birm ngham Jones, when picked up at the island, will probably never be
sent back to the college. He likes too well to kill people."

Al'l understood what the bronze man neant.

HAI RY MONK was abruptly staring around. He | ooked at Ham

"Were's Honey?" he demanded, his eyes brightening hopefully.

Ham strangely, |ooked sonewhat downcast.

"Over there," he indicated, pointing.

Pretty Honey Sanders was over at the ship's rail, standing close to Tod Smith. The red-haired
young man's armwas around the girl's shoul ders. Her golden-rich hair brushed his cheek.

"That," said Ham "let's you out, ape!"

Monk grinned at his dapper partner. "At least," he piped, "neither of us have a chance, so |
ain't gonna feel so bad!"

THE END



